To ke Reader, 


"This Figurezchar thou hire ſeeſt; pur, 
Trwas for gentle Shakeſpearecur, 
Vherefithe Graverhad aftrife 
_V'Virh. Natife,ro out-doa the life : 
©,could he bithavedravvne his V Vir 
AswellinBraſle,as-he hach hixr 


His Face ; the Print yvould thenfurpaſſe 


Altharwasever vvrir in Brafle. | % 
Bux,ſince he cannor,Reader,looke 
Noron his FEAR his Booke. 
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| TO THE MOST NOBLE 
vg And - 
g INCOMPARABLE PAIRE 
; OF BRETHREN, 
| VVirtianm 
Earle of Pembroke, &c. Lord Chamberlaine tothe 
Kings moſt Excellent «z?M ajeſtie. 
j AND 
; PriLie 


Earle of Montgomery,&c, Gentleman qfhis Majeſtics 
Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the moſt Noble Order 


; ofthe Garter, and our ſingular good 
LORDS. 


Right Honourable, 


W929 we /ludy tobe thankefull in our particular, for 
V/ag/4 the many favors we have received fromyour L. L © 
WTF we are falne upon the ill fortune, tomingle two the 
FR Ee moſt divers things that can be, feare, and raſhneſſe; 
dv raſhneſſe in the enterprize , and feare of the ſuc- 
ceſſe. For, when wee value the places your H, H. ſuſtaine, wee 
cannot but know their dignity greater, than to deſcend ts the reading 
of theſe trifles : and,while wename them trifles, we have deprivd - 
our ſelves of the defence of our D eaication, But fmce your L, L. 
have beene pleas to thinke theſe trifles ſomething, heretofore ; and 
hawe proſequuted boththem,es* their Author lrving with ſo much fa- | 
vour: we hope,(that they out-lrving him,and he not having the fate, 
common with fome , to be Exequator to hisowne writings ) youwill 
uſe the ſame indul gence toward them, you have done untotherr 


ef2 parent. 


=þ | TheEpiſtle Dedicatory.. 
parent. There 1s agreat difference , whether any Booke chooſe his 
Patrones,or finde + 450g : T hu hath done both. - For, ſo much were 


your L.L. likings of the ſeverall parts,when they were afted, as be- 


fore they were publiſhed,the Volumne askd to be yours. We have 
but collected them,and done an of fice to the dead , toprocure his Or- 
phanes,Guardians; without ambition either of ſelfe-profit,or fame : 
onely to keepe the memory of ſo worthy a Friend, and Fellow alrve, 
aswasourSHAKESPEARE,Gy bumble offer of bis Playes,toyour 


. moſt Noble Patronage. Wherein,as we have juſtly obſerned,, no 


man tocome neere your L.L. but with a kind of religious addreſſe; 


it hath been the height of our care,who are the Preſenters, to = 


the Preſent worthy of your H.H. by the Perfection, But, there w 
muſt alſo crave our abilities tobe conſudered,my Lords. We cannot 
goe beyond our owne powers. ( ountrey hands , reach ferth Milke, 
(reame, Frutts,or what they have: andmany N ations (wehave 
heard )that hadnot Gummes and Fncenſe, obtained their requeſts 
with a leavened Cake; Ft was no fault to approach their 
gods,by what meanes they could: eAndthe moſt , though meanefl, 
of things, are made more precious , when they are dedicated to 
Temples. Fn that name therefore , we moſt humbly conſecrate_ to 
your H.H. theſe remaines of your ſervant Shakeſpeare ; that what 
delight is in them,may be ever your L,L.thereputation his, and the 
faults ours jf any be committed,by a paire ſocarefull to ſhew their 
gratitude both to the living,and the dead,as is I 


Your Lordſhips moſt bounden: 


Jobn Hemin 190, 
Henry Condell, 
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Tothe great variety of Readers. 


Romthe moſt able, to himthatcan but ſpell : There 
you arenumberd. We had rather you were weighd. 


bur of your Purſes Well,itis now publike,and you 
will ſtand for your priviledges,we know: tereade, 


commend a Booke,theStationer ſayes. Then, how odde ſoever your 


braines be,or your wiſedomes,makeyourlicencethe ſame, and ſpare _ 
not. Indge your fixe-penny'orth, your ſhillings worth, your five ſhil- 


licfgs worth at a time, or higher, ſo youriſe tothe juſt rates, and wel- 
come. But,whatever you doe, buy. Cenſure will not drive a Trade, 
or make the Iackegoe. And thoughyou be a Magittrate of wit, and fie, 
on the Stage at Black-Fryers , or the Cock-pit, to arraignePlayes dayly, 
know,theſe Playes haye had their triall already, and ſtood our all Ap- 
peales ; and doc now come forth quitted rather by a Decree of Courr, 
chen any purchas'd Letters of commendation. | 


It had beene a thing, we confeſTe, worthy to have beege wiſhed,that 


the Author himſelfe had liv'd to have ſet forth, and overſcene his owne 
writingsBut finceit hath been ordain'd otherwiſe, and he by death de- 


parted from that right,wepray you doe not envy his Friends ,'the office 


p— —_ 


of their care,and paine,to have collefted and publiſh'd them; and ſo to. 
haye publiſh them, as where (before ) you were abus'd with divers 
ſtolne, and ſurreptitions Copies,maimed and deformed by the frauds 


and ſtealrhs of injurious Impoſtors, that expos'd them : eventhole, are 
now offer'd to your view cured,and perfect oftheic limbes ; andall the 
reſt abſolute in their numbers as heconceived them. Who, as he wasa 


happy imurator of Nature,was a moſt gentle expreſler of it. His r:inde 


and hand went together : And what he thought, heutrered with thar 
ealineſſe,that we have ſcarce received from hima blot 1n his Papers. 


But it is not our Province, who onely gather his workes,and givethem 
you to praiſe him. Itis yours that reade him. . And there we hope, to. 


yourdivers capacities, you will finde enough, bothto draw,and hold 
you: for his wit can no more lic hid,then it could beloft. Reade him, 


therefore; andagaine, and againe ; Andif then youdoenorlike him, 


ſurely youare in ſome manifett danger,not to underſtand him And ſo 


weleave youto other of his Friends, who, if you need, can be your 
mides: if youneede them not, you can leadeyour ſelves, and others. 


Andſuch Readers we wiſh him. - We 
| Aa lohy Heminge. Henry Condcll. 


ww 


Eſpecially,when thefate ofall Bookes depends up- 
on yonr capacities : and not of your heads alone, + 


»4 and cenſure. Doeſo,bur buy ir firſt. Thardoth beſt 
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mg che Author Maſter VVikam 
Shakeſpeare, and his V Vorkes, 


"© Pefator this Lifes Shaddow is ; To ſee” 

T2 1 be truer image and alivelier he 

ESTER: > Turne Header. But obſerve his Comicke vaine, 

Laugh, and fees.” next to a T ragicke  ſtraine, 

T ben weepe ; So When thou find ſt two contraries, 

Tivo different paſSions fi om thy rapt ſoule riſe, 

Say, ( who alone effeft ſuch wonders could) | = 

Rare Shake-ſpeare to the life thou doſt behold. . ES FA >» WL 


An Epitaph onthe admirable Dra ahi 


Poet, VV.SrakESPEARE, 


* 


SLA Tie: Hat neede my Shakeſp eare for his honour d bones, | 

ed The labour of an a in piled ſtones | is 
Or that bis hallow'd Reliques ſhould be bid _ | 

Pnder aſtarre-ypointing Pyramid © 

Deare Sonne of Memory, oreat Heire of Fane, 

What needſt thou ſuch dull witneſſe of thy Name ? 

Thou in our wonder and aſtoniſhment 

Haſt built thy ſelfe a lafting Monument : | "Y 

For whil'i to th'ſhame of ſlow-endevouring Art 

T by eaſie numbers flow,and that each part, 

Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued Booke, 

Thoſe Delphicke Lines with deepe Impreſsion tooke 

Then thou our fancy of her ſelfe bereaviug, 

Doſt make us Marble with too much conceiving, 

And ſo Sepulcher d in ſuch pompe doft lie | 

That Kings for ſuch a Tombe would wiſh to die, 


Fo 


TO THE MEMORIE 


of the deceaſed Author , Maſter 
VV.SHAKESPEARE, 


Go 8 Hake-ſpeare,at length thy pious Fellowes give 

JN T be World thy Workes : thy Workes by Which,ont- live 
"Thy Tombe thy name muſt: When that ſtone ts rent, 
And Time diſſolves tþ y Stratford Monument, Y 
Here we alive ſhall view thee full. This Booke, | | MF 
þ When Braſſe and Marble fade, ſhall make thee looke 
q Freſh to all Ages : when Pofteritie 2M, 
bh Shall loath what's new \thinke all is prodiyie 

That is not $ hakeſpeares; ev ry Line,each Perſe | | ; 

Here ſhall revive,redeeme thee from thy Herſe. ; 
* . MNor Fire,nor cankring Age,as Nalo ſaid, 
L  Ofbi,thywit - fraught Booke [hall once invade. 
Y . No - ſhall 7 ere beleeve,or thinke thee dead 
(Though miſt Juntill our bankrout Stage be ſhed 
( Frpoſ Sible )with ſome new ſtraine tout-doe 
Paſsions of Iulier ,and her Romeo , | | 
Or till l heare a Scene more nobly take, 
Than when thy halfe-ſword parlying Y ormans ſpake, 
T ill theſe till any of thy Volumes r ef 
Shall with more fire,more feeling be expreſt, 
Be ſure our Shake-ſpeare,thou canſt never dye, _ : 
- But crown d with Lawrell live eternally, | 


6 

Tothe WET of MJ W. 7 Shake. eare, 

| Nee E wondred (Shake-ſpeare)that thou went ſt ſo ſoone 

AV From the Worlds-Stage,to the Graves-Tyring-reome, 
We thought thee dead, but this thy Printed worth, 

Tels thy SpeFators,that thou went ſt but forth 

Toenter with applauſe. An Aftors Art, 

Can dye,and live,to att a ſecond Part. 


T hat's but an Exit of Mortality ; " 
This,a Re-entrance toa Plaudite. | 


i, Ml, 
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ſpeare,conrainingall his Comedies, Hiſto- 
ries,and Fragedies : Truly ſer forth,according © 
cotheir firſt Original. 


b 


he mt A 


The Names of che Principall Attors 
in alltheſe Playes. | 


M79 Illiam Shakeſpeare. ” 
) Aichard Burbadge, 
” Jobn Hemmings. 
Auguſtine Phillips. 
William Kempt. 
T homas Poope. 
George Bryan. 
Henry (ondell. 
Willam Slye. 
Kichard Cowly. 
ohn Lowine. 
Samuell Croſſe. 


Alexander Cooke. 


] 


| 
| 


A OE > oe, ne oe eee rs 


Samuel Gilburne.. 
Robert Armin. 
William Ofler. 
Nathan Field. 


\ Fobhn/uderwaad. 


Nicholas Tooley. 
William Eccleſtone. 
7oſeph Taylor. 
Fobert Benfield. 
Fobert Goughe. 
Kichard Fobinſon. 
John Shancke. 
John Rice. | 
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| — Tothememoryoftmybelowd, 
Tu '.. The AV TEAR 

; | Mar. VVitulam SHAKESPEARE 

| AND 


whathehathleft us. 


<P 


YREER O araw no envy (Shakeſpeare) on thy name, * 
Ya Am1ibuns ample to thy Booke, and Fame: 
P97 While I cenfeſe thy writings tobe ſuch, 
As neather Man, zor Mule, cap praiſe too much: 
Tt truc, and ali mens ſuffrage. But theſe wayes : P 
Were aot the paths I meant unto thy praiſe : | =. | | how 
For ſoelieſt T2norance on theſe may light, | 
Which, when it ſounds at beſ?, but eccho's right , 
Or bliaze Aﬀection, which doth ne.re advance 
The trath, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance, 
Or crafty Malice, might pretend this praiſe, 
An1 thinke to rune, where it ſeem a to raiſe. 
Theſe are, as ome infamous Baud, or whore, 
Should praiſe 4 31atron, What could Uurt her more * 
Bat then art proofe agaznit them , and inde:d 
Above th ill fortune of them, or the need. 
I therefore will bezin, Soul of the Ave | 
The applauſe : delight ' the wondey of our Stage ! 
My Shakeſpeare re ; 1 will not lo}re thee by | pe AN 
Chaucer, or Spenſer, or bd Br aunwvnt /ye | 
4 little fur ther. to makethee a rome: | | 
Thou art 4 M 08Bu72H6, Without 4 tomabe, | 
And art alive ſtill, while thy Booke doth live, 
Ana we have wits to read, and prayſe to give, 
That 1 not mixe thee ſo, my braine excuſes , 
{ meane with great, but diſpropertion'a Muſes : 
For. if 1theught my judgement were of yeeres , 
L 1 (hoald commit thee ſurely with thy peeres, 
2 And tc, how farre thou didft our Lily out-ſhine, 
3 Or ſportins Kid, or Marlowes mghty line. 
; And though thee hadſt ſmall Latine analeſſe Greeke, 
.- From thence to honour thee, I would not ſecke 
: For names ; but call forth thund ring Xichilus, 
Euripides, and Sophocles to ws, | | 4 
Paccuvius, Accius, 4/#z of Cordova dead, 
To live againe , to heare thy Buikin tread, | 
And ſhake 4 Stage : Or, when tby Sockes were 9n, 
Leave thee alone for the compariſon 


W 


x 2 of 


LL 


UMI 


Of all, that :nſolent Greecc, or hanghty Rome 
{emt forth, or fince did from their aſhes come. 
Triumpb, my Britaine, thou haſt one to ſhowe, 
- . To whomaliScencs of Europe homage owe. 
He was not of ay age, but for all time ! 
And alt the Muſes, ſizH were in their prime, 
When like Apolle he came forth to warme 
Onr eares, or like a Mercury to charme !- 
Natare her ſelfe was proud of his defignes, 
And joy d to weare the dreſsing of his lines ! 
IWVhich were ſo richly ſpun, and woven ſo fit, 
As, fonce, ſhe will vouchſafe no other Wit, 
The merry Greeke, tart Ariſtophanes, 
Meat Terence, witty Plaurus, row not pleaſe > 
But antiquated, and deſerted the 
As they were not of Natures family: 
ret muſt I wot give Nature all: Thy Art, 
Ay gentle Shakeſpeare, mnſt enjoy a part, 
For though the Pocts matter, Natnre be, 
Hit art doth give the faſhion. And, that he, 
Who caſts to write aliving line, muſt ſweat, 
( ſuch as thine are) and ftrike the ſecond heat 
F pon the Muſes azvile : turne the ſame, 
(And himſelfe with it) that he thinkes to frame ; 
Or for the lawrell, he may gaine a ſcorpe, 
For a gooa Poet's made, as well as borne. 
Ana [ach wert thou. Looke how the fathers face 
Lives in his iſſue, even ſo, the race | 
Of Shakeſpeares minde, and manners briebily ſhines 
In his well torned, and true filed tines : | 
Is each of which, he ſeemes to ſhake a Lance, - 
As brandi(h't at the eyes of Innorance. 
Sweet Swan of Avon 'what a fight it were on 
To [ce thee in our water yet appeare, 
And make thoſe flights npon the bankes of Thames, 
That ſo aid take Eliza, andoxrTames! | - 
But flay, I ſee thee in the Hemiſphere 
AAVarNC d,and made a Conflellation ther e! 
Shine forth, thow Starre of Pocts, and with rage, 
Or influence, chiae, or cheere the drooping Stage ; 
Which, fixce thy flight from hence, hath mourn a bike night, 
And deſpaires day, but for thy Volumes light. 


Ben, TJonson, 
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Mind reficiting ages paſt , whoſe cleere 
And equailſurface can make things appeare 
© Diftant a Thouſand yeares, and repreſent 
Them in their lively coloars juſt extent. 
To out run heſty time, retrive the fates, 
Rowle backe the heavens, blow ope the iron gates 
Of death and Lethe where(confuſed)lye 
Great heapes of reginous mortalitie. 
In that acepe duskie dungeon to diſcerne 
A royall Gboft from Churles , By art to learne 
The Phyſiognomie of ſhades, and give 
Them ſudaaine birth , vondring how oft they live, 
whatfory coldly tells, what Poets farxe 
At ſecond hand, and picture without braine 
Senſeteſſe ard ſoulelefſe ſhowes , To give @ Stage 
( Ample and true with life) voyee, ation, age, 
As Plato's yeare and new Scene of the world 
Them unto us, or us to them had hurld, 
To raiſe our auncient Soveraignes from their here 
Hake Kings his ſwhjeds, by exchanging ver(e 
Enlrve their pale irunkes, that the preſent age 
Toes im thetr j0y and tremples at their rage: 
Yet ſo to temper paſ510n, that our cares 
Take pleaſure im their paines, And eyes inteares 
Both weepe and ſmile; fearefull at plots ſo ſad, 
Then laughing at our feare ;, abus'd, and glad 
To be abus d affetted with that truth 
which we percerve & falſe , pleas d in that ruth 
At which we ſtart ;, and by claborate play 
Tortur d and tickled .by a crablike way 
T-mepaſi made paſtime aud in ugly ſort 
Diſgorging up his ravaime for our ſport 
1/hale the Plebeian Impe from lofty throne , 
Creates aud rules aworld, and workes upon 
Mankind by ſecret engines ; Now to move 
A chilling pitty, then rigorous love: 
To ftrike ap and ſlroake downe , both joy and zre ; 
' To ſteere th affetions;and by bravenly fire 
Mould us anew, Stolne from our ſelves . 
This and much more which cannot bee expreſt, 
But by himſelfe, his tomgne and his owne breſt, 
145 Shakeſpeares freeheld,which his cunning braine 
Improv by favonr of the nine fold traive. 
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ſpeare and his Poems, 


The buckind Muſe, the Commicke Oueene, the graund 
And lowaer tone of Clio ; nimble hand, ; : 
And nimbler foote of the melodious paire, 
The Silver voyced Lady, the moſt faire 
Calliope, whoſe peaking ſilence daunts. 
And ſhe whoſe prayſe the heavenly body chants, 
Theſe joyntly woo'd him, envying one anather 

(Obey'd by all 25 Sponſe, but lov'd as brother) 
And wrouzht 4 curious robe of ſable grave 

Freſh greene,and pleafant yellow, red moſt brave, 

And conſtant blew, rich purple, guiltleSewhite - 

The lowly Ruſſet, and the Scarlet bright ; 

Branch't and embrojdred hike the painted Spring 
Each leafematch't with a flower , and each ſiring 

Of golden wire, each line of ſilke ; there ran 
Italian workes whoſe thred the Sifters/pun ; 

And there did fing, or ſeeme to ſing, the ghoyee 

Birdes of a forraine note ana Various Voyce, 
Here hangs a meſſey rocke ; there playes a faire 

Brt chiding feuntaine purled : Net the ayre 

Nor cleudes nor thunder, but were living drawne 

Not out of common Tiffany or Lawne, 
; But fine materials, which the uſes know 

And ontly know the conniries wherethey grow, 

Now when they could no longer him enjoy 

In mortall garments pent , death may deſtroy 

They ſay his bedy, but his verſe ſhalllive 
' And more then nature takes onr hands ſhall give, 

In a leſſe volumne, but more ſtrongly bound 

Shakeſpeare ſhall breath aud (peake,with Laurell crown'd 

Which never fades. Fed with Ambroſian meate 

in a well-lyned veſinre rich and geate, 

So with the role they cloath him, bid him weare it 
For time ſhallnever flaine,zor exvy teare it. 


The friendly admirer of his 
Endowments. 
I. M, Se 
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Vpon che Lines and Life of he 


Famous Scenicke Poer, Maſter '- 
VVSn= 4 t 


STE Hoſe hands,which you ſo clapt., gvenow and wring 
= ou Britaines brave , for done are Shake-ſpeares dayes : 
£2 His dayes are done, that made the dainty Playe. es, 
Which made the Globe of Heay'n and Earth to ring. 
Dry d s that Veme,dry'd is the Theſpian Spring, 
Turn'd all to teares,and Phobus ( loudes his Rayes : 
That Corpe's,that t Coffin noW beſticke thoſe Bayes, 
Which crown'd him Poet firſt,then Poets Kins. 
Tf Tragedies might any Prologue have, 
All thoſe he made would ſcarce make one to this : 
Where Famae,now that he gone 1s to the Grave, 
(Deaths publique Tyring-houſe the Nuncius #, | 
For though his Line of life went ſoone about, © \/ | 
TheLife yet of bis Lines ſhall never ont. | : 


Hugh Holland. 
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t TS He Tempeſt - Verona. 
T he two* Gentlemen of 


The Merry Wives of Windſor. 
eNeaſurefor eNeaſure. 
The Comedy of Errors. 

eM uch adoe about Nothing. 
Loves Labour's loft, 

MM idſommers nights Dreame. 
The » Merchant of Venice: 
eA you likeit. 

T he taming of the Shrew, 
eAll's well that ends well. 

. Twelfeni; ht,or yyhat yourvvill. 
TheWinters Tale. 


Hiſtories. 
T he hfe and death of R.lohn. 
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The life of King Henry the 5. 

T hefrſt part of KR ,Heny thes. - 
| T he part of K . Henry the 6. 
The 3 part of K.Henry the 6. . 
The Tragedieof Richard the 3. 
The famous biſtory of Henry 8. 


Tragedies, 
Troylus and Creſsida, 
T he Tragedy of Coriolanus, 
Titus Andronicus. 
Romeo and Tuliet. 
Timon of Athens, 
The Tragedy of Tulius Cafar. 
T he Tragedy of Macbeth, 


| The Tragedy of Hamlec, 


The Tragedy of King Lear. 


Thehfe t death of K R the. The Moore of Venice, 


The life and deathof K. H. 4. 
. The ſecond part of K, H.the 4.. 


Anthony and Cleopatra, 


TheTragedyof Cymbeline. 
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eA clus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 


— ——— ——— —— 


A tempeſtuous noiſe of Thinder and Lightning heard © En- 


ter a Ship-maſter and 2 Boteſwaine. 


HMaſter. 
| == x Otc-{waine. 
4 Bo:eſ. Heere Maſter : What cheere ? 
Y] Maſt. Good : Speake to th'Mariners : 
JO! fall too't, yarely, or we run our {elves a 
( grounc,bcſtirre,bcſtirre. , Exit. 
Eutrr Marwers, 

Boteſ: Heigh my hcart5,cncerely, cheerly my hearts : 
yare,yare : Take inthe roppe-faic :; Ten to th Malters 
whiſtle : Blow till thou barit thy windey it roome C- 
tough. 

Enter Al. ouſo,S ebaſtian ,A nthinso, Ferdinand, 
Gonzalo,and o' hers, 

e£Aln. Good Bote-tiwaine haye care : wher's the Ma- 
ſter ? Play the men. 

Boef. I pray now Keepe below. 

eZnth.Where is the Malter,Boton ? 

Boteſ; Do you not heare him? you marre our lavour, 
Keepc your Cabins : you «lo aJilt the itorme. = 

Gonz. Nay,go0d be patient. 

Boteſ: When the Sea Is ; hence,what cares theſe roa- 
rersfor the name of Kinge to Cabine ſilence : trouble 
Us nOt. 

Gou, Good yet remember whom thon haſt aboord. 

Botef. None that I more love then my ſelfe. You are 
a Counſellor, if you can com nand theſe Elements to fi- 


—_—— 


readie in your Cabine for the miichance ot the houre, 
if it ſo hap. Cheerely good hearts: out of our way I 
ſay. _ Exets 

Gon,] have great comfort from this fc!lovr:methinkes 


1s peitet Gallowes : Rand feſt goud Fate to his han- 
ging, make the rope of his deſtiny our Cable, for our 
owne doth little advantage : it he be not borne to bee 
hang'd,our. caſe is miſerable . 4 Exit. 
Ent-r Brteſwain's | | 

Boteſ,Downe with rhe tup-Mialt : yare, lower,lower, 
bring her to Try with Mainc-courſe. A plague 


| | A cry within. Enter Sebaſtian, e Quth1-4c & Gonzales 
y 


or Our OuIce : yet againe 2 What do you heere?Shall we 
give ore and drowne, have you a minde to ſinke > + 


mous incharitable Dog. 
Boteſ. Worke you thcn. 


maker;we are leſſe afraid to be dr ownde,then thou art. 
Gorz. Tie warrant him for drowning, though the 
Ship were no ſtonger then a Nutt-ſhell, and as leaky as 
an unſtanched wench. 
Bo!ef. Lay her a hold; a hold, fect her two courſes off 
to Sea againe, lay her cif, 


Enter M erinors wet. 
Aari. A'l loſt,to prayers ,to prayersll loft. 
Boteſ: What mult our mouths be cold ? 
Gon. The King,and Prince at prayers,let's aut them, 
for our cafe is as theirs. 
Scbaſe Tam our of patience. 
en. Weare mec:l;ychcated of our lives by drunkards, 


ning the waſhing af ren Tides. 

Gonz, Hce'l be hang'd yer, 
Thoughevery droy of water ſweare againlt it, 
And gape at widlt tg glut him. ef confuſed nozſe within. 
Mercy on us. | 
Weſplit,we ſplit, Farewell my wife, and children, . 


lence, and worke the pcace of the preſent, wee will not | 
hand a rope more, uſe your authoritie : If you cannot, 
givethankes you have ;1v'd {olng, and make your ſelfe | 


_— 


he hath no drowning mark« upon him, kis'complexion | 


Fareivcli brother : we ſplit, we {plit,we ſplit. 

eAnth. Lets ail finke with* King 

Seb. Let's take leave of him. Exit. 

Goxſ: Now would Igivea thouſand furlongs of Sea, 
for an Acreof barren ground : Long heath, Browne 
firrs,any thing ; the wiits aboye bedone, but1woutd 
fainedyea dry deaths | | 
ScznaSecunda. 

Ewter Proſpero and Irandt. | 

Mira, If by your Art (my decreft father) you have 
Put thervilde waters id this Rore;alay them: TE 
I he skye'it ſcemes would powre downe ſtinking pitch, 


| But that the Sea,mountihg to th welkins cheeke, 


Dathes the fire out. Oh! I have ſuffered 


With thoſe that I aw ſuffer i A brave veſlell 


| upon this howling : they are lowder then the weather, | 
Scbaſ. A poxe o'your throat, you bawling, blaſphe- | 


'Anth. Hang cur,hang, you whoreſon inſolent Noyle- | 


This wide-chopt-ratcail, wouid thou mightit Tye drow- '| 


| 


| 
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The Tempeſt. | 


(Who had nodoubt ſome noble creaturein her) 
Daſh'dall topreces: O the cry did knocke _ 
Againſt my very heart : poore foutes, they periſh'd- 
 HadThbin any God of power, I would 
Haveſuncke the Sea within the Earth, or cre 
It ſhould the good Ship ſo have {wallow'd, and 
The fraughting Soules within her. 
Frof, Be colle&ted, | 
No more amazement: Tell your pitteous heart , 
there's no harme done. 
Hera. O woe, the diy: 
Prof. No harme. 
I have done nothing, but in care of thee 
( Of thee my decre one ; thee my daughter) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence Iam : nor that I am more better 
- Then Proſpero, Maſter of a full poore cell, 
And thy no greater Father. 
Afira. More to know 
Did never meddle with my.thoughts. 
Proſ, 'Tistime 
I ſhould informe thee farther : Lend thy hand 
And plucke my Magick garment from me : S0, 
Lye there my Arr : wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort, 
The direfull ſpecacle of the wracke whichtouch'd 
The very vertue of compaſſion in thee : 
I haye with ſuch compaſſion in mine Art 
So ſafely ordered, thatthere is noſoule 
No not ſo much perdition asan hayre 
Beride toany creature in the veſlell ] 
Which thou heardſt cry, which thou ſaw'ſ ſinke: Sit 
For thou muſt now know farther- (downe, 
Atra. You have often 
Begun to tell me what 1 am, but ſtopt 
And left me to the bootcleſſe Inquiſition, 
_ Concluding, {tay : not yer. 
Prof. The houre's now come, 
The very minute byds thee ope thine eare, 
Obey; and be attentive. Canſt thou remember 
A time before we came unto this Cell? 
I doe not thinke thou canſt, tor then thou vwas't not : 
Out three yearcs old: E 
Mira. Certainely Sir, I can. | 
. Prof By what ? by any other houſe; or perſon? 
Of any thing the Image,rtell me, that | 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 
Mira. *Tis farre off. 
And rather like a dreame, then an aſſurance 
That my remembrance warrants : Had I not 
Fowre, or five women once, that tended me? 
Prof. Thou hadſt ;and more <Miranda: But how 1s it 
That this livesin thy mind ? W hat ſeeſt thou els 
In the dark-backward and Abiſme of Time ? 
YfFthou remembreſt ought cre thou cam'lt here, 
How thou cam'ſt here thou mayſt. 
Afira. But that I doe not. 
Prof: Twelve yere lince ( Miranda) twelve yere ſince, 
Thy Father was the Duke of {llamme, and | 
A Prince of power : 
Mira. Sir, arenot you my Father ? 
Prof. Thy Mother was a pecce of vertue, and 
She ſayd thou waſt my daughter; and thy ' father 
Was Duke of Millazre, and his onely heirc: 
And Princeſle ; no worſe Ifſued, 
Aira, Othe heavens, 
What fowleplay had we, that we came from thence? 
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Or bleſſed was't we did? 

Prof. Both, both my Girle. 

By towleplay (as thou ſayeſt) were we heaved thence, - 
But bleſſedly holpe hither. : 

Afira. O my heart bleedes 
Tothinke oth' teene that I hayeturnd you to, 
Whichis from my remembrance, pleaſe you,farther; 

Prof. My brother and thy vacle, call'd e-4nthonio: 
I pray thee marke me, that a brother ſhould 
Be ſo perfidious : he ,whom next thy lelfe - 

Of all the world Ilov'd, and to him put 

The mannage of my ſtate, as at that time 

Though all the ſignories it was the firſt, _ 

And Proſpero,the prime Duke, being ſo reputed 
In dignity; and for the Liberill Artes, | 
Without aparalell ; thoſe being all my ſtudic, 
The Government I caſt upon my brother, 

And to my ſtate grew ſtranger, being tranſported 
And rapt in ſecret ſtudies, thy falſe vncle 

(Doeſt thou attend me?) =” 

Atra, Sir; moſt heedefully. _ 

Prof, Being once perteted how to grant ſuites, 
How to deny them : whom: taduauce, and whom 
To trath for over-toppinng; new created 
The creatures that were mine, I ſay, or chang'd 'em, 
Or elſe new form'd 'em ; having both the key, 

Of Othicer, and oilice, ſer all hearts e'th tate 
To what tune pleas'd his care, that now he was 
The Ivy which had hid my princely Trunck, 


| And ſckt my verdure out on't : Thou attend(ſt not? 


CHira. O good Sir, Idoe. 
Prof. I pray thee marke me: | 
T thus negleting worldly ends, all dedicated 
To cloſenes, and the bettering of my mind 
With that, which but by being retired 
Ote-priz'd all popular rate : in my falſe brother 
Awak'd an evill nature, and my truſt 
Like a good patent, did beget of him 
A falſehood 1n it's contrary, as great 
As my truſt was, which had indeede no limit, 
A confidence fans bound. Hebeing thus Lorded, 
Not enely with what my revenew yeelded, 
But what my power might elſe exat. Like one 
Who having into truth, by telling of it, 
Made ſuch a ſynner of his memorie 
Tocredite his owne lie, he did beleeve 
He was indeed the Duke, out o'th' Subſtitution 
Andexecuting th* outward face of Rojaltie 
With all prerogative ; hence is Ambition growing: 
Do'ſt thou heare? 
Mira. Your tale, Sir, would core deafencſſce. 
Prof. To have no Schreene between this part he plaid 
And him heplaid it for, he needes will be 


- Abſolute Azllaine, Me ( poore man) my Librarie 


Was Dukedome large enough : of temporall rojalties 
He thinkes me now incapable. Confederates 

( Sodric he was for Sway) with King of Naples 

To give himannuali tribute, doe him homage 
Subje& his Coronet, to his Crowne, and bend 

The Dukedome yet unbowed ( alas poore Mifaine) 


.| To much ignoble ſtooping. 


Ira. Oh the heavens : | 
Prof. Marke his condition, and th'eycnt,then tell m 
If this might be a brother. 
Mira. I ſhould ſfinne | 
Tothinke but Noblie of my Grand-mother, 
| : Good 
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Good wombes have borne bad ſonnes. 
Pre. Now the condition. "0 
This King of Naples being ar'Enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brothers ſuit, 
Which was, That he in lieu o'th' premiſes, 
Of homage, and I know not how much Tribute, 
Should pretently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dukedome, and confer faire Afi/lame 
With all the honors, on my brother : Whereon 
A treacherous Armie levied, one mid-night 
Fated to th* purpoſe, did eAvnthonio open 
The gates of Millane, and ith* dead of darkenefle 
The Miniſters for th* purpoſe hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying ſelfe, 
Air. Alack, for pitty : | 
I not remembring how I cride out then: 
Will cry it ore againe : 1t 1s a hint 
That wrings mine eyes to0 t. 
Pre. Heare 4 little further, 
And then Tle bring thee to the preſent buſineſſe 
W hich now's upon's ; without the which, this ſtory 
Were moſt 1impertinent. 
Mir. Wherefore did they not 
That houre deſtroy us? 
" "Pre. Well demanded, wench : | 
My Tale provokes thar quettion : Deare, they durſt not, 
So deare the love my people bore me : nor ſet 
A marke fo bloudy 0a the buſineſle; bat 
With colours fairer, painted their toule ends. 
In few, they hurried us a-boord a Barke, 
Bore us fome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carkafle of a Butt, not rigg'd, 
Nor tackle, nor ſayle, nor mait; the very rats 
InſtinXtiuely have quit it : There they hoylt us | 
To cry to th' Sea, that roard to us; to ſigh 
To th' windes, whoſe pitty ſighing backe againe 
Did us but loving wrong. 
Afir. Alack, what trouble 
Was I then to you ? _ 
Pro. O, a Cherubin 
Thou was't that did preſerve me; Thou didlt (mile, 
Infuſed with a fortitude from heaven, 
When I havedeck'd the {ca with drops full ſalt, 
Vnder my burthen groa'd, which rais'd in me 
An undergoing ſtomacke, to bcare up 
Againſt what thould eniue. 
ei. How came we aſhore ? 
Pro. By providence divine , 
| Some food, we had, and {ome treſh water, that 
A noble 2 -opoiatan, Gonzato h 
Our of his « harity, (who being then appointed 
Maſter of this deſignc) did give us, with 
Rich garments, linnens, [tufts, and neccflaries 
Which ſince have ſteeded much, 1o of his gentleneſſe 
Knowing L lov'd my bookes he furniſhd me , 
From mine owne Library, with volumes, that 
Tprizeabove my Dukedame. 
Air. Would I might 
Bur ever {ce that main. 
Pro. Nowl arile, ; 
Sit {till, and heare the laſt of our ſea-ſorrow: 
Heere in this Iland wear: 1nd, and heere 
Have 1, thy Schoolemaſter, made thze more profit 
Then other Princeſle can, that have more time 
For vainer howres; and | utor's, not 10 careiwl. 


| Air, Heavens thanke you for't. And now I p:a; you Sir, 


| 1n troops I have diſper{d them *bout the Itle : 


A moſt auſpitious ſtarre,whole influence 


| Yea, his dead lrident ſhake, 


For {till 'tis beating in my mind ; your reaſon 
For rayfing this Sea-ſtorme ? . 
Pro. Know thus far forth, 
By accident moſt ſtrange, bountifull Fortxne 
(Now my deere Lady) hath mine enemies 
Brought to this ſhore : And by my preſcience 
I finde my Zenith doth depend upon Z 


It now I court not, but omit ; my fortunes 
Willever after droope : Heare ceaſe more queſtions, - 
Thou art inclindeto leepe : 'tis a good dulneſſe,” 
And give it way :I know thou caſt not chuſe ; 
Come away, Servant, come; I am ready now, 
Approach my eAriel. Come. Enter eAviel. 
e275. All haile, great Maſter, grave Sir, haile I came 
Toanſwer thy beſt pleaſure ; be it to fly, - 
To ſwim, to dive intothe fire: toride ©, - 
On the curld clowdes : to thy ſtrong bidding, taske 
Ariel, and all his Qualitie, 
Pro. Haſtthou, Spirit, 
Pertormd to point, the Tempeſt that I badthee. 
eAr. Tocvery Article, 
I boocded the Kings ſhip : now on the Beake, 
Now in the Waite, the Decke, in every Cabyn, 
I flam'd amazement, fometimes I'1d divide 
And burne in many places ; on the top-maſt, 
The Yards and Bore- {prit, would I flame diſtin&tly, | 
T hen mecete, and joyne. Joves Lightning, the precurſers 
O'th dreadfull Thunder-claps more momentaric 
Andight out-running were not; the fire and cracks 
Of ſulphurous roaring, the moſt mighty A\ eprure | 
Seeme to beſiege,and make his bold wayes tremble, 


Pro. My brave Spirit, 
Who was fo firme, ſo conſtant, that rhis coyle 
Would not infect his reaſon ? 

Ar, Not a ſfoule 
But felt a Feaver of the madde, and plaid 
Some trickes of ditperation; ali out Mariners 
Plung'd in the foaming bryne, and quit the veſlell;  . 
Thea all a fire with me the Kings fonne Ferdivand 
With hairc up-ftaring (then like reeds, not haire) 
Was the firſt man that leapt; cride hellis empty, 
Andall the Divelis are hcc:c, 

Pro. Why that's my {pirit : 
But was not thisnigh ſhore? 

e fr, Cloſe by, my Maſter. 

Fro. Burt are they ( 4riell) ſafe ? 

Ar. Not a haire periſhd: 
On their ſuſtaining garments not a blemiſh, 
Burt treſher then before : and as thou badit me, 


The Kings ſonne have I landed by himſelfe, 
Whom [left cooling of the Ayre with tighes, 
In an odde Angle of the Ifle, and ſitting, 
Hisarmes in this fad knot. | 

Pro. Of the Kings ſhip, p | | 
The Marriners, ſay how thou haſt diſpoſd, 
And all thercſt o'th' Fleete? 

Ar. Safely in harbour 
Is the Kings ſhippe, in the deepe Nooke, where once 
Thou calldit meupat midnight ro fetch dewe 
From the itill-vext Be-moothzs, there the's hid; 
The Marriners all under hatches towed, 
W ho, witha Charme joyad to their {uffercd labour 
I have left aſleepe: and for the reſt o'rh* Fleet 
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| (Which TI diſpers'd)they all have metagaine, . 
And areupon the Medvterrancan Flote 
Bound fadly home for N aplesr, | 
Suppoſing that they ſaw the Kings ſhip wrackt, 
And his great perſon periſh. 
Pro. eAriel, thy charge | 
Exactly is perform'd; but there's more worke t 
What is the time o'th' day? 
Ar. Paſt the mid ſeaſon. 
' Fro, Atlcaſt two Glaſſes : the time *rwixt ſix & now 
'Muſt by us both be ſpent moſt preciouſly. | 
Ar. Is there more toyle?Since y doſt give me panes, 
Let me re:ncmbtr thee what thou haſt promis'd, 
Whichis not yet perform'd me. 
Pro. How now ? moodie?. 
Which is't thou canſt demand ? 
eAre My Libertie. - 
Pro. Before the time be out? no more : 
: eA;, I preethec, | 
Remember I have done thee worthy ſervice, 
Told thee no lyes , made thee no miſtakings, ſerv'd 
Without or grudge, or grumblings; thou did promiſe 
To bate me a full yeare. 

Pro. Do'ſt thou forget 

From what a torment I did free thee? Ar. No. 
_ Of the ſalt deepe ; 

To run upon the ſharpe winde of the North, 

To doe me buſineſle in the veines o'th' carth 

When it is bak'd with froſt. 

eAr. I doe not Sir- 

Pro. Thou lieft, malignant Thing : haſt thou forgot 
The fowle Witch Sycorax, who with Agcand Envy 
Was gone into a hoope? haſt thou forgot her ? 

Ar. No Sir. 

Pro, Thou haſt : where was ſhe born? ſpeak: tell me: 

* Ar. Sir, in Argier. : 

Pro, Oh, was the ſo: I muſt 
Once in a moneth recount what thou haſt bin, 

Which thou forget{t. This damn'd Witch Sycorax 
For miſchietes manifold, aud ſorceries terrible 
Toenter humane hearing, from eArgier 

Thou know'ſ was banith'd : for one thing ſhe did 
They would not take her life : Is not this true? Ar.I Sir. 

Pro. This blew ey'd hag, was hither brought with 
And here was left by th' Saylors ;thou my ſlave, (child, 
As thou reportſt thy ſeife, was then her ſervant, 

And for thou walt a Spirit too delicate 
To At her carthy, "(| abhord commands, 
Refuſing her grand heſts, ſhe did confine thee 
By helpe of her more potent miniſters, 
- And in her moſt unmittigable rage, 
' Tnto a cloven Pyne; within which rift 
Impriſon'd, thou didſt paincfully remaine 
A dozen yeares : within which ſpace ſhe di'd, 
And left thee there: where thou did{t vent thy groancs 
As faſtas Mill-wheeles ſtrike : Then was this Ifland 
(Save for the Sunne that he did litrour heere, - 
A frekelld whelpe, hag-borne ) not honour'd with 
A humane ſhape. 

Ar. Yes : Caliban her fonne. 

Por. Dull thing, I ſay ſo : he, that Calbas 
Whom now | keepe in ſervice, thou beſt know'ſt 
What torment I did finde thee in; thy grones 
Did make wolues howle, and penetrate the brcft's 


Of ever-angry Beares; it was a torment 


Pro, Thou do'it : & thinkeſt it much te tread the Qoze 


=m_\_ 


' Pro, If thou more pon 


| | 


To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax 

Could not againe undoe : it was mine Art, 

W hen 1 arriu'd,and heard thee, thar made gape 
The Pyne, and let thee outs 

er. Irthanke thee Maſter. 
wull rend an Oake 
And peg-thee inthis knotty entriiles,till 
Thou haſt howl'd away twelve winters. 

er. Pardon, Maſter. 
I will be correſpondent ro command 
And doe my ſpryting, gently. 

Pro, Doe 10 : and after twodayes 
I will diſcharge thee, | 

Ar, That's my noble maſter : | 
W hat ſhall I doc? fay what? what ſhall I doe? 

Pro. Goe make thy lelfe like to a Nymph o'th' Sea, 
Be ſubje& to no ſight but thine, and mine : inviſible 
To every eye-ball elſe: goetake thus ſhape 
And hither come in't : goe : hence 
With diiigence, Ex. 

Pro. Awake, dcere heart awake, thou haſt ſlept well, 
Awake. 

Hr. The itrangenes of your ſtory,pur 
Heavineſle in me. 

Pro. Shaker off: Come on, 
Wee'll vilit C a/6ban, my {lave, who never 
Yeelds us kinde anſwere. 
«Mir, *Tisa villaine Sir, I doe notlove to looke on. 
Pro, But as 'tis 
We canndr miſſe him : he do's make our fire, 
Fetch in our wood,and ierves Oilices 
That profit us : What hoa : ſlave : Caliban : 
Thou Earth thou : ſpeake. 
Cal. with:n. There's wood enough within. 
Pro.Come torth I fay,there's other bulineſle for thee: 
Come thou Tortoys, when? Enter g Ariel like a waters 


Fine apparition ; my quaint Aric/, Nympb. 
Hearke 1a thine care. 
er, My Lord, it ſhall be done, Exit. 


Fro, Thou poitonous ſlave, gotby the divell himſelfe 
Vpon thy wicked Dam; come torths Enter Caliban. 
Cal. As wicked dewe, asere my mother bruſh'd 

With Ravens feather from unwholeſome Fen, 
Drop on you both : A Southwi blow on yee, 
And bliſter vou all ore. 
Pro. For this be ſure, to night thou ſhalt have cramps, 
Side-ſtitches, that ſhall pen thy breath up, Vrchins 


-| Shall for that vaſt of nighr, that they may worke 


All exerciſe on thee : thou ſhalt be pinch'd 
As thicke as hony-combe,cach pinch more ſtinging 
Then Bees that made 'em. 

Cal. I muſt cate my dinner: _ 
This Ifland's mine by Sycorax my mother, 
Which thou tak'ſt from me: when thou cam'ſt firſt 
Thou ſtroakſt me,& made much of me:wouldlt give me 
Water with berries in't : and teach me how 
To name thebigger Light, and how the lefle 
That burne by day, and night : and then I loved thee 
And ſhewed theeall the qualitics o'th' Ifle, 
The freſh Springs, Brine- pits; barren place and fertill, 
Curs'd be I that I did fo: All the Charmes 
Of Sycorax: Toades, Beetles, Batts light on you : 
For I am all the Subjes that you have, 
W hich firſt was mine owne King : and here you {ty-me 
Inthis hard Rocke, whiles you doe keepe from me 
The reſt o'th' Iſland. | 
Pro.: Thoy 
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Pro, Thou molt lying ſlave, | 
Whom ſtripes may move, nor kindnes: I have us'd thee 
( Filthasthouart) with hamane care, and lodg'd thee 
In mine owne Cell, till thou didſt ſeeke to violate | 
The honour of my childe. - | | 

(at. Oh ho, oh ho, would't had bene done : _ 

Thou did(t prevent me, I had peopel'd elſe 
This Ifle with Calsbans. | 

«Air. Abhnorzed Slave,' PIP 
Which any print of govdneſle will not take,  . 
Being capable of all ill : I pittyed thee, | 
Took paines to make thee {peake,raught thee each houre 
One thing or other : when thou didit not (Sauage) 
Know thine owne meaning; but would gabble, like 
Athing molt brutiſh, I endow'd thy purpoſes 
With words that made them knowne:Bur thy vild race 
(Tho thou did(t learn)had that in't, which good natures 
Could not abide to be with; therefore waſt thou 
Deſervedly confin'd into this Rocke, who hadſt 
Deſeru'd more thena priſon. | 
| Cal. You taught me Language, and my profit on't | 
Ts, I know how to curſe : the ced-plaguerid you 
For learning me your language. 

Fro. Hag-ſ{eed hence : 
Fetchus in Fewell, and be quicke thou'rt beſt 
To anſwer other buſinefſe: ſhrug'ſt thou (Malice) 
If thon negle tt, or doſt unwillingly | 
WhatI command, Ie rackethee with old crampes, 
Fillall thy bones with Aches, make thee rore, 
That beaſts ſhall tremble at thy dyn. 

Cal. No, 'pray thee. 

I muſt obey, his Art is of fuch pow'r, 


} It would controll my Dams god Seteboy, 


And make a vaſlaile of him; | 
Pro. So ſlave, hence, Exit Cal. 
Emer Ferdinand & Ariel, inviſible playing & ſinging. 
eAriel Song. '( ome unto theſe yellow ſands, 
and then take hands : 
Curtſied when you have, and kiſt 


the wilde waves whilſt : 


} Foote it featly heere, ard there, and ſweete Sprights beare | 


the burthen, Burthen diſperſedly. 
Harke, harke, bowgh wawgh: the watch-Dogges barke, 
owgh-wawgh. | 
Ar. Hark,,bark,I here the jiraine of ſlrutting Chanticlere 
cry cockadidle-dowe. 
Fer, Where ſhold this Muſicke be? th aire,or th'earth? 
Itſounds no more:and ſureit waytes upon 
Some god'othTiand, fitting ona banke, 
Weeping againe the King my Fathers wracke. 
This Mufickecrept by me ugon the Waters, 
Allaying both their fury, and my paſſion 
With it's ſweet ayre : thence I have follow'd jt 
(Or it hath drawne me rather) but 'tis gone. 
No,it begin: againe. | | 
Ariell Song. Full fadom five thy Father lies, 
Of his boxes are Corrall made: 
T hoſe are pearles that were bis eyes, 
Nothing of bin that doth fade, 
But doth ſaffer a Sea-change 
Into ſomethrng rich, &- Frange : 
Sea- N imphs hourly ring his knell. 


Burthen: ding dong. 


FH arkenow I heare them, ding-dong bell. 
Fer. The Ditty do's remember my drown'd father, 
This is no mortall buſincs, nor no found 


— 


That thecarth owes': Iheare it:now above nic. - 
Pro, The fringed Curtaines ef thine eye advance; 
And ſay what thou ſce'ſt yond. d 25. 
Mira. Whatis'ta ſpirit ? | 5 
Lord,how it lookes about : Beleeveme fir, 
| It carries a brave forme. But *tisa ſpirit. . 7 + . 
Pro. No wench,it eats,andleepes;& hathſuch ſenſes 
As we have; ſuch. This Gallant which thou ſeeſt 
Was inthe wracke ;-and but hee's-fomething ſtain'd 
With griefe (that's beauties canker) Y mighr'ſt call him 
A goodly perſon : he hath loſt his fellowes, 
And itrayes about to finde'em- | 
Arr, I might call him 
A thing divine;for nothing ndturall 
I ever law fo Noble. mo 
Pro. It goes on I ſee | 
As my ſoule prompts it: Spirit,fine ſpirir, Ile free thee 
Within two dayes for this. | 
Fer. Mol ſure the goddeſſe | 
On whom theſe ayres attend : Vouchſafe my pray'r 
May know if you remaine upon this Iſland, + 
And that you will ſome good inſtruction give 
How I may bdeare me heere : my prime requeſt 
(Which 1do laſt pronounce) is (O you wonder). 
If you be Mayd,or no? ©? 
_ Cir, No wonder fir, 
But certaincly a Mayd- | 
Fer, My Language? Heavens : - 
I am the belt of them that ſpeake this ſpeech, 
Were I but where 'tis ſpoken. | 
Pro. How ? the beſt? 
W hat wer't thouif the King of N.apizs heard thee? 
Fer. A ſingle thing,as I am now,that wonders 
To heare thee ſpeake of A aples: he do'sheare me, 
And that he do's, I weepe ; my {elfe am Naples, 
W ho,with mine cycs (never ſince atebbe)beheld 
The King my Father wrack't- : | 
Ar. Alacke,for mercy. - 
Fer. Yes faith,and all his Lords, the Duke of AMillaine 
And his brave ſonne,being twaine. 
Pro. The Duke of Hillame | 
And his more braver davghter,could controll thee 
If now 'twere fit to do't : Ar the firſt fight 
They have chang'd eyes : Delicate Ariel, 
Ile ſet thee free for this. A word good Sir, 
1 feare you bave done your {clfe ſome wrong : A word. 
Mw. Why ſpeakes my fathef*fourgently ? This 
Is thethird man that ere 1 ſaw : thefirit 


| That ere Iſigh'd for : pitty move my father 


Tobcenclin'd my way. 

Fer. O,if a Virgin, 
And your affeion not gone forth, Ile make you 
The Queene of X ple. 


Pre. Soft Sir,one word more: 


| They are both in eythers pow'rs : But this ſwift buſines 


I muſt uneafie make, leaſt toolight winning | 
Make the prizelight. One word mote : I charge thee 
That thou attend me : Thou do'ſt heere uſurpe 
The name thou ow'ſt not,and haſt put thy ſelfe 
Vpon this I{hnd,as a ſpy,to winit 
From me,the Lord on't 
Fer. No,as Iam aman. | | 
Mir. Ther's nothing ill,can dwell in ſuch a Temple, | 
If the ill-ſpirit have ſo fairca houſe, | 
Good things will ſtrive to divell with't: 
Pre. Follow me. | 
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Prof. Speake not you for him : hee'sa Traitor:come, 
Ile magacie thy necke and feere together : + 
'Sea water ſhalt thou drinke : thy foed ſhall be 
-| The freſh-brooke Muſſels, wither'd roots, and huskes 


W herein the Acorne - Follow. 
Fer. No, | 
; 1 will reſiſt ſuch eftertainement, till 


Mane enemy-ha's more pow'r. - | 
| He dy awes, audis charmed from moving. 
4 Atira. O deere Father, | 
Make not too raſh a triall of him, for 
Hee's gentle, and not fearefull, 
' Proſ. What I lay, © 
] My foote my Tutor? Put thy ſwordup Traytor, 
Who makes a ſhew, but dart not ſtrike: thy conſcience 
Is poſleſt with guiit: Come from thy Ro, | 
| Forl1 can heere diſarme thee with this ſticke, 
] And make thy weapon drop. 
. Mir. Belecch you Father. 
Fre. Hence: hang not on my garments. 
e Mair. Sir have pity, - 
Ile be his ſurety. | 
Pro, Silence : One word more | 
S hall make me cbide thee, if not hate thee : What, 
An advocate for ai Impoitor? Huſh : 
Thou think'ſ there is no more ſuch ſhapes as he, 
{ ( Having ſeene but him and (a{ban:) Fooliſh wench, 
Toth? moſt of men, this is a {abban, 
| And they to himare Angels. 
Air. My affeqtions ; 
Are then m8i{t humble: I have no ambition 
Toſeeagoodlier man. 
Pre. Come on, ubey: 
Thy Nervesarc in their infancy againe. 
And have no vigour in them. - 
Fer. So they are : 
My ſpirits, asin adreame, are all bound up : 
hers loſſe, the weakneſſe which I feele, 
The wracke of all my friends, nor this mans threats, 
To whemelI am ſubdude: are but light tome, 
Might I but through my priſon oncea day 
Behold this Mayd-:all corners elſe o'th' Earth 
Let liberty make uſe of : ſpace enough 
Have I in ſucha priſon. 
Pre. It workes : Come on. 
Thou haſt done well, fine Ariel: follow me. 
Harke what thou elle ſhalr do me. 
Air. Beof comfort, 
My Father's of a detter nature(Sir) 
Then he appearesby ſpeech ;thisis unwonted 
Which now came from him. 
Pro. Thou ſhalt beas free 
As mountaine windes , but then exaQtly do 
All points of my command. 
Ar. To th'ſyllable. 
Pre. Come follow : ſpeake not for him. 


Atlus Secnndus. Scana Prima. 
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Emer Alonſe,Sehaſtian, /Anthonio, Gonzalo, eAdrian, 
| Franciſco, andothers. 
| Gon. Beſcech youSir, bemerry: you have cauſe, 
| (So have we all) of joy; for our eſcape 


A— as. 


Exennt. | 


By and by it will ſtrike. 


F 


Is much beyond our loſſe;our hint of woe 
Is common, every day, ſome Saylors wife, 
The Maſters of ome Merchant, and the Merchant 
Have juſt our Theame of woe: But for the miracle, 
(1 meane our preſervation) few inmillions —£ mQ 
Can fpeake like us : then wiſely ( good Sir) weigh 
Our ſorrow, with our comfort. 

eA{ſon. Prethee peace. 

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porredge, 

e-Lit. The Viſitor will not give him ore ſo. 

Seb. Looke, hee's winding upthe watch of his wit, 


Gon. Sir. * 
Seb. On: Tell. 
Gon. When every greefe is cntertaind, 
That's offer'd-comes to th' entertainer. 
Seb. Adollor. | 
Gan. Dolour comes to him indeed, you have ſpoken 
truer then you purpos'd, 
Seb. You have taken it wiſelier then Imeant you 
Gon. Therefore my Lord. 
e-Lrt. Fic, what a ſpend-thrift is he of his tongue. 
Alon. 1] pre-thee ſpare. ; | 
Gon. Well, I have done : But yet b 
Seb, He willbe talking. ; 
Aut. Which, of he, or Adrian, for a good wager, | 
Firſt begins to crow ? 
Seb. The old Cocke. | 
eAnt. The Cockrell. 
Seb. Done : The wager? 
Am, A laughter. 
Seb, A match. X | 
Aer. Though this Iſland ſeeme tobe deſert. | 
Seb. Haha, ha. 
_ ent. So: you'r paid. 2 
ear. Vninhabitable, and almoſt inacceilible. 
Seb. Yet. 
Aar. Yet. 
ent, He could not miſſe't. 
Adr, It muſt needs be of ſubtle, tender, and delicate | 
temperance. : 
ent. Tengperance was a delicate wench, 
Seb. I, anda ſubtle, as he moſt learnedly deliver'd. 
Aar, The ayre breathes upon us here moſt ſweetly, 
Seb, As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. 
e Mr. Or, as *twere perfum'd by a Fen. 
Gon, Heere is every thing advantageous to life. 
Ant. True, ſave meanes to live.. 
Seb. Of that there's none, or little. 
Gon, How luſh and luſt y the graſſe lookes ? 
How greene ? ; 
ent. The ground indeed is tawny. 
Seb. With an eye of greene in'it. | 
Ant. He mifles not much. 
Seb. No: hedoth but miſtake the truth totally. 
Gon. But the rariety of it is, which is indeed almoſt 
beyond credit. | 
Seb. As many voucht rarieties are, 

_ Gon, Thatour Garments being(as they were)drencht 
in the Sea, hold notwithſtanding their freſhneſſe and 
gloſſes, being rather new dy'de then Rain'd with falte | 
Waters 

Ant, If but one of his pockets could ſpeake, would 
it nor ſay he lyes? | 
Seb. I, ar very falſely podket up his report, 


ge 


EE Ln ha pci” $0 SR 
SF hone 1 I nl 


BRIE one io dads FC VE. Ie © REID 
ST Le og Hg Ed OS RE; 


| 


1 
* o 


—— 


ſl 


——_— n 


yr ro 


The Tempeſl. Ay 


Gox. Me thinkes our garments are now as freſh as 
when wee put them on firſt in Aﬀricke, at the marriage 


Seb. *I'wasa ſweet marriage, and we proſper well in 
our returne, 

Aari. Tunis was never grac'd before with ſuch a Pa- 
ragon to their Qyeene. 

Gon. Not ſince widdow Diav's time. 

Amnt.Widow? A pox othat : how came that Widdow 
in? Widdow Dido! 

Seb. What if he had ſayd Widdower e/£neas too ? 
Good Lord, how you take it ? 

Adri. Widdow Didoſaid you? You. make me ftudy 


{ of that : She was of Carthage, not of 7 mis. 


Gon, This TwnisS ir was Carthage. 
© Aari. Carthage? Gor, Laure you (arthage. 
Ant. His worg ts more then the miraculous Harpe. 
Seb, He hath rais'd the wall, and houſes too. 
Ant, What impoſſible matter will he make eaſy next? 
Seb. Ithinke hee will carry this lfland home in his 
pocket, and give it his ſonne tor an Apple. : 
Ant. And ſowing the kernels of it 1n the Sea, bring 
forth more Iſlands. 
Gon. I. eAnt, Why in good time. 
Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments feeme 


of your daughter, who is now Queene- 
ent. And the rareſt that erc came there. 
Seb. Bate ( I beſcech you) widdow Dae. 
Ant. O widdow Dido ? I, Widdow Deas. 
Gon. Is not my doublet Sir as freſh as the firſt day I 
wore it ?I meane in a ſort. 
Am. That fort was well fiſh'd for. ; 
Goy. When I wore-tt at your daughters marriage- 
Alon. You cram theſe words into mine cares, again 
the ſtomacke of my ſenſe : would I had never 
Married my daughter there : For comming thence 
My ſonne ts loſt,and ( in my rate)-ſhe too, 
Who is1o farre from Italy removed, 
I ne*'re againe ſhall ſec her : O thou mine betre 
Of N pier and of Milkaine, what ſtrange fith 
Hath made his meale on thee ? 
Fran. Sir he may live, 
I ſaw him beate the ſurgesunder him, 
And ride upon their backes; he trod the water 
Whoſe enmiry he flung aſide : and breſted 
The ſurge moſt (wolne that met him : his bold head 
'Bove the contentious waves he kept and oared 
Himfelte with his good aries in luſty.ſtroke 
To th'thore ; that ore his wave-worne baſis bowed 
As ſtooping to releeve him : I not doubt 
He came alive to Land, 
Atoy. No, no, hee's gone. : 
Seb. Sir you may thanke your ſelfe for this great lofle, 
That would not blefſe our Europe with your daughter, 
But rather loſe her to an Aﬀrican. 


| Where ſhe at leaſt, is baniſh'd from your eye, 


Who hath cauſe to wet the greete ont. 

elon. Pre-thee peace. 

Seb. You were kneel'd too, & importun'd otherwiſe 
By all ofus: and the faire foule her {ifs 
Waigh'd betweene loathneſſe, and obcdience, at 
Which end o'th'beame ſhould bow : we have lolt your 
I feare for ever : Iibaine and Naples have (fon, 
Mo widdowes in them of this buſineſſe making, 


| Then we bring men to comfort ther : 


ofthe kings faire daughter C/arsbel to the king of T ws. 


now as freſh as when we were at Twns at the marriage 


| Withour ſweat or endeuour : Treafon, fecllony, 


| Thetruth you ſpeake doth lacke ſome gentleneſſe; 


The fault's your owne- 
Alon, So is the deer'ſt oth'lofſe. 
Gon. My Lord Sebaſtian, 


And timeto ſpeake it if : you rubthe tore; 
When you ſhould bring the plaiſter, | 
; Seb.Very well. eAnt. And moſt Chirurgeonly. 
_ Gor. Itis foule weather in us all, good Sir; 
When you are cloudy. 
Seb. Fowle weather ? Ant. Very foule, 
Gov. Had I plantation of this Ile my Lord. 
Ant. Hee'd ſow't with Nettle-ſeed. 
Seb. Or Dockes, 01 Mallowes. Ah 
Gon. And were the King on't, what would I do? 
Seb. Scape being drunke, for want of Wine: | 
Gen. I'th* Commonwealth I would (by contraries) 
Execute all things: Forno kinde of Traticke 
Would ladmit: No name of Magiſtrate ; 
Letters ſhould not be knowne : Riches , poverty, 
And uſe of ſervice, none: Contract, Succeſſion, 
Borne, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none : 
No uſe of Metall, Corne, or Wine, or Oyle ; 
No occupation, all men idie, all : 
And women too, but innocent and pure : 
No Soveraignty. 
Seb, Yethe wonld be King on t. 
Ant. The latter end of his Common-wealth forgets 
the beginning. 
Gon. All things in common Nature fs6old produce 


Sword, Pike, Knife Gun, or neede of any Engine 
Would I not have: bur Natpre ſhould bring forth 
Of it owne kinde, all foyzon, all abtindance 

To feed my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying 'mong his ſubje&s ? 

Amt. None ( man) all idle; Whores and Knanes, 

Gon. I would with ſuch perfe&tion governe Sir : 

T' Excell the Golden Age. | 

Seb Save his Majeltly. Anr.Long live Gonzalo. 

Gon. And do you marke me, Sir ? (me 

Alon. Pre-thee no more: thou doſt talke nothing to 

Gon. I do well beleeve your Highneſle , and did it to 
miniſter occaſion to theſe Gentlemen, who are of ſuch 
ſenſible and nimble Lungs,that they alwayes uſe to laugh 
at nothing. 

- An. *Twas you welaugh'd at. 

Gov. Who,in this kinde of merry fooling am nothing 
to you : ſo yon may continue, and laugh at nothing ſtill. 

Ant. Whata blow was there given? 

Seb. And it hadnot fallen flat-long. 

Gon. You are Gentlemen of brave mettal : you would 
lift the Moone out of her ſpheare,if ſhe would continue 
in it five wegkes without changing. 

Enter Ariell playing ſolemne Muſicke. 

Seb. We would fo, and then goa Bat-fowling, 

Ant. Nay good my Lord, be not angry. 

Gon. NolI warrant you, I will not adventuremy dif- 
cretion fo weakly : Will you laugh me aſleepe,. for I am 
very heavie. 

Ant. Go {leepeand heare us. 

eAlon. What, all ſoſoone aſleepe? I with mine cyecs 
Would (with themſelves) ſhut up my thoughts, [ 
I finde they are inclin'drodo fo, | | 

Seb. Pleafe you Sir, 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it : 
It fildome viſits ſorrow, when it doth,it is a CR 
s * 


— 


——_— 


——— 


eAxt. We two my Lord, will guard your perſon, 
While you take your reſt, and watch your ſafcty. 

- Alon. Thanke you : Wondrous heavy. | 
Seb, Whata fringe dowlineſle poſſeſſes them? 
Ant. It 1s the quality o'th' Clymate. 

Seb, Why. | 
Doth it not then our eye-lids ſinke? I finde 
Not my \elfe diſpos'd! to ſleepe: _ 

Azt. Nor 1, my ſpirits are nimble: 
T hey fell togetherail, as by conſent 6] 
They dropt, as by a Thunder-ſtroke : what might 
Worthy Sebaſtian? O, what might ? no more: 
And yet, me thinkes I ſee it inthy face,' 


Whatthou ſhould'ſt be : th' occaſion ſpeakes thee;and | 


My ſtrong imagination ſee's a Crowne 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Seb, What? art thou waking? 

Avt. Do you not heare me ſpeake ? 

' Seb. I do, and ſurely 

It is a ſleepy Language ; and thou ſpeak'{t 
Out of thy {leepe ; What is it thou did(t ſay? 
This is aſtrange repoſe, to be aſleepe 


: Witheyes wide vpen: ſtanding, ſpeaking, moving : 


And yet ſo faſt a fleepe. 
Ant, Noble Sebaſtiav, 
Thou let'{t thy fortune leepe : dierather : wink'ſt 
Whiles thou art waking. | 
Seb. Thoa do'ſt ſnore diſtintly, 
There's meaning in thy ſnores. 

Ant, I am more ſerious then my cuſtome : you 
Muſt beſo too, if heed me : which to do, 
Trebbles thee o're. 

Seb. Well: I am ſtanding water. 

ent. Ile teach you how to flow. 

Seb. Doo : to ebbe, 
Hereditary Sloth inſtructs me. 

Ant. O! 

If you but knew how youthe purpoſe cherith 
Whilesthus you mocke it : how 1n ſtripping it 
You more inveſt it : ebbing men, indeed 
(Moft often) do ſo neere the bottome run 
By their owne fezre, or ſloth, 

Seb, *Pre-thee ſay on, 

The ſetting of thine eye, and checke proclaime 
A matter from thee; and a birth, indeed, 
Whichthrowes thee muchto yeeld. 

et, Thus Sir: iN 12 
Although this Lord of weake remembrance; this 
Who ſhall be of as little memory | | 
When he is carth'd, hath here almoſt perſwaded 
(For hee's a Spirit of perſwaſion, onely 


| Profeſſes to perſwade) the King his ſonne's alive, 


'Tis as impoſſible that hee's undrown'd, 
As hethart fleepes heere, ſwims. 
Seb. 1 have no hope, , 
That hee's undrown'd. 
: Ant. O, out of that no hope, | 
What great hope have you? No hope that way: Is 
Another Way ſo high a hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a winke beyond 
But doubt diſcovery there. Will you grant with me 


| That Ferdmand is drown'd? 


i. . 


m— 


Ten-leagues beyond mans life: ſhe thatfrom Ngples. - 
Can have no note, unlefle the Sun were poſt: yp 
The Man i'th Moone's too ſlow, till new-borne chinnes 
Be rough, and Razor-able : She that from whom 


| Weallwere ſea-ſwallow'd, though ſome caſt againe, 


(And by that deſtiny to performe an act, 
Whereof, what's patt in prologue; what tocome 
Inyours, and my diſcharge. 
Seb. What ſtuftc is this? How ſay you? 
"Tis true,my brothers daughter's Queene of Twms, 
SO 1s ſhe heyre of N ples, twixt which Regions 
There is ſome ſpace. FR 
Ant. A ſpace, whoſe cy'ry cubit 

SEemes TO cry Out, how ſhall that Clarsbef 
Meaſure us backe by N ples? keepe in Twnis. 
And let Sebaſtian wake. Say, this were death 
That now hath ſeiz'd them, why they were no, worſe 
Then now they are : There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that ſleepes : Lords, that can prate 
As amply, and unneceffarily 
As this Goxz4/o : I my ſelfe copld make. 
A'Chough of as deepe chat : g that you bore 
The minde that Ido; what a ſldepe were this 
For your advancement ? Do you underſtand me ? 

Seb. Me thinkes I do. | | 

 e-Mnt. And how do's your content 

Tender your owne good fortune ?- 

Seb. I remember 
You did ſupplant your Brother Proſpero. 

Ant. True: | 


; Andlooke how well my Garments ſit upon me, 


Much feater then before : My Brothers ſervants 
Were then my fellowes, now they are my men. 
+ Seb. But for your conſcience. 

err. I Sir: wherelies that? If *twere a kybe 
"'Twould put me to my ſlipper : But I teele nor 
This Deity in my boſome : *Twentie conſciences 
That ſtand 'rwixt me,and CHillawme, candied be they, 
And melt ere they molleſt : Heere lies your Brother, 
No better then the earth he lyes upon, 
If he were that which now hee's like (that's dead) 
Whoml with this obedient ſteele ( three inches of it) 
Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you doing thus, 
To the perperuall winke for aye might put 
This ancient morſell : this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our courſe: for all the reft 
They'l take ſuggeſtion, as a Cat Taps milke, 
They'l tell the clocke, to any buſineſſe thar 
We ſay befits the hourc, 

Seb, Thy caſe, deere Friend | 
Shall be my preſident : As thou got'lt 21ilane, 


| Ilecome by Naples : Draw thy ſword, one ſtroke 


Shall free thee from the tribute which thou paiclt, - 
AndIthe King ſhall love thee. | 

Ant, Draw together : 
And whenT reare my hand, do you the like 
To fall it on Gonzato. 

Seb. O, but one word, 

Enter eAviell with Mnuſicke and Song. 

Arich,My Maſter through. his Art foreſees the danger 
That you (his friend) are in, and ſends me forth 
(Forelſc his projet dies) to keepe them living. 


Seb. Hee's gone. ; Sing in Gonzaloes eare. 
Ant. Then tell me who's the next heire of Naples ? While you here do ſnoaring tie, 
Seb. Claribell. Open-ey'd Conſpiracie 
et. She that is Queene of Twnss : ſhe that dels His time doth take : 
3 Fi | | 
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If of Life you keepe a care, 
ke .” ſlumber and beware, 
Awake, awake. | | 
Ant. Thenlct us both be ſodaine. 
Gon. Now, good Angels preſerve the King. - 
Alo. Why how now hoazawake why are you drawn? 
Wherefore this ghaſtly looking ? 
Gon, What's the matter e 
Seb, Whiles we ſtood here ſecuring your repoſe, 
(Even now) we heard a hollow burtt of bellowing 
Like Buls, or rather Lyons, did't not wake you? 
It ſtrooke mime eare molt terribly , 
Ale. I heard nothing. 
4*t, O, twas a din to fright a Monſters care; 
To make an earthquake : ſure it was the roare 
Of a whole heard of Lyons, 
Als. Heard you this Gouz.a/0d 
Gon, V pon mine honour, Sir, I hearda humming, 
(And that a ſtrange one too) which did awake me: 
I ſhak'd yon Sir, and cride : asmine eyes opend, 
I faw their weapous drawne : there was a noyle, 
That's verily : 'tis beſt we ſtand upon our guard; 
Or that we quit this place : let's draw ohr weapons- 
For my poore tonne, | 
Gon. Heavens keepe himfrom theſe Beaſts : 
For heis ſitre i'th Ifland. 
eAlo. Lead away. (done. 
Ariell, Proſpero my Lord , ſhall know what | have 
So.(King) goe ſafely on to leeke thy Son. Exeunt, 


A 


| m—— 


Scena Secunda. 


——— — — 


Enter Caliban, with a burthen of Wood (a noyſe of 
. Thunder heard, ) 


Cal. All the infeCtions that the Sunne ſuckes up 
From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Proſper fall, and make him 
By ynch-mealc a diſcaſe : his Spirits heare me, 

And yet I necdes muſt curſe. But they'll nor pinch, 
Fright me with Vrchyn-ſhewes, pitch me i'thmirc, 
'Nor lead me like a fire-brand, in the darke 

Out of my way, unleſie he bid'em; but 

For every trifle, are they ſet upon me, 

Sometime l'ke Apes, that moe and chatter at me, 

' And after bite me : then like Hedg-hogs, which 

Lye tumbling in my barefoote way, and mount 

Their pricks at my foote-fall : ſometime am I 

All wound with Adders who with cloventongues _ 
Doe hifle me into madneſle : Lo, now Lo, Enter 
Here comes a Spirit of his, and to torment me, Trinca/s, 
For bringing wood in flowly: Ile fall flat, 

Perchanec he will not minde me, 

Tri. Here*sneither buſh, nor ſhrub to beare off any 
| weather at all : and another ftorme brewing , I heare 1t 
fing*ith winde : yond fame blacke cloud, yond huge 
one, lookes like a foule bumbard that would ſhed his 
licquor : if it ſhould thunder, as it did before, I know 
not. where to hide my head : yond ſame cloud cannot 
chuſc bur fall by paile-fuls. What have we here, a man, 
orafiſh? dead or alive? a fiſh, he ſmels like a fiſh: a 


very ancient and fiſh-like ſmell : a kinde of , not of the 


— 


- eAo.Lead off this groundand let's make further {earch | 


| newelt poore-Iohn : a ſtrange fiſh : ' were I in 


England 
now (as once L was) and had but his fiſh painted; not 
a hoyday-Fools there but would givea pecce of filver : 

cre, 
beaſt there, makes a man: when they will not givea 
doit to relieve alame Begger,they will lay out ten to ſee 
a dead indiay : Leg'd like aman; and his Finnes like 
Armes; warme 0 my troth : 1doe now let looſe my 0- 
pinton ; hold it no longer ; this is no fiſh, but an Ma 


der, that hath lately ſuffered by a Thundebolt : Alas, | 


the ſtorme is come againe : my beſt way is to creepe un- 
dcr his Gaberdine : there is no other ſhelter hereca- 
bout : Miſery acquaints a man with ſtrange bedfel- 


lowes: Iwill here throwd till the dregges of the ſtorms 
be paſt. ; 


| Enter Stephano ſinging. 

Ste. I frall no moretoſeato ſea, bere ſnall Idye aſhore. 
This is a very ſcurvy tune to ſing at a mans 
Funerall : well, here's my comfort. 

Smgs. The Maſter, the Swabber;the Boate-ſwaine & 1; 
T ve Gunner, and his Mato 
Lox a Mall, Meg, and Marrian, and Mavgerie, 
But noxe of us card for Kate. 
For (he had a tongue with atang, 
Wonld cry to a Saylor goe hang : 


. Shs lav'd not the ſavour of Tar nor of Pitch 


Tet a Tailor might ſcratch hey where ere ſhe did itch, 
Then to Sea Boyes, andlet her ge hang. 
This is a ſcurvy tune too : 
But here's my comfort. 
Cat. Doe not torment me: oh, 
Ste. What's the matter ? 
Have wedivels here ? | 
Doe you put trickes upon's with Salvages, and Men of 
Inde? ha? I have not ſcap'd drowning , to bee afeard 
now of your fdure legges : for it bath bin ſaid ; as pro-. 
pera man as ever went on foure leges, cannot make him 


drinkess 


giveground : and it ſhall be fayd ſoagaine, while Ste- | 
phano breathes at noſtrils. 


==> 


Cal. The Spirit tortnents me : oh. +5 

' Ste. This is ſome moniter of the Iſle , with fourelegs; 
who hath got (as I take it) an ague : where the divell 
ſhould he learne our language? I will give him ſome rc- 
licfe ifit be but for that: if I can recoyer him,and keepe 
him tame, and get to Naples with him, he's a Pre- 
ſent for any Emperour that cver rrod on Neates-lea- 
ther. | 
_ Cal. Doe not torment me *prethee : Ile. bring my 
wood home faſter. 

Ste. He's in his fit now ; and doe's not talke after the 
wiſeſt ; hee ſhall taſte of my Bottle : if hee have never 
drunke wine afore, it will goc ncere to remove his Fit: 
if I can recover him, and keepe him tame,T will not take 
too much for him; he ſhall 
and that ſoundly. bs 

Cal. Thou dot me yet but little hurt ; thou wilt a» 
non, I know it by thy trembling : Now Proſper workes 
upon thee. . 

Ste. Come on your wayes : open your mouth: here 
is that which will give language to you Cat ; open your 
mouth ; 'this will ſhake your ſhaking, can tell yow,and 
that ſoundly : you cannot tell who's your friend ; apen 
your chaps againe. | 

Tri. T ſhould know that voyce : 

It ſhould be, wonnanmns 


—_ 


ed 


—” 


would this monſter , make a man : any ſtrang e | 


CES _ 


Drinkes. | 


pay for him that hath him, 


But: 


| Monſter : his forward voyce now is to ſpeake 


a 


TY 
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But he 
me. :--; | 
Ste. Foure legges and two voyces ; a moſt delicate 

of his 
friend; his backward voyce, is to utter foule ſpeeches, 
andto detra® : if all the wine inmy bottle will recover 
him, I will helpe his Ague: Come : Amen, I will poure 
ſome in thy other mouth. , 

Tri. Stephano. 


is drouhd ; and theſe are divels; O defend 


no long Speone. 

Tri. Stephano : if thou beeſt Stephano, touch me, and 
ſpeake tome: for I am Trincwuls; be not afcard, thy good 
friend T rincule. « 

Ste. If thou beeſt Trinculo: come forth : Ile pullthee 

by the leſſer legges : if any be T rinexlo's legges theſe are 
they  Thouart very Trinculo indeede : how cam'ſt thou 
to be the ſiege of this Moone-calfe ? Can heevent Trm- 
chls's ? 
Tri. 1 tooke himto be kild witha thunder-ſtroke;but 
art thou not dround Stephan: I hope now thou att not 
dround : -Is the ſtorme over-blowne? Ihid me under 
the dead Moone-Calfes Gaberdine , for feare of the 
Storme : Andart thou living Stephano? O Stephano, two 
N capolitanes (cap'd ? 

Ste. *Prethee doe not turne mee about, my ſtomacke 
15 not conſtant. - 

Cal. Theſe be fine things, and ifthey be not ſprights: 
that's a brave god, and beares Celeſtiall liquor : I will 
kneele to him. | 

Ste. How did'ſt thou ſcape ? 

How cam'it thou hither? | 

Sweare by this Bottle how thou cam'ſt hither: I eſcap'd 
upon a But of Sacke, which the Saylors heaved o re- 
boord, by this Bottle which I made of the barke of 


ſhore, | 


Je, for the liquor 15 notearthly : 
Ste. Heere : ſivearethen how thou eſcap'dt. 


a Ducke rle be ſworne. 
Ste. Here, kifle the booke. 
Though thou canſt ſwimlike aDucke , thouart made 
life a Gooſe, 
Tri. O Seephano, ha'ſt any more of this ? 
Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar is in a rockeby 
th'ſea-ſide, where my wineis hid : 
How now Moone-Calfe, how do's thine Ague ? 
Cal. Ha'ſt thou not dropt from heaven? 
Ste. Out o'th Moone I doe aſſure thee. I was the Man 
ith* Moone when time was. | 
Cat. I have ſeene thee in her: and Idoe adore thee : 
My Miſtris ſhew'd me thee,and thy Dog,and thy Buſh, 
Ste. Come ſweare to that : kifle the Booke : 1 will 
furniſh it anon with the new contents : Sweare. 
Trs. By this good light, this is a very ſhaliow Mon- 
ſter : Tafeard of him? a very-ſhallow Monſter: 
The Man ith' Moone? | 
A molt poore credulous Monſter : 
Well drawne Monſter, in good ſooth. | | 
Cal. tle ſhew thee every fertill ynch'oth Ifle : and 
I will kifſe thy foote: I prethee be my god. | 
Tri. By this light, a moſt perfidious, and drunken 


| Monſter, when's god's afleepe ke'll rob his Bottle. 


Cal. Vle ſ\weare upon that Bottle, to bethy true ſub- 


1 Sre. Doth thy other mouth call me ? Mercy, mercy : 
This is a Divelland no Monſter': I will leave him,I have 


a Tree, with mine owne hands, ſince I was caſt'- ; 


Tri. Swom aſhore (man)like a Ducke;l can ſwim like '; 
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Cal. Ile kiſle thy foot. Ie ſweare my ſelfe thy Subjeh. 

Ste, Come on then: downe and ſweare. 

Tr5. 1 ſhall laugh my ſelfe ro death at this puppi-hea- 
ded Monſter : a taoſt {curvie monſter: I could finde in 
my heartto beate him. G 

Ste. Come, kifle. | 

Tri. . But that the poore Monſter's in drinke : 

An abhominable Monſter. 

Cat. Tle thew thee the beſt Springs: Vle plucke thee 
Berries : Te fiſh for thee; and get thee wood enough: 
A plague upon the Tyrant that I ſerve; 

P'le beare him no more Stickes, but follow thee , thou 
wondrons man. 

Trs. A moſt ridiculous Monſter, to make a wonder of 
a proore drfinkard. « 

Ca. I prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow, 
and I with my long* nayles will digge thee pig-nuts ; 
ſhow thee a layes neſt, and inſtrut thee how to ſnare 
the nimble Marmazet : Iebring thee to cluſtring Phil- 
birts, and ſometimes IPe get thee young Scamels from 
the Rocke : Wilt thou goe with me ? | 

Ca1. Iprethee now lead the way without any more 
talking. Tracts, theKing, and all our company elſe 
being dround, wee will inherit here : Here; ' beare my 
Bottle : Felow Trincalo ; we'll fill him by aad by a- 
gSainez 

(alihan Sings drunkenly. 
Farewell Maſter ; farewell, farewell. 
Tri. A howling Monſter : a drunken Monſter. 

Cal. No more dams I'le make for fiſh, 

N orferch in firing, at requiring, 

Nor ſcrape trenchering, nor waſh dif, 

Bas ban',Cacalybar 

Has a new Maſter, get a new Man. 
Freedome, high-day,high-day treedome,freedome high- 
day freedome. : 


Ste, O brave Monſter; lead the way. Exennt, 


Q— 
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Atlus T ertins. Scana Prima. 
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Enter Ferdinand (bearing a Log. ) 
Fer.There be ſome ſportsare paintull; and their labour 
Delight in them ſet off : Some kinds of baſeneſle 
Are nobly undergon ; and moſt poore matters 
Point to rich ends: this my meane Taske 
W ouid be as heavie to me, as 0dious, but 
The mitſtris which I ſerue, quickens what's dead, 
And makes my labours plez{urcs : O ſhe is 
Ten times more gentle, then her Father's crabbed; 
And he's compos'd of harſhnefle. 1 mult remove 
Some thouſands of thzeſe Logs; a1d pile them ap, 
Vpon a ſore injundtion; my ſweet Miſtris 
Weepes when the ſees me worke,and ſfayes,ſuch baſenes 
Had neverlike Exccutor : I forget : 
But theſe ſweete thoughts,doe evenrefreſh my labours, 
Moſt buſie leaſt, when I doe 1t- Enter Miranda 
Air, Alas, now pray you and Proſper. 
Worke not ſ@hard:: I would the lightening had | 
Burnt up thoſe Logs that thou art enjoyned to pile: 
Pray ſet it downe, and reſt you : when this burnes 
*'Twill _ for having weariedyou : my Father 


. 


Is bardat ſtudy, pray now reſt your ſelfe, 
| | He's 
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Hee's ſafe for theſe three houres, 

Fer. O moſt deere miſtris, 

The Sun will ſet before I ſhall diſcharge 
W hatI mult ſtrive to do, 

Or, It you'l fit downe 
Ile beare your Logges the while : pray give me that, 
He carry it tothe pile. 

Fer, No precious Creature, 

I had rather cracke my ſinewes, breake my backe, 
Then you thould ſuch diſhonorundergoe, 
While I fit lazy by. 

Mir. It would become me 
As well as it do's you; and I ſhould doit | 
With much more caſe : for my good will is to it, 
And yours it 1s againſt, 

Pro. Poore worme thou art infe&ed, 

This viſitation ſhewes it. 

Mir. Youlooke wearily, 

Fer, No, noble Miſtris, *tis freſh morning with me 
When you are by atnight : I do beſeech you 
Cheefely, that I might ſet it in my prayers, 

W hat is your name ? 

Ar. Hiranda, O my Father, 
I have broke your heſt to ſay ſo. 

Fer. Admir'd Miranda, 


| Trideede the top of Admiration, worth 


What's deereſt to the world : full many a Lady 
I haveey'd with beſt regard, and many a time 
Th'harmony of their tongues, hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent eare : for ſeverall yertues 
Have I like'd {everall women, never any 
With ſo full ſoule, but ſome defe& in her 
Did quarrell with the nobleſt grace ſhe ow'd, 
And put itto the foyle. But you, Oyou, 
So perfeR, and fo peerleſle, are created 
Of everie Creatures belt. 

Ar. I do not know 
One of my ſexe ; no womans face remember, 
Save from my glafle, mine owne : Nor have I ſcene 
More that I may call men, then you good friend, 
And my deere Father : how features are abroad 
I am skilleſſe of; but by my modeſtie 
(The jewell in my dower) I would not wiſh 
Any Companion 1n the world but you: 
Nor can imagination forme a ſhape 


Beſides your ſelfe, to like of : but I prattle 


Someting too wildely, and my Fathers precepts 
I therein do forget. 

Fer. Iam, in my condition 
A Prince ( Arranda) I dothinke a King 
(I would not {o) and would no more endure 
This woudden {laveric,then to ſuffer 


| The fleſh-flie blow my mouth : heare my ſoule ſpeake. 


The veric inſtant that I ſaw you did 

My heart flie to your ſervice, there reſides 
To make me ſlave to it, and for your fake 
Am T this patient Logge-man. 

Ar. Do youlove me? 

Far.O heaven; O earth,beare witneſſe to this ſound, 
And crowne what I profeſle with kinde event 
IF I ſpeake true : if hollowly, invert * 

W hat beſt is boaded me, to miſchiefe : T, 
Beyondalllimit of what ee 1th world 
Dolove, prize, honor you: 

Air. I ama foole 

To weepe at what I am glad of. 


| 


« 


— 


Pro. Faireencounter . . | 
Of two moſt rare affe&tions heavens raine grace 
On that which breeds betweeneem. | 
For. Wherefore weepe you?” _ Fn 
Cir. At mine unworthyneſle that dare not offer 
What I deſire to give; and much lefſe take 
W hat I ſhail die to want : But this is trifling, 
And all the moreir ſtekes to hide it ſelfe, | 
The bigger bulke it ſhewes. Hence baſhfull cunning, 
And prompt me plaine and holy innocence. 
Iam your wife, if you wul marrie me; 
If not, Ile die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may denie me; but Ile be your ſervant 
W hether you will or no» | | 
Fer, My Miltris ( deereft ) ' 
And I thus humble ever. 
CAMir. My husband then ? 
Fer. I, with a heart ſo willing 
As bondageere of freedome : heere's my hand, 
Mr. And mine, with my heart in't; and now farewell 
Till halfe an houre hence. 
Fey, A thouſand, thouſand. . 
Pre. So glad of this as they I cannot be, 


W hoare ſurpriz'd with4ll; but my rejoying 
At nothing can be moref Ile to my booke, 
For yetere ſupper time,ſmuſt I performe 


Much buſinefle appertaijung. Ext, 


G_—_— _— 


Scana Secunda. 


Y R—_ 


—— 


Emer (aliban, Stephano, and Trincwlo. 


Ste. Tell not me, when the But is out we will drinke 


water, not a drop,before; therefore beare up,and boord | 


em' Servant Monlter, drinke to me. 

Trin. Servant Monſter 2 the folly of this Iland , they 
fay there's but five upon this Ifle; we are three of them, 
if eh other two be brain'd like us, the State totterve 

Ste. Drinke ſervant Monſter when 1 bid thee, thy 
cyes arealmolt ſet in thy heart. | 

Trim. Where ſhould they bee ſet” elſe ? hee were a 
brave Monſter indeede if they were ſet in his taile, 

Ste, My man-Monſter hath drown'd his'tongue in 
Sacke : for my part the Sea cannot drowne mee, 1 ſwam 
ereI could recover the ſhore, five and thirtie Leagues 


off and on; by this light thou ſhalt bee my Lieutenant | 


Monſter, or my Standard: 

Trin, Your Lieutenant if you liſt, hee's no ſtandard. 

Ste, Wee'l not run Monſteur Monſter. - 

Trin. Nor 80 neither: but you'l lic like dogs, and yet 
ſay nothing neither. | 

$te. Moone-calfe,ſpeake once in thy life, if thou beeft 
a good Moone-calfe. 

Cal, How does thy honour? Let me licke thy fhooe; 
le not ſerve him, he is not valiant. 

Trin. Thou lieſt moſt ignorant Monſter, I am in caſe 
to juitle a Conſtable : why, thou deboſh'd Fifh thou, 
was there ever mana Coward, that hath drunk ſo-much 
Sacke agTI today? wilt thou tell me a monſtrous lie,being 
but halfe a Fiſh and halfe a Monſter 2 

(al. Loc, how he meckes me, wilt thou ket him.my 
Lord ? : as 


— 


ad 


Exennt. | 


4 


we, 


4 


— 


| a Naturall? '. 
| . (at. Loe, locagaine: bite him todeath T prethee. 


Canſt thou bring;meto the party? 


| Te goe no further off. 


} Cat. Ifayby Sorcery hegot this lile 
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Tin. Lord,quoth he ? that a monſter ſhould be ſuch 


Ste. Trincwlo, keepea good tongue in your head : If 
youprove a mutineere; thenext Tree: the poore Mon- 
ſter's my ſubje,and he ſhall not ſuffer indignity- © . 

(#'. 1 thanke my noble Lord- Witt thou be pleas'd 
to hearken once againeto the ſuite I made to thee ? 

; Ste. Marry will I:kneeleand repeate it, 
I will ſtand, and ſo ſhall Trivcalo. 


Enter Ariell inviſible. | 
Cl. As I told thee before, I am ſubject toa Tirant, 
A Sorcerer,that by his cunning hath cheated me 
Of the land. 
Friel. Thou lyeſt. 
Cat. Thou lycit, thou jeſting Monkey thou : 
I would my valiantMaſter would deſtroy thee. 
I do not iye. ; 
Ste. Trincule,it yOu trouble him any more in's tale, 
\ By this hand, I will ſupplantſome of your tecth. 
Trm. Why, Ifaid nothing. 
Sre. Mum then, and no more : proceed. 


From me, hegot it. If thy Greatneſfle will 

Revenge it on him, ( for I know thou dar'ſt ) 

But this thing dare not. 
Ste. That's moſt certaine. | 
CaZ:-Thou ſhalt be Lord of it, andIle ſerve thee- 
Ste. How now ſhall this be compaſt? 


(al. Yea, yea my Lord, lle yeeld him thee afleepe, 
W herethou maiſt knockea naile into his head. 

erel. Thou lieſt,thou canſt not. | 

Cal. Whata py'de Ninnie's this? Thou ſcurvie patch: 
I do beſtech thy Greatneſle give him blowes, 
And take his bottle from him : When that's gone, 
He ſhall drinke nought but brine, for Ilenot ſhew him 
Where the quicke i reſhesare. 
Ste. Trizeuto, run into no further danger: 
Interrupt the Monſter one word further, and by this 
hand , Ile turne my mercie out o'doores , and makea 
Stockfiſh of thee. 


Trin, Why, what did 1? I did nothing : 


Ste. Didft thounot ſay he lyed ? 
. eAriel., Thoulieſt, 

Ste, Dol ſo? Take thou that, 
As you like this, give me thelye another time. 

Trin. Idid notgive thelic : Out o your wittes, and 
hearing too? - 
A pox 0'your bottle, this can Sacke and drinking doo : 
A murren on your Monſter, andthe divell take your 
mages. 2: i: | 

Cat. Ha, ha, ha. 
_>Sre. Now forward with your Tale : prethgg ſtand 

further off. , & | 7 LOR 

Cal. Beatchim enough : after a littletime ' 
le beate him too. ? 6 

Sre. Stand further : Come proceede. | 

Cal. Why, as I told thee, *risa cultome with him 

I'thafternoone to fleepe ; there thou maylt braine him, 
Having firſt ſeiz'd his bookes : Or with a logge 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a ſtake, 
Or cut his wezand with thy knife. Remember 


Firſt to poſſeſſe his Bookes; for without them 


| The cipudesme thought would open, and ſheyy riches 


Hee's buta Sot, as Iam ; nor hathnot 

. OneSpirit to command: they all do hate him 
Asrootedly as I. Burne but his Bookes, 
He ha's brave Vtenſfils ( for ſo he calles them) 
W hich when he ha's a houſe, hee'l deckewnxhall. 
And that moſt deepely to conſider, is 
The beautie of his daughter : he himſelfe 
Cals hera non-pareill : 1 never ſaw.a woman 
But onely Sycorax my Dam, and ſhe; 
But ſhe as farre ſurpalſeth Syporax, | 
As great'{t do's jeaſt- 

Ste. Is it ſobrave a Laſſe? 

Cal. I Lord, ſhe will become thy bed,I warrant, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 

Sre. Monſter, I will kill this man : his daughter and 
I will be King and Queene, ſave our Graces : and Traw- 
culo and thy telte ſhall be Vice-royes: 
Doſt thou like the plor Trincalo ? 

Trm. Excellent. : 

Ste. Give ime thy hand, I am ſorry I beate thee : 
But while thou liv'it keepe a good tongue in thy head. 

Cal. Within this halte houre will he be aflcepe, 
Wilt thou deſtroy him then ? 

$:e. Ton mine honour. 

Ariell. This will I tell my Maſter. 

«Cal, Thou mak'it me merry : I am full of pleaſure, 
Let us be jocond. Will you troule the Catch | 
You taught me bur whileare.? 

Ste. At thy requeſt Monſter, I will do reaſon, 
And reaſon : Come on Trzmcalo, let us fing., 
S4ngs. 
Flout em, and cout em : and skowt em, and flout em, 
T honght ts free. 
Cal. That's not thetune. 
| Ariell plates the tune on 4 Tabor and Pipe. 

Ste. What 1s this {ame ? 

Trin. This is the tune of our Catch, plaid by the pic- 
ture of No-body. | 

Sre. If thou beeſta man, ſhew thy ſclfe in thy likenes : 
If thou beeſt a divell, take'r as thou liſt. | 

Trin, O forgive me my {itncs, 

Ste, Hethar dyes payesall debts :1 defie thee; 

Mercy upon us. 

Cal. Art thou aftcard ? 

Ste. No Monſter, not I. | 

Cal. Be not affeard, the Ifle 15 full of noyſes, 
Sounds, :nd {weet atres, that givedelight and hurt not: 
Sometimes a thouſand twangling inſtruments 
Wiil hum about mine cares; and ſometimes yoyces, 
That if I then had wak'd after long fleepe. 
Will make me fleepe againe; and then indreaming, 


Ready to drop upon megthat when I wak'd | 
I cride to dreame againe, | 
S$re, This will provea brave kingdome to me, 
Where I ſhall have my muticke for nothing, = 
Cal, When Preſperois deliroy'd. 
Ste. That ſhallbe by and by: 
I remember the ſtory. 
Trin. The ſound 1s going away 
Lets follow it, and after do our worke; 
Ste. Leade;Monſter, 
Wee'i follow : I would I could ſee this Taborer, 
He layes 1t on. 
Tres, Wilt come ? 


Ile follow Stephan. Exeunt | 


id Scend | 
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ScenaTertia. 
_— Alanſo, Schaftian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, 
Aarian, Franciſco, c. 
Gos. By'r lakin, I can goe no furcher,Sir, 
My old bonesake ; here's a maze trod indeed 


— — —_ RC 


{ Through forth rightsand Meanders : by your patience, 


I needs muſt reſt me. 
eAlo. Old lord, I cannot blame thee, 

Who, am my ſelfe attach'd with wearineſle 

Toth'dulling of my ſpirits : ſit downe, and reſt ; 

Even herelI wiliput off my hope, and keepe 1t 

Nolonger for my flatterers : he is dround 

Whom thus we ſtray to find, and the Sea mockes 

Our fruſtrate ſearch on land : well : let him goe. 

' Ant. Tam right glad, that he's ſo out of hope 3: 

Doe not for one repulſe forgoe the purpole = 

That you reſoly'dr'effet. | 
Seb, The next advantage will we take throughly« 
A, Letit beto night, © 

For now they are oppreſſ'd with travaile, they 

Will not, nor cannot uſe ſuch viligance 

As when they are feeſh. 

Solemne and range Muſicke: and Proſper on the top (invi- 
ſible.) Enter ſeverall ſtrange ſhapes, bringing #n a Banket ; 
and dance about ut with gentle ations of ſalurarions, and in- 

viting the King, 5c. to eate, they depart. 

Seb. Ifayto night :ng more. * | 

Al. What harmony is this # my good friends, harke. 
Gon. Marvellous ſweet Mulicke. , | 

Ale. Give us kind keepers, heavens:what werethelc? 
Seb. Aliving Drolery : now I will beleeve 

Thar there are Vnicornes : that in Arabia 

There is one Tree, the Phoenix throne, one Phoenix 

At this houre reigning there. 

Ant. .lle beleeve doth : 
And what do'selſe want credit, come to me 
And Ile be ſwornt 'ris true x Travellers neredid lye, 
Though fooles at home condemne*em. | 
Gon. It in I\ aples . 

I ſhould report this now, would they belceve me ? 

If I ſhould ſay I faw ſuch Iſlanders. - 

(For certes, theſe are people of the Iſland) 

Who though they are of monſtrous ſhape, yet note 

Their manners are more gentle, kind then of ' 

Our humane generation you ſhall find * 5 

Many, nay almoſt any. 

Pro. Honeſt loxd,; "964 TE 
Thou haſt ſaid well : for ſome of you there preſent, 
Are worſe thendivels. : 

Alo, I cannot too mach muſe © -' 

Such ſhapes, ſuch geſture, and ſuch ſound expreſſing 

(Although they want the uſe of tongue) a kind 

Of excellent dumbe diſcourſe, 
Pro. Praile in departing. | 
Fre, They vaniſh'd ſtrangely: 


Seb. No matter, ſince (mackes» 


| They have left their Viands behind; for we have ſto- 


Wilt pleaſe you taſte ofwhat is here ? 
Alo. NotI, (Boyes 


Gon. Faith Sir, you need not feare 2 when we were 


| 


| Againſt your peace : Thee of thy Sanne, &/onſv, 


(That deepe and'dreadfull Organ-Pipe) pronounc'd 


W hoſe heads ſtood ia their breſts > which now we find 


Each putter our of five for one, will bringus 
Good warrant of. 


Ao, I will tandto, and feede, 
Although my laſt, no matter, ſince I feele 
Thebeit is paſt : brother : my lord, the Duke, 
Stand too, and doe as we. | 
Thunder and lightning. Enter Ariell (ke a Harpey) claps 


his wings upon the T able and with a queint device the Ban- | 


quet vaniſhes, 

Ar. Youare three men of ſinne, whom deſtiny 
That harh to inſtrument this lower world, 
And what is in't : the nevegſurfeited Sen, 
Hath caus'd tobelchup you ; and on this Ifland, * 
W here man doth. not inhabit, you 'mongſt men, 
Being moſt unfitto live: I have made you mad ; 


And even with ſuchlike valour, men hang, and drowhne | 


Their proper ſelves : you fooles, I and my fellowes 
Are miniiters of Fate, the Elements 2 

Of whom your ſwordsare temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemockt-at-Stabs 

Kill the {ill cloſing waters, asdiminiſh 

One dowle that's in my plumbe : My-fellow miniſters - 
Are like-invulnerable ; it you could hurt, 
Your ſwordsare now too maſllie for your ſtrengths, 
And will not beuplifted : but remember 

(For that's my buſineſſe to you) that you three 

From ilame did ſupplant good Profpers, 

Expos'd untothe Sea (which hath requit it) 

Him, and his innocent child : for which foule deed, - 
The Powers, delaying (not forgetting) have 

Incens'd the Seas, and Shores ; yea, all che Creatures 


They have bereft ; and doepronounce by me 

Lingring perdition (worſe then any death 

Can bear once) ſhall ſtep,by ſtepattend 

You, and your wayes, whoſe wraths to guard you from 

W hich here, in this molt deſolate Iſle, elſe fals : 

Vpon your heads, isnothing but hearts-ſorrow, 

Anda cleare life enſuing. | 

He vaniſhes in Thunder : then (to ſoft IMnſicke.) Enter the 
ſhapes againe and daunce {with meckes and mowes) and car- | 
ring out the Table. 
Pro. Bravely the figure of this Herpy, haſt thou 

Perform'd( my Ariel) a grace it had deuouring ; 

Of my Inſtruction, haſtthou nothing bated 

In what thou had'ſ to ſay.: ſo with good life 

And obſervation ſtrange, my meaner miniſters 

Their ſeverall kinds have done:my high charmes w orke - 

And theſe (mine enemies)are all knit up 

In their diſtraQtions : they now are in my poxwre ; 

And in theſe fits, I leave them, while 1 viſit 

Yong Ferdinand(whomrhey ſuppoſe is droun'd) 

And his, and mine lo'vddarling. 


Gox. TI'thname of ſomething holy, Sir, why ſtand you +l} 


Inthis ſtrange ſtare ? | 

Ate. O, it is monſtrous ; monſtrous : | 
Me thoughtthe billowes ſpoke, and told me-of it, 
The windesdid ſing it to me.z and the Thunder - 


The name of Proſper: it did baſe my T ref) 
Therefore my Sonne i'th Ooze is Foun 


and | 
Ile ſceke him deeper thenere plummet founded; bod | 


Who would beleevethat there were Mountaynecres, And with him therelye muaded, Exit. 

Dew-lapt, like Buls, whoſe throats had hanging at'em - Seb, But one feend ata time, . 

Walletsof fleſh ? or that there were ſuch men | Ile fighttheir Legions ore, -* _, il 
IL : | - - : ns 


© 


{| Beſtow upontheeyesof this yong couple 
| Some vanity of mine Art : it is my promiſe, 
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me 


err. Ile be thy ſecond. : l 
Gont, Allthree of themare deſperate : their great guit 
(Like poyſon givento worke a great time after) 
Now ginstobitetheſpirits ; I doe beſeech you 
(Thar are of ſuppler joynts) follow them ſw ittly, 
And hinder them from what this extale 
May now provoke them tov, * 
Ad, 


; Follow, I pray you. Exennt omnes 


Hm Quartus. Scana Prima, 


——_— 


Enter] Proſpero, Ferdiuand, and Miranda. 
Pro, If I have too aufſterely puniſh'd you, 


| Your compenſation makesamends, for I 


Have given you here, a third of mine owne life, 


| Or that for which Live : who, once againe 
| 1Irenderto thy.hand : Allthy vexations 


Were but my trials of thy loue, and thon 
Haſt trangely {tood the reſt : here, afore heaven 
I ratific this my-rich gift : O Ferdinand, | 
Doe not ſmileat me, that] boaſt her off, 
For thou ſhalt find ſhe will our-ſtripall praiſc 
And make it halt, behind her. 
Fer. Idoe belceve1t 
Againitan Oracle. 1. I 
Fro, Then, as my gueſt, and thine owne acquiſition 
Wor:hily puzcbat'd, take my daughter : 
If thou do'ſt breake her Virgin-knot, before 
Aliſanctimonious ceremomes may 
Withfull and holy right,be miniſtred; 


| No ſweet aſperfion ſhall the heavensler fall _ 
| Tomake this contra& grow ; but barraine hate, 


Sou er-cy'd diſdaine, and diſcord ſhall beſtrew 
T he union of your bed, with weeds ſo loathiy 
T hat you ſhall hate it both : Therefore take heed, 


| As Hymens Lampes ſhall light you. 


Fer. As I hope | : 
For quiet dayes, faire Iſſue, and long life, 


1 With {uch love, as*cis now themurkieſt den, 


The moſt opportune place, the trongſt ſuggeſtion, 


4 Our worſer Geri can, ſhall never melt 


Mine honor into luit, te takeaway 
Theedge of that dayes celebration, 
When 1 ſhall thinke, or Phxa fteeds are founderd, 
Or Night kept chain'd below. 

Pro. Fairely ſpoke ; 


Sitthen, and talke with her, ſhe is thine owne 3 
eAri. What would my potent maſter ? here Iam. 
Pro. Thob,and thy meaner fellowes, your laſt fervice 
Did worthily performe ; and I muſt ufe you 


1 In ſuch another tricke : goe bringthe rabble- 


(Ore whom I givethee powre) here, tothisplace : 
Incite them to quicke motion, for I muſt | 


*- 


And they expe it from me. 
ers. Preſently ? 
Pro, 1: witha twincke, 
_ Ari. Before youcanſay come,and goe, 
And breathe twice; and cry, ſo,ſo : 


———— —— = 


What Ariel!; my induſtrious ſervant Ariel. Enter Ariel. 


Exeunt. | 


{ arſcs hot Minion 1s returnd againe, 


| Approach, rich (eres, her to entertaine, 


Pro, Dearely, my delicate eArie//: doe not approach 
Till thou do'ſt heareme call. _* 

efri, Well : I conceive 

Pro. Looke thou be true : doe not give dalliance 
Too much the raigne : the ſtrongeſt oathes, are ſtraw 


| Tothfireith* blood ; be more abſtemuous, 


Orelle good night your vow. 
Fer, I warrant you, Sir, 

The white cold virgin Snow, upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my Liver. 

Pro, Wecell. | 
Now come my Ariel, bring a Corolary, 
Rather then wanta ſpirit;appeare,and pcrtly.Soft mwſick, 
No tongue : all cyes : be filent, 

Ir. Ceres, moſt bounteous Lady, the rich Leas 
Of Wheate, Rye, Barlcy, Ferches, Oatcs, and Peaſe; 
Thy Turphy.Mountaines, where live nibling Sheepe, 
And flat Medes thetchd with Stover, them to keepe : 
Thy bankes with pioned, and twilled brims, 
Which ſpungy April, at thy heit betrims; _ 
To make cold Nimphes chaſt crownes ; and thy broome- 
Whoſe ſhadow the diſmiffed Batchelor loves, (groves; 
Being lafſe-lorne : thy pole-clipt vineyard: 


 Þ And thy Sea-marge ſterile, ard rocke;>hard, 
* {| Where thou thy lelfedo'tt ayre, the Queene oth Skie, 


W hoſe watry Arch, and meflenger, am I, 

Bids thee leave theſe, and with her ſoveraigne grace, I»ns 
Here on this grafle-pior, in this very place 
To come, and ſport : here Peacockes fliyeamaine : 
Emer Ceres. 
Cer, Haile, many coloured Meſſenger, that nere 

Do'ſt diſobey the wife of :#pirer : EY” 

Who, withthy ſaffron wings, upon my flowres 
Diffuſeſt hony dreps,rcfrething ſhowres, 

And witheach end of thy blew bewe do'ſtcrowne 


} My bosky acres, and my unſhrubd downe, 
] Rich ſcarph to my proud earth : why haththy Queene 


Summond me hither, to this ſhort graſ'd Greene? 
ir. Acontradt of true Love, to celebrate, 
And ſomedonation freely to eſtate 
On the bleſs'd Lovers, 
(er. Tell me heavenly Bowe, 
If Venw or her ſonne, as thou do'ſt know; 
Doe now attend the Queene ? ſince they did plot 
The meanes, thar dusky Du, my daughter got: 
Her, and her blind-Boyes icandald company, 


Ir. Of her ſociety 
Be notafraid : I met herdeity 
Cutting the cloudstowards Paphes : and her ſon 


Some wanton charme, upon this man and maide, 
W hoſe vowesare,that no bed-right ſhall be paid 
Till Hymens Torch be lighted : bur in vaine, 


Y 
= 


Her waſpiſh headed ſonne, has broke hisarrowes, 


| And bea boyrightout. 
Cer. Higheſt Queene of State, 
Great Juno comes, I know her by her gate. 
Is. Howdo's my bounteous ſiſter ? goe with me 
Toblefſe thistwaine, that they may proſperous be, 
And honor in their iſſue, ' They Sing. 


Each one tripping on his Toe, In. Honor, riches, marriage, bleſſing, 

Will be here with mop, and moye. Long contimnance, and encreafing, 

Doe you love me Maſter ? no? Honrely joyes, be Fill upon yon, 7 
66.) #50 ONO AENG Ge a.) 


ntl. dad _—_ 


Ihave forſworne. | 


Swears he will ſhoot no more, butplay with. Sparroyes, | 


.} 


l 


Dove-drawne with her : herethought they ro have done | 


(deſcends. | 


| 


= 


þ 


Exits 


| 


Enter Iris. | 
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Inno ſings her Meſſing! 011 you. ? | 


Earths increaſe, and foyzon plenty, 
Barnes , and Garners, never empty. 
Uines, with cluftring bunches growing, 
Plans, with goodly burthen bowing : 
Spring come to your at the fartheſt, 
In the very end of Harveſt. 
; Scarcity and want (hall ſhun you, 
. Ceres bleſſiag ſo ts on you. 
Fer. This is a molt majeſticke viſion, and 
Harmonious charmingly $ may I be bold 
To thinke theſe ſpirits? 
Pro. Spirits, which by mine Art 
T have fromall their confinescall'd to enatt 


Fer.Let me live here ever, 

So rare a wondred father, and a wiſe, 
Makes this place Paradiſe. 

Pro. Sweetnow, fiience : ' 
Tunoand (tres whiſper ſeriouſly, | 
There's ſomething <lſe to doe ; huſh, and be mute 
Or clſe our ſpell is mar'd. 

Tuns _ Ceres whiſper , aud ſend Irs on employment. 

Iris. You Nimpliscald Nayades of the windring brooks 
With your ſedg'd crownes, and ever-harmeleſſe lookes,: | 
Leave your criſpe channels, and on this greene-land - 
Anſwer your ſummons, /x#»o do's command 
Come temperate Nimphes, and helpe to celebrate _ * 

A Conrad of true hier not too lates 
Enter certaines N imphes. 
You Sun-burn'd Sicklemen of Augutit weary, 
Come hether from the furrow, and be merry, 
Make holly day : your Rye ſtraw hats put on, 
And theſe freſh Nimphes encounter every one 
In Country footing, : ; 
Enter certame Reapers (properly habited :) they joyne with 
the IN. imphes, in a graceful dance. towards the end where- 

of, Proſpero ſtarts ſodainly and ſprakes, after which to a 

ftrange bollow and confuſed noyſe, they heavily vaniſh. 

Pro. 1 had forgot that foule conſpiracy 
Of the beaſt Caliban,and his confederates 
Apainſt my life : the minute of their plot 
Is almoſt come : Well done, avoyd : no more. 

Fer. This is ſtrange : your father's in ſome paſſion 
That workes him ſtrongly. 

Mir. Never till this day 
Saw I him touch'd with anger, ſodiſtemper'd. 
Pro. You doclooke (my ſon) in a mov'd ſort, 
Asgif you were diſmaid : be cheerefull Sir, 
Our Revelsnow areended : Theſe our actors, 
(As I foretold you) were all Spirits, and 
Are melted into Ayre, into thin Ayre, 
Andlike the baſcleſſe fabricke of their viſion' 
The Clowd-capt Towres, the gorgeous Pallaces, 
The ſolemne Temples, the great Globe it ſelfe, 
Yea, all which it inherit, ſhall diflolve, 
And like this inſubſtantiall Pageant faded 
Leave nota racke behind ; we are ſuch ſtuffe 
As dreames aremade on ; and our little life 
Is rounded with a flcepe : Sir, I am vext, 
Beare with my weakeneſſe, my old braine is troubled « { 
Benot diſtarb'd with my infirmity, 
If you de pleaſ'd, retire into my Cell, 
And there repoſe, a turne or two, Ile walke | 
To {till my beating mind. | 


”— 


m——— 


if Y— 


Pro, Come witha thought; I thanke thee Ariet:come. 
Enter Ariel, 
_ e-F13. Thythoughts TI cleave to, what'sthy pleaſure ? 
. Pro. Spirit : we muſt prepare to meet with Calibay, 
eAri. I my Commander, when I preſented Ceres 
Ithoughr to have to!d thee of it, but I fear'd 
Leaſt I might anger thee. | 
Pro. Say againe, where didſt thou leave theſe varlots ? 
e-Fr. I told you Sir, they were red-hot with drinking, | 
So full of valour, that they ſmote the ayre 
For breathing in their faces:beate the ground 
For kiſſing of their feete ; yet alwayes bending 
Towards their project : then I beate my Tabor, 
Ar which like unback'c colts they prickt their cares, 
Advanc'd their eyelids, lifted up their noſes 
As they ſmelt muſicke, ſo I charm'd their cares 
That Calfe-like, they my lowing follow'd, through 
Tooth'd briars,ſharpe firzes, pricking goſle,andthornes, 
Wh: ch entred their traile ſhins : at laſt I left them 
I'th' filchy mantled poole beyond you Cell, 
There dancingup to th'chins; that he fog le Lake 
Ore-ſtunck their feet. | 
Pro, This was well done (my bird) 
Thy ſhape inviſible retaine thou ſtill : 


The trumpery in my houſe, goe bring it hither 
| For ſtale to catch theſetheeves. Arze/ I goe, I goe-Exit, 
Pro, A devill, a borne-devill, on whoſc nature 
Nurture can never ſticke ; on whom my aig 
Humanely taken, all, all loſt, quite ioſt, 
And, as with age, his body uglicr growes, 
So his minde cankers : I will plague them all, 
Even to roaring : Come, bang on them this line, 
Enter Ariel, loaden wu. h gliitering apparell, &c. Enter 
'—_ Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, all wet. 'l 
(al. Pray you tread ſoftly, that the blind Mole may 
not hearea foot fall ; we now are neere his Cell. (Fairy, 
Ste. Monſter, your Fai: y, which you fay i:a harmies 
Has done little vetter then plaid the Tacke with us. 
Trin. Monſter, I doe ſmell all horſe-piſſe; at which - 
My noſe is in great indignation, 
; Ste. So is mines Doe you heare Monſter : If I ſhould 
Take a diſpleaſure againit you : Looke you. 
Trin. Thou wert but a loſt Monſter. 
Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour ſtill, 
Be patient, for the prize Ile bring thee to | 
Shall hudwinke this miſchance : therefore ſpeake ſoftly, 
All's huſht as midnight yet. Wes 
Tri. 1, buttolote our bottles in the Poole. 
Ste. There is not onely diſgrace and diſhonor in that 


" (Monſter) but an infinite loſle. 


Trin. That's mibre to methen my wetting : 
Yet this is your harmelefle Fairy, Monſters 
Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, 
Theugh I be ore earesfor my labour. 
(a. Prethee (my King) be quiet. Seeſt thou heere - | 
This isthe mouth o*ch Cell : no noiſe, and enter : 
Doe that good miſchicfe, which may make this ifland © | 
Thine owne for ever, and I thy Ca/sbar 
For aye thy foot-licker. 
Ste, Give me thy hand; 
I doe begin to have bloody thoughts. | 
Triv. O King Stephane, O Pecre : O worthy Stephano, 
Looke whata wardrobe heere is for thee. 
{al. Ixtitalone thou foole, itis bur traſh, | 
Tri. Oh, ho, Monſter : we knovy what belongs to a 


Fer. Mir. We wilh your peace. 


| frippery, O King Srephano, 


B2 Ste, Put 


& 
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Ste. Put off that-gowne(Trincato) by this hand Ile 
have that gowne. 
Tri. Thy grace ſhall have it. - (meanc 
Cal.The dropfie drowne this foele, what doe you 
Todoate thus on ſuch luggage ? let's alone 
| Anddoce the murther firſt : it heawake, — 
Erom too to crowne hee! fillour skins with pinches, 
Make us ſtrange ſtuffe, WE: 2 ; 
Ste. Be you quiet (Monſter) Miſtris line, 1s not this 
my Ierkin ? now is the Ierkin under the line : now Ier- 
kinyouarc like toloſe your haire,and prove a bald Terkin. 
Trin. Doe, doe ; we ſtcale by lyneand leveil, and't 
like your grace. ; ; 
| &Ste. Ithanke thee for that jeſt ; heer's a garment for't: 
Wit ſhall not goe un-rewarded while I am King of this 
Country : Steale by line and levell, isan excellent paſſe of 
pate : there's another garment for't. 


and away with the reſt. | : 

{ al. 1 will have done on't : we ſhall loſe our time, 
And all be turn'd to Barnacles, or to Apes 
With forcheads villanous low. ; 

Ste. Monſter, layto your fingers : helpe to bearethis 
away, where my hogſhead of wine is, or Ile turne you 
out of my kingdome : gocto,Carry this. 

Tri. And this. 

Ste. T, and this. $255 

A noyſe of Hunters beard. Enter divers ſpirits m ſhape 
of Dogs,and Honnas, hunting them abont : Profpero 
and Ariel ſetting them one 

Pro: Bey Monntame, hey. 

Ari. Swlver : there it goes, Silver. 

Pro. Fary, Fury : there Tyrant, there ; harke, harke. 
Goe, charge my Goblins that thou grinde their zoynts 
With dry Convultions, ſhorten up their {inewes 
With aged Cramps, and more pinch-ipotted makerhem, 
Then Patd, or Cat o' Mountaine. 

T Ari. Harke, they rore, 

; Pro. Let them be hunted ſoundly : At this houre 
Licsat my mercy all mince enemies : 

Shortly ſhall all my Jabours end, and thou 

Shalt have the ayre at freedome : for a little 


Follow, and doe me ſervice. Exennt. 


— — ———— 


Atus Quintus, Scana Prima. 


Emer Proſpero (in his CMagicke robes) and Aricl, 
. Pro, Now do'smy ProjeR gather to ahead : 

My charmes cracke not : my ſpirits obey, and time 

Goesupright with his carriage : how's the day ? 
Ar. On theſixt houre,at which timc, my loxd 
You ſaid our worke ſhould ceaſe. 

1] Pro. Tdid fay (o, \ 

When firſt I rais'd the Tempeſt : ſay my ſpirit, 

| How fares the King, and's followers? 

| - 4r, Confin'd together 

] Intheſame faſhion, as you gavein charge, 

- | Iuſtas youleftthem, all priſoners Sir | 

Inthe Live-grove which weather-fends your Cell, 

| They cannot boudgetill your releaſe : The King, 

His brother, and yours, abide all three diſtracted, 

And the remainder mourning over them, 

Brim full of ſorrow, and diſmay : but chicfely 


—_ _— 


Tri. Monſter, come put ſome Lime upon your fingers, | 


Himthat you term'd Sir, the good old lord Gonzalo, 
His teares run downe his beard like winters drops 
From eaves of reeds : your charme ſo ſtrongly workS'em 
That if you n&w beheld them, your affeions 
Would become tender, 
Pro, Doſt thou thinke ſo, ſpirit? 
Ar. Mine would, Sir, were I humane. 
Pro. And mine ſhall. 
Haſt thou (which art bur ayre) a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflitions, and ſhall not my ſelfe, 
One of their kind, that relliſh all as ſharpely, 
Paſſion as they, be kindlicr mou'd then thou art ? 
Though with their high wrongs I am ſtrook to th'quick, 
Yet, with my nobler reaſon, gainſt my fury 
Doe I take part : the rarer Action is Sang 
In vertue , then in vengeance : they; being penitent, 
The ſole drift of my purpoſe dorhextend 
Neta frowne further : Goe, releaſe them Arie!, 
My Charmes lle breake, their fences Ile reſtore, 
And they ſhall be themſelves. 
Ar. Ile fetch them, Sir. | Exit. 
Pro. Ye Elves of hils, brookes, Nanding lakes and 
And ye, that on the ſands with printleſſe ftoote (groves, 
Doe chaſcthe ebbing-2 eprmne, aud doe flyc him 
When he comes backe : you demy-Puppets, that 
By Moone-ſhine doc the greene ſowre Ringlers make, 
Whereof the Ewe not bites : and you, whole paſtime 
Is to make midnight-Mufhrumps, that rcjoyce 
To heare the ſolemne Curfewe, by whoſe ayde 
(Weake Maſters though ye be) I have bedymn'd 
The Noone-tide Sun, call'd forth the mutenous winds, 
And twixt the greene Sea, and the azur'd vault 
Set roaring warre : To the dread ratling Thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted /oves ſtout Oke 
With his owne Bolt : The ftrong baſſ'd promontory 
Have I made ſhake, and by the ſpurs pluckt up 
The Pyne, and-Cedar. Graves at my command 
Have wak'd their ſleepers, op'd, and let'cm forth 
By my ſopotent Art. Butthis rough Magicke 
[ heereabjure : and when TI have requir'd 
Some heavenly Muſicke (which even now I doe) 
To worke mine end upon their fences, that 
This Ayry-charmeis for, Ile breake my ſtafte, 
Bury it certaine fadomes in the earth, 
And deeper then did ever Plummet found . 
Ile drowne my booke, Solemne mnſiche. 


Heere enters Ariel before : Then Alonſowitha franticke ge- 
ſine, attendedby Gonzalo. Sebaſtian and Anthonio in 
hke manner attended by « A drian avd Franciſco: They all 
enter the circle which Proſpero had made, and there Ftand 
charm'd : which Proſpero obſerving, fpeakes. 


A ſolemne Ayre,andthe beſt comforter, 
Toanunſctled fancy, Cure thy braines 


D— 


| (Now uſelefle) boite within thy skull : there ſtand 


For youare Spell-opt. 

Holy Gonzalo, Honorable man, 

Mine eyes ev*n ſociable tothe ſhew of thine 

Fall tellowly drops : The charme diſſolves apace, 
And asthe morning ſtcales upon the might | 
(Melting the darkeneſſe) fo their riſing fences 
Begin to chace the ignorant famesthat mantic 
Their cleerer reaſon. O good Gonza!s 


| My true preſerver, and a loyall Sir, . 


To himthou follow?ſ ; I will pay thy graces 
Home both in word, and deed ; Moltcruclly 


_ 


Did | 
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Did thou eMor/o, uſe me,and my daughter : 
Thy brother was a furtherer in the At, | 
Thouart pinch'd for'tnow Scbaftian, Fleſh, and bloud, 
You, brother aine,thatentertain'd ambition , 
Expell'd remorſe, and nature, whom, with Sebaſtsa 
( Whoſe inward pinches therefore are moſt ſtrong) 
Would heere have kill'd your King : I doe forgive thee, 
Vnnaturallthough thou art : their underitanding 
Begins toſiwell, and the approaching tide 
Will hortly fill the reaſonable ſhore 
That aow ly foule, and muddy : nor one of them 
That yet lookes on me, or would know me ; Ariel, , 
Fetch methe Hat, and Rapier in my Cel), 
I will diſcaſe me, and my ſeife preſent 
As I was ſometime Aillazne ; quickly ſpirit, 
Thou ſhalt ere long be tree. 
'— wAriell ſings,and helps to attire him, 
Where the Bee ſucks, thereſuck [, 
Ina (, owſlips bell, 1 tye, 
There cowch when Owles dee cry, 
On the Batts back el ave flye 
after Sommer merrily. 
Aerrity, merrily, ſpall I lsve now, 
Under the bloſſem that hangs onthe Bow. 
Fro. Why that's my dainty Ariet : I ſhall miſe thee, 
Bur yet thou ſhalt have freedome ; ſo, ſo, ſo. 
Tothe Kings ſhip, inviſible as rhou art, 
There ſhalt thou find the Marriners aſleepe 
Vnder the Hatches: the Maſter and the Boat-ſyraine 
Beingawake, enforce them to this piace ; 
And preſently, I prerhee. E 
Ari, Idrinkethe ayre before me, and returne 
Or ere your pulfc twice beate. Exit, 
Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabirs heere : ſome heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearefull Country. 
Pro. Behold Sir King 
The wronged Duke of Aillaine, Proſpere : 
For more aflurance that a living Prince 


| Do's now ſpeake to thee, I embracethy body, 
| Andto thee, and thy Company, I bid 
A hearty welcome; 


Alto. Where thou bee'ſt he or no, 
Or ſome inchantedriflle toabuſe me, 
(Aslate I have beene) I not know : thy Pulſe 


| Beats as of fleſh, and blood : and fince I ſaw thee, 


Tivaffliction of my mind amends, with which 
I feare2madnefle held me : this muſt crave 
(And if this be at all) a moſt ſtrange ftory. 
Thy Dukedome I reſigne, and doeentreat | 
Thou pardon me my wrongs : but how ſhould Proſpero 
Be living, and be heere? 

Pro. Firſt, noble friend, 
Let me embracethine age , whoſe honor cannot 
Be meaſur'd, or confin'd: 

Gon. Whether this be, 
Or be not, Ile not ſweare, 

Pro. You doe yet talte 
Some ſubtleties o'th*/ſle, that will nor let you 
Beleevethingscertaine : Wellcome, my friends all, 
But you, my brace of lords, were 1 ſ@ minded 
I heere could plucke his highnefle frowne upon you 
And juſtifie you Trattors : at this time 
I will tell notales. 

Seb. Thedivcll ſpeakes in him : 

Pro. No. 
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| Thy rankeſt fault ;all of them : and require 


— 


For you (moſt wicked Sir) whom to call brother 
Would even infe& my mouth, I doe forgive 


My Dukedome of thre, which, perforce I know 
Thou muſt reſtore, . 
ef o, It thou beeſt Proſpero, 
Give us particulars of thy preſervation, 
How thou haſt met us heere, who three howres fince 
Were wrackt upon thisſhore ? where I haveloſt - 
(How ſharpe the point of this remembrance is) 
My deere ſonne Ferdinand, 
Pro, I am woe for't, Sir. 
Alo, Irreparable is rhe loſe, and patience 
Sayes, it is paſt her cure. 
Pro, 1 rather thinke , 
You have not ſought her helpe, of whoſe ſoft grace 
For the like loſle, I have her ſoveraigne ayd, 
And reſt my ſelfe content. - 
Alo. Youthe likelofle ? | Cs 
Pro, As great to me, as late, and ſupportable 
To make the deere loſle, have I meanes much weaker 
Then you may call to comfort you ; for I 
Have loft my daughter, 
elo, A daughter ? 
Oh hcavens, that they were living both in Naples 
The King and Queene there, thatthey were, 1 wiſh 
My felfe were mndded in that 00-2y bed 
Where my ſonne lies: whendid you lole your daughter? 
Fro. Inthislaſt Tempeſt, I perceive theſe lords, 
Atthis encounter doe fo much admire, 
Thatthey deyoure sheir reaſon, and ſcarethinke 
Their ciedoe offices of truth : their words 
Are naturall breath : but hoawfoevere you have 
Beene juſtled from your fences, know for certaine 
That Iam Profpero,and that very Duke | 
W hich was thruſt forth of H4Haine, who molt ſtrangely 
Vpon this ſhore ( where you were wrackt) waslanded | 
To be the Lord on't : no more yer of this, | 
For 1is a Chronicle of day by day, 
Not a relation for a break-faſt, nor 
Befitting this firſt meeting ; Welcome, Sir; 
This Celt's my Court : heere have I few atrendants, 
And SubjeRs none abroad : pray you looke 11 ; 
My Dukcdome ſince you have given me againe, 
I willrequite you with as good a thing, 
Atlcaſt bring fortha wonder, to content ye 
As much, as me ny Dukedome. Bs 
Here Proſpero diſcovers Ferdinand and Miranda, play- 
ing at Cheſſe, 
Mir. Sweet lord, you play me falſe. 
Fer. No my deareſt love, 
I would not for the world. 
Air. Yes, for a {core of Kingdomes, you ſhould 


And.I wou'd call it faire play, | 


Ale. If chis prove 
A vifion of the I{land, onedeere Sonne 
Shall I twice looſe. 
$:b. A moſt high miracle, 
Fey. Though the Seas threatenthey are mercifull; 
I havecurſ'd them without cauſes 
Aloe. Now allthe bleſſings 
Of aglad father, compaſle thee about ; 
Ariſe, and ſay how thou cam'lt heere- 
Mir, O wonder ! "0 
How many goodly creatures are there heere ? _ | 


(wrangle, | 


How beautcous makind is? O bravenew workd | 
B3 That | 


— 
li 


« 


——_— 


| That has ſuch people in't. 


- The Tempeſt 


Pro. "Tis new to thee. 
eAlo, What is this Maid, with whom thou was't at 
Your eld'ſt acquaintance cannot be three houres : 

Is ſhe the goddeſſe that hath ſever'd us, 


| And brought us thus together ? 


Fer. Sir, ſhe 1s morrtall ; \ : 
But by immortall providence, ſhe's mine ; 
I choſe her when I could not aske my Father 


For his adviſe : nor thought 1 had one : She 


Is daughter to this famous Duke of 2illaine, 
Of whom, ſo often Thave heard renowne, 
But never {aiw before : of whom 1 have 
Receiv'd a ſecond life 4 and ſecond Father 
This Lady makes him to me. F 
eo. Iam hers. | 
But O, huw odly will it ſound, that I 
Muſt aske my child forgiveneſle ? 
Fro, There Sir ſtop, 


. Let us not burthen our remembrances, with 


A beavineſle that's gone. 
Gon, I haveinly weyr, 
Or ſhogld have ſpoke ere this: looke downe you gods 


| And onthis couple drop a Eleſſed crowne ; 


Forit is you, that have chalk'd forth the way 
Which brovght us hither. 
Alo. I lay Amen, Gonz.ls, \ 
Gen. Was Millaine thruſt from Afellaine,that his iſſue 
Should become Kings of XN aples? O rejoyce 
Beyond a common joy, and ſet it downe 
With gold on laſting Pillers : In one voyage 
Did C /aribelt her husband find at Tun, 
And Ferdinand her brother, found a wife, 


- Where he hichſclfe was loſt : Proſpero, his Dukedom 


In a poore /ſle : and all of us, our ſcives, 


i When no man was his owne. 


Aloe. Give me your hands : 
Let griefe and ſorrow ſtill embrace his heart, 
That dothnort wiſh you joy. 

Gon. Beit ſo, Amen. | : 

Enter eAriell, with the after and Boatſwaine 
amazedly followisg. 

O looke Sir, looke Sir, kere is more of us ; 
I prophef'd, if a Galloyes were on Land | 
This fellow could not drowne : Now blaſphemy, 
That fiwear't grace ore-boord, not an oath on ſhore, 
Haſtthou no mouthby land ? 
What is the newes ? 

Bot. The beſt newes 1s, that we have ſafely found 
Our King. and company : The next : our Ship, 
W hich but three glaſſes lince, we gave out ſplit, 
Is tyte,and yare, and bravely rig'd, as when : 
We firſt put out to Sea, 

Ar.. Sir, all this ſervice 

Have I dene ſince I went. 

Pro. My trickley ſpirit. 

e#lo. Thele are not naturall events, they ſtrengthen 
From ſtrange, to ſtranger : ſay, how came you hither ? 

- Bot, IF 1 didthinke, Sir, 1 were wellawake, 

I'd ſtrive to tell you : we were dead of ſleepe, 
And (how we know not) all clapt under hatches, 


Of roring, ſhreeking, howling, gingling chaines, 
And mo diverſity of {nunds, all horrible, 


| Wewere awak'd : ſtraight way,atliberty ; 


Where we, inall our trim, treſhly beheld 


(play ? 


; Our royall, good, and gallant Ship : our Maſtcr 


{ 


| 


| 


Where, but cvennow, with ſtrange, and ſeverall noyſcs _ | 


| 


| 


Capring to eyc her : ona trice, ſo pleaſe you; 
{ Even in adreame, were we divided from them, 
And were brought moaping hither. 


efr. Wags't well done ? 
Pro, Bravely (my diligence) thou ſhaltbe tree. 
Ar. This is as ſtrange a Maze, as ere men trod, 


And there is in this buſineſſe, more than nature 
Was ever condud of : ſome Oracle 
Muſt re&ifie our knowledge. 


Pro. Sir ,my Leige, 


Doe not infeſt your mind, with beating on 

The ſtrangeneſſe of this buſineſle, at picket ſeiſure 
(Which {hall be ſhortly ſingle) Ile reſolve you, 
(Which to you ſhall ſeeme probable) of every 
Theſe happend accidents ; till when, be cheerctull 
Andthinke ofeach thing well : Come hither ſpirit, 
Set Caliban, and his companions free : 

Vnryethe Spell : How fares my gracious Str ? 
There are yet miſfling of your Company 

Some few odde Lads, that you remember not, 


Emer Aricll, driving in Cahban, Stephane, and 
Trinculo in their ſtolne eApparell, 
Ste. Every man ſhift for all the reſt, and let 
No man take care for himſelfe ; for all is 
Bur fortune : (oragzo Bully-Monlter ( oragto. 


Tri. Iftheſe be true ſpics which I wearein my head, 


Here's a goodly ſight. 

Cal. O Serebos, theſe be brave ſpirits indeed : 
How fine my Maſter is ? lam afraid 
He will chaſtiſe mc. 

Scb. Ha, ha: 


| Whar thingsare theſe my lord Anthoxio ? 


Will money buy em ? 
efit. Very like ; one of them 


Is a plaine Fiſh, and no doubt marketable, 


Pro, Marke but the badges of theſe men, my lords, 


Then fay if they be true : This miſhapen knaue ; 


His Mother wasa Witch, and one {o ſtrong 
That coald controle the Moone ; make flowes, and cbs, 


And deale in her command, without her power : 


Theſe three have robd me, and this demy-divell ; 


(For he's a baſtard one)had plotted with them 


To take my life : two of theſe Fe!lowes, you 
Muſt know, and owne, this Thing of darkenefle,l 


Acknowledge mine: 


Cal. I ſhallbe pincht todeath. 
Alo, Ts not this Srephano, my drunken Butler ? 
Seb. He isdranke now ; 

Where had he wine? 


Alo, And Trencado is recling ripe : where ſhould they | 


Find this grand Liquor that hath gilded *em ? 
How cam'{t thou in this pickle ? | 
Tr4. 1 have beene in ſuch a pickle fince I ſaw you laſt, 


Thar I feare me will never our of my bones : 


I ſha'Inot feare flye-blowing. 
Seb. Why how now Stephane? on 
Ste. O touch me not, I am not Szephayo, but g Cramp. 
Pro. You'ld be King o'the {ſte, Sirha ? 
Ste, I ſhould have beene a fore one then, 
Als. This is aſtrange thing asereT look'd on, 
Pro, He isasdiſproportion'd in his manners 
As in his ſhape : Goe Sirha, tomy Cell, 
Take with you your Companions : as you looke 
To have my pardon, trim it handſomely, | 
(al. Ithat I will : and Ile be wiſe hercafcer, 


pn EI 4. —_— 


And 
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* And ſecke for grace : what a thrice double Ae 
Was I to take thisdrunkard for a god ? 
And worſhip this dull fools ? | 

' Pro. Goeto,away. (found it. 

Alo, Hence, and beſtow your luggage where you 

Seb. Or itoletr _— 

Pro. Sir,I invite your Highnefſe and your traine, 
Tomy poore Cell ; where you ſhull take your reſt 

For this one night, which part of it, [le walte 
With ſuch diſcourſe, as Inot doubt ſhall make it 
Goe quickeaway : The ſtory of my lite, 

And the particular accidents,gone by 

Since I came tothis Ifle : And in the morne 

Ile bring you to your ſhip,and foto Naptes, 


Where I have hope toſce the Nuprials 
Of cheſe our deare-belov'd,folemnized, 
Andthence retire me to my CAHlaine,where 
Every third thought ſhall be my grave. 
eAlo, I lone 
To heare the ſtory of your life ; which muſt 
Take theeare ſtrangely, 
Pro. lledeliverall, 
And promiſe you calme Seas,auſpicion! 
And faile,ſo expeditious, that ſhalleatch - 
Your Royall fleet farre off : My £4me1l(Chicke) 
Thar is thy charge ; then to the Elements 
Be free,and fare tliou well : pleaſe you draw-neare. 
Exemunt omnes, 


| — 


> — 


EPILOGVE 
ipoken by Proſpero. 


Ow my Charmes are all ore-throwne, 
Ana what ſtrength 7 have's mine owne, 
which is moſt faint : now tis true 
1 muft be heere confinde by you, 
Or ſent 19 Naples: Let me not 
Since Ihave my Dukedome got, 
And pardond t he deceiver dwell 
In this-bare Iſland by your Spell, 
. But releaſe me from my bands 
with the helpe of yoar good hanis : 
Gentle bxeath of yours my Sailes 
Muſt fill or etſe my projedt fates, 
Which was to pleaſe : Now 1 want 
Spirits-to enforce : Ars to enchant, 
And my endinz is deſpaire, 
Vnleſſe 1 be reliev'd by prayer, 
Which pierces ſo #hat it aſſaults 
Mercyit ſelfe,and frees all faults . 


| The Scene,an un-inhabited Iſland. 
Names of the eA ttors. 


Loyſo King of Naples. 
Sebajiian hu brother. 
Pr oſþero the righs Dake of Alillaine. | 
| eAnthbonis his Brother, the aſurping Duke of Millaine, | 
Ferdinand, Sog to the King of Naples. 
Gonzalo, an honeſt old Connſclor. 
Adrian,and Franciſco, Lords, 
Caliban,a Salvage and deformed Slave, 
Trinculo.a leſter. | 
Stephano,a drunken Butler, | 
Maſter of a Ship. | 
| Boat-Swarne. 
| Marriners, 
| Miranda daughter to Profpro. 
Ariell, an ajerze Spirit, 


1ri. 
Ceres. : 
Iano. Spirits. 


As you from crimes would pardoy; d be, Nymphes. 
Let your Inauigence ſet me free. Exit, Reapers, 
FINIS, 


BrvoGentlemen of Verona. 


———_— 


eAttus Primus, Scana Prima, 


Valentine, Protheus and Speed, 
Valentine: 

Eaſe to perſwade,my loving Prothems; 
$># Home-keeping youth,have ever homely wits, 
SA Wert not affection chaines thy tender dayes, 
"a 'Tothe ſweet glancesof thy honour'd Love, 
T rather would cntreat thy company, 
To ſee the wonders of the world abroad, 
Then (living dully fluggardiz'dat home) 
Weare out thy youth with ſhapeleſſe idleneſſe. 
But fince thou lov'|t ; love ſtill and thrive therein , 
Evenas I would, whenl to love begin. - 

Pro, Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentmeadicu, 
Thinke on thy Prothens,when thou (haply )ſceſt 
Some rarenote-worthy objeR inthy trayaule. 
Wiſh me partaker inthy happineſſle, | 
"When thou do'ſt mect good hap ; arid in thy danger, 
(If ever danger doe environ thee) | 
Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers, 
For I will be thy Beadeſ-man, Valentine. 

Val. And on a Love-booke pray for thy fucceſſe * 

Pwv, Vpon ſome booke Ilove,lIle pray for thee. 

Val. Thats on ſome ſhallow Story of deepe love, 
How yong Leend:xcroſt the Helleſpont. 

-Pro. T hats adcepe Story of a deeper love, 
For he was more than over-ſhooes in love. 

Pal. Tistrue; for you are over-bootes inlove, 
And yet you never ſwom the Helleſpont, bs 

Pro, Over the Boots? nay give me not the Boot.S. 

_ Fat. No,I will not ; for it doots-thee not. 
Pro. What? | 
Yal.To be in love,whereſcorne is bought with grones: 


LY =o, 
« 


© Coy lookes, with heart-ſore ſighes: one fading moments 


Withtwenty watchfull, weary,tedious nights ; (mirth, 
If haply won,perhaps a haplefle gaine : 

If loſt, why then a grievous labour won ; 

How ever,bur a folly bought with wit, 


. Orelſca wit,by folly vanquiſhed. 


_ Pre. So, by your circumſtance,you call me foole. 
Pal. Soby your circumſtance,l feare youl prove. 

Pro, Tis Love you cavill at,I am not Love. 

Pal. Love is your maſter,for he maſters you ; 
And hethart is ſo yoked by a foole, 

Me thinkes ſhould not be Chronicled for wile. 

Pro. Yet Writers ſayzas in the ſweeteſt Bud, 
Theeating Canker dwels; ſo cating Love 
Inhabitsin the fineſt wits of all. | 

Val. And Writers fay ; asthe moſt forward Bud 


_—_— 


| 


{ and Ia ſheepe ? 


' Maſter ſeekes not me : therefore I am no ſheepe. 


Is eaten by the Canker ere it blow, 
Even ſoby Love,the yong and tender wit 
Is turn'dto folly ,blaiting in the Bud, 
Loſing his verdure,even 1n the prime; 
Andall the faire effects of future hopes. 
But wherefore waſte I time to counſaile thee 
That art a Votary to fond defire ? 
Once more adieu : my Father at the Roade | 
Expects my comming,there to ſee me ſhipp'd. 
Pro, And thither will 1 bring thee Valentine. - 
Pal. Sweet Prothewus,no ; Now let ustake our leave : 
At Militinelet me. heare from thee by Letters 
Of thy ſucceſle in love ; and what newes cle 
Betideth here inabſence of thy Friend : 
And I likewiſe will viſite thee with mine. 
Pro. All happinefſe bechance to thee in N4:Harne, 
- Val. As much to you at home : and fo farewell. 5 Exit, 
Pro. Heafter honour hunts,I after Love ; 
He leaves his friends todignifie them mores 
I love my ſelfe,my friends,and all for love: 
Thou 1w/a,thou haſt metamorphos'd me ; 
Made rme negiet my Studies,loſe my time ; 
Warre with good counſaile ; ſet the world at nought ; 
Made wit with muſing,weake;beart ſicke with thought. 
_ fp. Sir Prothems : "fave you : law you my Maſter ? 
Pro, But now heparted hence toembarke for Xfillaine. 
$p. Twenty to one tnen, he is (hipp'd already, 
And I haveplaid the ſheepein loting him. 
Pro, Indeed a ſheepe doth very often ſtray, 
And if the Shepheard be awhile away. | 
Sp. You conclude that my Matter isa Shepheard then, 
Pro. I doe. | 
Sp. Why then my hornes are his hornes, whether I 
wake or ſleepe. | 
Pro. A filly anſwerand fitting well a ſheepe. 
$p, This proves me ſtill a ſheepe. 
Pro. True zand thy Maſter a ſhepheard. 
Sp. Nay,that [ can deny by a circumſtance, 
Pro. It ſhall goe hard but Ie prove it by ancther. 
Sp. The Shzpheard ſeckes the ſheepe ; and: nor the 
Shcepe the Shepheard ; butI fecke my Maſter , and my | 


Pre. The Sheepe for Fodder follow the Shepheard, 
the Shepheard for food followes not the Sheepe: thou 
for wages followeſt thy Maſter , thy Maſter for wages 
followes not thee: therefore thou art a ſheepe. 

Sp. Such another proofe will make me cry baa: 


Pro. But doſt thou heare : gav'lt thou my Letter to | 


Talia ? 


| 


| 


Sp. I 
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*:5p. I Sir ; I (a loft- Mutton) gave your Letter te her 
(a lac'd Mutton, ) and the (alac'd Mutton) gave me (a 


| loſt-Mutton)nothing for my labour, 


Pro, Heres too {malla Paſture for ſuch ſtore of Mut- 


j tONS. 


Sp. If the ground be over-charg'd,you were beſt ſtick 
Crs 
Pro, Nay, in that you are aftray ; twere beſt pound 
you. 
Sp. Nay ſir,lefle then a pound ſhall ſerve me for carry 
ing your lctter.. 
Pro, You miſtake ; I meane the Pound,a Pinfold, 
Sp. Froma pound to a pin ? fold it over and over, 
Tis threcfold roolitrle for carryingaletter to your Lover, 
Pro, But what faid ſhe ? 
Sp. I. 
Pro. Nod-I,why thats Noddy. 
4p- You miſtooke fir,I ſaid ſhe did nod : 
And youaske me if the did nod,and I faid I, 
Pro. And that ſet rogether,is noddy. 
Sp. Now you havetaken the paines to ſet it together, 
take it for your paines. | 
Pro, No,no,you ſhall have it for bearing the Letter. 
Sp. Well perceive I muſt be faine to beare with you. 
Pro. Why ſir, how doe you beare with me ? 
Sp. Marry fir,the Letter very orderly, 
Having nothingbut the word noddy for my paines. 
Pro. Beſhrew me,but you have a quicke wit. 
” Sp. And yet it cannot overtake your ſlow purſe. 
Pros, Come,come , open the matter in briefe ; what 
ſaid ſhe. 
Sp. Open your purſe, that the money and the matter 
may be both delivered. 
Pro. Well fir; here isfor your paines : what ſaid ſhe? 
Spe Truely fir, E thinke youlc hardly win her. 
Pro. Why?conldlt thou.perceive fo much from her ? 
Sp. Sir,I could perceive nothing at all from her ; 
No,notſo much as a Ducket for delivering your lerter 3 
And being ſo hard to me,that brought your minde ; 
I feare ſhee'] prove ashard to you intelling her minde. 
Give her no token but ſtones; for fhe'sas hard as ſeele. 
Pro. Whatfaid ſhe nothing ? 


Sp. No,not ſo muchas takethis for thy paines : (me; | 


To teſtihe your bounty,I thanke you, you have Teſtern'd 
In requitall whereof , hencefore carry your letter your 
ſelfe ; And fo fir, Ile commend youto my Maſter. 

Pro, Ge,go,be gone,to ſave your ſhip from wracke, 
Which cannot periſh having thee aboard, 
Being deſtin'd to adryer death on ſhore : 

I muſt goe ſend ſeme better Meſſenger, 
I feare my 1x/5a would not deigne my lines, 
Receiving them from fucha worthleſſe poſt. 


Exit. 


Scena Secunda, 


_— = IT 
— 


Enter Iulia and Lucetta. 


Tal. But fay Lucetta(now arc we alone) 
Would thouthen counſaile me to fall in love ? 
Zuc. I Madam,ſo you ſtumble not unheedfully. 
Il. Of all the taire reſort of Gentlemen, 
That every day with par'le encounter me, 


Ms 


_ —, 


In thy opinion which is worthieſt love ? | 
Lac, Pleaſeyou repeat theirnames,lle ſhew my mind, 
According to my ſhallow ſimple kill. 
1s, Whatthinkſtthou ofthe faire Sir Fglamonre? 
£s. As of a Knight, well-ſpoken,neat,and fine ; 
But were I you,he never ſhould be mine. 
1z. What thinkſt thou of the rich CMercatio ? | 
Lu, Welle his wealth; bur of himſelfe,ſo,ſo. 
1s. Whatthinkſt thou of the gentle Prochers ? 
Ls. Lord,Lord : to ſee what folly raignes in us. 
1, How now? what meanesthispaſſionat hisname? 
£s. Pardon deare Madam,rtis a paſſing ſhame, 
That I (unworthy body as 1 am) | 
Should cenſure thus on lovely Gentlemen. 

1s, Why not on Prothene,as ofallthe reſt ? 

Lu. Then thus: of many good,] thinke him beſt, 

1s, Your reaſon ? 

Zx. I have no other but a womans reaſon. 

I thinke him ſo,becauſe I thinke him ſo. 

Iz, And wouldft thou have me caſt my loveon him? 

Ln. I : if youthought your love not caſt away. 

1%, Why he of all the reſt, hath never mov'd me. 

Lu. Yet he,of allthe reſt,] thinke beſt loves ye. 

1s, Hislittle ſpeaking ſhewes his love but ſmall. 

Lu. Fire thatscloſelt kept,burnes moſt of all. 

In. They doe not love, that doe ror ſhew their love. 

Lx. Oh,they love leaſt, that let men know their love, 

1&. T would 1 knew his minde, 

La. Peruſe this Paper Madam. 

In. To [tia : ſ:y,frem whom ? 

Ls. Thatthe Contents will ſhew. 

Is. Say ſay : who gave itthee ? 

Ln.Sir Valentines Page:and ſent I think from Prothers. 
He would have given it you,but | being in the way, 
Didin your name receive it : pardon the fault I pray. 

[z. Now (by my modeſty )a gooily Broker : 

Dare you preſume to harbour wanton lines ? 
To whiſper and conf{pireagainit my yourh ? 
Now truſt me,tis an office of great worth, 
And you an ojjicer fit for the Fe L 

There : take the Fper : ſee it be return'd, 
Or elfe returne no more into my fight. 

Ls, To pleade forlove,deſerves more fee then hate, 

In. Will ye be gone? ; 

Lx. That you may ruminate- Exit, 

Is. And yet I would 1 had ore-look'd the Letter; 

It were a ſhametocall her backe againe, wo 
Ard pray her toafanlr;for which 1 chid her, 

W hat 'foole is ſhe,tharknowes Iam-a Maid, 

And would not force the letter to my view ? 

Since Maides in modefty, fay no to that, "IT 
Which they would havethe profferer conſtrue,T. - 
Fie,fic ; how way-ward is this foolifh love ; 

That (like a teſty Babe) will ſcratch the Nurſe, 

And preſently,all hambled, kiſſerhe Rod? 


When willingly 1would have had her here? 
How angerly I taught my brow tefrowne, 
When inward joy enforc'd my heartto [mile ? 
My pennance is,tocall Lyvertabicke, 
| And aske remillionfor my folly paſt. 
What hoe : Lacetta. | 

Lu. What would your Ladiſhip ? | 

In, Istneere dinner time ? + © 

Ls. T would it were, 


Thas you might kill your fomacke on your meat, 


— £ 


How chutliſhly I chid Lucetta hence,” * ; ff 
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And not upon your Maid. 


Is. What is't that you 


Tooke up ſo gingerly? A 


Es. Nothing. 

Is. Why didſt thou ſtoope then ? 

Ls. Totakea Paper up;rhat I ler fall. 

Is. Andis that Paper nothing ? 

Zx, Nothing concerning me, | 
Is. Then ler it lye,for thoſe that it concernes: 
Lu. Madam,it wili not lye where it concernes, 


'Valeſſe it have a falſe interpreter. 


Is. Some Love of yours hath writ to you in Rime- 
Ls, That 1 might ſing it (Madam) to a tune : 


Give me a note, your Ladiſhip can ſet. 


ſu, Aslirtle by ſuchtoyes,as may be poſlible : 

Belt fing it rothetune of Light O, Love, 

Ls. lItis too heavy for ſolighta tune. 

1s. Heavy ? belike it bath ſome burden then ? 

Le. I : and melodious were it,would you ſivg it. 

Is. And why not you ? 

Lx. I cannot reach ſo high. 

In; Lets ſee your ſong : 


How now Minton? 


Ls. Keepe tunethere ſtill,ſe you will ſing it out : 
And yet me thinkes 1 doe not like this tune. 
: Im. You doe not ? | 
La, No (Madam) tis too ſharpe. 
Tz. You( Minion ) are too ſawcie. 
Lu. Nay ,now you are too flat ; | 
And marre the concord, with too harſh a deſcant : 


<4 \ 


There wanteth but a Meane to fill your Song. 


Is. The Meane is drown'd with your unruly baſe. 
Lu, Indeed T bid the baſe for Prothens. 
1s. This babble ſhall not henceforth trouble me ; 
Here is a colle with proteſtation : | 
Goe,get you gone : andlct the Papers lye : 
You would be fingring them roanger me. 
Lu. She makes it icrange,but ſhe would be beſt pleas'd 
To be fo angred withanother Letter. Exit. 
1s. Nay,would [ were fo angred with the ſame : 
Oh harefull hands;to teare ſach loving words ; . 
Injurious Waſpes,to feed on ſach ſweet honey, 
And kill the Bees that yeeld it, with your ſtings; 
llc kifſe each ſeverall Paper for amends : | 
Looke,here is writ, kinde Iu/ia: unkinde Inhia, 
As inrevenge of thy ingratitude, 
[chrow thy name againſtthe bruzing ſtones, 
Trampling contemptueuſly on thy diſdaine. 
And here is writ, Loveewonnded Protheus. 
Poere wounded name; my boſome;asa bed, 
Shall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly beal'd ; 


Andthus Iſcarch itwith a ſoveraigne kiſle. 


But trwice,orthricegwas Protheus written downe : 
Becalme(good winde)blow not a-word away, 
Till1 have foundeach letter in the-Letter, 
Except mine owne nam>: That ſome whirle-wind beare 
Vntoa ragged, fearefall, hanging Rocke, | + 
And throwit thence into the raging Sea. 
Loe;hereitfone line-ighis name twice writ : 
Poore forlorne Proth:us paſſionate Prothers : 
To the ſweet Inlia; that lie teare aways , 
And yetI will not,fith ſo pretily 
He couples it,to his complaining names ; 
.Thus will T fold them,one upon another 3 | 
Now NG cntrndaeatind Ae what you will. 

_ _ 4. Madam : dinner is ready,and your father ſtayes. 


Enter. 


| 


I fee things co,aithough you judge TI winke. 


{ He faid,that Prothers,your ſonne, was meet ; 


Is. Well,letus goc. By 

Ls. What,ſhall theſe Papers lie,like tell-rates here ? 
Is. If you reſpe them ; beſt ro take them up. 

Ls. Nay,I was taken up,for laving them downe. 
Yet here they ſhall notlie for catching coid, 

Te. I ſee you have a monthes minde tothem. 

1s, I (Madam) you may ſay what ſights you ſee; 


Is. Come,come,wilt pleaſe you goe? Execnunt, 


Sczna Tertia, 


Enter Antonto and Parnthino, Prothems. 


eFrt. Tell me Panthino,what ſad talke was that, 
Wherewith my brother held you in the Cloyſter ? 
Pay. "Twas of his Nephew Prothexs,your ſonue. 
eAnt, Why? whatof him ? 
Paz. He wondred thar your Lordfhip 
Wonld ſuffer him ro ſpend his youth at home, 
While ether menof ſlender reputation 
Put forth their Sonnes,to ſecke preferment out. 
Some to the warres,to try their fortune there ; 
Some to diſcover Iſlands farre away : 
Some,tothe ſtudious Vniverſitics ; 
For any,or for all theſe exerciſes, 


And did requeſt me to importune you 
Tolethim ſpend his time no more at home ; 
Which would be great impeachment to hisage, 
In having knowne no travaile in his youth. 
«Ant. Norneed'{trhou much importune me to that 
W hereon ,this month I have been hammering. 
I haveconſider'd well, his lofle of time, 
And how he cannot be a perfe& man, 
Not being rried,nor tutor'd in the world : 
Experience is by induſtry atchiev'd, 
And perfe&ed by the ſwift courſe of time : 
Then tell me, whither were I beſt to ſend him? 
Pan. Ithinke your Lordſhip 1s not 1gnorant 
How his companion, youthfull Valentine, 
Attendsthe Emperour in his Royall Court, 
eAnt, I know it well, (thirher, 
Pan. *Twere good, I thinke, your Lordſhip ſent him 
There ſhall he praQtiſe Tilesand Turnaments ; 
Heare ſweet diſcourſe,converſe with Noblemen, 
And be in eye of every exerciſe 
Worthy his youth and noblenefſe of birth. 
Ant, Ilike thy counſaile : well haſt thou advis'd : 
And that thou maiſt perceive how well I like it, 
The execution of it ſhall make knowne ; 
Even with the ſpeedieſt expedition, 
I will diſpatch himto the Emperours Court. 
Par. To morrowgmay it pleaſe you, Don eAlphonſo, 
With other Gentlemcn of good efteeme 
Are journeying to ſalutethe Emperour, 
And to commend their ſervice to his will. | 
en, Good company : with them ſhall Prothens goc: 
And in good time,now will we breake wich him. Emnter 
Pro, Sweet Love,{weetlines,ſweet life, 
Hereis her hand,the agent of her heart , 
Here is her oath for love, her honours pawhe ; 
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O that our Fathers would applaud our Loves 
To ſeale our happinefle with their conſents, 
Oh heavenly /x/:a. 
eAnut, How now? What Letter are you reading there ? 
Pro. May'tpleaſe your Lordſhip, tisa word or two 
Of commendations ſent from Yalenrine ; | 
Deliger'd by a friend,that came frm him. 
Amt. Lend methe Letter : Let me ſee what newes; 
Pro, There is no newes (my Lord )but that he writes 
How happily he lives, how well belov'd, 
And daily graced by the Emperour ;  ,.. 
Wiſhing me with him,partner of his fortune.” 
Ant, And how ſtand you affeted to his wiſh ? 
Pro. As one relying on your Lordſhips will, 
And not depending on his triendly wiſh. 
eAvt. My will is ſomething ſorted with his wiſh : 
Maſe not that Ithus ſuddenly proceed ; 
For what I will, I will,and therean end : 


| Tam refoly'd that thou (halt ſpend ſome time 


With Valentino in the Emperours Court : 
What maintenance he from his friends receives, 
Like exhibition thou ſhalt have from me, 
To morrow be1n readineſſe to goe, 
Excuſe it not: for'I am peremptory. 
Pro, My Lord I cannot be ſo ſoone provided, 
Pleaſe you deliberate a day or two. 
Ant. Tooke what thou wantſt ſhall be ſentafter thee : 
No more of ſtay : to morrew thou muſt goe z 
Come on Panthino ; you thall be imploy'd, 


| To haftenon his expedition. 


Pro. Thus have I ſhunn'd the fire for feare of burning, 
And drench'd me in the Sea,where I am drown'd. 
I fear 'd to ſhew my father [nla's Letter, 
Leaft he ſhould take exceptions to my Love, 
And with the vantage of mine owne excuſc 
Hath heexcepted moſt againft my Love. 
Oh, how this ſpring of love reſemblerh 
The uncertaine glory of an Aprill day, 
Which now ſhewesallthe beauty of the Sunne, 


——__—_— 


 eAftus ſecundus : Scena Prima, 


———_— 


Enter Valentine, Speed, Silvia. 


Speed. Sir,your Glove. 
Vales. Not mine: . my Gloves are on; 
Sp. Whythen this may be yours : for this is but one. 
Val. Ha? Letmeſce : I, give it mezit's mine ; 
Sweet Ornament,that decks a thing divine, 
Ah Sitvia, Silvia, | 
' Speed, Madam Silvia: Madam Silvia. 
Val. How now Sirrha? Ws 
Speed. Shee is not within hearing Sir. 
Val. Why fir,who bad you call Fer > 
Sp. Your worſhip fir,or cl{c I miſtooke, 
Uai, Well: you'll till be too forward. | 
Sp. And yet I was laft chidden for being too ſlow. 


And by and by a cloud takes all away. _ Emer, 
Pan. Six Prothens,your Father call's for you, 
He isin haſte,therefore I pray you goes * 
Pro, Why this it is : my heart accords thereto, 
And yeta thouſand times it anſwer's no. 
Exennt, Fm. 


| Iearr'd (like fir Prochens ) to wreathe your armeslike a 


garter'd, 


Fat. Goe to fir ,tell me:doe you know Madam S$i/via ? 
Sp. Shee that your worſhip loves? 

Val. Why,how know you that 1aminlove? _ 

Sp. Marry by theſe ſpeciall markes :- firſt, you have 


Male-content : to reliſh a Love-ſong, likea Robin-red- 
breaft ; to walke alonelike one that had the Peſtilence : 
to ſigh iike a Schoole-boy that had loft his 4... C. to 
weepe like a yong Wench that had loſt her Grandam:.to 
faſtlike one that rakes dyet : to watch like ene that feares 
robbing : to ſpeake puling like a Beggar at Hallowmaſſe: 
You were wont when you laughed to crow like a Cocke: 
when you walk'd,to walke like one of the Lions : when 
you faſted,it was preſently after dinner : when you lookt 
fadly,it was for want of money : And now youare Meta- | 
morphos'd with a Miſtrefſe,that when I looke on you , I 
can hardly thinke you my Maſter, 

Val. Areall theſe things perceiv'd in me? 

Sp. They areall perceiv'd without ye. 

Val. Without me ? they cannot. 

Sp. Without you ? nay, that's certaine : for without 
you were ſo ſimple, none elſe would : bur you are ſg 
without theſe follies,that theſe tolliesare within you,and 
ſhinethrough you like the water in an Vrinall: that not 
an eye that {ces you, but isa Phyſitian to' Comment on 
your Malady. 

Val. But tell me : doſt thou know my Lady S:/via? 

Sp. Shee thar you gaze onſo,as ſhe ſits at Supper ? 

Val. Haſt thou obſerv'd that? even ſhe I meane. 

Sp. Why fir, know her not .- 

Val. Doſt thou know her by my gazing on her, and yet 
know'ſt hernot ? 

Sp. Is ſhe not hard favour'd fir ? 

Yal. Not ſo faire (Boy)as weli favour'd. 

Sp. Sir,l know that well enough. 

Val. What doſt thou know ? 

Sp, That thee is not ſofaire, as (of you ) well fa- 
vour'd ? 

Val. Tmeane that her beauty isexquilite, 

But her fauour infinite. 

$p. That's becauſe the one is painted,and the other out 
of all count. | 

Yal. How painted? and how out of count ? 

Sp. Marry lir,ſo painted to make her faire,that no man 
counts of her beauty. | 

Yal. Howeſteem'ſt thou me?I account of ker beauty; 

Sp. Younever ſaw her ſince ſhe wasdeform'd, 

Yal. How long hath ſhe been deform'd> 

$p. Ever ſince youlov'd her. 

Ua!, I havelov'd herever ſince I ſaw her, 
And {tillI ſee her beautifull, | 

Sp. Ifyou love her,you cannot ſee her. 

Val. . Why ? : 

Sp. Becauſe Love is blinde : O that you had 'mine 
eyes,or your owne eyes had the lights they were wont 
to have, when you chid at Sir Prothews , for going un- 


m———— 


Val. W hat ſhould I fee the ? | 

Sp. Yeur owne preſent folly , and her paſſing defor- 
mity ; for he being in love, could not ſee to garter his 
Hoſe; and you, being in love, cannot ſec to put on your 


Hoſe. on? | 
Ual. Belike(Boy)theti you are inloue,for laſt morning 
Yon could not ſee to wipe my ſhoes. 
Sp. True fir: I was in love with-my bed , I thanke 


JOE. i the 
yon, you ſwing'd me for my love, which makes Polder | 
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bolder to chide you for yours. pe 
Ual. In conclufion, I ſtand affeRted to her; 
Sp. 1 would you were ſet , ſo your affection wouls 
CcaiCc. ; 
Vat. Laft night ſhe enjoyn'd me, 
To write ſome lines toone ſhe loyes. 

Sp. And have you. 

Val. 1 have. | 

Sp. Are they not lamely writ ? 

Yal. No (Boy) but as well agI can doe them : 
Peace,herc ſhe comcs. 

$p. Oh exceilent Motien ; Oh exceeding Puppet : 
Now wall ks interpret to her, 

. Val. Madam and Miltris, » thouſand good morrowes. 
Sp. Oh, give ye-good-ev'n ; hcere's a million of man- 
NETS, | 
Sl. Sir Valentine and ſervant,to you twothouſand. 
Sil. He ſhould give herintereſt : and ſhe gives it ham. 
Val. Asyou injoyn'd me ; I have writ your Letter 
Vnto the ſecret,nameleſſe friend of yours : 
Which I was much unwilling toprocced in, 
Bur for my duty to your Laciſhip. 
Sil I thanke you(gentle ſervant)'tis very Clerkly done, 
Val. Now truſt me(Madam)it came hardly off : 
For being ignorant to whom it goes, 
I writ at randon very doubttully. 
Sil. Perchance you thinke too much of ſo much paines? 
Yal. No(Madam),1o it ſteed you, TI will write 
(Pleaſe yon command )a thouſand times as much ; 
And yet 
| $4, Apretty period : well; I gheflethe ſequell ; 
And yet I will not name it : and yetI carenot. 
And yet,take this againe : and yet Ithanke you ; 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 
Sp. And yet you will : and yet,anothber yer, 
Vat. What meanes your Ladiſhip? 
| Doe younotlike it? 
 Sz/. Yes,yes : thelines are very quaintly writ, 
But (fince unwillingly) take them againe. 
Nay,take them. | 
Val. Madam,they are for you. 
Sil; 1,I : you writthem Sir at my requeſt, 
| But I will none of them: they are for you : 
| Lwonld have had chem writ more movingly : 
Fat. Pleaſe you,lIle write your Ladiſhip another. 

Si. And whenits writ : for my fake reade it over, 
And if it pleaſe you,ſo : ifnor,why ſo. 

Val, If it pleaſe me(Madam? )what then ? 

Sil. Why if it pleale you,take it for your labour ; 
And ſo good morrow ſervant. Exit, 
| Sp. Ohleſt unſeene : inſcrutible,inviſible, 

Asa noſe ona mans face,or a Wethercocke on a Steeple : 
My Maſter ſues to her : and ſhe hath taught her Sutor, 
He Being her Pupill,to become her Tutor. | 
Ohexcellent deviſe, was there ever hearda better ? 
That my Maſter being Scribe, - 
To himſelfe ſhould write the Letter ? 
UVal. How now fir ? 
What are you reaſoning with your ſelfe ? 
Sp. Nay,I wasriming : tis you that have thereaſon. 
' Lal. Todoe what? 
p. Tobe a ſpokeſ-man from Madam Sitvia. 
-UVal. To _ : ; | 
.$p. To your ſclfe : why, ſhe woes you by a figure, 
Val. W hat figure? 400 wr 
Sp. By aLetter,lI ſhould ſay. 
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Tal. Why ſhe hath not writ to me ? 
$p. What need ſhe, | 
When ſhe hath made vou writeto your ſelfe 2 
W hy,doe you not perc<tvetke jelt? 
Val. No,belceve me. 
Sp. No bel.ceving you indeed Sir : 
Bur did you perceive her earneſt ? 

Val. She gave me none,except an angry word. 

Sp. Why ſhe hath given you a Letter. 

Yal. Thats the Letter I writ to her fricnd. 

Sp. And y Letter hath ſhe deliver'd,and there'sat end. 

| Val. T wouldit were no worſe. 

Sp. Ile warrant you tis as well : 
Fer often have you writ to her ; and ſhein modeſty, 
Orelſe tor want of idle rime,could not againe reply, 
Or fearing els ſome meſseger,y might her mind diſcover 
Her ſelfe hath taught her Love himſcltero write unto her 
All this I ſpeake 1n Print, for in Print I found It» (Lover 
Why mutlc you fir,tisdinner time. 

Val. I have din'd, 

Sp. ],but hcarken fir : though the Cameleon Love can 
feed on the ayre,1 2m one that am nouriſh'd by my vi- 
&uals; and would faine have meat ; oh be not like your 
Miſtrefle,be moyed,be moveds Exennt. 


— 


Sena Secunda, 


—_—. 
—— 


Enter Prothems,1] alia,Panthion. 


Pro. Haue patience,gentle Inlia. 
1*l. I muſt where 1s no remedy, 
Pro, When poflivly 1 can,I will returne. 
Int. If you turne not : you will returne the ſooner :; 
Keepe this remcrtnbrance for thy 1x{5a's ſake. 
Pro, Why then wee'll make exchange ; 
Here,take you this. | 
1ul. And ſeale the bargaine with a holy kiſſe, 
Pro. Here is my hand,for my true conſtancie : 
And when that houre ore-ſlips me in theday, 
W herein I ſighnot ( 7#{a) for thy fake, 
Thenextenſuing houre,fſome foule miſchance 
Torment me for my Loves forgetfulneſle : 
My father ftayes my comming : anſwer not : 
The Tide is now ; nay ,not thy tide of teares, 
That tide will ftay me longer then [ ſhould, 
Telia farewell : what,gone without a word? 
I, ſo true love ſhould doe : it cannot ſpeake, 
For truth hath better deeds than wordsto grace it, 
Pax. Sir Prothens,you are itaidfor. 
Pro. Goe,l come,T come : 
Alas,this parting {trikes poore Lovers dumbe. 
; Exe. 


Scena T ertia, 


Enter Lanvce,Panthion, 

Lannce. Nay , twill bee this houre cre I havedone 
weeping : all the kinde of the Launces havethis very 
faulc : I have receiv'd my proportion, like the prodigious 

PS {onne, 
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Sonne,and am going with Sir Prochers to the Imperialls 
Court : Ithinke (rab my dog , bethe ſowrelt natured 
dogge that lives: My Mother weeping ; my Father 
wayling: my Sifter crying : our Maid howling : our 
Catte wringing her hands, and all our houſe ina great 
perplexirie,yet did not this crucl|-hearted Curre ſhedde 
one teare : he is a ſtone, a very pibble ſtone, and has no 
more pitty in him then a dogge: a Iew would have wept 
to have ſ{eenc our parting 3 why my Grandam havirg 
no eyes; looke you; wept her ſelfe blind at my parting : 
| nay, Ile ſhow you the manner of it. This ſhooe 1s iy ta- 
ther : no, this left ſhooe is my father ; no, no, this left 
ſhooe is my mother ; nay, that cannot bee ſo neyther : 
yes; itis ſo, itis fo ; it hath the worſer ſole: this ſhooe 
with the hole init, is my mother : and this my father : 
a veng ance on't, there 'tis :'Now fir, this ſtaffe is my (1- 
iter : for looke you, ſhe is as white as alilly , and as 
ſmall asa wand: this hat is Nas owr inaid : 1amche 
dogge : no, the;dogge is himlelfe , and I am the dogge: 
oh, the dogge is me, and Iam my felfe : 1; ſo, ſo: now 
come I to my Father ; Father , your ble{Ing : now 
| ſhould not the ſhove ſpeake a word for weeping : 
now ſhould I kifſe my Father 3 wellz hee weepcs ou ; 
Now come to my Mother : Oh that ſhe could ſpeake 
| now, like a would-woman : well; I kifſe her : why 
| there *tis ; heere's my mothes breath up and downe : 
Now come 1 tomy ſiſter ; marke the moane ſhe makes : 
| now the dogge all this while ſheds not a teare : nor 
| ſpeakes a word: butſee how I lay the duſt withmy 
tcares. 
| Panth, Lannce, away, away : a Boord : thy Maiſter is 
ſhip'd, and thou art to poſt after with oares ; what's the 
matter? why; weep'{t thou man? away aſle, you'l looſe 
the Tide, if you tarry any longer. 
| Laws. It isnomater if the tide were loſt,for it is the 
| unkindeſt Tide, thatever any man tyde. 
| Panth, What's the unkingeſt tide? 

Lav. Why, hethat's tide here, Crab my dog. 

Pant. Tur man : I mcane thou'lt looſe the tiood, and 
in looſing the flood, looſe thy voyage, and in looſing thy 
voyage, looſe thy Mailter, ardin looſing thy Maiſter, 
loofe thy ſervice, and in looſing thy ſervice : =——why 
doſt thou ſtop my mouth ? 

Lan. For feare thou ſhould(t looſe thy tonguc. 

Panth, Where ſhould I looſe my rongue ? 

Laun. Inthy Tale. # 

Panth, In thy Taile. 

Lawn, Looſe the Tyde, and the voyage, and the Mai- 
ſter, and the Service, and the tide: why man if the River 
| were dric,I am able to fill it with my teares:if the winde 
| were: downe, I could drive the boate with my ſighes. 

B Panth. Come; come away man, I was fentro call 
thee. 
Lax. Sir : call me what thou dar'ſt. 


Las. Well, I will goe. 
Exeunt, 
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Eater Valentine, Siluia, Thwrio, Speed Duk:, Protheu. 
$4, Servant. | 
Val. Miltris, 


Cee 


| . Pan. Wilt thou goe. | 


| pee, Maiſter, Sir Tbario trownes on you. 
Val. I Boy it's for love. ; 

Spe. Not of you. 

Val. Of my Miltreſle then. 

Spe. 'Twere goed you knockt him; 

$41, Servant, you are (ad. 

Tat. Indeed; Madam; I ſeeme ſo. 

T hs. Seeme you that you are not > 

Val. Hap'ly 1 doe: 

Th. So doe Counterfeyts. 

Fat. So doe you. | 

Tos. What ſeeme I that I am not? 

Val. Wile. 

Thu. What inſtance of the contrary ? 

Vas, Yourfolly. 

Tn. And how quoat you my folly ? 

Val. I quoar it in your lerken. 

The. My Ierkin is adoublct, 


Vat. Well then, Ile double your folly. 
Thu. How? | >. | 
Sit. What, angry, Sir Thuriog, do you change colour? 
UVal.Give him leave;Madam, he is a kind of Camelion. 
Thu. That hath more minde to feed on your bloud, 

then live in your ayre. | 

} Vat. You have ſayd Sir. 

T bs. 1 Sir, and done too for this time, 
Fad. 1 know it well fir, you alwayes end cre you begin. 
S5.A fine volly of words,gentleme,& quickly ſhot off. 
Ual. 'Tis indeed, Madam, wethanke the giver. 
Ssl. Whois that Servant? | 
Ual. Your ſelf: (fweet Lady) tor you gave the fire, 

Sir Thario borrows his wit from your Ladiſhips lookes,. 

And ſpends what he borrowes kindly in your company. 
The. Sir, if you ſpend word for word with me,I ſhall 

make your wit bankrupt. (words, 
Ual. I know it well fic: you have an Exchequer of 

And I thinke, no other trea(ure to give your tojlowers: 

For it appeares by their bare Liveries 

That they live by your bare words, 
$:/. No more, gentlemen, no more : | 

Here comes my father. | | x8 
Duke.Now, daughter Sia, you arc hard beſct, 

Sir Valentine, your farher 15 in good health, 

What ſay you to a Letter from your friends | 

Of much good newes ? | | 
Ua: My Lord I will be thankefull, 

To any meſſenger from thence. ; 
Date: Know you Don eAntonio, your Countrunan? 
Va. I, my good Lord, I know the Geatleman 

To be of worth, and worthy eſtimation, 

And not without delert ſo well reputed. 

D ak, Hath he not a Sonne ? | 
Us. I my good Lord, a Son; that well deſerves 

The honour, and regard of ſuch a farher. 

Dk, You know him well ? 4 25 
Ya. I knew him as my ſclfe : for from our Infancie 

We have converſt, and ſpent onr houres rogethery 

And though my ſelfe have beene an idle Trewant, 

Omitting the ſwert benefit of time 

To cloathe mine age with Angel-like perfeAion; 

Yet hath Sir Prothexs (for that's his name ) 

Made uſe, and faire advantage of his dayes : 

His yeares but yong, bur his experience old : 

His head unm-llowed, but his Iudgement ripe ; 

And in a word ( for far bchinde-his worth 

Comes all the praiſesthar I _—Y beſtow-) o 

| js tt , 
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| The ewoGentlemen of V erona. 


| Heis compleatin feature, and inminde, 
With all good grace, tograce a Gentleman. 
Dk. Beſhrew me ſir, bur if he make this good 
He is as worthy for an Emprefle love, 
As meet to bean Emperors Councellor : 
Well, Sir : this. gentleman 1s: come to me 
With Commendation from great Petentates, 
And here he meanes to ſpend his time a while, 
I thinke 'tis no welcome newes to you. | 
Yal. Should I have wiſh'd a thing, it had beene he, 
Duk, Welcome him then according to his worth: 
| Silvia, I ſpeaketo you, and you Sir Thur, 
For Valentine, I need not cite him to it, 
I will ſend him hither toyou preſently. 
Us. This is the Gentleman I told your Ladiſhip 
Hadcome along with me, but that his Miſtrefle 
Did hold his eyes, lockt in her Criſtall lookes. 
$4, Be-like that now ſhe hath cnfranchis'd them 
Vpon ſome other pawne for Ty 
Va. Nay ſure, I thinke ſhe holds them priſoners till. 
Sit. Nay then he ſhould be blind, and being blind 
How could he ſee his way to ſecke out you? 
Va, W hy Lady, Love hath twenty patre of eyes. 
T hx. They ſay that love hath not an cye at all. 
Va. Toſee ſuch Lovers, Thario, as your ſelfe, - 
Vpon a hqmely object love can winke. Enter. 
Sit. Hare donve done: here comes the gentleman. 
Va- Welcome, deere Prethexs : Miſtris, I beſeech you 
Confi:me this welcome, with ſome ſpeciall favour, 
Ss. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither, 
If this be he you oft have wiſh'd to heare from, 


4 Pat. Miſftcis, it is; ſweet Lady, entertaine him 
To be my fcliow-ſervant to your Ladiſhip. : 


$4. Too low a Miſtris for ſo high a ſervant. 
| Pre. Not ſo,ſweet Lady,but too,meane a ſervant, 
' To have a looke of ſucha worthy Miſtris. 
Va. Leave off diſcourle of difabilitie ; 
| Sweet Lady,entertaine bim for your ſervant. 
Pro, My dutie will I boalt of, nothing elſe. 
Sil. Anddutienever yet did want his meed. 
| Servant, you are welcome to a worthleſſe Miftris. 
| Pro. lledyc on him that ſaies ſo but your ſelfe. 
Sil. That you are welcome ? 
Pro. That you are worthleſle. (198 
| Thur.Madam,my Lord your father would ſpeak with 
Sel. T wait upon his pleaſure : Come Sir Thwrio, 
Goe with me : once more, new ſervant welcome; 
Ie leave you to confer of home affaires, | 
W hen you have done, we looketo heare from you. 
Pre. Wee'lbothattend upon your Ladiſhip. 
Val. Now tell me how do al-trom whence you came? 
Pro, Your frends are wel, & have thE much comended. 
Us. And how doe yours? 
Pro, I left them all in health. 
Ua, How does your Lady? & how thrives your love? 
Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you, 
T know you joy not in a Love-diſcourſe. | 
Val, I Prothess,but that life 1s alter'd now, 
I have done pennancefor coutemning Love, 
Whoſe high emperious thoughts hive puniſk'd me 
{ With bitter faſts, with penitentiall grones, 
With nightly teares, and daily heart-ſore fighes, 
For in revenge of my contempt of love, 
Love hathchac'd fleepe from my enthralled eyes, 
And made them watchers of mine owne heaxrsſorrow. 


@_ 


| O gentle Prothens, Love's a mightic Lord, 


FW "FEY 


. | Was this the Idoll, that you worthip ſo ? 


" For Love (thou know'ſt)is full of jealouſic, 


And hath ſo humbled me, as I confeſſe 

There is no woe to his corre&tion, 

Nor to his ſervice, noſuch joy on carth: 

Now, no diſcourſe, except it be of love : 

Now can I breake m faſt, dine, ſup, and fleepe, 

| Vpon the very naked name of love. 

| Pro. Enough; I read your foctune in your eye: 


Ja. Even She;and is the nota heavenly Saint? 
Pro. No; But ſhe is an carthly F aragon. 
Us. Tall her divine. 
Pro, I will not flatter her. 
Ya. O flatter me : for Love delights in praiſe. 
Pro. WhenlT was fieke, yougave me bitter pils, 
And I muſt miniſter the like to yous _. 
Ual. Then ſpeake the truth by her,if not divine, 
Yetlet her be a principalitie, 
Soveraigne to allthe Creatures on the earth. 
Pro. Except my Milſtreſfle, 
Val. Sweet ; except notany, 
Except thou wilt except againſt my Loye, 
Pro. Have I not reaſon to prefer mine owne? 
Ua. And1I will helpe thee to prefer her to; 
Shec ſhall be dignified with this high honour, 
To beare my Ladies traine, leaſt the baſe carth p74 
Should from her veſture chance ro ſtealea kifle, 
And of ſo great a favor growing proud, | 
Diſdaine to rootethe Sommer-ſ{welling lowre, | 


Pro, Why Ualentine, what Bragadiſme is this ? | 


And make rough Winter everlaſtingly. [ 


UVa. Pardon me (Prothexs) all I can is nothing, 
To her,whoſe worth makes other worthies nothing; 
Shee is alone. 

Pro. Then let her alone. 

Va. Not for the world : why man, ſhe is mine owne, 
And Ias rich in having ſuch a Iewell | 
As twenty Seas, if all their ſand were pearle, 
The water, Near and the Rocke pure gold. 
Forgive me, that I doe not dreame on thee, 
Becauſe thou ſeeſt me doate upon my love : 
My fooliſh Rivall that her father likes 
(Onely for his poſſeſſions are ſo huge) 
'Is gone with her along, and I muſt after, 


Pro, But ſhe loves you? (howre, | 
Va, I, and weare betroathd : nay more, our mariage 
With all the cunning manner of our flight 
Determin'd of : how I muſt climbe her window, 
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the means 
Plorted, and 'greed on for my happineſſe. 
Good Prothens goe with me to my chamber, 
In theſe affaires to aid me with thy counſaile. 
Pro. Goe on before : I ſhall enquire you forth: | 
I muſt unto the Road, to diſgmbarque 
Some neceſlaries; that I needs mult uſe; 
And then lle preſently attend you, 
Ya. Will you make haſte? 
Pro. I will. 
Even as one heate, another heate expels, 
Or as one nayle by ſtrength drives out another ; 
So the remembrance of my former Love | 
Is by a newer objec quite forgotten, | 
Is it mine then, or Falentineans praiſe? 
Her true perfe&tion, or 4 falſe tranſgreſſion ? 
That makes mereaſonleſle, to reaſon thus? 


Shee is faire : and {o is [lia that IT love, X 
| "29S (That 
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(Thar I did love, fornow my love is thaw'd, *'- + | 
W hich like a waxen Image 'gainft a fire I 
Beares noimpre:lion of the thing it was, 
Me thinkes my zcale to Valentine is cold, 
And that I love him not as I was wont :. 

O, but I love his Lady too-too much, 

And that's the reaſon I love him lo little, 

| How ſhall I doate on her with moreaduice, | 
Thatthus without advice begin tolove her ? 
'Tis but her pitureT have yet bebeld, 

And that hath dazel'd ſo my reaſons light: 
But when I looke on her perte&tions, 

There isno reaſon, bur I (hall be blinde, 

I fi can checke myerring love, I will, 

If not, to compaſle her Ile ule my $k1ll. 


——_—— 


Exit. 
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Scana (Quarta, 


Pnter Speed and Lannce. 


Speed. Launce,by mine honeſty welcome to Padua. 
Lan. Forſweare not thy ſelfe, ſweet youth, for lam 
not welcome. I reckon this alwaies, that a man is never 
undon till he be hang'd, nor never welcome toa place, 
tili ſome certaine thot be paid,and the Hoſtefle ſay wel 
COME. Fn. 
Speed, Come-on you mad-cap : Ile to the Ale-houſe 
with you preſently ; where, for one ſhort of five pence, 
thou thalt have five chouſand welcomes: But firha,how 
did thy Maſter part with Madam ule? 
Las. Marry aftcr they cloas'd in carneſt, they parted 
very fairely in jelt. 
Spee- But ſhall ſhe marry him ? 
Las. No. 
Spee. How thin ? ſhall he marry her? 
Las. No, neyther. 
Sp:e. Whatare they broken? 


Zan. No; they are both as whole as afiſh. 

Spee. Why then, how ſtands the matter with them? 

Las. Marry thus , when itſtands well with him, it 
ſtands well with her. 

Spee. What an aſle art thon, I underitand thee not. 
Las. W hat a blocke art tho, that thou canſt not? 
My ſtaffe underſtands me. | 

Spee. What thou ſayſt? 

Lax, I,and what 1 do too : looke thee, Ile but leane, 
and my ſtaffe underſtands me. 

It ſtands under thee indeed. , 

Las. W hy, ſtand-under : and underſtand is all one. 

Spee. But tell me rrue, wir't be a match ? 

Lax. Aske my dogge, if he fay I, it will : if hee fay 
wy it will : if he ſhake his taile and ſay nothing , it 
will. 

Spee. The concluſion is then, that it will. | 
| Lex. Thou ſhalt never getſucha ſeccet from me,butb 
a parable. | 

Spee. 'Tis well that I get it ſo : but Lavnce, how fſaiſt 
thou that my maſter is become a notable Lover? 

» Law. Inever knew him otherwiſe. 
Spee. Then how? 
Lau. A notable Lubber : as thou reporteſt him to 


| bec. | 


Spee. Why, thou whorſon Aſﬀe; thou miſtak'ſt me: 

Las. Why Foole, I micarit not thee, I meant thy 
Maſter . 

Speve. Itcll thee, my maſter,is become a hot Lover: 

| Law. Why, I tell thee,I care not, though hee burne 
himſelte in Love. If thou wilrgoe'with me to the Ale- 
houſe,ſo,if not;thouart an Hebrew,a lew,and not worth 
the name of a Chriſtian. 4006 

Spee. Whys _ © SIO IL-5, 

Las. Becauſe thou haſt not ſo much charity in thee as 
ro goe tothe Ale with a Chriſtian : Wilt thougoe?y, 

Spee. At thy ſervice. Ba | 


Brewer: 
Sana Sexta. p34 
Emer Prothers ſolus. 


Fre, Toleavemy Infia ; (hall I'be forſworne?- 

To love faire Sitvia; ſhall L be forſworne ? 

To wrong my friend, I ſhall be much forſworne. 
And cv'n that Powre which gave me firſt my oath 
Provokes me tothis three-fold perjurie. 

Love bad me tweare, and Love bids me for-ſweare ; 
Oſweet-ſuggeſting Love, if thou haſt ſfinn'd, 
Teach me (thy tempted 1ubjeR) ta excuſe it. 

Ar firlt I did adore a twinkling Starre, 

But now I worſhip a czleltiall Sunne ; 
Vn-heedfull vowes may heedfully be broken, 
And he wants wit, that wants reſolved will, 

To learne his wit, exchange the bad for better ; 
Fic, tie, urſeverend rongue, to call her bad, 

W hole foveraignty ſo oft thou haſt preferd, 
With twenty thouſand ſoule-:onfirming oathes. 
I cannot leave to love, and yet 1 "F 3 

But there I leave to love, where T ſhould love. 
[alia I looſe, and Vatemine I loote, 

If 1 keepe them, I needs muſt looſe my (elfe : 

It I loote them, thus finde I but their loſſe, 

For Valentine, my ſelfe : tor Inhe, Silvia: 

I to my ſelte am deerer then a friend, 

For Love is ſtill moſt precious in ir ſelfe, 

And S/via(witneſſe heaven that made her faire) 
Shewes /u{:s but a ſwarthy Ethiope. 

I will forgetthat [#4 is alive, 

Remembring that my love to her is dead. 

And Yalemine Ile hold an Enemie, 

Ayming at Silviaas a ſweeter friend, 

I cannot now prove conſtant to my ſelfe, 
Without ſome trechery us'd to Valentine. 
Thisnight he meaneth with a Corded-ladder 
Toclimbe celeſtiall S;/vis's chamber window, 
Myflfe in counfaile his competitor. 

Now preſently Ile give her father notice 
Of their diſguiſing and pretended flight ; 

Who (allinrag'd ) will baniſh Va/enzine : 

For Thxrio he intends ſhall wed his daughter, 
Burt Uetemtine being gone, Ile quickly crofſe 
By ſomeſlic tricke, blunt Thwrio's dull proceeding. 
Levelend me wings,to make my purpoſe ſwift, 
As thon haft lent me wit to plot his drift. 

| Exit. 
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| Emer Iulia and Lucetta. 
Ini, Counſaile, Lacerea, gentle girle aſſiſt me, 
Andev'n'in kinde love, I doe canjure thee, 
Who re the Table wherein all my thoughts 
Are viſjbly Charater'd, and engrav'd; 
Tokflpn me\ andtell me ſome good meane 
How with my honour I may undertake 
A journey to my loving Prothews. 
Inc. Alas, the way is weariſome and long. 
tal. A truc-deyorcd Pilgrime 1s not weary 
To meaſure Kingdoms with his feeble ſteps, 
Much lefſe ſhall ſhe thar hath Loves wings to flie; 
And whenthe flight is made to one ſo deere, 
Of ſach divine perfeRion as Sir Frothens. 
Ixc. Better forbeare till Prethews make returne. 
Isl. Oh,know'ſt F not, his looks are my ſoulcs food? 
'Pitty the dearth that I have pined in, 
By longing for that food ſo longa time. 
Didſt thou but know the inly touch of Love, 
Thou wouldfſt as ſoone goe kindle fire with ſnow 
As ſecketo quench the fire of Love with words. 
Zxs. I doe not ſeeke to quench your Loves hot fire, 
] Bur qualifie the fires extreame rage, | 
Leaſt it ſhould burne aboye the bounds of reaſon. 
Ini. The more thou dam'ſt it up,the more it burnes: 
The Current that with gentle murmure glides 
(Thou know'ſt) being ſtop'd, impaticntly doth rage : 
' But when his faire courſe 1s not hindered, 
He makes ſweet muſicke with th'enameld ſtones, 
Giving a gentle kiſſe to every ſedge 
He over-taketh 1n his pilgrimage. : 
And ſo by many winding nookes he ſtrates 
With willing ſportzo the wilde Oceans 
Then let me goe, anhinder not my-courſe : 
Ile be as patientas agentle ſtreame, 
And makea paſtime of cach weary ſtep, 
Till the laſt ſtep have brought me to my Love, 
And there ile reſt, as after much turmolle 
A bleſſed ſoule doth in Elzinm. : 
Lac. But in what habit will you goc along ? 
4- 7&/. Not like a woman, for I would prevent 
Thelooſe encounters of laſcivious men : 
Gentle Lucetta, fit me with ſuch weedes 
AS may beſceme ſome well reputed Page. S 
Lc. Why then your Ladiſhip muft cut your haire. 
Izl. No girle, ile knit it up in ſilken ſtrings, 
With twentie od-conceited truc-love knots : 
To be fantantaſtique, may become a youth 
Ofgreatertimethen I ſhall ſhew to be. (ches? 
Lace What faſhion (Madam) ſhall I make your bree- 
Tul. That fits as well,as tell me(goud my Lord) 
What compaſſe will you weare your Farthingale ? 
Whyev'n what faſhion thou beſt likes ( Zucerta. ) 
Lwc.You mult needs have them with a cod-peece(Ma- 
'Tul. Out, out, (Lacerts) that wilbeillfavord. (dam 
Lac. Around hoſe (Madam) now's not worth a pin 
Vnleſſe you have a cod-peece to ſtick pins on. 
Iul. Lucetta, as thou lov it melet me have 
W hat thou thinkſt meet, and is moſt mannerly, 
| But tellme(wench) how will the world repute me 
For undertaking ſo unſtaida journey? 
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| Itcareme it will make me ſeandaliz'd: 
Zac. 1t you thinke 10,then Ray at home and gonor. 
Ini. Nay, that I will not» {1760p ; 
Lxc. Then. never dicame on Infamy, but go: 
If Prothews like your journey when you come, 
No matter who's difpleas'd when youare gone: 
I feare me he will icarce be pleas'd. withall. 
 Jal. That is the kkaſt(Lacerta) of myteare : 

A thouſand oathes, an Occan ot his teares 

And inſtances as infinute of Love, 

Warrant me welcome to my #rothens. 

Luc. All theſe aretervants to deceitfull men. 
1nl. Baie men,that uſe them to fobaſe effec ; 

But truer ſtarres did governe Prochexs birth, 

His words arc bonds, his oathes are oracles, 

His love ſincere, his thoughts imunacyulate, 

His teares, pure meſſengers, ſent from his heart, 

His heart as far from fraud, as heaven trom earth. 
Lac.pray heaynhe prove ſo when you come to him. 
Il. Now, as thou lov'{t me,do him not that wrong, 

To beare a hard opinion of his truth : 

Oncly deſerve my love, by loving him, 

And preſently goe with meto my chamber 

To take a note of what Iitand in need of, 

To furniſh me upon my longing journey : 

All that is mine I leave atthy diſpoſe, 

My goods,my Lands, my reputation, 

Onely in licu thereof, diſpatch me hence : 

Come; anſweare not : but toit preſently, 

I am impatient of my tarriance. 


. Exenn. 


—— 


"Oy WP IIIE 
Atlus T ertius, Scena Prima. 


Enter Duke, T hwrio, Protbens, Valentine, 
| Lance, Speed. | 


Ae 


Dk. Sir Thario, vive us leave ( Ipray)a while, 

We have ſome ſecrets to confer abour. 
Now tell me Prothexs, what's your will with me ? 

Pro My gracious Lord, that which I woulddiſcover, 
The Law of friendſhip bids me to conceale, 
But when 1 callto minde your gracious tavours 
Done to me (undeſerving asas 1 am) 
My dutic pricks me on to utter that 
W hich elſe no worldly good ſhould draw from me: 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine my friend 
This night intendsto ſteale away your daughter : 
My ſelfe am one made priuy to the plot, 
I know ya have determin'd to beſtow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates; | 
And ſhould ſhe thus be itolne away from you, 
It would be much vexation to your age. 
| Thus (for my duties fake) I rather choſe 

To croſlemy friend in his intended drift, 
Then (by concealing it) heap on your head | 
A pack of ſorrowes, which would preſſe you downe 
(Being unprevented) toyour timeleſſe grave. 

Duk. Prothens, I thanke thee for thine honeſt care, 
| Which to requite, command me while I live. 

This love of theirs, my ſelfe have often ſeene, 

Haply when they have indg'd me faſt aſlcepe, 
And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid 
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| Sir Valentine her company, and my Court. 


Bur tearing leſt my jealous ayme mighterre, 
And ſo (unworthily) diſgrace the man. 
(Araſhneſſe that Lever yet have ſhun'd) 
I gave him gentlclookes, thereby to finde 
T hat which thy ſelfc haſt now ditclos'd to me. ' 
nd thou mailt perceive my feare of this, 
(Krowing that tender youth is ſoone ſuggeſted, 
1ughtly lodge her in an upper Towre, 
The key whereof, my lelte have ever kept :; 
Andthence ſhe cannot be convay'd away. 

Pro. Know (noble Lord) they have devis'd a meane 
How he her chamber-window will aſcend, 
And with a Corded-ladder fetch her:downe : 
For which, the youthfull Lover now is gone, 
And this way comes he with it preſently. 


| Where(if it pleaſe oy you may intercept him. : 


But (good my Lord) doe it ſo cunningly 
That my diſcovery be :notaimed at: 
For, love of you, not hate unto my friend, 
. Hath made me publiſher of thispretence. 
Duke. Vpon mine honour, he ſhall never know 
That I had any light from thee of this. 
Pro. Adiew, my Lord,Sir Valimtineis cymming. Enter. 
Dik. Sir Valentine, whither away 10 ta | 
Va. Pleaſe it your Grace, there is a Meſſenger 
That ſtayes to beare my Letters to my friends, 
And 1 ain going to deliver them. | 
Duk. Be they, of much import ? - 
Ta. The tenure of them doth but fignihie 
My health, and happy being at your Court. ; 
Dk. Nay then no matter: ſtay with mea while, 
I am to breake with thee of ſome affaires 
That touch me neerc: wherein thou mult be ſecret. 


| *Tis notunknowne to thee, that I have ſought 


To match my friend Sir Thario, to my caughter. 

Pal, I know it well (my Lord( and ſure the Match 
Were rich and honourable : beſides, the gentleman 
' Ts full of Vertue, Bounty, Worth, and Qualities 
Beſceming ſuch a Wite, as your faire daughter :: 
Cannot your Grace win her to fancie him ? 

D#k. No, truſt me, She is peeviſh,ſullen,froward, 
Proud, diſobedient, ſtubborne, lacking duty, 
Neyther regarding that ſhe is my childe, 
Nor fearing me, as if | were her father : 


| And may I ſay tothee, this pride of hers 


(Vpon advice) hath drawne my love from her, 

And where I thought the remnant of mineage - 

Should have beene cheriſh'd by her child-like dutie, 

I now am full refolv'd totake a wite, 

And turne her out to who will take herin : 

Then let her beautie be her wedding dowre : 

For me, and my poſſeihtons ſhe eſteemes not. © 
Ual. What would your Grace have me to do inthis? 
Duke. There is a Lady in Veroxa hecre 

W hom I affe@ : bur ſhe is nice, and coy, 

And nought efteemes my aged eloquence. 

Now therefore would I have thee ro my Tutor 

(For long agone I have torgot to court, 

- Beſides the faſhion of the time is chang'd) 

How, and which way I may beſtow my {clfe 

To be regarded in her ſan-beighs CyC. 

Va. Win her with gifts; if ſhe reſpect not words, 

Dumbe lewels often in their filent kinde 

More then;quicke words, doe move a.womans minde. 


Duk. -But ſhe did ſcornea preſent that Iient her, 


| Tocaſtup, witha paireof anc 
| Wouldſerve to ſcale another Hero'srowre, 


Val. A woman ſometitne ſcorns what beſt cotents her. | 


4 


Send her another #never give her ore, 
For ſcorne at firſt makes after-lovethe more. 
If ſhe doe frowne,*tis not in hate of you, - 
But rather to'beget more love it-y6u 
If ſhe doe chide, *its nottohave'you gone, 
For why, the fooles are mad, if left alone«. 
Take nv repulſe, what everſhedoth' ſay; 
For, get you goh, the doth not meane away. © 
Flatter, and prayſe,commend, extoll their graces 
Though nere ſo blacke, ſay they have Angls faces, | 
That man that hatha tongue; 7 ſayisnoman, 
If this his tongue he cannot witia woman, 
Dok, But ſhe I meane, is promis'd by her friends 
Vnto a youthfull gentlewanof worth, © - © 
And kept ſcyerely/from reforr ofthe; 
That no man hathacceffe by daytoher.' | 
Val. Why then Iwould reſort toher by-night; © 
D#k. TI, but the doores be lockt;/ahd keyes kept ſafe, 
That no man hath recomſeto her by'night.” © 
Pal. What lets but one may enter at her window? 
Dwk. Her chambes is aloft, far fromthe gtound, 
And built {o ſhelving, that one cannot climbe it-- 
Without apparant hazard of his life. Ls 
Ual. Why theria Ladder quently made of Cords 
oring hookes, 


So bold Leander would adventure it. 
Dak., Now as thouart a gentleman of blood 
adviſe me, where I may haye ſuch a Ladder: 
Va. When would you uſe it? pray fir, tell me thar, 
Dak, This 'very'night; for Love islike a childe 
Thar longs for every thing that he can come by. 
Ual. By ſeaven a clock, ile get you ſuch a Ladder. 
Dxk. But barke thee : I will goe to her alone, 
How ſhall I beſt convey the Ladder thirher? | 
-Uatl. It will be light (my Lord) that you may beare it 
Vnder a clocke, that is of any length. 
Dz#k. A cloake as long as thine will ſervethe turne? 
Vat. I my good Lord, 
Dak. Thcnlet me lee thy cloake, 


Le get me oae of ſuch another length. | | 


Val. Why any cloake will ſerve the turn (my Lord) 
D#k. How thallI faſhion me to weare a cloake ? 

I pray thee iet me fecle thy cloake upon me. 

What Letter is this ſame? what's here? to Sifvia? 


And heere an Engine tit for my proceeding, 7 


le be {o bold to breake the (eale for once. 


CMy thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly, 
And ſlaves they are to me, that ſend thery flymg. 
Oh, could their Maſter come, and goe as lightly, 
Himſelfe would lodge, where ( ſenceles ) they are lying. 
My Herald Thoughrz, in thy pare boſome reft-them, 
While 1 ( their King) that thither them importone 
Doe curſe the grace that with ſuch grate kath bleſt them, 
Becauſe my ſelfe doe want my ſervants fortune. | 
1 curſe my ſelfe, for they are ſent by me, 
That they ſhould harbour where their Lord wonldbe. 


What's here ? Silvia, this night I will infranchiſe thee. 
'Tis fo : and heere's the Ladder fot the purpoſe. 
Why Phacton (for thou art Merops tonne) - 
Wilt thou aſpire to guide the heavenly Car? | 
And with thy daring folly burne the world? 
Wilt thou reach ſtars, becauſe they ſhine on thee? 
FRF. Sa _ Goe 
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! Beftow thy fawning {miles on equall mates,  -. © | 
| And thinke my-pattence,(more thenthy deſert) * - 
| Ispriviledge bt thy. departure hence, --- 
Thanke mefor this, more then for all the favors _ 
| Which (all rogxmuch)Lhave beſtowed on thees/': 
| Eutifthou linger in my-Territorics | EE CLE 
| Longer then Cyifeeſtexpedition >} 
* Will give thee timeto leave. ouriroyali-Court, 
| By heaven, my wrath ſhall farre excced the love * 


- 


| There is ng day for me to looke upon. 
She is my eſſence, 'and 1:-leave tobe; 

IFI be not by her faire influence  ..__ 

| Foſter'd, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive. 
{ 1 flie notxdeath, to flie-his deadly doome, 


TarryT heere, I butattend on death, _ . ig! 
But flie Ihence,I flic away from life. Evter Pro.and Lawns. 


| 

Pro. Run(boy) run,run,and ſeeke him out: 
| Las. $ga-hough, Soa hough— Y 
j Pro. WV hat ſeeſt thou ? vB. 


_ Lax. Him we goeto finde, 


155 a 


| There's ot. a haire on's head, but Cisa Vaſentive,, ! | 

Pro. Valentine ? | ONS Te 

Ta. Noe. | | | $61.4 

| Pro. Whothen ? his Spirit? | "Ws. 
Ya. Neither, 
Pro. W hat then? 
Va. nothing. 
Lax. Can nothing ſpeake? Maſter, ſhall I ſtrike? 

i Pro, Whom wouldſtthou ſtrike ? 

Lax. Nothing. 

Pro, Villaine, forbeare. | 

Of Las. Why Sir, le ſtrike nothing : I pray you. 

Fro. Sirha,l ſay torbeare? friend Valentine, a word. 

UVa. My cares are ſtopt,& cannot heare good newes, 
So much of bad already hath poſſeſt them, 

Pro. Thenin dumbe ſilence will I bury mine; 

For they are harſh, un-tuneable, and bad. 

| Va. Is Silvia dead? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Ya. No Falentmeindeed, for ſacred Silvia, 

1 Hath ſhe forſworne me? 

Pro. No,Valentine. : 

Va. No Yafentine, if Silvia have for{worne me. 

} What is yournewes ? | 
Las.Sir,there is a proclamation,thatyou are vaniſhed. 
Pro. That thoy art baniſh'd : oh that's the newes, 

From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy friend. 

Ya: Oh, I have fed upon this woe already, 

And now exceſſe of it will make meſurfer. 

| Doth Silvia know that I am baniſh'd ? 


1 


; With them upon her knees, her-humble ſelfe, 


| Could penctrate her uncompaſſionate Sire ; 


| Which, being writ to me, ſhall be deliver'd 


( Which un-reverſt ſtands in effeuall force) 
ASc of melting pearle, which ſome call teares. 
Thoſe at her fathers churliſh feete ſhe tenderd, 


Wringing her hands,whoſe whitenefle ſo became them, 
AS if but now they waxcd pale for woe : 

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 

Sad fighes, deepe grones, nor filyer-ſhedding teares 


But Yalentine, if he be tane, muſt dic. 
Beſides, her interceſſion chaf'd him fo, 
W hen ſhe for thy repeale was ſuppltant, 
That to cloſe priſon he commannded her, 
With many bitter threates of biding there. 
Ya. No more : unles the next word that thou ſpeak'ſt 
Have ſome maligant-power upon my lite : 
IF ſo : I pray thee breathe it in tmine care, 
As ending Antheme of my endlefle dolor. 
Pro. Ceaſeto lament for that thou canſt not helpe, 
And ſtudy helpe for that which thou lament'it, 
Time is the Nurſe, and breeder of all good ; 
Here, if thou ſtay, thou canſt not ſee thy loye : 
Beſides;thy ſtaying will abridge thy life : | 
Hope is a lovers ſtaffe, walke hence with that 
And mannage it, againit deſpairing thoughts : | 
Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence, 


Even in the milke-white boſome of thy love. 
The time now ſerves net toexpoſtulate, 
Come, Ile convey thee througlhrthe City-gate. 
And cre Ipart with thee,conter at large 
Of all that may concerne thy love affaires : 
As thoulov'ſt $i/via ( though nor for thy (clfe) 
Regard thy danger, and along with me. | 
Va. I pray thee Lawnce, and if thou ſeeſt my Boy 
Bid him make haſte, and mcet me at the North-gate. 
Pro. Goe ſirha, finde him out : Come Valentine. 
Va. Oh my deere Silvia; haplefſe Valentme, FP xennt. 
Laznce. Iam but a foole, looke you , and yet I have 
the wit tothinke my Maſter is a kinde of a knave :. but 
that's all one, if he bebut one knaye: Helives not now 
that knowes me to be in love, yet 1am in love; buta 
Teeme of horſe ſhall not pluckethat from me: nor who 


will not tell my {elfe : and yet 'tis a Milkemaid : yet tis 
not a maid : for ſhe hath had Goflips : yet 'tis a maid , 
for ſhe is her Maſters maid, and ſerves for wages. Shee 
hath more qualities then a Water-Spanicll, which is 
much 1n a bare Chriſtian : Heere is the Cate-log of her 
Condition, Inprimzzs, Shee can fetch and carry: why | 
a horſe can doe no more ; nay, a horſe cannot fetch, bur 
onely carry, therefore is ſhe better then a Jade, Jrem. 
She can milke, looke you, a ſweet vertue ina maid with | 
cleane hands. Enter Speed. 

Speed, How now Signior Larnce? what newes with 
your Maſterſhip ? 

La. With my Maſterſhip? why, it is at Sea : j 

Sp. Well,your old vice ſtill: miſtakethe word : what 
newes then in your paper ? 

La. The black'it newes that ever thou heard, q 

Sp. Why man? how blacke ? 

La. Why, as blacke as Inke. 

Sp. Let me read them ? 

La. tie on thee lolt-head, thou canſt not read. 

Sp. Thoulyeſt : I can, | 


Pro. I,I : and ſhe hath offered to the doome 


RE 


wy © 


La. I will try thee : tell me this : who begot thee ? 


tis Llove : and yet'tis a woman z but what woman, I | 


Sp. Marry, | 
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of V exonar- -.._ 


Sp, Marry, the ſon of my .Grand-father. 

La. Oh illiterate loyterer ; it was the ſonne ofthy 
Grand-mother : this proves-that thou canſt not read. 

$p. Come foole, come:try me in thy-paper + 

La. There : and S, Nscolas be thy ipeed. 

$p. Inprimis the can milke. 

LI that the can. - --; 

Sp. Item, ſhe brewes good Ale. | 

- La. And thereof comes the proverbe : ( Bleſſing of 
your heart, you brewyood Ale.) 

$p, Item, ſhe can ſowe. -. 

La. That's as much as to ſay ({ an ſhe ſo) 

Sp. Item ſhe can knit, - It 

La. W hat neede a man care for a ſtock witha wench, 
W hen ſhe can knit him a ſtocke ? 

Sp. Item,ſhe can waſhand ſcoure. . 

La. A ſpeciall vertue : for then ſhe neede notto be 
waſh'dand ſcowr'd. by 

Sp. Item, fhe can ſpin. | 

Ls. Then may I ſer the world on wheeles, when ſhe 
can ſpin for her living. | | 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath many nameleſle vertues, 

Za. That's as much as to ſay Baſtard-vertnes : that | 
indeede know not their fathers , and therefore have no 
names. $3 

Sp. Here followes her vices. TR 

La. Clole at the hecles of her vertues: : : | 

Sp. Item, ſhe is not to bee faſting in refpet of her | 
breathe.” --*ie hp 'y 

La. Well,that fault may be mended with a breakfaſt: 
read Ons 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath a ſweet mouth. | 

La. That makes amends for her ſowrebreath. 

Sp. Item, ſhe doth talke in her fleepe. 

14. It's no matter for that ; ſo ſhe ſleepe nor in her 
talke. | 

Sp. Ttem, ſhe is flow in words» 

La. Oh villanie, that ſet downe among her vices; 
To be ſlow in words is a womans onely vertue : 


' I pray thee out with't, and placc it for her chicte vertue. 


Sp. Item, ſhe is proud. 

La. Out with that too: 

It wag £veslegacic, and cannot betane from her, 

Sp. Item, ſhe bath noteeth, | | 

La. I care not for that neither,becauſe I love cruſts. 

Sp. Item, ſhe is curlt. | 

La. Well : the beſt is ſhe hath no tecth to bite. 

Sp. Item, ſhe will often praiſe her liquor. 

Za. If her liquor be good; the ſhall : if ſhe will not, I 
will; for good things ſhould be prayſecd, | | 

Sp. Item, ſhe 1s too liberals 

La. Of her tongue ſhe cannot ; for that's writ downe 
ſhe is ſlow of : of her þnrle, ſhe ſhall not, for that ile 
keepe ſhut ; Now, of another thing ſhe may, and that | 
cannot I helpc. Well, pruccede. | 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath more haires then wit, and more 
faults then haires, and more wealth then faults. 

La. Stop there : 1c have her : ſhe was mine,andnot 
minetwice, or thrice in that Article : rehearſe that once 
more- 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath more hatre then wit. 

Za. More kaire then wit : it may be ile prove it : The 
cover of the {alt, hides the falt ,andrherefore it is more 
then the falt ; the haire that covers thewit, is more 
then the wit : for the greater hides thelefſe ; What's 
next ? 


| 


| 
| 


Sp- And more faults then haires: | 

La. That's monſtrous : oh that that were out; 

Sp. And more wealth then faults, - 

La. Why that word makes the faults gracious 
Well, ile have her : andifit be anfatch, as nothing is 
Impoflible, | 

Sp. What then? | 

£4. Why then; will I tell thee, that thy Maſter ſtayes 
for thee at the North-gate. 

Sp. For me ? Te 

La. For thee? I; whoart thou?he hath ſtaid for a bet- 
ter man then thee. dIDL- 

Sp. And muſt I goetohim? Ti 

£4. Thou mutt run to him;for thou haſt ſtaid ſo long 


_thatgoing will ſcarce ſerve the turne. 


Sp. Why didft not tellme ſooner? *pox of your love 
Letters. | 


La. Now. will he be ſwing'd for reading my Letter; 


 Anunmannerly ſlave, that will thruſt himſclfe inro ſe- 
crets:1le atter,to rejoyce inthe boyes corretion.Exennt. 
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. Enter Duke, Thurio, Prothess. 


Ds. Sir T hurto, fearc not, but that ſhe will love you | 


Now Yalentine is baniſh d from her ſight. 

Th. Since his exile the hath deſpis'd ine moſt, 
For{worne my company, and rail'd at me, 

That Lam detperare of obtaining her. 

Ds. This weakeimpreſle of love, is asa figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an houres heate 
Difſolvesto wacer,and doth looſe his forme. 

A little time will meſp her frozen thoughts; 
And worthleſfſe Palentine ſhall be forgot. 
How now Sir Prothems, 1s your countriman 
(According to our Proclamation) gon? 

Pro. Gon, my good Lord. 

Ds. My daughter takes his going heavily ? 

Pro. A litttle time (my Lord ) will killthatgriefe. 

Ds. $0 I beleeve : but Thariothinkes not fo : 
Prothexs, the good conceit I hold of thee, 

(For thou haſt ſhowne ſome ſigne of good deſert) 
Makes me the better ro confer with thee, 

Pro. Longer then I prove royall to your Grace, 
Let me not live, to looke upon you Gracc. 

Ds. Thou know'{t how willingly, I would effe& 


] The match berweene fir Tbwrio, and my daughter ? 


Pro, I doe my Lord. 
Ds. And alto Idoe tbinke, thou art not ignorant 
How ſhe oppoſes her againſt my will?,, 
Pro. She did my Lord, when Valentine was heres 
Ds. 1, and pezverlly, ſhe perſevers ſo : 
What might we doe ro make the girle forget 
The Love of Valentene, and love {tr Thur? 

Pro. The belt way is to ſlander Valentine, 
With falſchood, cowardize, and poore deſcent: 
Three things, that women highly hold in hate. = 

Da. I, but ſhell thinke, that it is ſpoke in hate. 

Pro. 1, if his enemie deliver 1t. 

Therefore it muſt with circumſtance A—_ 


' By one, whom ſhe eſteemes 2s his trien 


Du. Then you mult undertakerg ſlander him. hs 
 1'Y0, 
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Pro, And that (my Lord) I ſhall beloath to doe- 
'Tis an ill orice fora Gentleman, | | 
Eſpecially againlt his very friend. p 

Ds. Where your good word cannotadvantage him , 
| Yourſlander never can endamage him; 
Therefore the ojtice is indifferent, 
Being intreated to it by your friend.” 

Por. You haue prevail d(my Lord) if I can doe t 
By ought that I can ſpeake in his diſprailſe, 

She ſhall not long continue love to hum : 
But fay this weede her love from Valente, 
It followes not that ſhe will love ſic Thurs. _ 
Th. Therefore as you unwind her love from him; 
Leaſt it ſhould ravell, and be good to none, 
You muſt provide to bottome 1t on me : 
Which'muſt be done, by prayſing me as much 
Asyou, in worth diſprayle, fir Yalentmwe. 
-+D#: And Prothes, we dare truſt you in this kinde, 
Becauſe we know. (on Ya/emtines report) 
Youarealready loves firme votaty, 3 
And cannot ſoone revolt, and change your minde. 
Vpon this warrant, ſhall you have accelle, 
Where you, with S!lvie may conferre at large« 
For ſhe 1s lumpiſh; heavy ,melancholly, 
And (for your friends fake) will be glad of you ; 
Where you may temper her, by your perſwafion, 
To hateyong Valentine, and love my friend. 
Pro. As much as.I can doe, I will effec : 
But you ſir Thwrio, are not ſharpe enough: 
You mult lay Lime, to tangle her deſires . | 
By wailefull Sonnets, whoſe compoſed Rimes 
Should be full fraught with ſerviceable vowes. 
Dx. I, much is the force of heayen-bredPoeſic. 
Pro. Say that upon the altar of her beauty 
You facritice your teares, your ſighes,your heart ; 
Write till your iake be dry ; and with your tcares 
Moiſt it againe : and frame ſome ffeling hne, 
| That may diſcover ſuch integrity : 
| For Orphexs Lute, was {trung with Poers ſfinewes, 
Whoſe golden touch could ſoften ſtecle and ſtones; 
Make Tygers tame, and huge Leviathans 
Forſake unſounded deepes, and dance on Sands, 
After your dirc-lamenting Elegies, - 

' Viſit by night your Ladics chamber-window 
With ſome ſweet Conſort; Totheir Inſtruments 

| Tunea deploring dumpe : the nights dead filence 
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This, or elſe nothing, will inherit her. 
Ds#. This diſcipline, ſhowes thou haſt bin inlove. 
Th. And thy advice, this night, ile put in practiſe: 
Therefore, ſweet Prothews, my direion-giver, 
Let us into the City preſently 
To fortſome gentlemen, well skil'd in Muſique, 
I havea Sonnet, that will ſerve the turne 
To give the on-ſet to thy good advice. 
Dzx. About it Gentlemen. 
Pro. We'll waitupon your Grace, till after Supper, 
Andafterward determine our proceedings, 


Aflus Ouartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Valentine, Speed, and certaine Out-lawes. 
T, Out-l, Fellowes, ſtand faſt: I ſee a paſſenger. 


—— 


2. Ont. If therebe ten,ſhrinkd not;but downwith'em. 
3- Oxt.Stand fir,and throw us that you have abour'ye. 
If not : we'll make you ſit, andrifle you. | 
Sp. Sir weare undone; theſe are the Villaines 
Thar all the Trayailers doe feare {ſo much. | 
Tal. My friends. | 
I. Ot. That's not ſo, ſir: weare your enemies. 
2. Ont. Peace : we'll heare him. 
3-Oxe.l by my beard will we : for he isa proper man. 
Vat. Then know that I have little to loſe ; 
A man I am, croſs'd with adverfitie : 
My riches, are theſe poore habiliments, 
Of which, if you ſhould here disfurniſh me, 
You take the ſum andſubſtance that I have, 
2. Ont, Whither travell you ? 
Val. To Urrona. | 
I-Oxt. Whence came you? 
V: al. Fr om CMslaine, 
3- Ont.Have youlong ſojourn'd there ? - (ſaid, 
Val. Some ſixteene moneths, and longer might have 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 
I. Oxt. What, were you baniſh'd thence ? 
UVa. I was. | | 
2. Ont. For what offence ? 


Will well become ſuch ſweet complaining grievance: 


Ds. Evennow aboutit,I will pardon you. Exemnr. 


Va. Forthat which now torments me to rehearſe; 
Ikil'd a man, whoſe death I muchrepenty ” 
But yet Iflew him manfully in fighr, , 
Without falſe vantage, or baſe treachery. 

I. Out, Why nere repent it, if it weredoneſo 
But were you baniſht for ſo ſmall a fault ? 

Va. I was,and held me glad of ſuch a doome, 

2. Ont. Have you the Tongues? 

Va, My youthfull travaile, therein made me happy, 
Or el{cI often had beene miſerable. | 

3- Out, By the bare ſcalpe of Robin hoods fat Fryer, 
This fellow werea King, for our wilde faction. 

1.Oxzt, We'll have him $ Sirs, a word. 
Sp. Maſter, be one of them : 
It's an honerable kinde of theevery. 

Ya. Peacevillaine, 

2. Ont, Tell us this: have you any things totake to? 

Ya. Nothing bur my fortune. 

3. Omt, Know then,that ſome of us are Gentlemen, 


| Such as the furie of ungovern'd youth 


Thruſt from the company of awfull men. 
My ſelfe was from Yeronabaniſhed, 

For practiſing to ſteale away a Lady, 

And heire and Neece,allide unto the Duke. 

2. Out. And Ifrom HMamna, for a gentleman, 
Who, in my moode, I ſtab'd unto the heart. 

I. O#t. And 1, for ſuch like petty crimesas theſe. 
Bur tothe purpole : for we cite our faults, A 
That they may hold excus'd our lawleſſe lives; 

And partly ſeeing youare beautitide 

With goodly ſhape ;and-by your owne report, 
A Linguiſt, anda man of ſuch perfection, 

As wedoe 1n Our quality much want. 

2. Oxt. Indeede becauſe you are a baniſh'd man, 
Therefore, above the reſt, we parley to you : 

Are you content to be our Generall ? 
To make a vertue of neceſſttie, 
Andlive as we due in the wilderreſle ? 

3- Ont. W hat ſaiſt thou? wiltthou be of our conſort? 
Say I,and be the captaine of us all : 

We'lldoe thee honſage, and berul'd by thee, 
Love theeas our Commander ,and our King. 
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T hetwo Gentlemen of Verona, 


1- Ost, Butif thou ſcorne our curteſie, thou dyelſt. 

2. Out. Thou ſhaltnot live, to brag what we have of- 

Pal. I take your offer, and will live with you, (ter'd. 
Provided char you do nooutrages | 
On filly women, or poore paſlen gers. 

3. Ont. No, we deteſt tuch vile baſe praRiſes- 
Come, goe with us, we'll bring thee to our Crewes , 
And ſhew thee all the Treaſure we have got; . 

W hich, with our ſelves, all rcſt at thy ditpoſe. Exennt- 


— 


EBEED —— Oo 


heat 


Scena Secunda. 


EEII——_—_ OC 


Enter Prothens, Thurio, Inlia, Hoft, CMuſitian, Silvia. 


} Pro. Already have bin falſe to Valentine, 


And now I mult be as unjuft to Thario, 
Vander the colour of commending him; 
I haveacceile my owne love to prefer: 
But Si{via is too fairc,to.) truegtoo holy; 
| Tobe corrupted with my worthleſſe guifts ; 
WhenlI proteſt true loyalty tro her, _ 
| She twits me with my falſchood to my friend ; 
| When to her beauty I commend my vowes, 
| She bids methinke how I have bin forſworne 
In breaking faith with 14a, whom I lov'd; 
And notwithſtandiug ail her {odaine quips, 
. The lealt whercot wouid quell alovers hope : 
Yer (Spanici-like) the more ſhe (purnesmy love, 
The more it growes, aad fawneth on her itill ; 
But here comes Thar; now malt we to her window, 
And give ſomeevening Matique to her care. 
Th. How now, ſir Prothews, are you crept befoze us? 
Pro. I gentle Thwart, for you knoiy that love 
Will creepe in {ervice, where 1t cannot goe- 
Ths.. T, hut I hope, Sir, that you love not here. 
Pro. Sir, but [ doe : or ciſe 1 would be hence. 
Thx. Whom, Silvia? 
Pro. I, Silvia, for your ſake. 
Thu. 1thanke you for your owne: Now Gentlemen 
Let's turne : and tooit laſtily a while. 
He.Now, my young gueſt;me thinks you'r allycholly; 
I pray you what is it ? » 
Is, Marry (mine Hef) becauſe I cannot be merry. 
Ho. Come,wce'll have you merty:ile bring you where 
you ſhall heare Muſique , and feethe Gentleman that 
you ask'd for, j | 
. [#. But ſhall I heare him ſpeake. 
Hoe. I that you hall. 
Is. That will be Muſique. 
Ho. Harke, harke. 
Is. Is heamong theſe? 
Ho. 1: but peace, let's heare*m. 


Song. Who ts Silvia? what is (be? 
That all our Swaines commend ber? . 
Holy, faire, aud wiſe s ſhe, & 

T he heaven ſuch grace did lend her, 
that ſhe wight admired be, 

Ts the kinde as ſhe is faire? 

For beautie lives with kindneſs , 

Love doth to her eyes repaire, 


To helpe hum of his blindneſſe : 


| 


So falſe that he grievesmy very heart-ſtrings. 


| That you ſhall ſay, my cunning drift cxccls. 


. Aud bring help'd, inhabits there; 
T hen to Silvia, let ns (ing; 
That Silvia is excellng ; 
She excels each martall thing 
 Uponthe dull carth dwelling. 
To her let us Garlands bring- 


Ho. How now? are you ſadder then you were before; 
Hoy doe you, main? the Muſlicke likes you not. £ 
1#. You miſtake : the Muſirian likes rme not. 
Ho. Why, my pretty youth? . 
1s. Heplaies falle (father.) | 
Ho. How, out of tune on the ſtrings? 
1z. Net ſo: butyet 


Ho. You have aquicke eare. | (heart; 
1s, I, I would I were deafe: it makes me have a flow 
He. | perceive you delight not in Muſicke. 
Iz. Nota whit, when it jars ſo. _ 
Ho. Harke what fine change is in the Muſickes 
Iu. I: that change is the ſpight. 
He. You would have them alwaies play but one thing, 
1#. 1 would alwayes have one play but one thing. 
But Hoſt, doth this Sir Prothens, that we talke on, 
Often retort unto this Gentlewoman ? 
Ho. Itell you what Lawnce his mantold me; 
He loy'd her out of all nicke; CE 
In. Where is Lannce? 
Ho. Gone to ſeeke his dog, which to morrow, by his : 
m_ command , hee mult carry for a preſent ro his 
ady. | 
1x. Reace, ſtandaſide, the company parts. 
Pro. Sir Thur, {care not I will ſo plcade, 


Th. Where meete we? 
Pro. At Saint Gregories well. 
Th. Farewell. 
Pro. Madam : good ev'n to your Ladiſhip. 
S:4. I thanke you for your Muticke (Gentlemen). 
W ho is that that ſpake? 
Pro. One( Lady) if you knew his pure hearts truth, 
You would quickly learne toknow him by his voice, 
Sl. Sir Prothens, as take it. 
Pro. Sir Prothens (gentle Lady) and your Servant, 
Si, What's your will? 
Pro. That I raay compaſle yours. OG 
Si. You have your wiſh: my will is ever this, 
That preſently you hie you home to bed : 
Thou ſabtile, perjur'd, falſe, diſloyall man : 
Think'ſt thou I am ſo ſhallow, fo conceitleſle, 
To be ſcduced by thy flattery, 
That has't deceiv'd fo many with thy yowes? 
Returne, returne, and make thy love amends : 
For me (by this pale queene of nighe I ſweare) 
I am ſofarre from granting thy requeſt, 
That I deſpiſe thee, for thy wrocdghul ſuite; 
And by andby intend to chide my ſelfe, 
Even for this time I ſpend in talking to thee. 
Pro. I grant ({weet love) that I did Iovea Lady, 
But ſhe is dead. 
In. *Twere falfe, if  ſhoutd ſpeake it ; 
For I am ſure ſhe ts not buried. 
Sit. Say that ſhe be : yer Valentine thy friend | 
Survives ; to whom (thy ſelfe art witneſle) | 
I am betroth'd; and art thou not aſham'd p 
To wrong him, with thy 1mportunacy ? | 
| Pro. 


lo. 


—_ 


*& 


as. 


The wo Gentlemen of Verona. 


——_ ——_—— hm. 


Pre. Ilikewiſe heare that Valentine isdead, 

Sit. Ando ſuppoſe aml ; for in hisgrave 
Aflure thy ſelfe, my love is buried. 

Pro. Sweet Lady, let merake it from the earth. 

Sil. Goe to thy Ladies graye aud call hers thence, 
Orat the leaſt,it hers, ſepulcher thine. 

Il. He heard not that. 

Pre. Madam : if your heart be ſo obdurate : 
Vouchſafe me yet your Picture for my love, 
ThePicturethat is hanging-in your chamber : 

To that Ile ſpeake,to that lle figh and weepe: 

For ſince the ſubſtance of your perfect {cite 

Is elſe devoted, Iam but a ſhadow; 

And to your ſhadow, will I make true love & 

Iul. if 'rwere aſubſtance you would ſure deceive it, 
And make it but a ſhadow , asI am. 

Ss. I am very loath to be your 1doll Sir 
But, ſince your falſchood ſhall become you well 
To worſhip ſhadowes, and adore falſe ſhapes, 
Send to me inthe morning, and ile ſend it : 
Andſo, good reſt. | 

Pre. As wretches have ore-night 
That wait for execution in the Morne. 

Il. Hoft,will you goe? 

Ho. By my hallidome, I was faſt aſlcepe. 

Intl. Pray you where lies Sir Prothen? 

He. Marry, atmy houſe : 

Truſt me, Ithinke 'tis almoſt day. . : 

Il. Not (o : but it hath bin the longeſt night «4 
Thatere I watch'd,and the molt heavicſt. Exennt. 


"IE 
— —— 


SeenaTertia. 


Enter Eglamore, Silvia. 


Eg. This is the houre that Madam Ss/vsa 
Entreated me to call, and know her mind : 
Ther's ſome great matter ſhe'ldemploy me in- 
Madam, Madam. 

Ss, Whocals ? 

Eg. Your ſervant, and your friend; 

One that attends your Ladiſhips command. 
Sil. Sir Eglamore, a thoufand times good morrow. 
Eg. As many (worthy Lady) to your {clfe : 

According to your Ladiſhips impoſe, _ 

Iam thus early come,to know what ſervice 

It 1s your pleaſure ro command me in. 

Si. Oh Ezlamore, thou art a Gentleman : 
Thinke notI flatrer(for | ſweare 1 doenot) 
Valiant, wiſe, remorſe-full, well accompliſh'd. 
Thou art not ignorant what deere good will 
I beare untothe baniſh'd Vatenrine : 

Nor how my father would enferce me marry 


4 Vaine Thario( whom my very ſoule abbor'd) 
© | Thy ſelfe hat lovd, andT have heard thee ſay 


No griefe did come ſo neere thy heart, 
As when thy Lady, and thy true-love di'de, 
, Vpon whoſe Graye thou vow'dlt pure chaſtitic: 


Sir Eglamore :.T would to Valentine 


To Mana, where I heare, he makes aboad; 
And for the wayes are dangerous to paſſe, 
I doe deſire thy worthy company, 


Exennt. 


Vpon whoſe faith and honor, repoſe. 
Vrge not my fathers anger (Eplamore) | 
Burt thinke upon my griefe (a Ladies griefe) 
Andon the juſtice of my flying hence, 

To keepe me from a moſt unholy match, 

Which heaven and fortune ftilll rewards with plagues, 

I doe defire thee, even from a heart 

As full of ſorrowes, as the Sea of ſands, 

To beare me company and goe with me : 

If not, to hide what I have ſayd to thee, 

That I may venture to departalone:. 

Eg. Madam,lI pitty much your grievances, 

Which, ſince I know they vertuouſlly are plac'd, 

I give conſent to gos along with you, 

Wreakang aslittle what betideth me, 

As much, I wiſh all good befortune you. 

When will you goe ? | 
$jl, This evening comming. 
Eg. Where ſhall I meete you? 

Sil. At Frier Patrickes Cell, | 

Where I intend holy confeſſion. | 
Eg. I will not faile your Ladiſhip: 

Good morrow (gentle Lady.) 

Sit. Good morrow, kinde Sir Eglamore. 


——_— 


Scena Quarta. 


'on him tobea dog indeede, to be,as it were, a dog at all 


—_—__— 


Emer Launce , Prothens, Intlia, Silvia. 


Lax. When a mans ſeryant ſhall play the Curre with 
him (looke you) it goes hard : one that 1 broughtup of 
a puppy:one that 1 fav'd from drowning,when three or 
foure ofhis blinde brothers and ſiſters went to it:I bave 
taught him ( even as one would ſay preciſely, thus 1 
would teach a dog) I was ſentto deliver him, asa pre- | 
ſent to Miltris $#/vis, from my Maſter ; and 1 came no | 
ſooner into the dyning-chamber, but he ſteps me to her | 
Trencher, and ſteals ker Capons-leg: O, *tis a foulc | 
thing, when a Cur cannot keepe himiclfe in all compa- 
nies;l would have (as one ſhould ſay )one that takes up- 


things. 1f I had not had more wit then he,to take a fault 
upon me that he did, I thinke verily he had bin hang'd | 
for't: ſure as I live he had ſuffer'd tor't: you ſhall judge: | 
He thruſts me himſelfe into the company of three or 
foure gentleman-like-doggs, under the Dukes table : he 
had not bin there (blefſe the marke) a piſſing while, but 
all the chamber ſmelt him: out with the dog (faies one) 
what cur is that (faics another) whip him out (ſaies the | 
third) hang him up (fates the Duke.) I having bin ac- | 
quainted with the ſmell before, knew it was Crab; and | 
goes me to the fellow that whips the dogges : triend 
(quothT ) you meane to whip the dog: | marry doe 1 
(quoth —_— doe him the more wrong(quoth I) tas | 
I did the thing you wot of: he makes me no more adoe, 
but whips me out of the chamber; how many Maſters 
would doe this for bis ſervant2nay,ile be ſ{\yorne I have 
{at in the ſtockes for puddings he bath ſtolne,otherwiſe | 
he had bin executed: I have ſtood on the Pillorie for 
Geeſe ke hath kil'd, otherwiſe he had ſufferd for't:thou | 
think'ſt not of this now: nay, I remember thetricke you 
ſerv'd me, whenl tooke my leave of Madam Silvia: did 
P nor | 
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The two Gentlemen of Verona, 


_—_— 


not I bid thee ſtill marke me,and doe as I do;when didſt | 
thou ſee me heave up my leg, and make water againſta 
Gentiewomans farthingale? did'it thou ever ſee me doe 
ſuch a tricke ? | 
Pro. Sebaſtian is thy name: Ilike thee well, 
And will imploy thee in ſome ſervice preſently. 
Is. In what you pleaſe, ile doe Sir what I cane 
Pro. I hope thou wilt. 
How now you whor-ſon pezant, : 
Where have you bin theſe two dayes loytering * 
La. Mary Sir, I carried Miſtris Silvia the dogge you 
bade me. 
Fro, And what ſayes ſhe to my little Jewell? : 
La. Marry ſhe ſaics your dog was a cur,and tells you 
currith thankes is good enoughfor ſuch a preſent. 
Pro, But ſhe receiv'd my dog? 
La. No indeede did ſhe not ; 
Here have I brought him backe againe. 
Pro. What, didſt thou offer her this from me ? 
La. I Sir,the other Squirrill was ſtolne from me 
By the hangmans boy in rhe market place, 
And then I offcr'd her mine owne, who is a dog 
As big as ten of yours,8 therefore the gift the greatcre 
Pro. Goe, get thee hence, and finde my dog agane, 
Oc nere returne againe into my ſight, 
Away, I ſay : ſtayelt thou to vexe me here; 
A ſlave, that ſtil] an end, turnes me to ſhame. 
Sebaſtian, I have entertained thee, 
Partly that 1 have need of ſucha youth, 
That can with ſome diſcretion do my bulſineſle : 
For tis no truſting to yond fooliſh Lowt 3 
But chiefcly, for thy face, and thy behaviour, 
Which (if my Augury deceive me not ) 
Witneſſe good bringing up, fortune, and truth : 
Thercfore know thou, for this I entertaine hee» 
Go preſently and take this Ring with thee, 
Deliver it to Madam Silvia; 
She lov'd me well, deliver'd it to me« 
tal. Ic ſcemes you lov'd not her, to leave her token: 
She is dead bclike e 
Pro, Not 10: I thinke ſhe lives. 
Isl. Alas, ; 
Pro. Why do'ſt thou cry alas? 
Tut. I cannot chooſe but pitty hers 
Pro, Wherefore ſhould'{tthou pitty her? 
[#l. Becauſe, me thinkes that ſhe lov'd you as well 
As you doe Jove your Lady Si{vis : 
She dreames on him, that has forgot her love; 
You doate on her, that cares not for your love. 
-'Tis pitty Love ſhould be ſo contrary ; 
And thinking on it, makes me cry alas. | 
Pro. Well : give her that Ring,and therewithall 
This Letter : that's her chamber: Tell my Lady, 
I claime the promiſe for her heavenly Picture : 
Your meſſage done, hye home unto my chamber, 
Where thou ſhalt finde me 1ad, and ſolitarie- Exe 
Iu]. How many women would doe ſuch a meſſage? 
Alas poore F rotheus, thou haſt entertain'd by | 
A Foxe, tobe the Shepheard of thy Lambs ; 
Alas, poore foole ,why doe I pitty him +, 
Thar with his very heart deſpiſeth me? 
Becauſe he loves bey, he deſpifeth me, 
Becauſe I love him, | muſt pitty him. 


Ex, 


| This Ring I gave him, when he parted from me, 


To binde him to remember my good will: 
And now amI ( unhappy Meſſenger) 


To plead for that, which I would not-obtaine; 
To carry that, which I would have refus'd; = 
Topraile his faith which I would have diſprais'd- 
I am my Maiſters true confirmed love, 

But cannot be true ſeryant to my Maiſter, 
VuleſſeI prove falſe traitor to my ſelfe. 

Yetwill I wooe for him,bur yet ſo coldly, 


Gentlewoman, good day : I pray you be my meane 
Tobring me where to ſpeake with Madam Silvia. 
Ss/. What would you with her, if that I be ſhe? 
1s. If you be ſhe, I doe intreat your patience 
To heare me ſpeake the meſſage I am ſent on- 
Sil, From whom ? 
Int. From my Maſter, Sir Prothews, Madam 
Si. Oh: he ſends you for a Picture ? 
Inl. | £ Madam. 7 
Sil. Vr/ala, bring my Pifture there, 
Goe, give your Maſter this: tell him from me, 
One 14a, that his changing thoughts forget, 
Would better fit his Chamber, then this Shadow, 
Is. Madam, pleaſe you peruſe this Letter 
Pardon me (Madam) I have unadvis'd 
Deliver'd you a paper that I ſhould not ; 
This is the Letter toyour Ladiſhip. 
Sit. I pray thee let me looke on that againe: 
Tv. Itmay not be ; good Madam pardon me» 
Si. There, hold; ny. 
I will not looke upon your Maſters lines : 
I know they are {tuft with proteſtations, 

And full ofnew-found oathes, which he will breake 
As eaſie as I do teare his paper. 
Is. Madam, he ſends your Ladiſhip this Ring. 

Si. The more ſhame tor him, that he ſends irc me 
For I have heard him ſaya thouſand times, 
His [4a gave it him,at his departure: 
Though his falſe finger have prophan'dthe Ring, 
Mine {hall not doe his /z/5« ſo much wrong, 
Tu. She thankes you. | 
Ss. What ſai'ſtthou ? 
Is. Ithanke you Madam, that you tender her : 
Poore Gentlewoman, my Maſter wrongs ker much. 
Si. Do'{tchou know her? | 
Is. Almoſt as well as I doe know my fclfec. 
To thinke upon hep woes, I do proteſt 
That I have wepta hundred ſeverall times. 


Ss, Belike ſhe thinks that Prorbexs hath forſook her? 
Is. T thinke ſhe doth: and thar's her cauſe of forcows 


S5. Is ſhenot paſſing faire ? | 
14. She hath bin fairer (Madam) then ſhe is; 

When ſhe did thinke-my Maſter lov'd her well; 
She, in my judgement, was as faire as you. | 
But ſince ſhe did negled her looking: glaſſe, 
And threw her Sun-expelling Maſque away, |... 
Theayre hath ſtary*d the roſes in her cheekes; _ ; 
And pinch'd the lilly-tinure of her face, 
Thatnow ſhe is become asblacke as I: 

$i. How tall was ſhe? | 

Is. About my ſtature : for at Pentecoſt, 
W hen alluur Pageants of delight were plaid, 
Our youth got me toplay the womans part, 
And [ was trim'd 11 Madam /#/zas gowne, 
W hich ſerved meas fit, by all mens judgements; 
As if the garment had bin made for me : 
Therefore T know ſhe:is about my heighr; 
Andatthat time I made her weepe agood, 


\ Enter 
As(heaven it knows) I would not have him ſpeed, Silvia, 


__— 


o 
I 


th ——— 


_ 
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[ = | Thetwo Gentlemen of V erona, : 


For I did play alamentable part. | Pro. Oh Sir, I finde her milder then ſhe was, 

| (Madam) 'twas-efriadve, pallioning And yet ſhe takes exceptions at your perſon- 

| For Theſew periury,and unjuſt flight; - Thu, What? that my leg is too long ? 

1 Which I ſolively ated with my tearcs : Pro. No, that it is too little _ (der. 
That my poore Miſtris moved therewithall; The. Ile weare a Boote;' to make it ſomewhar roun- 
Wept bitterly : and would I might be dead, Pro. But love will not be ſpurd to what ic loathes, 

- If I in thought felt not her very ſorrow. Thu. W hatſayes ſheto my face? 
Sil, Sheis beholding to thee (gentle youth) Pro. She faies Itis a faire one- | . 
Alas, (poore Lady) deſolate, and left ; | Th#. Nay then the wantonlyes: my face is blacke. 

4 I weepemy ſelfe tothinke upon thy words: Fro. But Pearles are faire; and the old ſaying 1s, 
Here youth : there is a purſe; I give thee this *© | Blacke men are Pearles,in beauteons Ladyes.cycs. 

For thy ſweet Miſtris fake, becauſethou lov'ſt hers . The. Tis true, ſuchPearles asput out Ladics c5cs. 
Farewell. | Exit. | For I had rather winke, then looke on them: 

Inl. And ſhe ſhall thanke you for't, if ere you know Th#. How likes ſhe my diſcourſe? 
A vertuous gentlewoman, mulde, and beautifull. - (here Fro. Ill, when they talke of war. 

{ Thope my Maiſters ſuit will be but cold, T bs. But well, when I diſcourſe of love and peace. 

| Since ſhe reſpets my Mitſtris love ſo much. '| Jul. Butbetter indeed, when you hold you peacee 
\las, how love can trifle with it ſelfe ; Thn. What ſayes ſhe to my valour ? 
{ Here is her Pictures. let me ſec, I thinke | Pro. Oh Sir, ſhe makes yo doubt of that. 
If1 had ſuch a Tyre, this face of mine Inl. She needes not, when ſhe knowes it cowardize» 
Were full as lovely as is this of hers ; Thu. What ſayes ſhe to my birth ? 
And yct the Painter flatrer'd her a little; Pro. That you are well deriv'd. 
Valeſſe I flatter with my ſelfe too much. Je. True : from a Gentleman to a foole. 
Her haire is e burn, mine is perfe& Telow;, - Thu. Conſiders ſhe my -——_——_— ? 
If that be all the difference in bis love, Pro. OhI : and pitties them. 
Ile get me ſuch a colour'd Perriwig : Thu, Wherefore? 
' Her eyes are grey asgraſle, and ſoare mine : Js. That ſuch an Aﬀe ſhould owe them. 
I, but her fore-head's low, and mine's as high : ' Pre. That they arc out by Leaſe. 
W hat ſhould jitbethathe reſpects in her, | Is. Here comes the Duke, 

z But Ican makereſpeftiue in my ſelte, | Ds. How now fir Prothewr; how now Thurie? 
IF this found love, were not a blinded god ? .' W hich of you ſay ſaw Sir Eglamoure of late? 
Come ſhadow, come, and take this ſhadow up, Thi.Not 1. : 

For 'tis thy rivall : © thou ſenceleſſe forme. .. + Pro. Nor I. 

Thou ſhalt be worſhip'd, kiſs'd, lov'd, and ador'd; Ds. Saw you my daughter ? 

And were there ſence in his Idolatry, ba! Pre. Neyther. 

My ſubſtance ſhould be ſtatue inthy thead.. 3. © | D#. Why then 

le uſe thee kindly, for thy. miſtris ſake  .... 2. She's fled unto the perzant, Valentine ; 

That u&A me ſo ; or <lſe by eve; L vows ©: 0 And Eglamenre is in her companie: « 

I ſhould have ſcratch'd out your unſeeing eyes, - "Tis true : for Frier Lawrence met them both 

To make my Maiſter out of love with thee. . . © Exit. | AS he, in pennance wander'd through the Forreſt : 


Him he knew well: and gueſd that it was ſhe, 


ES 8 Pu TIoTooTtT Tu C (a | But being mask'd, he was not ſure of it: 
| Mttus Quintus, Scena Prima. | Beldesſhe didintend Confeſſion | 
| 427 La -— , | At Ferricks Cell rhis even,and there ſhe was not- 
an ot 1 od 290 ii 2500368 Theſe likelihoods confirme her flight from hence ; 
Enter Eglamoure Stais. barre 23-458] Therefore I pray you ſtand not to diſcourſe, 
Egt., The Sun begins to guild.che weſterneskic, But mount you preſently, and mecte with me 
Andnow itis about the very hours: 1-8 Vpon therifing ofthe Mountaine foote 
That $via, at Fryer Parrickes Cell hould meet me, | That leads toward H4amwua, whither they are fled : 
She will nor faile ; for Lovers breakenot houres, - { Diſpatgiffweer Gentlemen) and follow me. 


Vnleſſe it be tocome before their.time, BN hy thisit is, to be a peeviſh Girle, 


So muctr they ſpur their expedition, 111 -* | That flies her fortune where it followes her : 
See where ſhe comes: Lady a happy.evening;: .- _ Ile after; more to be reveng'd on Eg/amoare,] 
| &#l. Amen, Amen': 896 ON 2535.7 Eglamonre) . | Thenfor the love of reck-leſſe Silvia. 
| Ourat the Poſterneby tlic Abbey wall 5 | Pro.. And I will follow, more for S544 love 
I feare Tam attended by {ome Spies. | .': 1,1 | Then hate of Eg/amonre that goes with her. 
\ Eql. Fearenot : the Forreſt 15.not three leagues off, Iz. And I will follow, more to croſſe that love . 
| If we recover that, weare ſure-enough, Exennt. | Then hate for Si/via, that is gone for love. Exennt. 
'Þ- EC —————————————— —_— | 
-- Stwena Secunda, SeanaTertia. 
EF £2: 12:9 A T4 [38 go | {:* $2 D ; :% pk 
EmerThurio, Prothens, Inlia, Duke. Silva, Ont-lawes. 


Th. Sir P rotheus, what ſayes Silvia tomy ſuit?,  ®T- Oxt. Come, come be patient ; 


—— 


— —> 
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We muſt bring you to our Captaine. 
Sil. Athouſand more miſchances then this one 
Have learn'd me how to brooke thispatiently. 
2 Ont. Come,bring her away. ' 
' 1 Ont, Where is the Gentleman that was with her. 
_ , 3 Our. Beipg nimble footed, he hath out-run us. 
But oyſes and Valerixs follow him : 
Gor thou with her to the Weſt end of the Wood, _ 
There is our Captaine : wee'll follow him thats fled, 
The thicket is beſet, he cannot ſcape. 5M 
1 O#t. Come, 1 muſt bring you to our Captaines Cave, 
Fearenot : he beares an honourable mind, 
And will not viſe a woman lawleſly. 
Sil. O Uatentine ; this I endure for thee , 


Si. 


Exennt. 


— 


Scena (luarta, 


— 


Enter Valentine, Protheas, Silvia, Inlia,Dukg;Thurio, 
Out-lawes, | 
Val. How uſe doth breed a habite in a man ? 
This ſhadowy Defart,unfrequented woods, - 
Ibetter brooke then flouriſhing peopledrownes ; 
HerecanT fit alone,un-ſeene of any, 
Andtothe Nightingales complaining Notes ; 
Tune my diſtrefles,and record my woes. 
O thou that doſt inhabit in my breſt, 
Leave not the Manſion ſolong Tenantlefſe, 
Leſt growing ruinous,the building fall, 
And leave no memory of what it was, 
| Repaire me with thy preſence, Ss{vsa : 
Thou Gentle Nymph,cheriſh thy forlorne Swaine. 
What hallowing,and what itirre isthis to day ? 
{ Theſcare my mates,that make rhcir wils their Law, 
Have ſome unhappy paſſenger in chace ; : 
They love me welt,yet I have much to doe 
To keepe them from unciv1ll outrages, ; 
| Withdraw thee Valemrine : who'sthis comes here? 
Pro. Madam,this ſervice I have done for you, 
(Though you reſpe& not ought yourſervantdoth) 
To hazzard life,and reskew you from him, 
That would have forc'd your honour and your love, 
Vouchſate mc far my meed,but one faire looke : 
( A ſmaller boone than this, I cannot beg, 
And lefle than this,I am ſure you cannot give.) 
Vat. How like a dreame is this ? I ſee and heare ; 
Love,lend me patience to forbeare a while, 
$i]. O miſcrable,unhappy thatI am. *, 
Pro. Vnhappy were you (Madam)ereIcame 7 
| But by my comming,I have made you happy. _- 
Sit. By thy approach thou mak*ſt me moſt unhappy. 
Js. And me,when he approchethto your preſence. 
Sil. Had I beene ſeazed by a hungry Lion, 
I would have beenea breakfaft to the Beaft 
Rather than have falſe Prothems reskew me : 
O heaven be judge bow I love Valentine, 
Whoſelife's as tender to meas my ſoule, 
And full as much ( for more there cannot be) 
I doe deteſt falſe perjur'd Prothems : 
Therefore be gone,ſolicit me nomore. - | 
Pxs, Whar dangerous ation ,ſtood it next to death, 
Would I notundergoe for one calme looke : 
Oh,rtis the curſe in Love,and ſtill approv'd, 


—_— 


dt. a. 


1 


Pro, WhereisthatRing ? Boy ? 


| When womencannot love, wherethey Te belov'd.. © 
Sf. When Prothems cannot love, where he's beloy'd; 
Reade over /xhi«'s heart, (thy firſt beſt Love) 
For whole deare ſake thou id then rend thy faith 
Into athouſand oathes ; and all thoſe oarhes, 
Deſcended into perjury to deceive me, 
Thou haſt no fatth left now,unleſſe theu'dſt two, 
And char's farre worſe thannone : better have none 
Then plurall faith, which is roo much by one: 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend. 
Pro, Inlove, © 
Who reſpects friend? 
S:1, All men bat Prothews, ; 
Pro, Nay,if the gentle ſpirit of moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder forme ; 
Ile move you ikea Souldier,at armesend, 
Andlove you *gainſt the nature of love: force ye. 
Sil. Oh heaven. | 
Pro, Ile force thee yeeld tomy defire. 
Vat. Ruihan,let goe that rude uncivill touch, 
Thou friend of an ill faſhion. 
Pro, Valentine! 
Val. Thou common friend,that's without faith or loye. 
For ſuch is a friend now : Thou treacherous man, 
Thou haſt beguil'd my hopes;nought but mine eye 
Could have perſwaded me : now | dare not ſay 
I have one friend alive ;thou wouldſ diſprove me : 
Who ſhould be rraſted now,when ones right hand 
Is perjured to the boſome? Protbens : 
I am ſorry I muſt never truſt thee more, 
But count the world a ſtranger for thy ſake : 
The private wound is deepeſt : oh time,moſt accurſt ; 
*Mongſt all focs,that a friend ſhould be the worſt? 
Pros. My ſhameand guilt confounds me : 
Forgive me Yalentexe : if hearty ſorrow 
Be a luccient Ranſome for offence, | 
! tender*t heere : I docastrucly ſuffer, 
AsereI did commit. 2 
' Val. Thenlam paid: | 
And once againe,1I doe receivethee honeſt ; 
Who by Repentance is not ſatisfied, 
Isnor of heayeri,nor earth ; for theſe are ous : 
By Penitence th'Eternals wrath's appeas'd : 
And that my love may appeare plaine and free; 
All that was mine, in $5{v54,1 give thee. 
Is, Oh me unhappy. - 
Pro. Looke tothe Boy. 
Ual. Why,Boy ? 29 3 Ae 
Why Wag:how now?what's the matter?looke up: ſpeak. 
1.0 good fir,my Maſter charg'd me to deliver aRing 
to Madam Sz{via; which (out of my negleR) __ __ 
ONCE. + 
1a. Heere'tis :thisis it. 
Pro, How? letme ſee. 
Why this is the Ring 1 gave to la. | 
. In, Oh,cry you mercy fſir,I have miltooke : 


| This is the Ring you ſent to Sz/v5e, 


Pro. But how cam'ſt thou by this Ring ? at my depart 

I gavethisunto Znlie, . 
7z, And 1sli« her ſelfe did give it me, 

And lis her ſelfe hath brought it bither. 

Pro, How? Inte? £ : 

1. Behold her that gave ayme to allthy oathes, 
And entertaifid *en deepely in her heart. _ 
How oft haſtthou with perjury cleft the roote ? 
Oh Prothexslet this habit _ thee bluſh. 


lo 


— — 


[ 


heed 


Fad . And I mine. 


+ Thetwo (entlemen of Verona. 


| Bethouaſham'd chat 1 have tooke tpon ME, 
Such an ummodeſt rayment ; if ſhamelive 


Ina diſgmle of love? | 


It is the iefler blot modeſty findes, 

Women to change their ſhapes,than men their mindes. 
Pro. Than men their minds? tis true, oh heautn, were 

Man but conſtant,he were perfe ; that one errour 


| Fils bim with faults: makes himrun through all th'ſins; 


Inconſtancy fals off ere it begins: 
What is in S:/via's face,but I may ſpie 


| More freſh in 1#/4's,with a conſtant eye ? 
| Val. Comez6ome : a hand from either : - 


Ler me ve bleſt to make this happy cloſe : | 
Twere pitty two ſuch friends ſhould belong foes: 
Pro, Beare witneſſe 


Ont-l. Aprize,aprize,a prize. 


Your Grace is welcome to a man diſgrac'd, 


F> ar Graces bone I ay : It is my Lord the Dake; 
' Baniſhed Valenti 


Dake. Sir Vatentiie ? 
The. Yonder is Silvia : and Silvia's mine. 
Val. Thwriogive backez or elſe imbrace thy death : 
Come not within the meaſure of my wrath : 
Doe not name Si/via thine : if once againe, 
Uerons ſhall not hold thee ; here ſhe ftands, 
Take bur poſſeſſion of her,with a Touch : 
I dare thee,but to breathe vypon my Love. 
' Thar. Six Valentine, I carenot for her,] : 


1 I hold him but a foole that will endanger 


His body,for a Girle that loves him no : - 

I claime her not,and therefore ſhe is thine. 
Duke. The more degenerateand baſeart thou 

To make ſuch meanes for her as thou haſt done, 

Andleave her on ſuch flight conditions. 


(hcaven) I have my wiſh for ever. | 


| 


_—_ 


| Inow beſeech you(for your Laughters ſake ) 


| And let them be recall'd from their exile : 


| And fit for.great imployment (worthy Lord.) 


Diſpoſe of them, as thou knowſt theirdeſerts. 


Now,by the honour of my Anceſtry, 
I doe applaud thy ſpirit, Valentine, | 
And thinke thee worthy of an Emprefſe love : 
Know then,I here forget all former gricfes, 
Cancell all grudge,repeale thee home againe, 
Pleada new ſtate inthy arrival'd merit, 
To which I thus ſubſcribe : Sir Valentine, 
Thou art a Gcntleman,and well deriv'd, 
Take thou thy S:/via,for thou haſt deſerv'd her. vs 
Jal. Ithanke your Grace,the gift hath made mo q- 
y: 
To grant one Boone that I ſhall aske of you. y 
» Dake. Igrant it (forthine owne)whatere it be, 
Val Thelc baniſh'd men,that ] have kepr withall, 
Are men endu'd with worthy qualities : 
Forgive them what they have committed here 


ed 


They are reform'd ,civill,full of good, 
Dake. Thou haſt prevai'ld,I pardonthem and thee : 


Come,let us goe,we will include all jarres, 
With Triumphes, Mirth,and all ſolemnity. 

Val. Andas we walkealong,I dare be bold 
With our diſcourſe,to make yonr Grace toſmitle. 
W hat thinke you of this Page(my Lord ? ) 4 

Dake. I thinke the Boy hath grace in him, he bluſhes. 

Val. 1 warrant you (my Lord)more grace then Boy. 

Dake. W hat meane you by that ſaying ? 

Val. Pleaſe you,lle tell you as we paſſe along, 

That you will wonder what hath fortuned,: 

Come Prothere,tis your pennance but to {Ware 

The ſtory of your Lovesdiſcovered. 
That done,our day of marriage ſhall be yours, . 
One feaſt,one houſe,one mutuall happinefles 


Exeunt. 


P—_ 


 Namesof the eAttors. 


Dake : Father to Silvia, 
Valentine. 
Prothens. ' 
Anthonio : father to Protheus. 
 Thario @ fooliſh riva ll to Valentine. 


Cthe two Gentlew:#., 


Eglamonre, Agent for Silvia in her eſcape, 
Hoſt ,where Inlia loages. 

Ont-laweswith Valentine. 

Speed a clowniſh ſervant toP alentine, 
Launce,the like to Protheus. 

Panthion, ſervant to Antonio. 

Talia beloved of Prothegs. 

Silvia beloved of Valentine. 

Lacetta zwaiting-woman to Tul;a, 
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eAthus Primus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Inftice Shallow, Slender, Sw Hugh Evans, Maſter 
Page, Falft aſſe,Bardolph, Nym, Piftoll,, Anne Page, Mt- 
freſſe Ford, HMiſtreſſe Page,Swmple, | 

S 


allow, 


8289p Ir Hugh,perſwade me not : I will make a Star- 
AS 3 Chamber matter of ir, if hee were twenty Sir 
EIB) "3 Jobs Falftaffes,he ſhall not abuſe Robert Shallow, 
PT Eſquire. : (Coram. 

Sls. In the County of GloceFer, Tuſtice of Peace and 

Shal. 1(Coſen Slender)and ('»ſt-alorum. 

Slen., land Rato-forumtoo ; and a Gentleman borne 
(Maſter Parſon) who writes himſclfe 2-4rmigero, many 
Bill, Warrant,Qaittance,or Obligation,e4rmzgero, 

Shal. I that I doe,and have done any time theſe three 
hundred yeeres. : < 

Sles. All his tucceſſors ( gone before him)hath don't : 
and all his Ancettors ( that come after him) may : they 
may g1ve the dozen white Luces in their Coat. 

Shal. Itis an old Coar, 

Evans, The dozen white Lowſes doe become an old 
Coat well: it agrees well peſiant: Ir isa familiar beaft to 
mai,and fiznines Love. | 

Shal. The Luce is the freſh-fiſh, the falt-fiſh, 1s an old 
Coat. : 

Slen. 1 may quarter(Coz.). 

Shal.. You may,by marrying. | | 

Evans. It is marrying indeed if he quarter it. 

Shal. Nota whit. | 

Fvans. Yes per-lady : if he hasa quarter of your Coar, 
there is but three skirts for your ſclte , in my timplecon- 
jecures ; but that js all one: 1f Sir John FalStaffe have 
committed diſparagements unto you,T am of the Church 
and will be glad to doe my benevolence, to make attone- 
mentsand compremiſes betweene yous 

Shal. The Councell ſhall heare :t,it is a Riot. 

Evan,Ic isnot meet the Councell heare of a Ryot:there 
isno feare of Got in a Ryot : The Councell ( looke you ) 
ſhall deſire to heare the fcare of Got , and not to heare a 
Riot : take you viza-ments in that. 

Shat. Ha ;o' my life, 1fI were yong againe, the ſword 
ſhould end it. 

Evans, Itis petter that friends is the ſword,and end it: 
and there isalſo another device in my praine, which per- 
adventure prings good ditcretions with it. There 15s 
anne-Page, which 15 daughter to Maſter T bomas Page, 
which is pretty virginity, 

Slen. Miſtris «Anve Page ? ſhe has browne haire, and 
ſpeakeslike a woman. 


\ 


=) 


| 


| 
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Evans, It isthat ferry perſon for allthe orld, asjuſt as 
you will deſire,and ſeven hundred pounds of monies, and 
gold, filver,is her Grand-fire upon hisdeaths-bed,(Got 
deliver toa joyfull ReſucrdRions)give,when ſhe is able to 
overtake {eventeene yeeres old. It were a good motion, if 
we leave our pribbles and prabbles, and defire a marriage 
berweene Maſter eAbraham,and Miſtris Anne Page. 

Sin, Did her Grand-fire leave her ſeven hundred 
pound ? 

Evans, I,and her father is make her a petter penny. 

- I know the yong Gentlewoman , ihee has good 
gifts. | 

=_ Seven hundred pounds, and poſlibilitic is goot 
gifts. | 

Sha!. Welt us ſee honeſt M*,Pag*':is Falftaffe there? 

Evas. Shall tell you alye? Idoe deſpiſea lyer , asI 
doe deſpiſe one that is falſe,or as I deſpiſe one that is not 
true : the Knight Sir /ohn is there, ard I beſcech you bee 
ruled by your well-willers : I will peatthe doore for MF. 
Page. What hoa? Got blefſe your houſc here. 

Af ,Page. Who's there ? 

Evans. Here is got's pleſſing and your friend, and Tu- 
ſtice Shallow,and here's yong Maſter Slender : that perad- 
ventures ſhall tell you another tale , it matters grow to 
your likings, 

1. Page. Tam glad to ſee your Worthips well: I 
thanke you for my Ven:ſon, Maſter Shallow. 

Sh, Matter Page, lam glad to ſce you : much good 
doe it your good heart : I wiſh'd your Veniſon better, it 
WAS 11] k:11d:how doth good miſtrefle Page ?and I thank 
you alyayes with my heart,la ; with my heart. 

A1. Page. Sir,l thanke yon. 

Shal. Sir,l thanke you : by yea and no I doe. 

A4.Page. Tam glad to fee you good Maſter Slender. 

Sn. How do's your fallow Greyhound, Sir, I heard 
ſay he was out-run on Cotſale, | 

MPa. Itcould nor be judg'd fir. 

Slen, You'!l not confeſſe,yuu'll not confeſſe. | 

Shal.. Thathe will not, 'tis your fault,*ris your fault : 
"tis a good dogge. 

M.Page. A Cur fir. 

Shel. Sir,hee's a good Dog, and a faire Dog, can there 
be more ſaid? he is good, and faire. Is Sir ſobn Faſftaffe 
here ? | 

AL. Page. Sir,he is within: and I would I conld doe a 
loſſy! orice betweene you. 

Evan. It is ſpoke as a Chriſtians ought to ſpeake. 

Sh+{ He hath wrong'd me(Maſter Page.) 

M.Page. Sir,he doth in lome fort conteſle it, 

ÞD 2 
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Shad. | 


_ 


| nally)mine Hoft of the Gater. 


, and ſcum thoulyeſt, 


me drunke, yet I am not altogether an Afe; 


EPI art i eo Ie ee, 
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Sha. 1fit be confeſſed, it is not redreſſed; is not that 
ſo (M.Page?) he hath wrang'd me, indeed he hath, ar a 
word he hath ; beleeve me,Kobers Shallow Eſquire , faith 
he is wrang'd. 

| Ma. Pa. Here comes Sir Toby, N 

Fal. Now ,Maſter Shallow,you'll complaine of mee to 
the King ? INT 

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, kill'd my 
Deere,and bruke open my Lodge. | 

Fal. But not kiſs'd yout Keepers Daughter ? 

Shal. Tutapin : this ſhall be anſwer'd. 

Fal, I will anſwer it ſtrait, I havedone all this : 
That is now anſwer'd. 'F. 
Shal. The Councell ſhall know this. : 
 _ Fal.' *Twerebetter for you ifit were knowne 1n coun- 
cell : you'll belaugh'd ar. 

Evans. Panca verba; (Sir John)gogd worts. 

. -Fal. Good worts? good Cabidge Slender, IT broke 
your head : what matter have you againſt me? 

Sten. Marry fir,l have matter inmy head againſt you, 
and againſt your Cony-catching Raſcals, Bardolph, ym, 
and Psftoll, | 

Bar. You Banbury Cheeſe, 

Slem. 1,itis no matter. 

Pit. How now, MephoFtophilus ? 

Sen, T,it is no matter, 

a Slice, ſay;panca,paxcs : Slice, that's my humor. 

Slen, Where's Simple my man ?. can youtell, Coſen? 

Evans. Peace I pray you : now let usunderſtand ;there 

Is three Vmpires in this matter, as T underſtand; that is, 
Maſter Page ( fidelicet Maſter Page)and there is my ſelfe, 
(fidelicet my ſelf )and the three party is ( laftly , and fi- 


M.Pa. Wethree to heare it, andend it between them. 

' Evan. Ferry geo't, I will make a priefeof it in my 

Note-booke,and we wilafterwardsorke upon the cauſe, 
with as great diſcreetly as we can, 

Fal. Piftoll. 

Pift. He heares with cares. 

Eva», The Tevilland his Tam, what phraſe is this, 
he heares with care 2? why it is affeQations. 

Fal. Piftgl,did you picke M.Slenderspurſe ? 

Slen. T,by theſe glovesdid hee,or I woukl I might ne- 
ver come 1n mine owne great chamber againe cle, of 
ſcavengroates in Mill-fixpences,and two Edward Shovel- 
boords,that coſt me two ſhilling and twopence a peecc, 
of Tead Mitte : by theſe glones. | 

Fal. 1s this true Ps#foll ? 

' Evan. No,it is falſe, if it isa pickepurſe. ; 
Pift. Ha, thou Mountaine Forreiner ; Sir Johr, an 
Maſter mine , I combat challenge of this Latine Bilboe : 
word of denyall in thy /ahras here; word of deniall, froth, 


S$len. By theſe gloves,then *cwas he. 
 Njm, Beavis'd fir, andpaſſe good humours :; I will 
fay marry trap with you,if yourunvethe nut-hookes hu- 
mour on me,that is the very note of it. _ 

Slex, By this Hat, then he inthe red face had it : for 
though Icannot remember whar I did when you made 


_  Fal. What ſay you Scarlet and John? 

. Bar. Why fir ( for my part) Ifay the Gentleman had 

drunke himſelfe out of his five ſentences. 

 Evang. Tt is his five ſenſes : fic,whatthe ignorance is. 
Bar. And being fap,ſir,was(asthey fay)caſheer'd : and 


| queſt( Coſen)in any reaſon, 


rn ann 


| Slen. I, you ſpake in Latine thento :: but 'tis no mat=- 
ter; Ile nere bedrunke whilſtI liveagaine,bur in honeſt, 
civill,godly companyForthis tricke: if 1bedrunke, Ile 
be drupke with thoth that have the feare of God, and not 
with drunken knaves. 
| Eva, Sogot-udge mexthat is a vertuous mind, 
you heare it. : " . 
HM", Paze, Nay daughter , carrythe Wine in, wwee'll 
drinke within. © © SS 
Skew. Oh heaven : This is Miſtris Anne Page. 
A,Page, How now Miltris Ford ?. 
Fal. Miſtris Ford,by my troth you are very well met: 
by your leayegood Miltris. 
A, Page. Wite,bid theſe Gentlemen welcome:come, 


men,I hope we ſhall drinke downe all unkindnefſe, _ 

S len. T hadd rather then forty ſhillings I had my booke 
of Songs and Sonnets here : How now Simple, where 
have you beene ? I muſt waite on my ſelfe, muſt I? you 
have not the booke of Riddles about you, have you ? 

Sim. Booke of Riddles, why did you not lend it to 
Alice Short-cake upon Alballowmas laſt,afortnightafore 
Michaelmas. , 

Shal, Come Coz,come,Coz,we ſtay for you't a word 
with you Coz : marry this,Coz : there is as 'twere aten- 
der,a kinde of tender, mide a farre off by Sir Hwgh here : 
doe you underſtand me ? 

Slen, I Sir,you ſhall finde me reaſcnable; if it be ſo 
I ſhall doe that that is reaſon, | 

Shal, Nay,but underſtand me. 

Slew. So I doe Sir, | 

Evan, Give care te his motions ; (M Slender) I will 
deſcription the matter to you,if you be capacity ofir. 


pray you pardon mezhe's a Iuſtice of Peace in his Coun- 
try,{implc though I ſtand here. 
Evan, But that is not the queſtion : the queſtion is 
Concerning your marriage. 
Shal. I,there's the pcint Sir. 
Evan Marry is it; the very point ofit,to M.e-fn.P age. 
Stn, Why if itbe ſo; I will marry berupon any rea- 
{onable demands. 

Eva, But can you affeRion the '0-man,letus command 
to know that of your mouth,or of your lips : for divers 
Philoſophers hotd,thar the lipsis parcell of the mouth: 
—_ preciſely,can you marry your good will to the 
maid ? 6s 

$hal.Coſen Abraham Slnder,can yonlove her ? 
Slex..] hope fir,I will doe as it ſhall become one that 
would dee reaſon G5, | 

Evan,Nay,got's Lords and his Ladies, you muſt ſpeak 
poſſitable,if you can carry-her your deſires towards her. . 
, Shat, That you muſt : | 
Will you(vpon good dowry) marry her? 

Slen, 1 will doea greater thing thenthar,upon your re- 


Shal.Nay,conceive me,conceive me, (ſweet Coz:)what 
Idoe is topleaſure you(Coz)can you love the Maide ? 

Slen, I will marry her (Sir) at your requeſt; bur if 
there benno great love inthe beginning , yer Heaven may 
decreaſe it upon better acquaintance, when we are mar. 
rycd, and bave more occaſion to know one another : I 
hope upon familiarity will grow more content : bur if 
you ſay marry-her', I will marry her, thatI am-frecly 


| ſo concluſions paſt the Car-eires. 


A 4. 


= 


| diffolved,anddiſfolutely. 


Fal. You heare all theſe matters deny'd , Gentlemen 


we havea hot Veniſon Paſty to dinner ; Come gentle-: 


| 


Sln. Nay,I will doe as my Colen Shallow ayes; I | 


—_— 


— 


£van. It | 


— 


Lend 
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—_——_ 


———_ 


Al 


Eves. It 15a ferry diſcretion anſwer : ſave the fall isin 
the ord,diffolutely: the ort is(according to our meaning) 
reſolutely : his meaning is good, 

$h. Ii thinke my Cofen meant well. 

SI. I,orelſe [ would I might behang'(la.) 

$h.: Here comes faire Miltris Anze;z would I were 
yong for your tfake,Miſtris 4nne. 
your Worthips company. | 

$6, I will waite on him,(faire Miftris Hwve.) (Grace, 

Evan, Od'splefled will ; I will not be abſence ar rhe 

e-Fs. Wil't pleaſe your Worſhip te come in, Sir ? 

$1, No,1{thanke you forſoorh, heartily;L am very well. 

An. The dinner attends you fir. 

S1. I am not a-hungry, Ithanke you, forſooth: 'goe 
Sirrha,for all youare my man , goe wait upon my Coſen 
Shallow : a Tafſtice of Peace ſometime may be beholding 
to his friend fora man z I keepe bur three merr anda Boy 
yet,tili my Mother be dead ; bur what though, yet I live 
a poore Gentleman borne. | 

Av. '| may notgoe in without your Worſhip : they 
will not fitrill you come. | 

$(. Tfaith, lie eate nothing : I thanke youas much as 
though I did. 

An. 1 pray you (ir walke in. 

S7. I had rather walke here ( I thanke you ) I bruiz'd 
my ſhin th'other day, with playingat Sword and Lagg-r 
with a Maſter of Fence (three veneys for a dith of it-w'd 
Prunes)and by my troth, I cannot abide the ſmell of hot 
meate ſince. Why doe your dogs barke ſo? be there 
Beares ith* Towne ? | 

An. I thinke there are,Sir,T heard them talk'd of. 


England: you are afraid if you ice the Beare 
looſe,are you not ? $2] | 
eAn, indeed Sir. | 
S/. That's mear and drinke to me now : I have ſeene 
Sackerſon looſe,twenty times,and have taken him by the 
Chaine : bur (1 warrant you) the women have ſo cride 


abide*em, they are very ill-favour'd rough things, 
Aa. Pa.Come gentle M. Slender,come:we ſtay for you. 
'$/, Ile cat nothing, I thanke you fir. 


Come,come. 
SI. Nay,pray you lead the way. 
Aa.Pa. Come onSir. 
Sl. Miſtris A»ne,your ſelfe ſhall goe firlt. 
An. Not I Sir,pray you keepe on. 
SI. Truely 1 will not goe firlt-; trucly-la : I' wall not 
doe youthat wrong. | = 
An. 1 pray you Sir. | 
SI. He rather be unmannerly then troubleſome : you 
doe your ſelfe wrong indeed-las 62 Exment, 


——_—— 


—— 
—_ — 


Scena Secunda. 


IIS 


—— 


e Enter Evans and Simple. 
 Evan,Goeyour waycs and aske of Doftor (ai houſe, 


ry 


| which is in the manner of his Nurſe; or his dry-Nurſezor | 
his Cooke;or his Laundry;his Waſher,and his Ringer, 


| Sim. WellSir, 


e-Fs. Thedinneris on the Table, my Father deſires: 


Ma.Pa. By cocke and pye you ſhall not chooſe Sir t | 


| which is the way ; andtheredwels oneMiſtris Quieh/y, 


$1.1 love the ſport well, but I ſhal asfoon quarrell at it, | 
| as any man in 


and ſhrekt art it, that it paſt : But women indeed cannot 


| 


| 


, Evens.Nay,itispetter yet : give her thisletter ;for it is 
a oman that altegethers acquaintance with Mifiris e-/vne 
Page ; andthe Letter is to defire, 'and require her toſoli- . 
cite your Maſters deſires, to Miſtris e Luxe Page : I pray | 
you be gone-: I will make an end of wy dinner ; there's 


Pippins and Cheeſe to come. Exeunt. 
Scena T ertia, 
Enter Falltafſe, Hoft,Bardilfe, Nyw,Piftol,Page, 


Fal. Mine Hoſt of the Garter ? 
Ho, W hac fayes my Bully Rooke? ſpeake Schollerly, 
and wiſely, 
Fal, Tively mine Hoſt ;'I:muſt turne away ſome- of 
my followers. - AN: 
He, Diſcard, (Bully Hercule:)caſheere;let them wag ; 
trot rot. | 
Fal. I fitat ten poundsa weeke, ' .. BEES 
Ho. Thou'rt an Emperour ({ «ſar, Kei{ar and Pheazar) 
I will entertaine Brdofft : he'will draw, he will tap , ſaid 
I we'l( Bully Hefor?) 
. Fa. Dae of mine HofF.) Ty 

Ho. 1 have ſpoke,let him follow: let me ſee thee froth; 
and live: Lam at a word : follow. 

Fa. Bardoffe follow him,a T apſter is a good trade : an 
old Cloake makes a new Ierkin ; a wither'd Secvingman, 
a freſh Tapiter,goe,adicu. 

Ba, Ic1s a lite thatI havedeſir'd : I will thrive. 

Ps. O bale hungarian wight : wilt Þ the Spigot-weild. 

N«.He was gotten in drink:is not the humor coceited. 

Fa. 1 am glad Iamfo acquit of this Tindetbox :- his 
Thefts were too open: his filching was like an'unskilfull | 
Singer,be kept not tune, | 

N+. The good humour is to ſteale at a minutesreſt, | 

P:ft, Convey,the wile ic call : Steale? foh : a fico for | 
the phraſe. | it 

Fa. Well ſirs,I am almoſt out at heeles. | 

Pe, Why then let Kibes enſue. | 

Fal. There is no remedy: I muſt conicatch,I mult ſhift. | 

Pit. Yong Ravens mult have food. 

Fal. Which of you know Ferdof this Towne? 

Pift. 1 ken the Wight he is of ſubſtance good. . 

Fal. My honeſt Lads,I willte!l you what am about. 

' P#f, Two yards and more. | ed] 

Fal. Noquips now Piftel: (Indeed I am in the Waſte | 
two yards about : butT am now about no waſte : lam 
about thrift)briefely : I doe meane to make love to Fords | 
wife :1 ſpie entertainment in her : thee diſcoartes :- ſhe | 
carves : ſhe gives the lecreof invitation ; I canconſtrue | 
the action NEE 0 ear a 
behavior(to be engliſh rightly )is; 1 am 'F 1 
1 _ He harh odied her will;and tranſlated her will ; 

Pro Pars, : wil that humour paſſe? 

Fa!, Now,the report goes,ſhe hisalt the rule of hex 

husbands Parſe; :he*harhaflegenid of Angels, | -» © 
"_ As minydivelsentertaine :and to her Boy ſay]. | 

_ Ne. The itisgood: hamor me the angels. 
Fal. Thave writ nichere alctter to ber:and hereano- | 


ther ro: Pages wite; * who even now gave:me good eyes 
roo; examind:iny/parts with moſt judicious lads: ſome- 


rimes rhe: beanie of her view, guided my four ; fome- 


" _ Y i. 


times my portly belly. 
B36 D 3 Pit. 


—_— 


"Ie 


| rhe houſe : here will be an old 


| ſomething 


wy 


£ ; The merry WWives of Vindfor. 


_—_ B+ 


| 748. Thendidthe Sun on dung-hill ſhine. 


Ni. Ithanke thee for that humour. _ . 

Fal. O ſhe did fo courſe o're my exteriors with ſuch 
a greedy intention, that the appetite of her cye, did ſeeme 
to ſcorch meup like a burning-glafſe : here's anvuther 


in Guiana: all gold and bounty : I will bee Cheators to 
them both, and they ſhall be Exchequers to mee : they 
ſhall be my Eaft and Weſt Indies , and I will trade to 


them both : Goe,beare thou thisletter to Miſtris Page ; 


and thou thisto Miſtris Ford: wee will thrive( Lads)wee 


1 willthrive. 


Pi. Shall I Sir Pandarme of Troy become, 
And by my fide weare Steele? then Lwcifer take all. 
A. I will runno baſe humour : here take the humour- 
Letter ; 1 will the haviour of reputation. 
| Fal. Hold Sirrha,beare you theſe Lerterscightly, 
Saile ike my Pinnaſſe ro theſe golden ſhores. 


1] Rogues, hence,avaunt,vaniſh like haile-{tones ; goe, 
| 3g plod away oth'hoofe,ſeeke ſhelter,packe : 


Falftaffe will learne the honour of the age, 5 
French-thrift,you Rogues, my ſelfe,:nd skirted Page. 
-- Pjſt. Let Vultures gripe thy guts ; for gourd , and 
Fullam holds:& high and Jow beguiles rherich & poore, 
Teſter Tie have in Pouch whenthou ſhaltlacke, 
Baſe Phrygian Turke. 
Ni. I have operations, 


1 Which be humours of revenge. 


- Paſt. Wilt thou revenge? 
Ni. By Welkin, and her Starre. 
Piff. With wit,or ſtcele? 

- Ni. With both the humonrs,IT: 

I will diſcuſſethe humour of this Love to Ford. 
Pi. And Ito Page ſhall cke unfold 

How Faiſtaffie (Valet vile) | 

His Dove will prove ; his gold will hold, 


| And his ſoft couch defile. 


Nj. My bumour ſhall not coole : I will incenſe Ford 
rodeale with poyſon : 1 will poſſefſe him with yellow- 


4 nefle,for the revolt of mine is dangerous : that is my true 


humonr. : 
Pi#. Thouart the Mars of Male-contents: I 


thee : troope on, 


ſecond 
Exennt. 


es ———. 


Scena Quarta. 


- Enter Miſtris Quickly Simple, Jobs Rugby, Dottor 
: . Catm, Fenton, ; 

'Q#. What, John Ragby,; I pray thee goe to the Caſe- 
ment, and ſee if youlian ce _ Maſter, Maſter Door - 

(ms comming : ifhedoe ( T faith and finde any body in 
abuſing of Gods patience, - 
' Rw. He goc watch. — » | 
Qs. Goe,and we'll have a Poflet for't ſoone at- night, 
wy 7-097 neaAave 07 rr cone in houſe 
-withall : and L warrant you, notell-tale , nor no breed- 
bate : his wor{tfaultis, that he is givento prayer ; heis 
peeviſh that way: but no body but has his 
Faulr': but ler 


Fa 


letter to her : She beares the Purſe too : She isa Region - 


-(in faith) atthe latter end of aSea-coale-fire :: An honeſt, * 


that paiſc. Peter Simple, you ſay your 


__——_. 


$5. I,for fault of a berter; 
Qs. And Maſter S/exder's your Maſter ? 
Ss. I for ſooth. p—— 
Qs. Doe's he hot weate a great round Beard, like a 
Gloverspairing-knife > | | | 
$5. No forſooth : he hath but a little wee-face ;. with 
a listle yellow Beard ; a Caine-colour'd Beard. 
Qs. A ſofily-ſprighted man,is he not ? 
$5. 1 forſooth : buthe is as tall a man of his hands, as 
any is betweene this and his head ; he hath fought with a 
Warrener: . 
Qs. How fay you : oh,I ſhould remember him :doe's 
he not hold np his head(as it were? )and ſtrut 1n his gate? 
$i, Yes indeed doe's he. 


Qz. Well, heaven ſend Anze Page no worle fortune: | 
Tell Maſter Parſon Evens,T will doe what I can for your | 


Maſter :.4»veisa good giile,and I wiſhe=—— 

Re. ' Outalas; here comes my Maſter. 

' Q#. We ſhallall be ſhent: Run in here , good yong 
man : goc into this Clofſet : he will not ſtay long : what 
Tobn Rugby 
quire for my Maſter , I doubt he be not well , that hee 
comes not home : (axd downe,downe Adowne'a, fc.) | 

{#. Vat is you fing? I doe not hike des-toyes : pray 
you goe and vetch me in my Cloſſer, -unboyteene verd ; 
a Box,a greene-a-Box 3 do intend vat I ſpeake? a greene- 
a-Box« 

Qz. Iforfooth ile fetch it you : pj | 
Iam glad he went not in himſelfe : if he had fonnd the 
yong man,he would have beene horne mad. 


Ca. Fofe fe fe moi fort fait for chando , Ie wan voi ale | 


Comrt la grand afſaires. | 
Os. ls it this Sir? 
Ca. Ony,mette le an mon pocket ,de-peech quickly - 


Vere 1sdar knave Rugby ? 


Qs. What John Rugby, John ? 

Rs. Here ſir. 

Cs. You are John Rugby, and you Ire lacks Rugby : 
C——_ a-your Rapicr,and come after my heck to the 

ourt. FR 

Rs. *Tis ready fir,here in the Porch. | 

(4. By my trot I tarry too long : od's-me : que ay 5c 
oublie : dere is ſome Simples in my Cloflct, dat I will not 
forthe varld I ſhall leave behind. | 

Qs. Ay-me, he'll find the yong man there,and be mad. 

(4. O Diable,Diable : vat is 1n my Cloflet? - 
VHlanie,La-roone : Rugby,my Rapicr, 

Qs. Good Maſter be content, 

Ca, Whercfore ſhould I be content-a ? 

Qs. The yong man is an honeſt man, 

(«- What ſhall de honeſt man doin my Clofſet : dere 
1s no honeſt man dat ſhall come in my cloſſer. 

Qs. I beſceth you be not ſ@ flegmaticke: heare the 
truth of it. He came of an errand to mee from Par/on 
Huob. | 

4 &s Vell. , 

Si. I forſooth,to deſire her t0-—— 

Qs. Peace,I pray you. 
Ca. Peace-a-your-tongue : ſpeake-a-your Tale. 
$5, To deſire this honeſt Gemtlewoman«( your Maid) 
toſpeakea good word to Miſtris Anve Page, for my Ma- 
erinthe way of pra oh | | 
_ Qs. This is all indeed-la: 
inthe fire,and necdnor, | 


VS 


_— 


Ca. Sir Hugh ſend-a-you? Rugly , ballow mee ſome | 


Paper  tarry youa littell-a-while. _ | 


n—_ 


—_— 


_ 


a 2 


V Las a. 4 _— 


? John: what Johnl ſay? goc Jobn, goc cn-| 


| 


bur-ile nere put my finger | 


eee 
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.9s;, Iamgladheis ſoquiet : if he had been through- | 
ly moyed, you ſhould have heard him ſo loud,and ſo me- 
lancholly : but notwirhſtanding man , Ile doe for your 
Maſter what good I can :andthe very yea, and theno 15, 
the Erench DoRtor my Maſter, (I may calt-him my Ma- 
ſter, looke you, for I keepe his houſe ; and I waſh, ring, 
brew, bake,{cowre,drefle meatand drinke,make the beds, 
and doe all my ſclfe.) | | 
Ko 'Tis a great charge to come under one bodies 

Q#j. Are you a-vis'd o'that? you ſhall find it a great 
charge : and tobe up early,and downe late: but notwith-. 
ſtanding,(to tell you in your care,I would have no words 
of it) my Maſter himiclfe is in love with Miſtris e-Z-ne 
Page: butnotwithſtanding that I know Ans mind,that's 
neither heere nor there. | | | 

C45." You, Iack'Nape : givie-'athis Letter to Sir Hugh, 
by gar itisa ſhallenge : I will cut his troat in de Parke, 
and I will-teach a ſcurvy Iack- a-nape Prieſt ro meddle;or 
make : —you may be gon : it 15 not good you tarry here: 
by garT will cat all his two ſtones: by gar , hee ſhall 
not havea ſtone totrow at his dogge, 

xi. Alas : he ſpeakes bur for hisfriend. 

Cas, It is no matter'a ver dat : doe not you tell-a-me 
dat I ſhall have «4nne Page for my ſclfe ? by gar, I' vill 
killde Iack-Prieſt : and I have appointed mine Hoſt of 
de [artcer to meaſure our weapon: by gar,I will my ſelfe 
have Anne Pages 

2. Sir, the maid loves you, andall ſhall be well: We 
mult give folkes leave to prate : what the good-jers 

Cas. Rugby, come to the Court with me : by gar, if 
I have not Axze Page, I ſhall turne your head out of my 
dore : follow my Files Anghy. 

2#i. You ſhall have e-F-tooles head of your ewne : 
No, know As mind for that : never a woman in #ind- 
ſor knowes more of Ans mind then I doe, nor can doe 
| morethen Idoe with her, Ithanke heaven. 

Fenton. W ho's within there, hoa ? . 

Dani. Who'sthere, Itroa > Come necre the houſe I 
pray yOu. . 

Fen. How now (good woman) how doft thou ? 
| 2s. Thebetterthat it pleaſes your good Worſhip 

toaske ? 

Fen. What newes ? how do's pretty Miſtris Anne ? 

9%, In truth Sir, and ſhe is pretty, and horicft, and 

| gentle, and one thar is your friend,l can tell you that by 
the way, I praife heaven forit, +» 

Fer. Shall I do any good rhinkſt thou?ſhall I not looſe 
my ſuit? - t 

Oui Troth Sir, all is in his hands above : but not- 
withſtanding (Maiter Fenton) Ile be ſworne on a booke 
ſhee loves you : have not your Worſhip a wart above 
your eye ? 

Fen, Yes marry have I, what of that? 

#5. Well, thereby hangs a tale : good faith,it is ſuch 
another Nan; (but (1 deteſt) an honeſt maid as. ever 
broke bread : we had an houres talke of that wart; T 
ſhall never laugh but in that maids company : bur. (in- 
deed) ſhe is given too much to Allicholy and mufing, 

for you ——well—goeto—r— 
' Fen. Well : I ſhall ſee her to day: hold, there's mo- 
ney for thee : Let me have.thy voyce in my .behalfe : if 
thou ſeeſt her before me, commend me,— 


your Worſhip more of the Warr, the next' time we have 
confidence, and of other wooers. | | 


 ticle of thy Gentty. 


9%. Will 1? Ifaich that we will: And I will tell | 


——_—_— >_> _ A 


_ me 


Fen, Well, farewell, I'am in great haſte now. 


Q#:. Farewell to your Worſhip : truely an honeſt Gen- 
tleman : but e-Hee loves him not : for T know - «(ns | 
minge as wellas another do's: out upon't + whathave 1. 


forgot? | 
Exit. 


eAus ſecundus : Scena Primas 


— 


Enter Miſtris Page, Miſtris Ford, Maſter Page, Maſter 
Ford, tiitoll, Nim, Quickly, Hof, Shallow. 


CHEF. Page. What, havel ſcap'd Love-letters.in the 
holly-day-time of my beguty, and am I now a ſubje& for 
them ? let me ſee? 


eAshe me no reaſon why I love yow,for though love aſe red- | 
ſon for his precifian, he admits him not for hus ( ounſailonr : | 


Jou are wt youg, no more am T1: goe tothen, there's ſmpathy : 
you are merry, ſoam | : ha, ha, then there's more 6 : 
Jou love Sacke and ſo doe [: would your deſire better ſimpathy ? 
Let it ſuffice thee (Miftris Page) at the leaſt if the Love. of 
Sonlazer can ſuffice, that I love thee ;, I will not ſay prity me, 
"tis not 4 Sowldier-like phraſe ; but 1 ſay; love me : | 
By me, thine owne true Kmyght, by day or night ; 
Or any kind of light, with all bia might, 
For thee to fight. lohs Falftaſe. 


What a Herodof Imry is this? O wicked,wickgd world: 


One that is well-nye worne to peeces with age 
To ſhow himſelfe a yong Gallant ? What an unwayed 


Behaviour hath this Flemiſh drunkard pjckr (with | 


The devils name)out of my converſation, that he dares 
In this manner affay me ? why, he hath'not beene thrice 


In my Company : what ſhould | fay to him ? I was then | 


Frugall of my mirth ; (heaven forgive me: ) why lte 
Exhibit a Bill in the Parliament for the putting downe 
of men : how ſhallI be reveng'd on him? for reveng'd 1 
will be? as ſureas hisgurs are made of puddings. 
: ar 1 Ford. Miftris Page;erult me, | was goingto your 
ON = L 
Mi. Page. And truſt me, I was comming to youzyou 
looke very 1ll. Y-0 
Hiſ. Ford. Nay, llenere belceve that ; I haveto fhew 
to the contrary, Vo 
CW. Page. *Faith but you doe in my mind; - ++ 
IMs. Ford, Well ; 1 doe then : yer ] fay,I could fitw 


you to the contrary : O Miſtris P age, give eie ſome coun» 


faile. 
C15, Page. What's the matter, woman ? TY 
_ Miſe Ford. O woman: if it were not for one trifling re 
ſpeR, I could cometo ſuch honor. _ , . * 
Afiſ. Page. Hang the trifle (woman) take the honor : 
what is it ? diſpence withtrifles : what $f? . 2 
Afiſ. Ford. 1f Fwould but goc to hell ; for ani-eternall 
moment, or ſo : I could be knighted. WY 257] 
HM. Page. What thoulielt 2 Sir e4/ice Ford? thiee 
Knights will hacke, and fo thou ſhouldſi not alter the ar- 
Aiſ. Ford, We burne day-light , heere, read, redd: 


perceive how I might be knighted, 1 ſball thinke: the 


| worſe of fat men, as long as I have aneyeto make diffe.- 
rence of mens liking ;and- yet hee would not ſweate : | 


- 


_ praiſe 


} "REIN 


Ltd 


” bra... 


| 


| 


| 
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praiſe womens modeſty : andgaye ſuch orderly and wel- 
behaved reproofe toall uncomelineſſe, that I would have 
ſwaruc his diſpoſition would have gone to the truth of 
his words; bur they doe no more adhere and keepe place 


] togerher,then the hundred Plaimesto the tune cf Green- 


flieges : Whattempeſt (Itroa) threw this Whale,(with 


{ ſo many Tuns ef oyle in is belly) a'ſhoare at Windſor ? 


How ſhall I be revenged on him ? I thinkethe beſt way 
wereto entertaine him with hope, till the wicked fire of 
luſt have melted him in his owne greace :Did you ever 
heare the like ? 

Miſ. Page. Letter for letter ; but that the name of 
Fage and Fordditfers:tothy great comfort inthis myſtery 
of ul opionions, heer's the twyn-brother of thy Letter : 
butler chine inherit firſt, for | proteſt mine never ſhall : 
I'warranthe hatha thouſand of theſe Letters. , writ with 
blancke-ipacefor different names ( ſue more:) andtheſe 
are ofthe ſecond edition:he will print them out of doubt: 


| for he caresnot what he purs into the prefle, when he 


would put ns two :1 had rather be a Gianteflc, andlye 

under Mount Pelies ; Well , I will find youtwenty lalc1- 

vious Turtles ere one chatic man. 

. Afif.. Ford. Why this is the very ſame: the very hand: 

the very words: whatdoth he rhinke of us ? 
. CMif. Pages: Nay Tknow not : ir makes mealmoſt rea- 

dy-to wrangle with mine owne -honeſty : lie entertaine 


{ my {cifc likeone.that Lam not acquainted withall : for 


ſure unlefſe he know ſome ſtraine 1n me, that I know 
not wy {cife, he would never have boorded me in this 


Ty. 
Mif. Ferd. Boording, call you it? Ile be ſureto keepe 
him E. 

Mif. Page. 'So willI : if he come under my hatches, 


| Hlenever to Sea againe : Let's be reveng'd on him, let's 


appoint him amceting ;give him a ſhow of comfort in 
bisSuir, and lcad him on wicha fine bauced delay, till he 
hath pawn'd his horſes to mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

A5{. Ford, Nay, I will conſent to a& any villany a- 
gainſthim,. that may notſully the charineſſe of our ho- 
neſty : oh thar my husband ſaw this Letter : it would give 


* | Eternall food to his jcalouſie, 


_ 


Miſc. Page. Why looke where he comes ; and my good 
mantoo : hee's as farre from jealouſic, as] am from gi- 
ving him cauſe, and that (1 hope) is an unmeaſurable dt- 
ſtance. - : ;£72 v4 | | 
Mi. Ford, Youarethe happier woman - 

_ Ms. Page. Let's conſult together againſt this greafie 


| Knight: Come hither. 


Ford. Well: TI hope, it be not ſo. 
»'P3Þ; Hope.is a curtall-dog in ſome affaires ; 
Sr lobnaffeAsthy wife. - :; | 


-—* Ford. Why ſir, my wife is not yong- 


Piſt.He woes both high and low,both rich and poor, 
Gally-mawfry (Ford) perpene. 
+ Fard. Love my wite ? 

 Piff. Withitver, burning hot : prevent : 

Orgoethoulike Sir A&conhe, withr 
Ring-wood atthy heclcs : O, odiousis the name, 
+ Ford, Whatname Sir? 
- 25, The horne I fay © Farewell: . 
| Take heed, have open eye, for theevesdoe foot by night. 


” CO CIT 


_- —_— _—Y —_— 


| Away fir Corporall Nim ; 
Bcleeveir (Page) heſpeakes ſence. 
FEI" I willbe) atient : 1 will find ontrhis, 


both-yong and old, one with anether ( Ford) he loves thy | 


- 


— 


Take heed;erefommet comes, or Cuckoo-birdsdoe fangs | 


New. And this istrue : Tlike not the hamor of lying: 
he hath wronged me in ſome humors: I ſhould have 
borne the humour'd Letter to her : but lhavea fword: 
and it ſhall bite upon my neceſſity ; he loves your wite ; 
There's the ſhort; and the long: My name is Corporall 
Now : I ſpeake, and I avouch; 'tis true; my name is.ms; 
and Fa/taffe loves your wife : adicu, I love not the bu- 
mour cf bread and checeſe { zdieu. 

Page. The hwnout of it (quoth'a? ) heer'sa fellow 
frights Eng.iſh out of his wits. 

Ferd, I will ſceke out Falſtaffe, 

Page. I never heard ſucha dtawling affeting rogue. 

Ford. If Idoe find it : well, 

Page. I will not beleeve ſuch a Cataian, though the 
Prie {t o'th' I ow ne commended him for a true man- 

Ford. *'Twasa good ſenſible fellow : well. 

Page. How now Meg? | 

CH. Page, Whither goe you (George ?) harke you. 

At. Ford. How now ({\weet Franks why art thou me- 
lancholy ? 

Ford, I melancholy? I am not melancholy : 

Get you home, goe. | 

Hy. Ford.Faith,thou baſt ſome crochers in thy head. 
Now : will you goe, Miftris Page? 

es/. Page. Havewith you : you'll come to dinner 


: George? Looke who comes yonder : ſhe ſhall be our 


Meflenger to this paltry Knight, 
Afiſ. Ford. Truſt me, I thought on her : ſhee'll fit it. 
Me. Page. You are come toice my daughter «4 ne ? 
Qs. I torſooth: and I pray how do's good Miſtreſle 

eAnne? x 
Myſ. Page. Gor in with us and ſee: we haye an houres 

talke with you, 

Page. How now Maſter Ford. 
Ford. You heard what this knave told me,did you not? 
Page. Ycs, and you heard what the other told me ? 
Ford. Doe you thinke there is truth in them? _ 
Page. Hang em ſlaves : I doe not tl ioke the Knight 
would offcr it, But thele thar accuſe him in his intent to- 
wards our wives, area yoake of his diſcarded men : ve- 
ry rogues, now they be out of ſervice. 
Ford. Were they his men ? 
Page. Marty were they. 
Ford. I like 1t never the better for thar, 

Do's he lycat the Garter ? 

Page. 1 marry do's hce : if hee ſhould intend this voy- 
age toward my wife, I would turne her looſe to him; 


| and what he gets more of her, then ſhatpe words, let it 
| lyc on my head. 


Ford. T doc not miſdonbt my wife: but. I would bee © 
loath to'turne them together : a man may be roo confi- 
dent: I would havenothing lye on my head ; I cannot 


' be thus ſatisfied. 


Page. Looke where my ranting-Hoſt of the Garter 
comes: theres either liquorin his pate, or mony in his 
purſe, when he lookes ſo merrily : 
Hoſt? ; | 


Hof. How now Bully-Rooke : thou'rt a Gentleman | 


Cavelciro Iuſtice, I fay. | 


Shal. 1 follow , (mine Hoſt) Ifollow: Good-even, | 
and twenty(good Maſter Page.)Maſter Page, will you go |, 


withus? we have ſportin hand. 

Hof. Tell- him Caveleiro-Inſtice : tell him Buſly- 
Rooke. [ty ul 
 Shal. Sir, there is a fray tobe fought , betweene Sir 
Hugh the Welch Prieſt, and (aw the French DoRor. 

. | | Ford. Good | 


— 


"> 


How now - mine Þ 


J 


| 


_ 


| 
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Ford. Good mine Hoſt o'th*Garter : a word with you. | 


 - Hoſt. What faiſt thou, my Bully-Rooke ? 


Shal. Will you goe wich usto behold it? My merry 
Hoſt hath had the meaſuring of their weapons zand (L 
thinke) hath appointed chem contrary places:for(belecve 
me) L heare the Parſon isno leſter : harke, I willtell yo 
what our {port ſhall be. "(6 2s RE WON 

Hot. Haſt thou no ſuit againſt my Knight ? my gueſt- 
Cavaleire ? 

' $hal. None, Tproteſt:bur Ile give youa pottle of burn'd 
Sacke, to give me recourſe to him,and tell him my name 
is Broome ; onely for a jclt. 

Hoſt. My hand, (Bully :) thou ſhalt have egreſſe and 
regreſle, ( {aid I well? ) and thy name ſhall be Broome. It 
is a merry Knight ; will you goe An-heires ? 

Shal. Have with you mine Holt. 

Page. I have heard the French-man hath good sKkill in 
his Rapier. | 

Shal, Tut fir ; I could haye told you more : In theſe 
times you ſtand on diſtance ; your Paſſes, Stoccado's, and 
I know not what : 'tis the heart (Maſter Page )'ris here, 
'tis heere : I have ſeene the time, with my long-{word, 
I would have made you foure tall fellowes $kip like 
Rattes. 

Hoff. Heere boyes, heere, heere : ſhall we wag ? 

Page. Have with you z I had rather heare them ſcold, 
then fight, 

' Ford, Though Pagebe a ſecure foole, and ſtands fo 
firmely on his wives frailty ; yet, I cannot put-off my 0- 
pinion ſo eafily : ſhe wasin bis company at Pages houſe ; 
and what they made there, know not. Well,L wil looke 
further into'r, and I haveadiſzuiſe, to ſound Falſtaffe;if 
I find her honeſt, I loſe not my labour : if ſhe be other- 
wiſe,*tis labour well beſtowed. 

Exennt. 


——— 


—— 


Scena Secunda. 


RD — 


— — 


Enter Faltaſfe, Piſtoll, Robin, Quickly, Bardolffe, 
F or ds 


Fal. I will not lend thee a penny, 

Pit. Why then the world's mine Oyſter, which I, 
with ſword will open. | . 

Fal. Nota penny : I have beene content (Sir) you 
ſhould lay my countenance to pawne,: Ihave grated up- 


your Coach: fcllow Nim; os elſe you had look'd through 
the grate, like a Geminy of Baboones : I am damn'd in 
hell, for ſwearing to Gentlemen my friends, you were 
good Souldiers, and tall-feſlowes. And when Miſtrefſe 
Briget loſt the handle of her Fan, I took*t upon mine ho- 
nour thou had(t it nor. 3, 
| Fiſt. Didſt not thou ſhare ? hadſt thou not fifteene 
nce ? | 
Fal. Reaſon, you roague, reaſon : thinkſt thou Tle en- 
danger wy ſonle, gratis ? ata word, hang no more about 
mee, I 3m no gibber for you: goe, a ſhort knife, and a 
throng, to your Mannor of Fickz-hatch: goe, you'll not 
beare a Letter for me you roague ? you ſtand upon your 
honof : why, (thou unconfinable baſeneſſe) it is as much 
asI candoeto keepethe terme of my honor preciſe ; I, 
I; I my ſelfe ſometimes, leaving the feare of heavenon 


PE 


on my good friends for three Repreeves for you, and + 


_— 


t he lgft hand, and hiding minc honor in my neceſſity, am 


faineto ſhuffle : ro hedge, and to lurch, and yer, you | 


Rogue, willen-ſconce your raggs ; your Cat-a-Moun- 
taine-lookes, your red-latrice phraſes, and your bold- 
beating-oathes, under the ſhelter of your honor ? you will 
notdoe it? you ? | + 
P#, I doe relent : what would thou more of man ? * 
Rob. Sir, here's a woman would ſpeake with you. 
Fal. Let her approach. 
.2u5. Give vour worſhip good morroy:; 
Fal. Good-morrow, good-wife. 
Qi. Not ſo and't pleate your worſhip, 
Fal. Good maid then. 
2x4, Ile be ſworne, | 
As my mother was the firſt houre I was borne. 
Fat. 1 doe beleeve the ſwearer ; what with me 2 
25. Shall I vouchſafe your worſhip a word, or 
ewo ? | x 
Fal. Two thouſand(faire woman )and ile vouchſafe thee 
the hearing . | + 


2s. There is one Miſtreſle Ford, (Sir) I pray comea 


little neerer this wayes : I my felfe dwell with M.Docors 
Cain, 

Fat. Well; on; Miſtreffe Ford, you fay. 

2s. Your workhip fayes very true; I 
ſhip come alittle neerer this wayes. 

Fal. I warrant thee, no body heares : mine owne peo- 
ple, mine owne people» | 

92x. Are they ſo? heaven blefſe them; and make them 


his ſervants: | | 

Fal. Well ; Miftreſſe Ford, what of her > 4g 

Lai, Why, Sir ; ſhee's a good creature; $a, lord, 
your Worſhip's a wanton : well, heaven forgive you,and 
all of us, I pray=————. E IY 

Fal. Miltreſſe Ford ; come, Miſtreſſe Ford. 

2as. Marry this is the ſhort, and the long of it : you 
have brought her 1nto ſuch a Canaries, as 'tis wonder- 
full : the beſt Courtier of them all (when the Court lay 


pray your Wore 


| at Y/indſor) could never have brought her to ſich a Ca- 


nary : yetthere has beene Knights, and Lords, and Gen- 
tlemen, with their Coaches ; 1 warrant you Coachafter 
Caach,letter after letter,gitc after gifc, ſmelling ſo ſweet- 
ly ; al Muske, and ſforuthling, I warrant you, in filke 
and gold, and 1nſuch alligant termes, and in ſach wine 
'and fuger of the beſt, and the faireſt, rhat would have 
wonne any womans heart : and 1 warrant you, they could 
never get an eye- winke of her: 1 had my 1elfe twenty 
Angels given me this morning; but 1 defie all Angels (in 
any ſuch ſort,as they ſay) but in the way of honeſty; and 
I warrantyou, they could never get her fo much as ſippe 
on a cup withthe prowdeſt of themall, and yetthere has 
beene Earles : nay, (which is more) Pentioners , but 1 
warrant you allis one with her. 


Fal. But wht ſayes ſhero me ? be briefe my good ſhee- | 


Mercury. Ty 

Qs. Marry, ſhe hath receiv'd your Tetter: for the 
which chethankes yon a thouſand times ;and ſhe gives 
you to notifie, that her husband will be abſence from his 
houſe, betweene ten and cleven, 

Fal. Ten, andeleven, BED or 2 oo 

95. 1, forſooth : atid rhen you may come and ſee the 
picture (ſhe ſayes) that you wor of: Maſter Ford her buſ- 
band will befrom home : alas, the ſweet woman leades 
an ill life with him : hee'sa very jealouſie-man; ſhe leads 
a very frampold life with him, (good hart. }, 

Fal; Ten, and Sevens -& Sing. 2c 


Woman 


» 
A 


" 
: Wo = 
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' Woman, commend me to her, I will not faile her. 


« 


> 
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aj. Why, you fay well : But I have another meſſen- 
WE eB x40 p *Mitreſſe Page hath her hearty com- 
mendations to youroo : and let me tell you in your care, 
ſhee's as fartuous acivill modeſt wife,and one (I tell you) 
that willnot miſſe you morning nor evening prayer, as 
_ is in#/ndfor, whoere bethe other : and the bade me 
tell your worſhip , that her husband is ſeldome from 
homegbut ſhe hopes there will comea time. I never knew 
a woman. ſo doate upona man ; ſurely I thinke you have 


1 charmes, la : yes intruth. 


Fal. Not1, I aflure thee ; ſetting the attraſtion of my 
good parts aſide, I haveno other charmes. 
2s, Bleſſing on your heart for't. 
Fal. But I pray thge tcll me this : has Fords wife, and 
Pages wife acquaintg& each other, how they love mc? 
Oxi. That werta jeſt indeed: they have not fo little 


- 


' grace I hope, that were a tricke indeed:But Miſtris Page . 


would delire you to ſend her your little Page of ail loves : 


{| her husband has a marvellous infeRion to the little Page ; 


and truely Maſter Pape is an honeſt man - never a wife in 


Fi" aſorlcad-sa bettcr life then ſhe do's ; doe what ſhe 


will, fay what ſhe will, take all, pay all, goe to. bed when 
ſhceliſi, riſe when ſhe liſt, all isas ſhe will : and truely ſhe 


| deſcrvesit; for if there be a kind woman in Winaſor, ſhe 


is one: yoz muſt ſend her your Page, noremedie. 
Fal. Why, I will. 
Qs. Nay, but doe ſo then, and looke you, he may 

come and gue betweene you both zand in any caſe have 

a Cebes, @ 

the Boy nevcrneed tounderftand any thing; for 'tis not 


"zood that children ſhould know any wickednefle : old 


folkes you know, bave diſcretion, as they ſay, and know 
the world. | 

Fal.Fare thee-well,commend me tothem bork: there's 
my purſe, Iam yet thy debrer ; Boy,goc along withthis 
woman, thisrnewesditiracts me. 

Ps. This Punck: is one of Cxpids C2rriers, 

Clap on max ſailes, puriuc : up with your fghts : 
Give fire : ſhe is my prize, or Ocean wheltne them all. 

Fal. Saiſt thou ſo (old /ack-) goc thy wayes : I;emake 
moreef thy old body then I have done: will rhey yet 
lookeafter thee ? wilt thou aftcr the expence of ſo much 
money, be now a gainer ? good botly, 1thaike thee : ict 
them ſay *tis groficly done, ſo it be fairely done, no mat- 
ter. 

"Bar. Sir Iobn, there's one Maſter Broome below would 
faine ſpeake with you, and be acquainted with you; and 
hath ſent you worſhip a mornings diaught of Sacks. 

Fal, Broome 1s his name ? . 

* Ba#t. ISir. | 
 Fal. C#lhim in : ſuch Breomes are welcome to me, 


| tharore' flowes ſuch liquor : ah, ha, Miltrefſe Ford and 
| Miſtreſle Page, have Iencompaſicd'you ? goeto, via. | 


Ford. *Bleiſe you fir. * 
Fal. And you fir : would you ſpeake with me ? 
- Ford. I make bold, topreſſe, with ſolittle preparation 


upon you. | 
- Fat. You'r welcome, what's your will ? give us leave 


| Drawer. | 


Ford. Sir, T ama Gentlemanthat have ſpent much, my 
name 18 Broome. 

Fal. Good Maſter Broome, 1 deſire more acquaintance 
of you. 


Ford. GoodSir lob, 1 ſue for yours: not to charge | 


| 


you, for1 mult let you underſtand, 1 thinke my ſelte in 


- 


| 


— — 


better plight for a Lender , then you are : the which hath 


ſomethingemboldned me to this unſcaſon'd intruſion : | 


for they ſay, if money got before, all wayes doe lye 0- 
PEN. £ 
Fat: Money is a good Souldier (Sir) and will on. 
Ford. Troth, and I havea bag of money heere trou- 
bles me : if you will kelpeto beareit (Sir John) take all, 
or halfe, for caſing me ot the carriage, | | 
Fa). Sir, I know not how I may deſerve to be your 
Porter, 
Ford, Iwill tellyou fir, if you wil! give mee the hea- 
ring. 


+ Fal. Speake (good Maſter Broome) I ſhall be glad to be 


your ſervant. . 

Ford. Sir, Theare you are a Scholler : (I will be bricte 
with you) and you haye beene a man long knowne to me, 
though 1 had never ſo good meanesas delire,to make my 
ſcIfe acquainted with you. I ſhall diſcover a thing to you, 
wherein I muſt very much lay open mine owne imperfe- 
Aion : but (good Sir Job) as you have one eye upon my 


| follies, as you heare them unfolded, rurne another into 


che Regiltcr of your owne, that I inay paſſe with a re- 


proofe theeafier, fith you your ſelife know how caſe it. 


15t0 be ſuch an offender. 

Fal. Very weli Sir, proceed. 

Ford. There is a Gentleyoman in this Towne, her 
husbands name is Ford. 

Fal. Well Sir. 


| Ford. Ihavelongiov'd her, and I proteſt ro you, be- | 
at you may know oneanothers mind, and \ ſtowed much on her : followed her with a doating ob- 
| ſervance: Ingroſs'd opportunities to meete her : fce'd c- 


very ſlight occaſion that could but nigardly give mee 
fight of her : not onely bought many preſents to give her, 
but have given largely to many , ro know what ſhee 
would have given: bricfely, 1 have purſu'd her, as Love 
hath purſued-me, which hath beene on the wing of all 


occa(10ns: but whatſoever | have merited, cither in my | 


mind, or in my mcanes, mecde I am ſure I have received 
none, unlefſe Experience bea lewell, that I have purcha- 
led atan infinite rate,and that hath taught me ro ſay this. 


© Love thhe a ſhadow flier, when [nbſtance Live purſues, 
&« P arſuing that that flier, and flying what purſues, 


Fal. Have 
ner hands? 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Have youimportun'd hert»ſucha purpoſ: ? 

Ford. Never 

Fal. Of what quality was your love then ? 

Ford. Likea faire houſe, builr on another mans ground, 


you receiv'd no promiſe of fatisfaRion at 


ſo that I have loſt my cditice, by miſtaking the place, | 


whcere Ierected it. 
Fa!. To what purpoſe have you unfolded this to me? 
Ford. W henT bave told youthat,] have told you all : 
Soine ſay, thar though ſheappeare honeſt to me, yet in 
orher places ſhe erlygeth her mirch ſo farre, that there 


15 ſhrewd conſtruction made of her. Now (Sir John) here. | 


is the heart of my purpoſe : youare a Gentleman of exe 
cellent breeding , admirable diſcourſc, of great admit- 
rai:ce, authenticke in your place and perſon, generally 
allow'd tor your many war-lize, court-like, and learned 
prevarations. | 

F:l OSir. 


Ford, Belceve it, for you know it : there is money, | 


ſpend it, ſpend 1t, ſpend more; ſpend all I have, onely 
give 
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give meſo muchof your time in exchange of it, as to lay 
an amiable ſiege tothe honeſty of this Fords wite : uſe 
your Artof wooing ; win her to conſent to you : if any 
man may, you may as ſoone as any. 

Fal. Would itapply weil to the vehemency of your 
affection that I ſhould win what you would enjoy 2 Me- 
thinkes you preſcribe tayour {elfe very prepoſtcrouſly. 

Ford. O, underſtand my drift : ſhe dwels ſo ſecurely 
on the excellency of her honor, that the folly of my ſoule 
daresnot preſent it ſelfe ; ſhe is too bright to be look'd 


againſt» Now, could Icome to her with any deredion 


in my hand ; my defires had inſtance and argument to 
commend thetnſelyes, I could drive her then from the 
ward of her. purity, hcr reputation, her marriage-vow, 
and a thouſand other her defences, which noware too- 
toq ſtrongely embartailced againlt me; what ſay you too't, 
Sir /ohs, 


Fal. Maſter Broome, 1 will firſt make bold with your | 


money z next,give me your hand : and laſt,as TI ama Gen- 
tleman, you ſhall, if you will, enjoy Fords wife. 

Ford. O good Sir. 

Fal. I fay you ſhall. 

Ford, Want no money (Sir ſn) you ſhall want none. 

Fal, Want no /iſtrefſe Ford( Mafter Broome) you ſhall 
wantnone: I ſhall ae with her (I may tell you) by her 


owne appointment,Fgyen as you came in to me, her aſli- . 


ſtant, or goe-betweene, parted from me : I fay I ſhall be 
with her betweene ten and eleven;ftor at that time the jea- 


lious-raſcally-knave her husband will be forth: come you | 


to me at night, you ſhall know how I ſpeed. 

Ford. 1am blcſt in your acquaintance : doe you know 
Fard Sir? 

Fal. Hang him (poore Cuckoldly knave) I know him 
not : yet I wrong him to call. him- poore: They fay the 
jealous wittelly-knave hath maſſes of money, for the 
which his wite ſcemes tome well-tavourd. I willuſc her 
as the key of the Cuckold-rogues Coffer, and there's my 
harveſt-home. 

Ford, 1 would you knew Ford,fir,that you might avoid 
him, if you {aww him. 

Fal. Hang him, mechanicail-falt-butter- rogue ; I will 
ſtare him out of his wits : 1 will awe-him with my cud- 
gell : it ſhall hanglikea Mcreor orcthe Cuckolds hornes: 
Maſter Broome, thou ſhalt know, 1 wil. predominate o- 
ver the pezant, and thou halt lye with his wife. Come 
to me ſooneat right ; Ford'sa knave, and I will aggra- 
vate his ſtile : thou ( Maſter Zroome) ſhalt know him tor 
knave, and Cuckold. Come to me ſoone.ar night. Exit, 

Ford. What a damn'd Epicurian-Raſcall 1s this > my 
heart is ready tocracke with impatience 3 who ſayes this 
isI1mprovident jealoufic ? my wife bath ſentto him, the 
howre is'fixt, the match is inade : would any man have 
thonght this ? ſee the hell of havinga falſe woman : my 
bed hall beabus'd, my Coffers ranſackd, my reputatt- 
on gnawne at, and I ſhallnot oncly receive this villanous 
wrong, but ſtand under the adoption of abhominable 
termes, and by him that does me this wrong > Termes, 
hames;, eAwaimon founds well : Zacifer, well: Barbaſon, 
well : yer they are Divels additions, thenames of tiends : 
But Cuckold, Wittoll, Cnckold ? the Divell himſclfe 
hath not fucha name. Page 1san Ale, a ſecure Aﬀe ; he 
will truſt his wife, he willnot be jealous ; I will rather 
truſt a F/:»95ng with my butter, Parton Hwgh the Welſb- 
”an with my Cheeſe, an Ir5ſh-man withwy Aqua-vitz- 
bottle, or a, Theefe to walke my ambling gelding, than 
my wife with her (elfe. Then ſhe plots, then ſhe rumi- 


At. 


—— 


nates, then ſhe deviſes : and what they thinke in their 
hearts they may effect ; they will breaketheir hearts but 
they willeffe&. Heaven be prais'd for my jealouſic: ele- 
veno clockethe howre, I will prevent this, dete& my 
wite, be revengd on Fa{ftaffe, and laugh at Page. I will 
about it, better three houres too ſoone,then a mynute too 
late : fie, fie, fie; Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckold. 


| 


— — 


Enter Cairs, Rugby, Shallow, Slender, Hoff. 
(ries. lacks Bagh > £ 
Rag. Sir. 
Caiue. Vatis the clocke, Tacks. 
Rug. 'Tispaltthe houre (Sir) that Sir Zingh promis'd 
to meet. 
C 45. By gar, he has ſave his ſoule, dat he is no-come ; 


-| he has pray his Pible well, dat he is no-come : by gar 


(lacks Rugby) he isdead already, if he become. 
Reg. Hei1s wile Sir ; he knew your worſhip would 
kill him if he came. 
Cas. By gar, de herring is no dead,ſo as I vill kill him: 
_ your Rapler, (7acke) 1 vill tell you how I vill kill 
im. 
Rug. Alas ſir, I cannot fence, 
Cas, Villany, take your Ripier. 
Rug. Forbeare : her 's company, 
Hoſt. *Blefle thee, bully-Dotor, 
Shal. 'Save you MF, Doctor (aim. 
Page. Now good MF. Doctor. 
Sln, Give you good-morrow, (ir. 


—, Cai4. Vat beall you one,twoytree, fowre, come for? 


Hoit. To feethce higlir, to ſee thee toigne, to ſee thee 
traverſe, rofee thee heere, to {ce thee there, ro ſee thee 
paſſe thy punRo, thy ſtocke, thy reverſc, thy.diſtance,thy 
monrantr : I's he dead, my Ethiopian?ls he dead,my Fran- 
ciſco? ha Bully ? what fayes my Eſcnlapires?my Galiemmy 
heart of Elder? ha ? is he dead bully-Stale ? is hedezd ? 

Cai. By gar,he is de Coiyard-lacke-Pricft of de vorld: 
he is not ſhow his face. 

Hoſt. Thou art a Caſtalion-king-Vrinall : Heffor of 
Greece (my Boy) | 

Cai. I pray you beare witnefle, that me have lay, 
ſixeor ſeven, two tree howres for him, and he 1s no- 
Come. | 

$hal. Heis the wifer man (MF. DoQtor) he is a'curer cf 
ſoules, and youa curer of bodies : if you ſhould fight, you 
goe againſt the haire of your profeſſions : Is it not true, 
Maſter Page? | 

Pag. Maſter Shafoms, you have your {{lfe beene a great 
fighter, though now a man of peace. | 

Shal. Body-kins M*, Page, though I now be old, and 
of peace;if i ſee a ſword out, my finger itches to make 
one: thorgh weare Iuſticzs, and DoRors, and Church- 
men (Mr, Page) we have ſomeſalt of our yonth in ws, we 
are the ſons of women (MF. Page. ) | 

Page» Tis true, MF. Shadow. bof5] | 

Shal. It willbe found ſo, (MF. Page) M*. DoRQor {ai- 
#5, I am cometoferch you home: 1 am ſworne of the 
peace: you have ſhew'd your ſeife 2wiſe Phyſician, and 
fir Huh hath ſhown kioſeite a wiſe and parient Church- 


' an : you mult goe withme, MF. Doctor. 


| 
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Or. 


ter. 
Cai. Mocke-water ? vat is dat ? Fe, 
Hof, Mocke-water, in our Engliſh tongae; is Valour 
(Bully.). *_ | 
Cai. By gar, thenT have as much Mocke-vater as de 
Engliſhman ; ſcuruy-Iack-dog-Pricſt : by gar,me vill cut 
his cares. - 4 
Hoſt. He will Clapper-claw thee tightly(Bully.) 
(45. Clapper-de-claw ? vat is dat? 
Hef. Thar is, he will make thee amends. 
(ai. By gar, me dolooke he ſhall clapper-de-claw me, 
for by-gar, ine vill have it. ; 
Hoſt. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag. 
Cas. Metanck you for dat. : 
Hof. And moreover, (Bully) but firft, M*. Ghueft, 
and MF. Page, and ecke Cayaleiro Slender,go youthrough 


| the Towne to Fropmore. 


Page. Sir Hugh isthere, is he? 

Hott. He isthere, ſee what hamor he isin : and I will 
bring the DoRorabont by the Fields : will itdo well ? 

Shal. We will doe it. 

el. Adicu, good M*. Doftor.. 

Cai. By gar, me vill killde Prieft, for he ſpeake for a 
Iacke-an-Ape to Anne Page. | 

Hoſt. Let him dye : ſheath thy impatience:throw cold 
water on thy Choller : goe about the fields with me 


through Frogmere,1 will bring thee where Miſtris eFwne 


Page 1s, ata Farmc-houle a Feaſting : and thou ſhalt woe 
her : Cride>game, faid I well ? 
| Cai. By-gar, meedancke you vor dat : by gar I love 


you : and I ſhall procure 'a you de good Gueſt : de Earle, | 


de Knight, delords, de Gentlemen, my patients. 
Feſt. For the which, I will be thy adverſary toward 
ene Page : (aid I well ? 
(a. By-gar, 'tis good : vell ſaid. 
Ho. Letus wag then. 
Ci. Come at my heeles, /acke Rngby. 
| Exenst. 


—_—— 


—— ——— 


——————_———— 


Aus T ertius, Scena Prima. 


eee ee EE. 


_—_—_— 


Enter Evans, Simple, Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoſt,Cains, - 


Rugby. 
Ewavs. I pray you now, good Maſter Slenders ſerving- 


4 man, and friend Simple by your name ; which way have 


you look'd tor Maſter Caiws, that calls himſelfe DoRor 

ct Phiſicke, | | 
Sim, Marry Sir, the pitty-wary, the Parke-ward ; e- 

very way : old Windſor way, and every way but the 


Towne way. 


Evan. I moſt fehemently deſire you, you will alſo 
looke that way. 

Sims I will fir, 
Evan. Plefle my ſoule: how full of Chollors I am,and 
ppling of mind : I ſhall be glad jt he have deceived 


bont his Knaves coftard, when I bave goed opportunities 
for the orke : *Pleſſe my ſoule : ,To ſhallow Rrvers to whoſe 


falls ; melodions Birds fings Madrigatis: There will we make 
our Peds of Roſes : and « thouſand fragrant poſier. To ſral- 


low. *Mercy on me, I have a greatdiſpoſitiontocry. 


——— 
——_ —_—_— 


| Hoſt. Pardon, Gueſt-Tuſtice ; a Mounſcur Mockewsa- | 


= 


CMelodzons birds ſing 

bilon : and « thouſand vagram Poſies. To(hallow,ehe. 
Sz. Yonder he is comming, this way, Sir Hugh. 
Evan, Hee's welcome : To ſhallow Rivers, to whoſe fals: 

Heaven proſper the right: what weapons is he ? 


Sim. No weapons, Str : there comes my Maſter, Mr. |- 
Shallow; and another Gentleman ; from Frogmore, over 


the tile, this way. 


Evan, Pray you give tne My gowne, Or elſc keepeit in | 


yourarmes. Emer ell. 
 Shal, How now Maſter Parſon? good morrow good 
Sir Hagh: keepe a Gameſter from the dice, and a good 
Studient from his booke, and it is wonderfull 
Slen. Ah ſweet eamme Page. 
Page. *Save you, good Sir Hugh, 
Evas. 'Pleſſe you trom his mercy-ſake, all of you. 
Shal. What ? the Sword, andthe word ? 
Doe you ſtudy them both, Mr. Parſon? 


, Page. And youthfull ſtill, in your doublet and hoſe, | 


this raw-rumaticke day ? 
Evan. There is reaſons, and cauſes for it. . 


Parſon. 

Evan. Fery-well : what is it ? 

Page. Yonder is a moſt reverend Gentleman ; who (be 
like) having received wrong by ſome perſon, 1s ar molt 
_ with his owne gravity and patience, that ever you 

We 

Shal. I havelived foureſcore yeeres, and upward : I 
never heard a man of his place, graviry, and learning, fo 
wide of his owne reſpeQ. 

Evan, Whatis he ? | 

Fage. Ithinke you know him : M*, Door Caim the 
renowned French Phyſitian. 

Evan, Got's-will, and his paſſion of my heart : 1 had 
aslicf you would tell me of a mefſe of porredge» 

Fage. Why? 

Evan, He has no more knowledge in Hsbocrates and 
Galen, and he is a knaue beſides; a cowardly knave, as 


. you would defite to be acquainted withall. 


"ws I warrant you, hce'sthe man ſhould fight with 
im, 

Slen, O ſweet Arne Page, Enter Cains. 

Sbal. Tt appeares ſoby his weapons : keepe them a- 
ſunder : here comes DoRor Caius, ; 

Page. Nay good M-. Parſon, keepe in your weapon. 

Shal. So doe you, good M*, Doctor. 

Heoft. Dilarme them, and letthem queſtion : let them 
keepe their limbs whole, and hack our Engliſh, 

(45. I pray you let-a-mee ſpeake a word with your 
eare ; vherefore vill you not meet-a me 2 

Ever. Pray you uſe your patience in good time. 

Cai. By-gar, youarc de Coward : deIacke dog - Iohn 
Ape, ja 
Ewan. Pray you lct us not be laughidg-ftockes toother 
mens humors : I deſire you in friendſhip, and 1 will one 
way or other make youamends: I will knog your Vrimall 
about your knaves Cogs-combe= 

Cai. Diable, lacks Rugby, mine Hoſt de Larter, haveT 
not ſtay for him, to kill kim? have Inot at deplace I did 
appoint ? 

Evan, As T am a Chriſtians-ſoule, new looke you : 


this isthe place appointed; Ite be judgement by mine 


Hoſt of the Garter. 
Hoſt. Peace, I fay, Gallia, and Gawle, French, and 


Welch, Soule-Curergand Body-Curer: 


Cas, 


Madrigal: == When arl ſas in Pa- 


Page. Weare come to you: to doe a good oifice, M:. 


_ 


_ 


—_— ——— —_— 
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| Sir High? No, he gives methe Proverbes, andthe 


| were wout to be a follower, but now you arca Lead 
whether bad-you rather lead mine eycs, or eye your mas | 


{ then follow bimlike a dwarfe. 
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{ai T,datis very good, exceliant. ; 
Heſb.. Peace, I ſay ; heare mine Hoſt of the Garter, 
politicke? Am I ſubtle ? Am T'a Machivell? * | 
Shall I looſe my Door ? No, he gives me. the Potions 
and the Motions. Shall I looſe my Parſon?my Prieſt - my 
O- 
verbes: Give me thy hand(Celeſtiall) ſo : Boyesof Art, 
I have deceiv'd you both : I: have direted you to. wr 
places : your hearts.aremighty,yoar $kins are whole,an 
lerburn'd Sacke be the ifſue ; come, lay their ſwords to 
pawne : Follow me, Lad of peace, follow,follow,foilow. 
Shal. Traſk mega mad Hoſt;follow Gentlemen, follow. 
Slen. . O\weet e7 nne Page. . 
' Cai. Ha'do I perceivedat ? Have you make-a-de-ſot 


| of us, ha,ba? 


Fvan. This is well, he has made us his vlowting-ſtog : 


| I deſire you that we may be friends : and let us knog our 
| praines together to be revenge on this ſame ſcall ſcurvy- 
| cogging-companion the Holtof the Garter. 


C4. By gar, with all my heart : he promiſe to bring- 


| mewhercis e-Lune Page; by gar hedeccive me too. 


Evas. Wall, I will ſmite his noddles:pray you follow. 


— RR 
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- Sczena Secunds. 
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- 


 Mifh. Page, Robin, Ford, Page, Shallow, Sknder, Hoſt. 


Evans, Cams. 


|"  24f. Page. Nay keepe your way (little Gallant) you 


cr: 


ſters heeles? | | 

* Rob. I hadrather (forſooth) goc before you like a man, 

(Courticr. 

| Mi. Pa. © youare a flattering boy,now I ſee youlbe a 
Ford. Well met Miftris Page, whither goe you» 


two would marry. 
:. Miſc Page. Beſure of that, two other husbands. 


. || Ford. Where had you thus pretty weather-cocke? 


AM. Pa.1 cannot tel what (the dickens) his name ts my 
husband had him of ,what do youcal your Knightsname 
Rob, Sir Jobn Falſt affe. fe (firrah? 
Ford. Sir lobn Falftaffe. . 
- 4.Pa, 'He, he, I cannever hiton's name; there.jsfuch 
a league berweene my. goodmangand he ; is your Wife at 
Ford. Indeed ſheis, + 
M.Pa. By your leave fir, Lam'ſicketill I {ee her. 


Raffes boy with her : A man;may heare this ſhowrefing 
iinthewiud ; and FaiFaffes boy /with (ber; good plots, 
they are laid, and our revolted wives fhare damnation 


A I a ey 


rogerher. Well, I wilitake him, then torture my wite, 
placke the, borrowed vaile.of \niodeſty from the {g.fec- 


_—_ ——_—_— 


neighbours (hall cry ayme. The clecke gives me:my'Quy, 


—_— — 


| t00:'much 


Mif. Page. Truly Sirzto ſee your wite,1s he at home? 
| Ford.F,andas idle as ſhe may hang together for wabt. 
| of company ; Ithinke if your husbands were dead , you, 


and my afſurancebids me ſearch, there 1 ſhall find Fal- 
F affe: 1 _ be _ _ forthis,then mock'd ,for 

15 a8 poſſitive, as the earth is firi Fal 
there: I will goe, 6 8h | "OF pa. Mn 

-_ Pate. wil met M*, Ford, © 

Fora, Trult me, a good knot :1 have good 
heme, and I pray you all goe with me. bhi 

She, 1 muſtexcuſe my lelfe MF. Ford. 

We have appointed to dine with Miſtris A»ne:; _ 
And I would not breake with here for more mony 
Then lle ſpeake of. : 

Shal, We have linger'd about a match betweene Anne 
Page,and my cozcn Slender, and thisday wee ſhall have 
our anſwer. 4 
| Sev. I hopeI have your good will father Page. 

Page. You have MF. Slender, 
But my wife (M*, DoQtor)is for you altogether. 

Ci. I be-gar, and de Maid is love-a-me 3 my nurſh- 
a-Quicklyrell meſo muſh. | 

Hoff. What ſay you toyong M. Fenton ? He capers, 
hedances, he has eyes of youth: he writes verſcs, bee 
ſpeakes holliday, he ſmels Aprilland May,he will carry't 
he willcarry'e, tisin his buttons, he wilicarry'e. 

Page. Notby my conſent I promiſe you. The Gentle- 
manis of no having, he oye company with the wilde 
Prince, and Pojntz; he is of-ro0 bigh a Region, he knows 
; no, he ſhall nor knir a knot in his fortunes; 
with the finger of my ſubſtance : if hetake her, let him 
take her ſimply : the wealth I have waits on my conſear, 
and my conſent goes not thit way. 


Cheere at 


Ferd, Tbeſcech you heartily, ſome of you goc home 
with metodinner : beſides your cheere you ſhall have | 


ſport, 1 will ſhew youa monſter : M*. DoQorgyou ſhall 
goe, ſo ſhall you MF. Page, and you'Sir Hugh. 
'Sbat, Well, fare you well : - 


| Weſhall havethe freer wooing at M*. Pager. 


C45. Goc home John Rugby, I come anov. 
Hoſt. Farewell my hearts, I will te my honeſt Knight 
Falftaffe, 'and drinke Capary with him. 
Ford. 1 thinke I ſhall drinke in Pipe-wine firſt with 
him, 1le make him dance, Will you goe, Gentles? 
Al. Have with you, to ſee this Monillew Exewrt, 


——— 


_—— 
-w 


Scena Tertia, 


(beme indeed ? 


Ford! Has Page any braines? Hath he any, cies? Hath he . 
1 any thinking ? Sure-they flcepe, he hathno uſe of them ; 
] -whythis boy will carry a letter twenty mile as caſte, as 
1 a Canon will ſhoot point-blanke twelve {corce: hepee- 
| ces out his wives inclination-z he gives her folly motion 
| and advantage: andnow ſhe's going tomy'wite,and Fal- 


| ming Miſt. Page, divulge Page himſclte fora fecure attd 
wilfull Aeon, and to-theſe violent proceedings ali my 


Enter Miftria Ford, Miftri P age, Servants, Robin; Fulſt affe, | 


Ford, Page, Cain, Evans. 
ef. Ford, What lohn, what Robert. | 
CM. Page. Quickly, quickly : Is the Buck-basket— 
Hf. Ford. 1 warrant, W hat Robin I ſay, 
Hſe Page , Come,come, Come» | | 
Ms{. Ford. Heere, let it downe. O40 
Miſ.Pe.Give your men the charge,we muſt be bricte. 
A, Ford. Marry as I told you betore (Jobnand Roberr) 


be ready 


dainely call yon, come forth, and (without my par | 


ſlaggering ) take this basker on your ſhoulders: that 

done, trudge with itin all haſt, and carry 1t amoyg the 

Whitfters 1 Dotther Mead, and there empty it in the 
muddy ditch, clotc by the Thames fide. <a; 

:. M. Page. You will doc 1? | -  __  (direQion. 

22. Ford, Thatoldthem o_ and over, they lacke _ 

| e 


I ſtand wholly tor you, 


here hard-by in the Brew-houſe,and when } fo-. 


_ 


| Counter-ga 


Be gone, and come when youarecalld. | 
Miſ. Page. Here comes little Robin. (with you ? 
M:iſ:Ferd. How now my Eyas-Musket, what newes 
Reb. My M. Sir lebn is come in at your backe doorc 

(Miſt. Ford.) and requeſts your company. 

Miſ. Pa.Y ou little Tack-a-lent,have youbin true to us ? 
Rob, 1, Ile be ſworne : my Maſter knowesnot of your 
being heere : and hath threatened to put me into everla- 
ſing liberty, if I tell you of it : for he ſweares hee] turne 

PA6f. Fage, Thowrt 3 good boy 3 this ſecrecy of thin 
Miſe Page. 'rta ; this ſecrecy of thine 

ſhall bea Tailor to thee, BAY ſhall make theea new dou- 

blet and hoſe. Ile goc hide me. - 
Mif. Ford. Doe ſo:goe tell thy Maſter,I am alone: Mi- 
ſiris Page, remember you your Qu. - | ER? 
AM. Page. I warrant thee,if I doe not aft it,hifle me. 
Hi. Ford., Goeteo then : we'luſe this unwbolſome 
humidity, this groſſe-watry Pumpion;z we'll reach him 
ro know Turtles from Iayes. | Enter Fal. 
Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly Iewell ? Why 
now let me dye, for I have liv'd long enough : Thisisthe 
period of my ambition : O this blefied houre. 

 'Mf. Ford, Ofſiweet Sir Toby, | 
Fal. Miſtris Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate(Miſtris 

Ford) now ſhall I fin in my wiſh; I would 
were dead, Ile ſpeake it before the beſt lord, I would 
make thee my Lady. | 

if. Ford, Lyour Lady Sir John ! Alas, I ſhould bc a 

pittifull Lady. 

Fal, Letthe Court of France ſhew me ſuch another : 
I ſee how thine eye would emulate the Diamond : Thou 
haſtthe right arched-beanty ofthe brow, that becomes 
the Ship-tyre, the Tyre-valiant,or any Tirc of Venetian 

_ admittance, -# bs 

AMtf. Ford. A plaine Kerchiefe, Sir /obn : 
My browes become nothing elſe, nor that well neither. 
Fal. Thou art a tyrant to ſay fo ; thou wouldſt make 
an abſoluteCourtier, and the firme fixure ;of thy foote, 
would give an excellent motion to thy gate, in a ſemi- 
circled Farthingale. I ce what thou wert if Fortune thy 
foe were not, Naturc thy friend ; Come, thou canſt not 


'| hide it. 


if. Ford. Belecve me, there'snoſuchthingin me, 

Fal, What made me love thee ? Let that perſiwade 
thee. Ther's ſomething extraordinary in thee : Come, I 
cannot cog, and faythou art this and that, like a-many 
of theſe liſping-hauthorne buds, that come like women 


in mensapparell, and ſmell like Bucklers-berry in ſim- 


ple time : I cannot, but I love thee, none but thee ; and 
thou deſeru'ſt it. 


245. F or.Do not betray me ſir,] feare you love M.Page. | 


Fal, Thou mightſt as well ſay, I loveto walke by the 
re; which is as hatcfull to me, as the recke of 
aLime-kill. | | | 
* XMif. Ford. Well, heaven knowes how I love you, 
And you ſhallone day find it. | 
Fal. Keepe inthat mind, [Ile deſerve it. 
sf. Fora. Nay, I wult tell you, fo you doe ; 
Or elſe conld not be in that mind. . Within, 
Rob, Milſtris Ford, Miſtris Ford; here's Miſtris Pageat 
the doore, ſwearing, and blowing, and looking wildely, 
and would needsſpeake withyou preſently. 
' Fal. She ſhall not ſec me, & will enſconce me behind 


| AL. Ford. Pray youdoe 10,ſhe'sa very tatling woman 
| Whatsthe matter ? how now ? is 


Emer Mf: Page. 


Husband 


| bucke, bucke; bucke, Ibncke':T wartant you Bucke, 
| :And ofthe ſeaſontoo ; it ſhall appeare, x 


| You wrongyourfelfe toomuch: | 


CM. Page: Oweladay, miſtris Ford, havingan boneſt 


'cleere, why Iam phad of it : butif you havea friend here, 


"= 


.'your two mcnto Datchet-Meade: | 


n— 


Aiſ. Page. O miſtris Ford what have you done? 
You'r ſham'd, y are overthrowne; y'are undone forever. 
CA, Ford. What's the matter, good miltris Page? 


manto your hnsband,to give himſuch cauſe of ſuſpition. 
Miſe. Ford," What cauſe of ſuſpition ? 

Afifc Page, ' What cauſe of ſuſpition ? Out upon you : 
Howam Imiſtooke in you? | 

CM. Ford. Why (alas) what's the matter ? 

MW. Page. Your husbands comming hither (woman) 
with all the Officers in /indſer, to ſearch for a Gentle- | 
man, that he ſayes is heere now in the houſe z by your 
conſenc to take an ill advantage of his abſence ; yotare 
undone. | 

sf; Ford. *Tisnot ſo, Thope. | 

Aiſa Pape. Pray heavenitbe not ſothat you have ſach / 
a man heere : but tis moſt certaine your hasband's com- 
ming, with halfe 77ind/or at his heeles, to ſerch for ſuch 
a one, I come before to tell you: If you know-your ſeite 


convey, convey him out: Be not amaz'd; call all your 
ſenſes to you, defend your reputation1, or bid farewell to, 
your gvod life for ever. Ef | 
iſ. Ford. What ſhall I doe? There is a Gentleman my 
deere friend : and I feare not mine owne ſhame ſo much, 
as his perill, I had rather then a thouſand pound he were 
out ofthe hoyſe. fe FL 
Mi. Page. For ſhame, never ſtand (you had rather,and. 
you hadrather:)'your husband's heereat haid, :bethinke 
you of ſome conveyance : inthe houſe you cannot hude' 
him, Oh, how have you deceiv'd me ?Looke, heere 1s a 
: basket, if he be-of any reaſonable ſtature, he may creepe' 
inhcere, andthrow foule linnen4ipon him, asit it were 
going to bucking : Or it is whiting time, ſend him by 


Mif. Ford. He's too big te goc inthere:what ſhall Idoe? 
Fal, Let me ſee't, letmelee't, O letmeſee't : 
Tle iny1le in; Follow yourfriends counſell;Ne in. | 
Atif: Page. What Sir John "Falfaffe? Are "thele your 
Letters Knight? ' £ 7 
- Fal, I love thee, helpe'me away : let: me creepe in 
heere :;ile never — . TN - *: 54a Wh 
» CMiſ.Page. 'Helpetocover your malter hop :) Call 
your men PMidris Ford) You diſſemblingKinght?” : 
XMife Ford. What lohn, Robert, Tohn; Goe, take up theſe 
cloathes heere,quickly : Wher'sthe Cowle-ftaffe?Looke 
how youdrumble ? Carry theayto the Landrefſe in Dax- 
chet-Mead : quickly, come, +» | 


"Why then make ſport at me, then Jet me be your jeft, * | 
Tdeſerveit: How now ? Whither beare you this? 
Sir. To the Landreſſe forſooth ? . 
Miſ. Ford, Why, what 
beareit? You were beſt meddle with buck-waſhing.** 
- Ford, Buck*t would I could waſh my ſclfe oftheBnck: 


Gentlemen, IT have dream'd to night , Ile tel you my 
dreame: heere, heere, heere'be my keyes, 'aſcend my 
Chambers, ſearch, ſecke;” find'ourt:- He watrant wee'll | 
unkennell the Fox. Letme ſtop this way firſt + fo, how | 
uncaPe. 28 yy | 
- Page. Good maſtery Ford, be contented : 


Ford, True (maſter Page) up Gentlemen. 
Youſhallſee ſport anon : | | 


Ford. "Pray you come nere: if 1 ſuf] pect without cauſe, i 


you todoe whitherthey /| 


bd 


Follow: 


Mt 


[ 
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| Itis not jealous 1 France, 
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The merry Wrves of Windſor. ; 


5I 


Follow me Gentlemen, 
Evan. This 1s fery fantaſticali humors and jealouſies- 
Cains. By gar, tis no-the faſhion of France : 
Exennt, 
Page. Nay tellow him (Gentlemen) ſee the yſlue. of 


| his ſearch, 


Miſe Page. Istherenota double excellency ut this ? 
Mif. Ford. Tknow not which pleaſes me berter, 

That my husband is deceived, or Sir /oby. 
Miſ. Page. What a taking was he in, when your hus- 


band askt who was in the basket ? 


| your diftemper inthis kind,for the welth of Windſor coft le, 


{| Hawke for the buſh. Shall it be lo :; 


| kerics. 


LL OY 


M7. Ford. lam halfe affraid he will have need of wa- 
ſhing : ſothrowing him into the water, will doe him a 
benefit, x 

Miſ. Page. Hang im diſhoneſt rafcall : I would all 
ofthe ſame ttraine, were in the ſame diſtrefle. - 

MY. Ford. Ithinke my husband hath ſome ſpeciall 
ſuſpition of Falſ#ffes being heere 3 I never ſaw him ſo 
groſſe in his jealoutic till now. | 

CMiſ. Page. IT will lay a plot to try that, and we will 
yet have more trickes with Fe{ſtaffe : his diſſolute diſeale 
will ſcarſe obey this medicine. 

Aif. Ford, Shall we ſend that fooliſh Carion, Miſt. 


- Quicklyto him, and excule his throwing intothe warer, | 


and give him another hope, to betray bim to another pu- 
niſhment ? | 
tif. Page. We wili doc it: let him be ſent for to moy- 
row by eight aclocke ro have amends. Emer «All. 
Ford. I cannot find him : may bethe 
that he could not compaſlle. 
Aſif. Page, Heard you that 
Alf. Ford, You ute me well, 
Ford. I, I doe ſo. 
Miſ.Page.Heaven make you better then your thoughts | 
Ford, Amen. 
HMHi.Pa, You doe your {e'te mighty wrong (M. Ford) 


> 
Miſt. Ford? doe you? . 


, 


v 


| 


knave bragg'd of | 


Ford, I,T: I mult beare it. | 
Ev.It there be any pody inthe houſe,and in the chan | 


1 bers, and in the coffers, and inthe prefles : neaven for- 


glve my ſinnes. 
(ans. Be gary nor I too ; there 15 no-5odies. 
Page.Fy,fy,M.# ord, are you not aſnam'a? W hat ſpirit, 
what divell ſuggeſts this imagination ? I would not ha 


Ford, *Tis my fault (M Page) I ſuffer for it. 

Evan. You ſuffer tora pad conſcience : your wife 1s 
aS honeſt a o-mans, as I will defires among fiue thou- 
fand, and five hundred too. 

Cai. By gar, 1 ſee *tis an honeſt woman. 

Ford. Wc<ll, I promiſd you adinner:come,come,walke 
in the Parke, I pray you pardon me: I will hereafter make 
knowne to you why I bavedone this- Come wife,come 
Mi. Pagc,I pray you pardon me. Pray hartly pardon me. 

Page. Ler's goin Gentlemen, but (truſt ws. we'l mocke 
him: I doe invite you to morrow morning to my touſe 
to brealtfaſt : after well a Birding together, I have a tine 


Ford. Any thing. 

£+. If there isone,1 ſhallmake twoin the Company. 

Cas. If there be one, or two,] ſhalt make-a-theturd, 

Ford. Pray yuu goe, M. Page. 

Evan, I pray you now remembranceto morrow on the 
lowſie knave, mine Hoſt. 

Cai. Dat is good by gar,with all my heart. 

&vr. Alowiic knave, to have his gibes, and his moc- 
Eveunt. 


4 


pralles 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Fenton, Aune P age, Shallow, Slender, 

Lick, Page, Miſe Page. 

Fen. 1lce I cannot getthy fathers love, 

Therefore no moreturne me to him (lect Nan: ) 

Anne. Alas, how then? | 
Fen. Why thou mult be thy (clfe. 

He dothobjeR, Iam toogrear of birth, 

Andthat my ſtate being gall'd with my cxpence, 

Iecke to heale it onely by his wealth. 

Beſides theſe, other barres he layes before me, 


| My Riotspaſt ;my wilde Societies, 


And tels.me/tisa thing impeſlible 
I ſhould love thee, bur asa property. 
e-Lme. May be he tclls you true: 
Fen. No, heaven ſo ſpeed me in my time to come, 
Albeit I will confeſſe, thy fathers wealth 
Was the firſt motivethat I woo'd thee ( Anne : ). 
Yet wooing thee, 1 found thee of more valew 
Then ſtampes in Gold, or ſummes in ſealed bagges; 
And is the very riches of thy ſclfe, 
That now Iaymear. 
An. Gentie M. Fentov, 
Yet ſecke my fathers love, ſtill ſeeke it (ir, 
If opportuntty and humbleRt ſuite ' | 
Cannot attaine it, why then barke you hither. 
Shal. Breake their talke Miſt is Quickly, 
My Kinſman ſhall ſpeake for himſcltc. ; 
Slex. le make a ſhafror a bolt on'c, ſlid, tis but ventu- 
- Shal. Be not diſmaid. (ring. 
Slen, No, ſhe ſhall not diſmay me 
I care not for that, butthar 1 am aftcard. 
£2ui.Hark ye, M. Slender would ſpeaic a word with you 
en. I cometo him. This is my fathers choyce ; 
O whar a world of vilde il-favour'd tai | s 
Lookes handſome in three hundred poundsa yeere ? 
Qui. And how do's good Malter Ferton ? 
Pray youa word with you. 
Shat. Shee'scemming : to he 
O boy, thou hadſt a father | 
Slen,T hada father (M.jAr.)my uncle can tel you good 
jeſts of him:pray you Yngle,teil Milt. 4 ze the jeſt how 
my father ſtole two Geeff cut ofa Pen, good Y.nckle. 
Shal. Miſtris Anve, my Cozen loves you. 

Ser. I that I doe, as wellasI love any woman in Glo- 
ceſterſhire. | 
Shal. He will maintaine you like a Gentlewoman. 

S$len. T thatI will, come cut and long-taile, under the 
degree of a Squire. 
Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds 
Jo ynture. | 
Anne, Good Maſter Shalow let him wooe for him- 
{clte. F 
Shal. Marry I thanke youfor it : I thanke you for that | 
good comfort : ſhe cals you (Coz) Ile leave you- * 
Anne. Now Maſter Slenler. 
_  $Slen. Now good Milſtris e-Taxe. 
Ame, What 1s your will ? | 
. Stn. My will > Odd's-hart-lings , that's a pretty 
jeſt i deed : I ne'remademy Will yer (I thanke Hea- 
ven:) Iam not ſuch a fickely creature, I give Heaven 
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e Ame. T meanc (M. Slender) what would you with me? | 

Skn. Trucly, for mine owne part, I wouldlittle or no- 
thing with you : your father and my uncle hath made 
motions: if it be my lucke, ſo : if not, happy man be his 
dole, they cantell you how things goe, better then I can: 
you may .aske your father, beere he comes. | 

Page. Now Maſter Slender; Love him daughter Ame. 
Why how now 2 Whatdoes Maſter Fento hearc? | 


{ You wrong me Sir, thus ſtill to haunt my houſe: 
I told you Sir, my daughter is diſpoſd of. 


Fen. Nay Maſter Page, be not imparient» 
Mif. Page. Good Matter Fenton, come not to my child. 
_ Page. Sheisno match for you. | 
' Fen, Sir, will you heare me? 
P age. No, good Maſter Fenton, : 
Come Maſter Shallow; Come ſonne Slater, 1n ; 


j Knowing my wind, you wrong me (Maſter Fenton. 


Das. Speake to Miſtris Page. 
| Fen, Good Miſtris Page, for that I love your daughter 
In ſuch a righteous faſhion as I doe, 
Perforce, againſt all checkes, rebukes, and manners, 
I muſt advance the colours of my love, 


And notretire. Let me have your good will, 


Anne. Good mother, doe not marry me to yond foole. 
Yar Page. I meane itnot, Iſceke you a better huſ- 
nd, - 
2s. That's my Maſter, Maſter DoQor, | 
ene, AlasT had rather be ſet quicke i'th earth, 
And bowl'd to death with Turnips. Ee | 
Aiſ. Page. Come, trouble not your ſelfe good Maſter 
Fenton, I will not be your friend, nor enemy : 


| My daughter will Iqueſtion how ſhe loves you, 


Andas I find her, ſoaml affected ; 
Till then, farewell Sir, ſhe muſt needs goe 1n, 
Her father will be angry. | 
Fen, Farewell gentle Miſtris : farewell Nan. 
Oxi. Thisismy doing tow ; Nay, ſaid I, will you 
caſt away your child ona Foole, and a Phyſitian : 


Looke on Maſter Fexton, this is my doing. 


Fer. I thanke thee : and I pray thee ence tonight, 
Give my ſweet Natthis Ring:there's for thy pains. Ex*t- 

2#i. Now heaven ſend thee good fortune, a kind 
heart he hath : awoman would run through fire and wa- 
ter for ſuch a kind heart. But-yet, 1 would my Maſter 
had Miſtris eHme, or I would Maſter Slender had her:or 
(in ſooth) I would Maſter Fenton had her;I will do what 
I can for them all three, for ſo I have promiſd, and Ile 
be asgood as my word,but ſpecionfiy for Maſter Fenton. 
Well, I muſt of another errand to Sir John Falſtaffe from 
my two'Miſtreſſes : whata beaſt am I to ſlacke ir. Exe. 


er cr eooommo 


Scana Quinta, 


—=_ 
| —_— 


; Enter Falitaffe, Bardolfe , Quickly, Ford. 
Fal. BardolfeI ſay. 
Bar. Heere Sir. 
| Fal. Goe, fetch me a quart of Sacke, put atoſt in't. 
Havel liv'd tobe carryed in a Basket like a barrow of 
butchers Ofll?and to be throwne in the Thames? Wel, 
if I be ſery'd ſuch another tricke, Ile have my braines 


| 'tane outand butter'd, and give rhem to a dogge for a 


Newsyeares gift. The rogues {lighted me into the river 
with as little remorſe, as they would have drown'de a 


blind bitches Puppies, fifteenc i'th litter ; and you may 
know by my fize; that I havea kind of alatrity in ſink- 


ing: if the bottome were as deepeas hell,] ſhould downe. 


Thad beene drown'd, but that the ſhore was ſhelvy and 
ſhallew : a deaththat.I abhorre ; for the water ſwelles a 
man ; and what a thing ſhould I have beene, when I 
had beetle ſwel'd ? I ſhould have beene a Mountaine of 
Mummy. 
Bar. Here's Miſtris Qwickly, Sir to ſpeake with you. 
Fal. Come, letme poure in ſome Sacke ro the Thames 
water : for my belli's ascold agif I had ſwallow'd ſnow- 
bals, for pilles rocoole the reines. Call her in. 
Bar. Come inwoman- Fr Enter Quickly. 
Li. By your leave 2 I cry you mercy ? 
Give your worſhip good morrow. 
Fal. aw. theſe Challices: 
Goe, brew mea pottle of Sacke finely. 
Bard. With Epoes, Sir? - 
Fal. Simple of it ſelfe :-Ile no Pullet-Sperme in my 
brewage. How now ? | 
Lxi.Marry Sjr,l come to your worſhip from Mi.Ford. 
Fal. Miſtris Ford? 1 have had Ford _—_ : Iwas 
throwne into the Ford ; I have my belly full of Ford., 
Lui. Alasthe day (good-heart)that was not ber fault :. 
ſhe do's ſotake on with her men ;they miſtooke their e- 
recion. ( pr omile. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build upen a fooliſh Womans 

Lui: Well, ſhe laments fir for it,thatit would yerne 
your heartto ſee \it : her husband goes this morning a 
birding ; ſhe deſires you once more to come to her, be- 
tweene cight and nine ; I muſt carry her word quickely, | 
ſhe'll make you amends I warrant you. - 

Fal. Well, I will viſit her, tell her ſoz and bid her 
thinke whata man is : Let her conſider his frailety, and 
then judge of my merit. TO —_ 

2x5. I will tell her. | 

Fat. Doe fo. Betweene nine and ten-ſaiſt thou ? 

Qss. Eightand nine Sir. 

Fat. Well, be gone : 1 will not miſle her. 

Qs. Peace be with youlir. Exit. 

Fat. I marvailc I heare not of Maſter Broome : heſent 
me word to ſtay within :- I like his money well. 

Oh, heerebe comes. Enter Ford, 

Ford. Bleſle you Sir. 

Fal. Now Maſter Broome, you come to know 
W hat hathpaſt betweene me, and Fords wife. 

Ford. That indeed (Sir John) is my buſineſle. 

Fal. Maſter Broowel will not lye to you, 

I wasat her houſe the houre ſhe appointed me. 
Ford. And ſped youSir ? 

Fal. Very ill-fayouredly Maſter Broorse. 

Ford. How ſo fir, did ſhe change htr determination ? 

Fal.No (M. Broome) but the peaking Cornuto her huſ- 
band (M. Broome) dwelling ina centinua!llarum of jelou- 
fie, comes mein the inſtantof our enccunter,atter we had 


| embraſt,kiſt, proteſted,and(as it were){poke the prologue 


of our Comedy : andat his heeles, a rabble of his compa- 
nions, thither provoked and inſtigated by his diſtemper, 
and (forſooth) toſerch his houſe for his wives love. 
Ford, What? While youwere there 2? 
Fat. While I wasthere. 
Ford. Anddid he ſearch for you,and could not find you? | 
'Fal. You ſhall heare. As good lucke would have it, 
comes in one Miſtris Page, gives intelligence of Fords ap- 
proch : and in her invention,and Fords wives diſtrattion, 
they convey'd me intea bucke-basket} | I 
ord, 


Ce 


"_—_ kd — 4 


—_ 


———_h 


EY 


WE IE 


The merry! Wrves of Windſor. 


33 


Ford. A Buck-basket ? - I 0 dts | 
Fel; Yea; a Buck-basket z;ram'd me in with foule 
Shirts and Smockes, Socks , foule Stockings , greafic 
Napkins, that (Maſter Broome) there was the rankeſt 
compound of villanons ſmell, that ever offended no- 
ſtrill. | | 
Ford. And how long lay you there? 

Fal. Nay , you ſhall heare (Maſter Broome) what I 
have ſuffered, to bring this womarr to evill, for your 
good; Being thus cram'd in the Basket,a couple of Foras 
Knaves, his hindes, werecs:1 forth by their *Miſtris, to 
carry me in the name of foule Cloathes to Datcher-lane : 
they tooke me on their ſhoulders : met the jealous Knave 
their Maſter in the doore ; who ask'd them once or twice 
| whatthey had in their Basket ? I qual'd for feare leaſt 


(ordaining he ſhould be a Cuckold) held his hand: well, 


fered the pangs of three ſeverall deaths :' Firſt, an intol- 
lerable fright, to bedetected witha jealous rotten Bell- 
weather : Nextto becompaſs'dlikea good Bilbo in the 
circumference ofa Pecke, hilt to point, heete to head. 
And then to be ſtopt in like a ſtrong difliVation with ſtink- 
Cloathes, thar fretted in their owne greaſe : thinke 


in 
of that, a man of my Kidney ; thinke of that that am as 


ſubje&to heate as butter ; a man of continuall diffoluti- 
on, and thaw : it was a miracle to ſcape ſuffocatipn. And 
inthe height of this Bath (when was more then' halfe 
ſtew'd is greaſe (like a Dutchdiſh) to be throwne into 
the Thames, and coold, glowing hot, in that ſ[erge like 
a Horſeſhooe ;thinke of that : hiſſing hor, thinke of that 
(Maſter Broome.) | 
Ford. In good ſadneſſe Sir, am ſorry,that for my ſake 
you have ſufferd all this. . 
My ſuite then is deſperate ; You'll undertake her no 


1 more? 


Fal, Maſter Bro : I willbe throwne into Erxa, as 
I have beene into Thames, ere I will leave her thus ; her 
husband in this morning gonea birding : I have recei- 
ved from her another ambaſlic of meeting :'twixt cight 
and nine is the houre (Maſter Broome, ) 

Ford. 'Tis paſt cight already Sir. 

Fad. Is it? I will then addrcetſe me to my appointment ; 
Come to meat your convenient lcifure,8 you ſhall know 
how I ſpeed: and the concluſion ſhall be crawned with 
your enjoying her :adjew, you ſhall have her (Maſter 
Broome) Maltcr Broome, vou ſhallcuckold Ford. Exit, 

Fora, Hum : ha? is thisa viſion? 1s this a dreame? 
doeI fleepe ? Maſter Ford awake, awake Maſter Ford ; 
there's a hole made in your beſt coate ( Maſter Ford:) this 
"tis tobe marricd ; this 'tis to have Lynnen, and Buck- 
baskets : Well, I will proclaime my feife whatI am :; I 
will now take the Leacher : hee is .at my: houſe : hee 
cannot ſcape me : 'tis impoſſible he ſhould : hee can- 
not creepe into a halfe-penny purſe, nor into a Pepper- 
boxe : Bur leaſt the Divell that guides him, ſhould aide 
him, 1 will ſearch impoſlible places : though what Tam, 
I cannot avoide ; yer to be what I would nor, ſhall not 
make me tame : IfI have hornes, to make one mad, let 
the proverbe goe with me, Ile be hornemad. 


Exeunt, 


the Lunatique Knave would have ſearch'd it : but Fate 


on went he, for a ſearch, and away went I for foule 
Cloathes : But marke the ſequell (Maſter Broome) I ſuf- 


CAC 
ks — 


eATius Quartas. Scana Prima, * 


— — 


| Enter Miſtris Page, Quickly, William, Evans. 
Af. Page, Is he at M. Foraralready think'ft thou ? 
Que. Sure he is by this; or will be-preſently'; but 

truely heis very cotragious mad, about- his throwing 

intothe water. Miſtris Ford delires youto come ſoddine» 


my yong-man —_ —_ : DOING _ Maſter 
comes , 'tis a playi 1 fee : how now Sir Hugh; no 
- Schoole to on ? hs x SF T2 | 
Eva. No: Maſier Slender is let the Boyes leave toplay. 
Qwi. Bleſſing of his heart. : INE 
iſ: Page. Sir Hugh,my husband ſayes my ſonne pro- 
firs nothing in theworldathis booke':' f pray you aske 
him ſome queſtionsin his Accidence. 
Eva," Come hither #iliam; hold up your head; come. 
iſ. Page. Come onfirha ; hold .bp your head ;-an- 
{wer your Maſter, be not afraid. 70 
_ Evan. Wiliam, how many Numbers is in Nownes? 
Will: Two, | - WY 7 
Qzs#. Truely, Ithoughtthere had beene one Number 
morc, becauſethey ſay od's-Nownes. © = 
Evan. Peace, yourtatlings.” W hat is (Faire) 1iBlian ? 
: Qs;. Poulcats? thereare fairerrhings then: Poulcars, 
Uſes | 145 þ SUB FINE 
Evan. You are a very ſimplicity o'man 3 
peace. What is ( Laps} William. - 
wif, Aſtone. © 
Evan, And what is a ſtone (Filkam?) 
Will, A Peeble. 


” 


I pray you 


praine. 
Will, Lapis, 
Evan, Thatisa 
do'slend Articles. 
Wik.. Articles are borrowed of the Pronoune ; and be 
thus declined,. Singulariter neminarino, hic, hc, hoc. 
Eva. N ominatino big hag, hog : pray you marke :gens- 
io huju ; Well, what 1s your eAccuſatine- caſe. 
Will. eAccuſatrvo hinc. | 
Evan. I pray you have your remembrance (child) Ac 
Cuſativo, hing ,hang, hogs  _. 
Qz:. Hang-hog, is latten for Bacon, I warrant you. 
' Eva, Leave your prables(o'man) What is the Poea- 
tive caſe (William?) 
Will. O, Vaocativo, O. 
Evay. Remember William, Focative, 13 carer. 
Qsi, And that's a good roote, 
Evan, O'man, forbeare. 
Af. Page. Peace. | 
Evan, What is your Genitive caſe plarall (William? ) 
Will. Genittve Caſe ? | 
Evan, I. 
Will. Genitive horuws, hariam, horum. | 
i. "Vengeance of Ginyes caſe ; fic on her : never 
name her (child) if ſhe be a whore. 
Fva, For thameo' man. _ | 
Qsi. Youdoe illto teach the child ſuch words : hee 
teaches him to hic, and to hacz which they'll doe: faſt 
enough of themſclves, and to call horum ; fie uponyou. 


E 3 


| 
| 


My. Page. Hebe with/ber by andby': Ile but bring | 


A 


Evan, No; it is Lepss : I pray you remember in-your 


good Fils4wm:;what is he (William)chat | 


Eva. 'O man | 


. 
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derſtandings for! 
ders? Thouartas 
Page, Prechee hold th 
Mifſ. Pape. Prethee hold thy peace. | 
rat Chew me now (liam) ſome declenſions of 
:. Well. ©270a5cm grit ot. . $I, 
Eva, Itis Qu5,que, ned; it'you forget your Queer, 
your Ques, and your Qzods, yourmult be i; 
your waycs and play, g0. _ | 
_ Af.Pap.He isabettcr [chollerthen T thought he was. 


for thy Caſes, and the numbers of the Gen- 
Eoliſh Chriſtian creatures, as 1 would 


. -. Eve. He isa good ſprag-themory : Farewell A.Ps: 

©. Bl Page. Adien good Sir High: 

Get you home boy, Come we ſtay too long. Excant. 
4 "SeanaSecunda. 

- Entir Falftaffe, MF. Ford. Mif, Page, Servants, Ford, 
X Page, (ains, Evans,'Shallow. 


Fal. Miftris Ford, Your ſorrow hath caten up my ſuf- 
ferance; I {ce you arcobſcquiousin/your love, and I pro- 
fefle requitall toa haires bredth, not: qnely. Miſtris Ford, 
ihthe fimpleoffice of love, but in allthe accouſtrement, 
complement, and ceremony of it: but are you ſure of 
your hnsband now 2:11 | 

(ſweet fir oh.) 


Miſe. Ford, He's a birding 

Miſe Page. What hoa, goſſip Ford : what haas. | 
 Mif. Fora, Step into thichamber, Sir John, Enter, 
Mi. Page. How now ({weet heart ) who's at home 
beſides your ſelfe ? : | 
Hi, Ford. Why none but mine owne people. 
HM. Page, Indeed ? | p 
Hf. Ford. No certainely : ſpeake louder.  . 
eIf. Page. Truly,I am fo glad you have no body here, 
Miſe Ford. Why? | 
CH. Page, Why woman, your husband 1sin-his old 
linesagaine : he ſotakes on yonder with my husband,'to 
railes againſt all married mankind;- ſo curſes all Eues 
daughters, of what camplexion ſoever ; and {o buffetts 
himſelfe onthe for-head : crying peere-out, pecre out, 
that any madneſfſe I ever yer beheld, ſfcem'd but tame- 
nefle, civility, and patience to this his diſtemper he is in 
| now : Iamglad the fat Knight 1s not heere, 

Arif. Ford. Why, do's he talke of him ? 
- AL}. Page. Of none but him, and {weares he was ca- 
ried out the laſt time he ſearch'd for him, ina Basket : 
Proteſts to my husband he is now here,and hath drawne 
| him andthe reſt of their company from their ſport , to 
| make another experiment of his ſuſpition : But I am glad 

the Knight isnot here ; now he ſhall ſec his owne?foole- 


Ie 
n Me Ford. How neere is he Miſtris Page ? 
Miſ. Pag. Hard by,at ftreetsend; he will be here anon. 
IMG. Ford. I am undone, the Knight 1s heere. 
AM. Page. Why then you areutterly ſham'd,and he's 
bur.a dead man. What a woman are -you ? Away with 
him,away with him : Better ſhame, then murtaer. 
iſ. Ford, Which way ſhould be goe ? How ſhould 
I beſtow him ? Shall I put him into the basket againe ? 
Fal. No, ile come no more 1'th Basket : Emer, 
May I not goc out ere he come ? | 


Evas. O'man, artthou Lunaties? Haſtthou no un- | 


Miſ. Page. Alas: three of Maſter Ford: brothers watch 
the doore wirh Piſtols, that none ſhall iſſue . out: other. 


wiſe you might ſlip away cre he came : But what make 


you heere ? 


Fal. What ſhall I doe?Ile creepe up into the chimney. | 


Miſe Ford, There they alwayesuſe to diſcharge their 
Birding-peeces ; creepe into the Kill-hole, 

Fal. Whereisit ? 9 

Alife Ford, He will ſeeke there on my word: Neither 
Prefle, Coffer, Cheſt, Trunke, Well, Vault, -but he hath 


an abſtra& for the remembrance of ſuch places, and goes 
I by 'his Note*: There is no bike you in the 
OUlC. 


Fa}. Ile goc out then, 

Miſe. Ford. If yougoe out in your owne ſemblance, 
you dye Sir /shn, unleſſe you goe out diſguis'd. 

How might we diſguiſe him ? 

Afife Page. Alas the day 1 know not, there is no wo- 
mans gowne bigge enough for him : otherwiſe he might 
put ona hat, a muffler; and a kercheife, and ſo eſcape. 

Fal. Good hearts; deviſe ſomething : any extremity, 
rather then a miſcheite. 

AMif. Ford, My Maids Aunt the fat woman of Brain- 
ford, hasagowne above. | 

Miſ. Page. On my word it will ſerve him : ſhe's as 
bigas heis : and there's her thrum'd hat, and her mutfier 
too: run up Sir /oþn. 7 

Aliſe Ford, Goc, goe, ſweet Sir John: 1iſtris Page and 
I will looke ſome linnen for your head. _::; : 
 ALiſe Page. Quicke, quicke ,- we'll come dreſſe you 
ſtraight : put onthe gowne the while. Exit. 
Hf. Ford, I would my husband would meete him in 
this ſhape : he cannot abide the old woman of Brain- 
ford; he ſweares ſhe's a witch, forbad her wy honſe and 
hath threatnedto beatc her. 
CH. Fage. Heaven guide him to thy husbands cud- 


 gell : and the divell guide his cudgellafterwards. 


Q&/45{. Ford, But is my husband comming ? | 

Miſ. Page. 1 in good ſadneſſe is he, and talkes ofthe 
basket too, howſoever he hath had i2:clligence, 

IHMiſ. Ford, We try that : for Ile appoint my men to 
carry the basketagaine, to meete him atthe doore with 
it, as they did laſt time. 

Miſ. Page. Nay, but hee'l be heere preſently: let's go 
drefſe him like the witch of Brainſord. 

Af. Ford. Ile firſt diret my men, what they ſhall doe 
with the basket: Goe up , ile bring linnen for him 
ſtraight; 

M5/. Page, Hang him diſhoneſt Varlct, 

We cannot miſuſe him enough : 

We'll leave aproofeby that which we will doo, 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too : 

We doenot aQ, that often, jeſt, and laugh 

'Tis old, but true, ſtill Swine cates all the Sreugh. 

if. Ford. Goe Sirs, take the basket againe on your 
ſhoulders : your Maſter is hard at doore : if he bid you 
ſet it downe, obey him : quickly, diſpatch. Znter Ser. 

x Ser. Come, come, take it up, 

2 Ser. Pray heaven it be not full of the Knight againe, 

I Ser. Ihope not;TI had as leife beare ſo mach Lead. 

Ford. 1, bur if it provetrue (Maſter Page) have you any 
way thento unfoole me againc? Set downe the basket 
villaine : ſome body call my wife : Youth in aBasket : 


Oh you Panderly Raſcals, there's a knot : a ging, a packe, | 


a conſpiracie againſt me : Now ſhall the divell beaſham'd, 
What wife Iſay : Come, come forth : behold what ho- 


neſt 


tant 


A p __ 


_— 


A o 


—_—_— 
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 nelt cloathes you: ſend forth to bleaching. 


Page, Why,this paſſes M. Ford: you are not to goe 
looſe any longer,you muſt be pinnion'd. ; 
Evans, Why this is Lunatickes : this is mad asa mad 


=_ | 

Sebal, Indeed M. Ford,this is not well indeed. 

Ford. Sofay I too fir, come bither Miſtris Ford, Mi- 
ſtris Ford,the honeſt woman, the modeſt wite, the vertu- 
ous creature,that hath the jealous foole to her husband : 
I ſuſpe& withour cauſe (Miſtris)doe I ? ck 

Mif. Ford, Heaven be my witnefſe you doe,it youſul- 
pect me in any diſhoneſty. co 

Ford. Wcll faid brazen-face , hold it out : Come forth 
ſirrah. 

Page. This paſſes. 


Mi. Ford. Are you not aſham' d,let the cloathes alone. 


Ford, 1 ſhall find you anon. IS 
Evans. *Tis unrealonablezwill you take up your wives 
cloathes? Come,away, _, 

Ford. Empty the basket I ſay. 

CAM. Ford. Why man,why ? 

. Ford, Maſter Page,as Iama man, there was one con- 
vay'd out of my houſe yeſterday in this basket : why may 
not he be there againe ? in my houſe I am ſure he is : my 
intelligence is true,wdy jcaloufic is reaſonable,plucke mee 
out all the linnen. A 

A, Ford. If you finde a man there , he ſhalldyea 
Fleas death, 

Page. Here's no may. | 

Shat. By my fidelity this is not well M*. Ford : This 
wrongs you. . : 

Evan. M.Ford,you muſt pray, and not follow the ima- 
ginations of your owne heart : this is jealouſies. 

Ford, Well,hee's nor here I ſeeke for. 

Page. Nognor no where elſe but in your braine. 

Ford. Hclpe to ſearch my houſe this one time: if I find 
not what 1 tecke,ſhew no cotoar for my extremity z Let 
me for ever be your Table-fport : Letthem ſay of me as 
jealous as Ford, that ſearclid a hollow Wall-nut for his 
Wives Lemman- Satisfie me once more,once more ſearch 
with me. | 

IFo:d, What hoa( Miſtris Page) come you and 
the old Womandowne : iy husband will come into the 
Chamber. | 

Ford, Old woman? what old woman's that ? 

Mife.Ford. Why itis my Maids Aunt of Brainford, 

Ford, A Witch,a Quaeane, an'old cozening Queanece ; 
Have I not forbid her my houſe? She comes of errands 
do's ſhe ? Were ſimple men , we doe not know what's 
brought to paſſe ander the profeſſion of Fortune-telling. 
She workes by Charmes,by Spels,by th'Figure ,and ſuch 
dawbry as this is, beyond our Element : wee know no- 
thing. Come downe you Witch, you Hagge you, come 
downe I ſay. | 

Mif.Ford. Nay,good ſweet hnsband , good Gentle- 
men,let him not ſtrike the old Woman. ' Emter Fad, 
. Miſft.Pa5e, Come Mothet Prat , Come give me your 

and. | 

Ford. Tle Prather : Out of my doore you Witch, you 

Rag,yoeu Baggage, you Poulcat,you Runnion;out,outs; Ie 
conjure you, ile Fortune-tell you. Em Fal. 

Mif. Page, Are younotaſham'd ? 

I thinke you have kil'd the poore woman, 
Ai. Ford. Nay he will doe it, 'tis a goodly credite 
for yon. 
Ford, Hang her Witch. 


—_ 


Evans. By yea,and no,I thinkethe o'man is a Witch 

indeed:T like not when a o'man has a great peard; I ſpic a 

great peard under his Muffler. WS 
Ford, Will you follow Gentlemen, I beſeech you fol- 


upon no traile,never truſt me when I open againe. 

Page. Let's obey his humour alittle farther 'Y 
Come Gentlemen. TEE | / Exennt. 

Mif#. Page. Truſt me he beate him moſt pitifully. 

M.Ford, Nay by th'Maſle that hee did not : hee beate 
him moſtunpittifully,me thought, | 

Miſt, Page. Ile have the cudgell hallow'd , and hung 
ore the Altar,it hath done meritorious ſervice. 

Mift.Ford. What thinke you ? May we with the war- 
rant of woman-hood, and the witneile of a good conſci- 
ence,purſue him withany further revenge #* 

M.Page. The ſpirit of wantonneſle 1s ſure (car'd out 
of him, if the Divell have him not in fee-ſfimple;with fine 
and recovery, he will never,[ thinke jin the way of waſte, 
attemptus againe, | : | 

Miſt, Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how wee have 
ſerved him ? = 

Miſt.Page. Yes,by all meanes:if it be but toſcrape the 
figures out of your husbands braines : if they can finde in 
their hearts, the pooreunvertuous fat Knight ſhall be any 
further afflited,we twowill ſtill be the minifters. 

Miſt. Ford, Ile warrant they'l -have him publikely 
ſham'd,and methinkes there would be no period to the 
jeſt,ſhould he not be publikely tham'd. 

Miſt. Page, Come,to the Forge wich it, then ſhapeit ; 1 
would not have things coole, Exennt. 


— 


ScenaTenta, 


Eee ec 


Enter Hoft and Bardolfe, 
Bar. Sir, the Germane deſires to have three of your 
horſes : the Duke himſclfe will be ro morrow at Court, 
and theyare going to meethim. 
Hoſt. What Duke ſhould that be comes fo ſecretly ? 
I heare not of him inthe Court : let me ſpeake with the 
Gentlemen,they ſpeake Exgii/o? | 
Bar. 1 Sir? lle call him to you: | 
Hott. They ſhall have my horſes , but 11: make them 
pay : Ilefawcethem, they have had my houſes a weeke 
at command : I have turn'd away my other gueits , they 
muſt come off, Ile ſawce them, come. 


| — — 


Scana Quarta. 


Enter Page ,Ford,Miſtris Page IMiftris Ford, 
Ford, and Evavss. 


Evans. Tis one of the beſt diſcretions of a o'man as 
cverlI did looke upon. | 

Page. And did he ſend you both theſe Letters at an in» 
ftant ? , 

Miff. Page. Within a quarter of an houre. 

Ford, Pardon me(wife)henceforth do what thou wilt: 
I rather will ſuſpe& the Sunne with gold, 
Then thee with wantonneſſe ; Novw doth thy honor ſtand 


(in 


PE—_ ho 
—_ — 


low : ſee but the iſſue ofmy jealouſic : If I cry out thug - 


TP __P 


Exemnt. | 


——— 
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(In bimthat was of late an Hereticke) 


As firme of faith. 


Page. .'Tis well, tis well,no more : 
Be not extreame in ſubmiſſion, as in offence, 
But let our plot goe forward : Let our wives 


| Yet once againe(to make us publike ſport) 


Appoint a meeting with this old fatfcllow, 

Where we may take him,and diſgrace him for it. 
Ford, There is no better way - #01 that they ſpoke of: 
Page. How?toſend him word they'l meet him inthe 


Parke at midni ght? Fie,fie,he'l never come, 


vas, You ſay he hath been throwne into the River:and 


has becn grievouſly peaten, asan old 'oman : me thinkes 


there ſhould be terrours in him,that he ſhould not come : 


Methinkes his fleſh is puniſh'd, hee ſhall have no de- 


fires. 
Page, Sothi:keI too. | 
A. Ford.Deviſe but how you'l uſe him when he comes. 
Andletustwodeviſeto bring him thither. 
' M.Page. There is an old tale ors, that Herxe the 
Hunter(lometime a Keeper here in #ndſor Forreſt) 
Doth all the Winter time at ſtill of midnight 
Walke roundabour an Oake, with greatragg'd hornes, 
And there he blaſts the trec,and takes the cattle, 
And makes milch-kine yeeld blood, and ſhales achaine 
In a moſt hideous and dreadfull manner. 
You have heard of ſucha ſpirit,and well you know 
The ſuperſtitious idle-headed-E/d 
Receiv d,and did deliver to our age 
Thistale of Herz: the Hunter for a truth. 
| Page. Why yetthere want not many that doc feare 
In dceepe of night to walke by this Hernes Oake : 
But what of this? 
MY. Ford. Marry this is eurdeviſe, 
That Faiftaffe at that Oake ſhall meet with us. 
Page. Wellzkt itnot be doubted but he'l come, 
Ad in this ſhape when you have brought him thither, 
What ſhall be done with h:m 2 What is your plot ? 
H.Page. That likewife have we thought upon , and 
Nan Page (my daughter )and my little ſonne, thus : 
And three or foure more of their growth,wee'l dreſſe 
Like Vrchins,Ouphes,and Fairies,greeneand white, 
With rounds of waxen Tapcrs on their heads, 
And Rattles in their hands; upon a ſodaine, 
As Falftaffe,ſhe,and 1,arenewly met, 
Let them from forth a Saw-pit ruſh at once 
With ſome diffuſed ſong :-Vpontheir fight 


| Wetwo,ingreatamazcdneſſe will flye : 


Then let them all encircle him about, \ 

And Fairy-iike to pinch the uncleane Knight ; 
And aske him why that houre of Fairy Revell, 
In their ſo ſacred pathes, he dares to tread 

In ſhape prophane, | 

Ford. And till hetellthe truth, 

Let the ſurpoſed Fairies pinch him ſound, 
And burne him with their Tapers. - 

A7.Pa. The'truth being knowne, , 

We'l all preſent our {clves; dif-horne the ſpirit, 
And mocke him home to Win/or. 

_ Ford. The children muſt 
Be praQtis'd wellto this,or they'l nev'r doo't. 

Evan. 1 willteach the children their behaviours:and I 
will be likea Iacke-an-Apesalſo,to burne the Knight with 
my Taber. 

Ford. That will be excellent, 

Ile goc buy them vizards. 


"REY 


| 


| 


| 


Miſt. Page. My Nas ſhall be the Queene of all the 
Fairics,finely attired ina robe of white. 
Page. That filke will -goe buy;andin that time 
Shall M-S/ender ftcale my Nan away, 
And marry her at Eaten : goe,ſend to Fa/taffe ſtraight. 
Ford, Nay,He to him againe in name of Broome, 
Hee'ltellme all his purpoſe : ſure hee'i come. 
Ai.Pa. Feare not you that : Goe get us properties 
And rricking for your Fairies. 
Evans, Let us about it, 
It isadmirable pleaſures,and ferry honeſt knaveries. 
HMſ. Page. Goe Mit. Ford, 
Send quickely to Sir /obx,to know his minde : 
Ile tothe Doctor, he hath my good will, 
And none but he to marry with Nan» Page: 
That Shuder(thongh well landed )is an Ideot s 
And he,my husband beſt of all affe&s : 
The DoRor is well monyed,and his friends 
Potent ar Court : he,nene bur he ſhall have her, 


Though twenty thouſand worthier come to crave her. 
x Exit. 


Scena quinta. 


nr DA... 


— 


— 


Enter Ho#t,Simple, Falftaffe, Bardolfe, Evans, 
Cai, Dnickly. 


Heff.What woulſt thou have? (Boore) what ? ( thick 
Skin )ſpeake,breathe,diſcuſle ; bricfe,ſhorr,quicke,ſnap. 

Sim. Marry ſir,I come to ſpeake with Sir /obyu Fal- 
ftaffe from M.Slender. 

Heft. There's his Chamber , his Houſe, his Caſtle, | 
his ſtanding bed and truckle bed : *tis painted about 
with the'ſtory ofthe Prodigall,freſh and new : go, knock 
and call ; hee'l ſpeake like an Anthropophaginian unto: 
thee : Knocke I ſay. | 

Sim.” There's anold woman, a fat woman gone up into 
his chamber : Ile be ſo bold as ſtay Sir till ſhe come 


; downe : I come to ſpeake with her indeed. 


Hoſ?. Ha? Afat woman? The Knight may be robb'd: 
Ile call, Bully-Knight, Bully-Sir lob» : ſpeake from thy 
Lungs Military : Art thouthere ? It is thine Hoſt , thine 
Ephefſian cals. | 

 Fal. How now,mine Hoſt ? 

Hoft. Here's a Bohemian-T artar tarics the*comming 
done of thy fat woman : Let her deſcend ( Bully ) let 
her deſcend : my Chambers are honourable + Fic, priva- 
cy ? Fie. 

Fal. There was ( mine Hoſt ) anold fat womaneven 
now with me,but ſhe's pone. 7 

Sim. Pray you (ir, was't not the wiſe woman of 
Brainford ? 

Fal, I marry was it (Muſſcl-ſhel ) what would you | 
with her ? 

Sim. My Maſter (Sir) my Maſter Slender , ſent to her 
ſeeing her goe throughthe ſtreers, to know (Sir ) whe- 
ther ane Nm (Sir)thart beguild him of a chaine , had the 
chaine,or no. 

Fai. Iſpake with the old woman about it. 

Sins, And what fayes ſhe,Tpray Sir? 

Fat. Marry ſhe ſayes,that the very fame man that be- 
guild Maſter Slender of his Chaine,cozen'd him of it. 

Simp. I would Icould have ſpoken with the woman 
her | 


b 


| Hott. They arc gone but to meet the Duke (villaine) 
* 4 doenot ſay they be fied : Germanes are honeſt men, 


'F Fal, Tohaveher, 


* quor Fiſhermens boots with me : I warrant they would 


" A 


py 
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fr Om him, h 
Fal. What are they ? let us knotys 
Hoſt. 1,come : quickes 
Fal.: I may not conceale them (lir.) 
Hoff, Gonceale them,or thou diſt. 
Sim. Why ſir; they were nothing but about Miftris 
e Ame Page, to know if it were my Maſters fortune tv 
have her or no. ee. 
Fal. Tis, tis his fortune. 
Sim, W hat Sir, { | 
orno : goe; fay the woman told 
me ſo. 
| Sim. May Ibeboldto ſay fo fir? 
' Fal. I fir : like who tore bold. 
Sim. Ithanke your worſhip : 1 ſhall make my maſter 
glad with theſc tidings. 
Hoff. Thou art clearkly : thou art clearkly ( fir oh») 
was there a wiſe woman withthee ? 
Fal. 1,thatthere was (mine Hoſt) one thathath taught 
me more wit,then ever I learn'd before in my life : and 
I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid for my lear- 
Ing» | Enter Bardolph, 
| Bar. Out alas(ſir)cozonage : meere cozonage. 

Hoſt. Where be my horſes? ſpeake well of them var 
letto. 
Bar. Run away with the cozoners : for ſo ſoone asT 
came beyond Eaton, they threw me off from behinde 
one of them in a ſlow of myre ; and ſctſpurres, and 
away 3 like three Germane-Divels; three Door Fau- 
Auſſes. 


| 


Enter Evans, 
Ev. Where is mine Hoſt ? 

Hoeft, W hat isthe matter (ir ? q 
Evans. Have acarc of your entertainments: there is 
friend of mine come to towne, tels me there is three Co- 
zen-Iermans,that has cozend all the Hoſts of Readins, of 
Maidenhead ; of Cole.brooke, of horſes and money :; 1 
tell you for good will (looke you)you are wife, and full 
of gibes, and vlouting-ſtockes: and 'tis not convenient 
you ſhould be cozoned. Fare you well. Exit. Enter (ains, 

(43. Ver'is mine Hoft ae larteere ? 3 
Hoſt. Here (Maſter Door )in perplexiry and doubt» 
fulldelemma. 

(#5. I cannot tell vat is dat : butit is tell-a-me, dat you 
make grand preparation for a Duke de Iamany : by my 
trot : derisno Duke dat the Courtiis know, to come : I 
tell youtor good will ; adieu. Exit. 
Heft. Huy and cry(viliaine)goe: aſſiſt me Knight, I 
am undone : flyc,run : hu and cry (villaine) I amundone. 

_ 
Fal. I would all the world might be cozen'd, for I 
have beenecozened and beaten too : if it ſhould come to 
the eare of the Court, how I have beene transform'd;and 
how my transformation hath beene wath'd and cudgel'd, 
they would melt me out of my fat, dropby drop, and li- 


whip me with their fine wits,tiil I were as creſt-falne as 


at Promero : well,it my wind were but long enough ; I 
would repent : Now ? Whence come you? 


Qs. From the two parties forſoot 
Fal. The Divel} take one party , 


— — — 


her ſelfe,T had other things to have ſpoken with her too, | 


| content : here 15a letter will ſay ſomewhat: (good hearts) 


adri'd Peare : I never profper'd,ſince 1 forſwore my ſelfe |- 


other ; and ſothey ſhall be- both beftow'd ; I have fif- 
fer'd more for their ſakes; more than the villanous in- 
conſtancy of mansdifſpolition is able ts beare. bſhf 
| Qs. And havenotthey ſuffer'd ? Yes; I warrant; ſpe- 
ciouſly one of them; Mittris Ford (good heart) is beaten 
-— rm—_ blue , that youcannor ſee white ſpot- about 
cr» + Sr 
Fal. Whattell ſt thowthee of blacke-and blue ? T'was 
beaten my felfe into/allthe colonurs ofthe Rainebow : and 
L was like to be apprehended for the'Witchof Brein- 
ford,but that my admirable dexterny of wit, my-counter- 
teiting the ation of an' old Woman deliver'd mee; the 
Knave Conftable had ſet me ith* Stockes ; 'ith' common 
Steckes fora Witch, o 
Qz, Sir, let me ſpeake with you in- yorir Chamber, 
you ſhall heare howthings goe,and (I warrant ). toyoutr 


what a-doe here isto bring you together? Sure one of 
you do's not ſerve heayen well, that youare ſo croſs'd. 
Fal, Come up into my Chamber, Execunt, 


Scana Sexta. | 


CC 


. Enter Fenton, Hof. 
Hoſt, Maſter Fenton,talke not to mee;my minde is 
vy : I willgiveover all. | 
Fen, Yet heare me ſpeake : afliſt me in my purpoſe, 
And(as Iam a Gentleman) ile give thee | 
A hundred pound in gold, more then yourlofſe. . _ 
Ho#F. I will heare you ( Maſter Fevton) and I will (at 
theleatt Jkeepe your counſell, 
Fen, From time to time, I have acquainted you 
With the deare love beareto faire Anne Page, 
W ho, mutually,hath anſwer'd my affection, 
(So farre forth,as her ſelfe might be her chuſer ) 
Even to my with ; I havea letter from her 
Of ſuch contents,as you will wonder at; 
The mirth whereof, ſolarded with my matter, 
That neither ſingly can be manifcſted 
Without the ſhew of both : fat Sir /ohn Falftafe 
Hath a great Scene ; the image of the jett 
Ile ſhew you here at large(harke good mine Hof: ) 
To nightat Hernes Oke, jult 'rwixt twelveand one, 
Muft my ſweet Nan preſent the Patery Queene : 
The purpoſe why,is here : in which difguife 
While other jeſtsare ſomething ranke on foot; 
Berfather hath commanded her to ſlip 
Away with Slender,and with him at Eaton 
Immediately to marry : She hath conſented : Noy Sir, 
Her moether,(even ſtrong againſt that match 
And firme for Door Caimhath appointed 
That he ſhall likewiſe ſhuffle her away, 
White other ſports aretasking of their mindes, | 
Andat the Deanry,where a Prieſt attc.nds 
Strait marry her : to this her Mothers plat 
She (ſeemingly obedient)likewiſe hath 
Made promile tothe Doctor : Now,thus it reſts, : 
Her father meanes ſhe ſhall be all in white ; F 
And inthat habite,when Sender ſees his time | 
To take herby the hand.and bid her goe, | 
She ſhall gee with him : her Mother hath intended 
(The better to devote her to rhe Doctor; 
For they muſt all be mask%d and vizarded) 


hea- | 


Enter Quickly, | 
h, 
and Tits-Dam the 


Tirat \ 


—__ 4 


&« 
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WithRibands-pendant,flaring”bour ber head ; 
| And when the Door ſpies bis vantage ripe, 
To pinehb ber by the hand, and on that token, 
The maid hath given conſentto-goe with him. 
? og Whichenpane s ſhe to.deecive ? Father,or Mo- 
ther? | 
Fes. Both (my good Hoſt) togoc along with me , 
And here it refegahat you'l the Vicar 
| Toy: fot meartChurch, twixttwelveand one, 
And inthe lawfulliname of marrying,  * 
To give our heartsunited ceremony. 

| Heſt.. Well, busband yourdevice ; lle to the Vicar, 
Bring you the Maid,you ſhall not lacke a Prieſt - 
-| - Fen; So ſhall | evermore be bound to thee ; 
Beſides,Tle make a preſent recompence. 


* + 


E xeannt. 


—_—_—— 


 Atus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


— 


— 


Emer Falſtaffe, Quickly and Ford. 


Fal, Prethee no more pratling : go,Ile hold,this is the 
1 chird time: I hope good luckelies in odde numbers, A- 
way,goc,they ſay there is Divinity in odde numbers, e1- 
ther in Nativity,chance,or death : away. 

Q=zz. lle provide you achaine, and Ile doe what I can 
toget you apaire of hornes, 

Fal. Away I ſay ,time weares, hold ap your head and 
mince. How now M. Broome ? Maſter Broome , the mat- 
ter will be knowne to night, or never. Be you in the 
Parke about midnight, at Hernes-Oake, and you ſhall ſee 
wonders. 

Ford. Went you not to her yeſterday (Sir)as you told 
me you had appointed ? 
. Fal. 1weutto her ( Maſter Broome ) as you ſee, like a 
poore-old-man , bat I came. from her (Maſter Broome ) 


band) hath the fineſt mad Divell of jealouſie in him ( Ma- 
ſter Broome) that ever govern'd Frenzic. I will tell you, 
he beat me grievouſly,in the ſhape of a woman : ( for in 
the ſhape of man ( Maſter Broome ) I feare not Goliah 
with a Weavers beame, (becauſe I know alſo, life is a 
Shurttle)T am in haſte,goe along with mee, Ile tell you all 
(Maſter Broome :) ſince I pluckt Geeſe , plaid Trewant 
and whipt Top, I knew not what 'twasto be beaten , till 
lately, Follow me , Ile tell you ſtrange tbings of this 
Knave Ford,on whom tonight I will be revenged , and I 
will deliver his wife into your hand. Follow , ſtrange 
things in hand ( M. Broome) follow. Exennt, 


—.——_ — — 


Sczena Secunda. 


Enter Page Shallow Slender, 


Page. Come, come: wee'll couch i'th Caſlle-ditch, 

till we ſcethe light of our Fairies. Remember ſonne Slew. 
 der,my daughter. . 

'Slen. I forſoothyl have ſpoke with her, and wee have 

a nay-word howto know one another. I come to her 

in white, and cry Murn ; ſhecryes Budget, and by that 


| Thar quathx in greene,he ſhallbe looſe enroab'd; : - | 


like a poote-old-woman ; that ſame Knave ( Ford her hul-, 


q 


Mum,or her Bu 
enough. It hatk ſtrooke ten a'clocke. OY I 
Page. The night is darke , Light and Spirits will be- |. 
come it well : Heaven proſper our ſport. No man,meanes 


we know one another ; 


S$hal, That's you too: but what needes cither your 
get'? The white will decipher her well 


Evill bur the Divell,and we ſhall know him by his hornes, 
Letsaway : follow me. Excunt, 
Scena Tertia. 


Emter Mt. Page, Miſt. Ford,(ains. 


AF, Page. M..DoRor, my daughter is in greene, when 
you ſee your time, take her by the band, away with her 
tothe Dcanry,and diſpatch it quickly : goe before into 
the Parke : wetwo muſt goe together. | 

(4. I know vatT have to do,adicu. Exit. 
A188. Page. Fare you well (fir:)my husband will net re- 
joyce {0 much at the abuſe of Fa/affe, as he will chafe at 
the DoQtors marrying my daughter : But 'tis no matter ; 
better a little chiding, then a great deale of heart-breake. 

CMiff. Ford. Where is Nan now? and her troope of 
Fairies ? and the Welſh Divell Herne ? 

Miſt, Page. They are all couch'd ina pit hard by Hernes 
Oake, with obſcur'd Lights ; which ar the very inſtant 
- __ and our meeting, they will at once diſplay to 
thenight. | 

A711, Ford. That cannot chooſe but amaze him, 

Mift.Page.If he be not amaz'd he will be mock'd:; If 
he be amaz'd, he will be mock'd. 

Aff. Ford. Wee'l betray him finely. 

Ai.Pa. Againſt ſuch Lewdſters, and their Lechery, 
Thoſe that betray them doe no treachery. 

Aſt. Ford. The houre drawes on : tothe Oake,to the 
Oake. E xennt. 


—_—  ——— —— 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Evars and Fairies. 

Evans. Trib,trib,Fairics : Core, and remember your 
parts : be pold ( I pray you) follow me into the pit, and 
when 1 givethe watch-'ords : doeas I bid you : Come, 
come,trib,trib. | Exeunt. 


Scana quinta. 


a. Sto 


Enter Faltaffe, CMiftreſſe Page, Miſtris Ford, Evass, 
Anne ? age, Fairies, Page, Ford Quickly, 
Slender, Fenton, ( #14 ,Piſtoll. 


Fal. The Windſor Bell hath ſtroke twelve : the Mi- 
nute draweson : Now the hot-bloodied-gods aſliſt mee : 
Remember Tove, thou waſt a Bull for thy - &«ropa, Love 
ſer on thy hornes. O powerfull Love , that in ſome re- 
ſpeRts makes a Beaſt a Man: in ſome other,a Man,a Beaſt. 


| 


You werealfo (lupiter)a Swan, for the love of Leds : O 
EEE” | omnipo- 


8. 


x 


. | He wouldnever elſe crofſe me thus, 


| And, Hony Soit Qui Mal-j-Penſewrite 


The merry Irves of Windfor. 
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plexion of a Goole : a faulr done tirft in the forme of a 
Beaſt,(O Iove;a beaſtly fault 2 ) and then another fault, 
in the temblance of a Fowle, thinke on't (Iove) a fowle- 
fault. When gods have hot backes , what ſhall poore 
men doe?For me, I am here a Windſor Stagge, and the 
fatteſt ( Ithinke) 1th Forreſt. Send mea coole rut-time 
(love)or whocan blame me to piſſe my Tallow? Who 
| comes here? my Doe ? + 
M.Ford. Sir [ohn? Artthou there (my Deare?) 
My male-Deere ? | 
Fal. My Doe with the blacke Scut ? Let the skie 
raine Potatoes : let it thunder, to the tune of Greene- 
ſleeves,haile-kiſling Comfits , and ſnow Eringoes : Let 
= come a tempeſt of provocation, I will ſhelter mee 
ere, 
4. Ford. Miſtris Page is come with me (Sweetheart. 
Fal. Divi'd me like a brib'd-Bucke , eacha Haunch- 
I will keepe my ſides to my ſelfe , my ſhoulders for the 
' fellow ofthis walke ; and my hornes I bequearthe. your 
busbands. Am Ia Woodman,ha? Speake I like Herne 
the Hunter > Why,now is Cupid a childe of Cunſcience, 
he makesreſtitution. As I am atrueſpirit, welcome. 
AM. Fage Alas,what noyle ? LA ii 
CHFord. Heaven forgive our 
Fal. What ſhould this be? 
CM. Ford. M.Page. Away AWAY s | 
Fal. I thinke the Divell will not have me damn'd, 
| Leaſtthe Oyle that's in me {hould ſet hell on fire ; 


ſinnes. 


| Enter Fares. 
Qzs. Fairies,blacke,gray ,greene,andwhite, - 
1 You Moone-fhine Revellers,and ſhades of night. 
You Orphan heires of fixed deſtiny, 
| Attend your ofice,and your quality. |! - 
'| Crier Hob-goblin,make the Fairy Oyes., | 
| Ps. Elves,liſt your names: Silence-you ayry toyes. 
| Cricket,to Ymdſor Chimneyes ſhalt thouleape : 
1 Where fires thou find'ſt unrak'd,and Hearths unſwept, 
There pinch the Maidesasblueas Bilbery, 
Ourxadiant Queene-hatesSlutsand {luttery. 
1 Fal,They are Fairies,he that ſpcakes to them ſhall die. 
We winke and couch : No mantbeir workes muſt eye. 
Ev. Where's Bede?Go you,and where'you finda Maid 
That ere ſhe ſleepe has thrice her prayersfaid, 
Raiſe up. the Organs of her fantafic, 
Sleepe ſhe as ſound as carcieſſe infancy, :: 
But thoſe as fleepe and thinke not on their ſinnes, .-*. 
Pinchthem armes,legs;backs,ſhonlders;lidesand ſhinhes. 
Q About,abont 2 ©, 1221 997 9737 157g 
Search #/a1d/or Caſtle(Elves)within,and out. 50 i! + 
Strew good lycke(Ouphes)on every ſacred roome;: '.i:/. 
That it may ttand till the perpetualldoome, - (i + + 2:4 
In ſtate as wholeſome, as in Rats 'tis fie} 5! 3: + * 
Worthy, the Owner;and the Ownerit, wo 11160 0) 
The feverall Chaires of Order,looke you ſcowre- .-- 
With juyce of Balme ; and eyery precious flowre, 
Each faire Inſtalment, Coat,and fev'rall Creſt, 
With loyall Blazon evermore be bleſt. 
And Nightly.medow-Fairies,looke you ſing. 
Liketo the Garters-Compaſle in a Ring, 
Tl-expreflure that it-beares: Greene ket-itbe, 
More fertile-freſh then allthe field to ſee : 
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In-Emrold. tuffes, Flowres purple,blue,and white, 


1 G_ = 


omnipotent Love,how nere the god drew t6 the com- 


-| Fieon finfull phantafie «:Fie on 


1 \. Ford. Well ſaid Fairy Hugh. 


Buckled below faire Knighr-hoods bending knee ; 
Fairies uſe Flowers for their Characterie, 
Away,diſperſe ; Bat till tis one a clocke, 
Oar dance of cuftome round about the Oke 

Of Herne the Humter,lerus not forger. 

Ev, Pray youlocke hand in hand, your ſelvesin order ſet: 
And twenty Glow-wormes ſhall our Lanthornes be 
To guide our Meaſare round about the tree. 
But ſtay, ſmell a man of middlecarth. 
Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welſh Fairy, 
Leaſt he transforme me toa peece of Cheeſe. IE 

. ou Vilde worme, thou walſt ore-look'd even-in thy 

Irtn. 
Qs, With tryall-fire touch me his finger end : 

If he be chaſte,the flame will backe defcend 

And turne him tons paine : buc if hgſtart, 

Iris the fleſh ofacortuptcd hearr. 

Piff, Atriall,come. 
Evans.Come,will this wood take fire? 
Fal. Oh,oh,oh; 5d wag & 
. Qs, Corrupt,corrupt,and tainted in deſire, 
About him(tairies)ſing aſccrnfull Rime, 
And as you trip,ſtill pinch him to your time, 


V 


—_ 


Luft aid Lycxrrie > ** 
Laft is but a bloody fire kindled with unchaſte deſire; - 
Fed inheart whoſe flames aſpize; +1 11. VV 
es thoughts doe blove them bigheriavÞ higher, + | ,- 
Pinch him(F airies) mntually : pinch\bitnifer ne Sillate..c . 
Pinch him,and burne him,and turne him about,  .-* 
\ Till Gtndles and Starelight, ana Alqae-frint be aut. - 
. \ II 7 9. $7 54 "rr 3 
Page.” WE: 
now-z Will'none-buti:#erne-the Flanfer ſerve your 
turne ? aL ae ws 1H?r Tiftg 
' 2. Page. .Eprapybuthme;hald.upxhe qeltns higker, 
Now Foo Sie php ydu#fiufar lives? © 
See you theſe husbands2:DvenothelofaireOkes ii: 


%E% 
_ 


Ford. Now Sir, who's4Ciickblckabw2 vv. 
Mt, Brace, Falftaff's a\Kngveza QuetkeldlyKnave,; > + 
Heere are his hornes Maſter Broome : WH ws 


but his Buck-basketghisCudgelt ,-andawenty poundsbf 
money, which muſtbepaid to M: Brative;hishiorfesfre 
arreſted for it, M. Broome, 0 b 921)! 107 SVEL 

| M:Ford. Sir Tohnawe have had!il! fucke's: we'tould ne- 

ver meet : I wiltneyeritike youfor my!Love againe;but./ 
I willalyayescount you my Deerectiico!, 16! 1 2, ynlh 
- begintoperceivethar{ant made an Af. 


I VEL: 


.£< ewe ite FI ® ® 
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' --Fat,o AndtheſearenobFairies: bi) 101 


| T wagthree-dr-fouterimeginthe-thonghtthey were not. 


| Fairics,and yer the guiltineſſeof my miride , the ſodaine: 


[1 


ſurprize of my powers,drovethe grofſzneſle of _— 
ery ifto a recety'd beliefe, indelpight ofthe tecth of a 


' wit may be madea Iatke-a-Lent, when 'tis upon ill im- 
ployment. . 2 

- Evan; Sir Tolhn Falftaffe-; ſerve Got, and leave your” 
- defires,and Fairies will not pinfe you. 


Evan. And leave you your 
_—_—_— 


Like Saphire-pearte;andrichEmbroiderie,” 


Ford. 


. —. — "I 
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| Brncny 27501 007 Tef:? ng *Ivz 
Nay:doenotfiye; Irbinkemettave watch(iyou 


Become the Forreſt better then the:Tolyme? 521+ 5:cm cf2e!e 


And Maſter Breome , he hatlveijoyednothing of Fords, 


| © *Ferd:Jyrand an OxE'too 7 both-the :proofes are. ox- | 
| rants! bioncd ort 3o om br glttct oved blooy to Hound Dd 35 
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rimeand teaſori, that they vere Fairies. See now how 


jealouzies toog I pray ' 


wy OKC IBCEG . WI we o 


tone of one that makes Fritters of fvgis6? This is c- 


| dclight? 


The meery Wives of W ind/or. 
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Ford. I wilt never miſtrufl my wife againe , till thou | 

art able to woot her in good Engliſh, _ 
Fal. Havel laid my braine 1n the Sunne and dri'd it, 

that it wants matter to prevent ſo grofle ore-reaching as. 
this? AmT ridden with a Welch Goattoo ? Shall I have 
a Coxecombe of Frize? *Tis time I were choak'd witha 
peece of toaſted Cheeſe; 

Evans.Secle is not good to give putter; your pelly is all 

tier, 
& Fal. Secſe and Putter? Have I liv'd to ſtand atthe 


nough to be the decay of Luſt and late-walking through 
the Realme. 

Mift.Page. Why Sir John, doe you thinke,though we | 
would have thruſt vertue out of our hearts by the head 
and ſhoulders, and have given our ſelves without ſcruple 
to Hell, that ever the Divell could bave made you our 


Ford. What,a Hodge-pudding? A bag of Flax ? 
AMS. Page. Apuft man? | : 
Page. Old,cold,wither'd,and of intollerable entrails? 
Ford. And onethatis as ſlanderous as Sathan-? 
Page. Andas as lob, - i 

Ford. And as wickcd as his wife ? 

Evan. And given to Fornications,and to Tavernes,and 
Sacke,and Winezand'Metheglins, and todrinkings, and 
{wearings,and ſtaring ? Pribbles andprabbles? 

Fal. Well,I am your Theame: \\you have the tart of | 
me, Iam dejeted++Iram notable'to anſwer the Welch 
HenatyemePpElt ics Plumenct ore me , uſe me as 
you W BEET Se SIR LURE B79 « | 
Ford... Marry fir, \wee't bring you'to Winder to. one 
M* Broeme,: thatyou have cozon'd of money, \to whom 

zou-ſhould have beencalPander : over and above that you 


—_—_—— 


tot: abtthat ;/ k 4 
ker , the is ( by this Doctor 
» 2 an4bbt £0: | 


wacky ſonne, -. 
(3D 

o Sled, Diſoarch'42 +Tle :make 

know on't-:woald 4 were hang'd lagelfe. i --  - --- 

Page. Of what,fonne2-20! yon wo gon on peril: 

rand ſhee's agrea 7 Bay. If it hadinotbeene 


reChaorch, I wo bogey Fug 
. ſwing'd mec. IFI did not thinke: i 


be 
ey, "_— 
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the beſt in GlPoſbire | 


; Goed husband,let us every one goe home, 
\ | Sir Jobw atdall=cr.0)) 


Page. Vponmy life then,you tooke the wrong. 
Slen. What need you tcll methat? 1 thinkefo, when 
I tooke a Boy for a Girle : If Thad beene married to bim, 
ns all he was in wemans apparell) I would riot bave had 
im. : 
Page. Why,this is your ownefolly, 
Did not I tell you how you ſhould know my daughter 
By her garments ? / | 
Slen. 1 went to her in greene , and cryed Mum , and 
ſhe cry'd Budget, as A»xe and I had appointed, and yer 1t 
was not Anne,bnt a Poſi-maſters Boy. HANES 
Miſt. Page. Good George be not angry,I knew of your 
purpoſe : turn'd my danghter into white, and indeed ſhee 


1snow with the Door at the Deanry;and there marricd. 


Enter ( as, 
Cai. Veris Miſtris Page : by gar Tam cozoned , I ha 
married one Garſoon, a Boe ; oon Peſant,by gar. A Boy, 
RK 1s not. Aw Page,by gar,T am cozoned. 
AM. Pa. Why? did you take her in white ? 
: (44. I be gar, and *cisa Boy 3 begar, Ile raiſe all#izd- 
ors h 
\ "Ford, This is ſtrange : Who hath got the right Anne? 
Page, My heart miſgives me,here comes M. Fenton. 
How now M. Fenton? | ly 
An. Pardon good father,good my mother pardon, 
Page. Now Miſtris : | 
How chance you went not with M. Slender ? - ' | 
AMi.Pa. Why went you not with M*.DoQtor Maid? 
Fen, You doc amazeber ; heare the truthof ir, | 
You would have married her moſt ſhamefully, - 
Where there was no proportion keld in love : 
The truth is,ſhe and 1 (long ſince contradted ) 
Are nowſo ſurethat nothing can diffolve us : 
Th'offence is holy that ſhe hath committed, 
And this deceit loſes the name: of craft, 
Of diſobedience,or unduteous title, - . 
Since therein ſhe dothevitate and ſhun 
A thouſand irreligions curſed houres 
Which forced marriage would have brought upon her. 
Ford. Stand not'amarz'd,here is no-remedy : 


In Love,the heavens themſclves docguide tbe ſtate, | 
Money buyes Lands,and wivesareſold by fate; _. | 


to ſtrike at me,that your Arrow hathglanc'd.”*. 
Page. Well,whar remedy > Femton , heaven give "thee 
joy what cannot be eſchew'd,muſtbe embrac'd. 
_ When night-dogs runne, all ſorts of Deereare 
chac'd. 17:4 Tr TY 
Afi Fa. Welll will muſe no farther : M.Fenon, 
. Heaven give you many ,many merry dayes : 
' And langh this ſport orc by acountrey fire, | 
Ford. Letit be {o (Sir lobs:) 
To Maſter Broome, yew yet ſhalt hold your word,' 
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| For he,ro nigkit;ſhalilye with Miſtris Ford. © + Exeuiit. 
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| Fa, Iam glad, though you haverane a ſpecial Qand | 
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eAttus Primus, Scena Prima, 


Enter Duke ,Eſcalus,Lord;. 


0 Scalus. 

Eſca. My Lord. ; 

:: Dak,Of government,the properties tounfold, 
© would ſeeme in metaffed ſpeech anddifcourie. 

Since I am put to know,that your owne SCLEnce 

Exccedes (inthat)the lifts of all advice : 

My ſtreng:h can give you : Then no more remaines 

But that,ro your tuificiency, as your worth is able, 

And let them worke : The nature of our people, 

Our Cries sn5titutions,and the Termes ; 

For Common Iuſtice,y are as pregnant in 

As Art,and practiſe hath enriched any : | 

That we rememember : There is our Commiſſion, 

| From which, we would not have you warpe ; call hither, 

Tfay,bid come before us Angelo : = 

What figure of us thinke you,he will beare» 

For you muſt know,we have with ſpeciall ſoule 

Elefed him or abſcnce to ſupply 3 

Lent him our terror,dreft him with our love, - 

And given his Depuration all the Organs 

Of our owne power : what thinke you of it ? 

Eſe. Tfany in Viewna be of worth 
To uridergoe ſuch ample grace and honour, 
Itis Lord Angelo, 


Enter eng elo. 


Duke. Looke where he comes. 
Ang. Alwayes obedient to your graces 
Icometo know your Graces pleaſure. 
Duke. eAngels : 
There is a kinde of CharaRer in thy life, 
That to th'obſerver,doth thy hiſtory 
Fully vnfold : Thy ſelfe and thy belongings 
Are not thincowne ſo proper,as to waſte 
Thy ſelfe upon thy verrues ; they on thee : 
Heaven dothki with us,as we with Torches doe, 
Not light them for themſelves : For if qur vertues 
Did not goe forth of us,'twereall alike . 
Asif we had them not : Spirits are not finely touch'd, 
Butto kne iſſues : nor Nature never lends 
The ſmalleſt ſcruple of her excellence, | 
But like athrifcy goddefle,ſhe determines 
Her ſelfe the glory ofa creditour, 
Both thankes and uſe ; but Idoc bend my ſpeech 


Pt WC 
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will, 


A ——. 


| 


To onethat can my part in bil adverif, ec: 
Hold therefore.@ngelo : 
In our remove,be thou at full,our ſelfe : 
Mortality and Mercy in Vienne | 
Live in thy totigne and heart ; Old Eſralies 
Though firſt in queftion,is thy ſecondary. 
Take thy Commiſſion. . 
Ang. Now good my Lord: SO. 
Let there be ſome more teſt, made of wy mettle, 
Before ſo noble and ſo greata figare” © 
Be ſtampt't upon it, I hemar' toc th 
Duke: "No moreeyaſion : TO | 
We have witha leaven'd,and prepited choyce | 
Procceded to you; therefore take yoat honours 
Our haſte from hence is of ſo quicke conditiqn, 
That it prefers it ſelfe,and leaves unqueſtion'd- 
Mattersof necdfull valoe : We ſhall write ra-you 
Astime,qnd our concernings ſhalt inportune, 
How it goes with ns,and doe looke'to know 
W hat doth befall-you here. So fare you well ; 
To th'hopefull exccation doe TI leave you, 
Of your Commiſſion. | 
Ang. Yet giveleave(my Lord,). WY 
That wemay bring you ſomething on the way. 
Duke. My haſte may not admit it, 
Norneed you(on mine honour)have to doc 
With any ſcruple : your ſcope 18 as mine owne, 
So to inforce, or qualifie the Lawes, 
Asto your ſoule feemes good : Give tae your hand, 
He privily away : TI love the people, 
But doe not like to ſtage meto their eyes :; 
Thougi it dee well, I doenot relliſh well 
Their loud applauſe,and Aves vehement : 
Nor doe I thinke the man of ſafe diſcretion 
That do's affe&t it, Once more fare you well, 
eAng. The heavens giveſafety to youy purpoſes. 
£ſe. Lead forth and bring you backe in happineſle, 
Doke. I thanke you,fare you well. Exit, 
Eſe. T ſhall deſire you,Sir,to give me leave 
To have free ſpeech with you ; and it concernes me 
To looke intothebottome of my place; | 
A puwer I have, but of what ſtrergrh and nature, 
Tam not ys inſtructed. | 
eAxq, Tislo with me ; Letus with-draw 
And we may ſooge our ſatisfaRion have 
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' Touching that paint. 
| my wait upon you honour, | 
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* Scanaſernmda. 
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Enter Latio,and two ather: Gentlamen, © 
Lxc. If the Duke, with the ether Dukes, come not to 
compoſition with the King of Hungary , why then all the 
Dukes fall upon the King. + . ; #8 
7 Gent, Heaven grant us itspeace, but not the: King of 


| FHungaries. 


2 Gent. Amen. 46 £99 7% 
Ls. Thouconclud'ſt like the SanAfmonious Pyrar, 
that wertt to Sea with the tenne Commandements , but 
ſcrap'd one out ef the Table. 
Lac. I,thar he raz'd. 
ww. Why? 'twas a Commandement to command 
ine and all the reſt from their funQtions : they 
h to ſteale : There's not a ſouldier of us all , that 


arta wicked 


I Gent. 


| tyweene ud; . Bk 


Lac. 1grant: as there may betweene the Liſts and 
the Velvet. Thou art the Liſt. 
I Gent. And thou the Velvet ; thou art good Velvet; 


thou'rt a three pil'd-peece I warrant thee : I had as liefe | 


be a Lyſt of an Engliſh Kerſey,as be pil'd,asthou art pil'd, 
for a French Velyet:Doe I ſpecke feelingly now ? 
Loc. Tthinke thou doſt : and indeed with moſt paine- 
full feeling of thy ſpeech : I will, out of thine owne con- 
feſſion,learne to begin thy health; but whilſt I hive , tor- 
get to drinke after thee, il 
I Gent.Ithinke I have done my ſelfe wrong,have I not? 
'2 Gent. Yes, that thou haſt ; whether thou art tainted, 
or free. Enter Bawae, 
Lic. Behold, behold, where Madam Af5tigation comes, 
I have purchas'd as many diſeaſes under her Roofe, 
ASCOmMe tO | 
2 Gent. To whatI pray ? 
Lxct Indge. 8 
2 Gent. Tothree thouſand Dollours a yeere; 
1 Gen, F,and more. \ ww 
' Le. A French crowne more: | 
- 1 Gene. Thouart alwayes figuring diſcaſes in me ; but 
thouart full of errour,Tam ſound. Rt > 
Zac. Nay, not ( as one would ſay ) healthy + but ſo 
ſound;as things that are hollow ; thy bones are .hollow ; 
Impiety has made a feaſt of thee. _ 
I Gent; How now, which of your hips has the. moſt 
profound Sciatica? F | 
Bawd. Well, well : there's one yonder arreſted , and 
carried to priſon,was worth five thouſand of youall, 
2 Gent, Who'sthat Iprethee?  * 
Band. Marry ſir,that's Clavdio,Signior Clawdio. 


: 


| three dayes his head to be chopt off. 
ns 


ht of all con- | 


eMeaſure for Meaſare. 


"— 


l 


I Gert, Claudio to priſon ? "ris notſo. 
Bawd. Nay,but I know 'tis ſo + I ſaw him arreſted : 
ſaw him carried away: and which is more; within theſe 


| Afterallthis foolingz] would not haye ir ſo : 
Ar thou ſure of this? © © | 
Bmavd. Iam tooſurcof it: and it is for getting Ma- 
dam Hvhietta with child. _ 
* Zate. Belceve mee this may be: hee promis'd to meete 
two howres ſince,and he was ever preciſe inpromile- 
CePige, | 
2 Gent," Belides you know,it drawes ſomething neere 
to the ſpeech we bad toſuch a purpoſe. 
I Gent. But moſt of all agreeing with the Proclamation. 
Inc. Away,let's goe learne the truth of it. 
Bawd. Thus,what with the war ; what with the ſweat, 
what with the gallowes, and what with poverty , Iam 


cuſtome-ſhrunke, How now ? what's the newes with 


you? Emer Clowne. 
Chow, Yonder man is carrycd to priſon. 
Baw. Well : what has he done ? 
Clow, A woman, | 
Bew. But what's his offence ? 
(tow. Groping for Trowts,ind peculiar River. 
Baw: What ? 1s there a Maid with child by him? 


| - (ow. No:but there's a woman with Maid by him : 


ou havye not heard of the Proclamation, have you? 

Baw. What Proclamation,man? 

(lev, All houſes in the Suburbes of Yiema muſt bee 
pluck'd downe. 

Baw. And what ſhall become of thoſe inthe Citie ? 

Clow. They ſhall ſtand for ſeed : they had gonedowne 
too,but thata wiſe Burger put in for them. 

Baw. But ſhall all our houſes of reſort in the Suburbes 
be pull'ddowne? 

Clow, To theground Miſtris. 

Baw. Why here'sa change indeed in the Common- 
wealth : what ſhall become of me? 

{ow, Come ; fearenot you : good Counſelfours lacke 


| no Clients : though youchange your place; you need not 


| 


; Will be pitty taken en you; you that have worne your cies 


change your Trade:Ile be your Tapſter ftill;courage,there 


almoſt out in the ſervice,you will be conſidered. 
- Bawd. What's todoc here, Thomas T apfter ?Iet's with- 
raWs 
{ow. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Provoſt 
topriſon : andtheres Madam /wler. Exeunt. 


+ —_ — 


Scena tertia. 


IR 


Enter Provoſt,Clandio,tuliet,Officers, Lucio, andtws Gent. 
C/a.Fellow,why doſt thou ſhow me thus to th'woxld? 
Beare me to priſon, where I am committed. 
Pro. Idocitnot in evill diſpoſition, 
But from Angeloby {peciall charge. 
{llav. Thuscanthe demy-god( Authority) 
Make us pay downe,for our offence,by waight 
The words of heaven; on whom it will;it will, _ 
On whom it will not(ſo)yet ſtill tis jaſk. _. (ſtrait. 
Lnc. Why how now (Taudio? whence comes this re- 
Clau. Fromtoo-muchliberty,(my Lncio)liberty, * 
As ſurfet is the father of much faſt, 
So every ſcope by the immoderateuſe 


Turnes to reſtraint : our Natures doe purſue ” 
Like 


| 


Exennt, | 


| 
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Meaſure for Meaſure. 63 
Like Ratsthat ravin downe their proper Bane, | Lxc. Within two houres. PRE 
A thirſty evill,and when we drinke,we die. | Ca. Come Officer,away. |  Exexnt. 
| Lace If 1 could ſpeake fo wilely, under an arreſt, I 57 0 
would _ = — of my _ : — Br toſay 
the truth, I had as liefe have the foppery of freedome, as | O27 | 
the mortality of imprifonment £ what's thy offence, ; Scand Harte. 
Clanais ? | | > a 
(7s. What (but to ſpeake of ) would offend againe. Do | | | 
Lue. What is't murder ? ' - -., Enter Dulg and Frier Thomas. 
E {a. No. Duke Ne: holy Father throw away that thought, | 
| Are. Lechery? | Beleeve not that the dribbling dart of love | 
k. Cla, Call it 10. Can pierce a compleat bolome : why,I deſire thee 
q Pro, Away,ſir,you muſt goe. | To give me ſecret harbourghath apurpole | 
[: Cle. One word, good friend : | More grave and wrinkled then the aimesand ends | 
 Þ| Zcio,aword with you. Of burning youth, 
Lac. A hundred : | Frs. May your Grace ſpeake of it. 
If they'ldoe you any good : Is Lechery ſo look'd after? | — Duke My holy fir,none better knowesthen you 
Cla, Thus ſtands it with me : upon atrue contra How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd LES 
I got poſleſſion of Irliettas bed b And held in idleprice,to haunt afſemblies 
: You know the Lady,ſhe isfaſt my wite, Where youth and coſt,and witlefle bravery keepes. 
Save that we doc thedenunciation lacke I havedclivered to Lord efagelo _ + 
= | OfoutwardOrder. This we came notto, - (A man of ſtricture and firmeabſtinence) 
- Onely for propagation of a Dowre My abſolute power,andplace here in Yienns, 
L Remaining in the Coffe of her fricnds, And he ſuppoſes me travail'd to Poland, 
bo From whom we thought it meet to hide our Love (Far {0 1 have ſtrew'dit in the common care) 
3 Till Time had made them for us. But it chances Andſoit js receiv'd : Now (pious fir) 
- | Theſtealthofour moſt mutuall entertainment Youwill demaund of me, why I do this. | 
a With CharaRtr roo groſſe, is writ in /whet, Fri, Gladly,my Lord. . 
by Luc. With Childe,perhaps ? Duke. We have ſtrict Statutes,and moſtbiting Lawes, | 
5 (t.. Vnhappily,even ſo. (The needfull bits and curbes for headfirong weeds,) # 
” {| Andthenew Deputy,now for the Duke, Which for this fourteene yeares,we have let lip, 
{| Whether it bethe faulrand glimpſe of newneſſe, Evenlike an ore-growne Lyon in a Cave 
 {} Or whether thatthe body publique,be That goes not oat toprey : Now,as fond Fathers, 
3 A horſe whereon the Governour doth ride, | Having boundup the threatning twigs of Birch, 1 
” Whonewly in the ſeat, that ir may know Onely to ſticke it in their childrens fight, 
F He can command ; letsit ſtrait feele the ſpur : For errour,not to uſe : m time the rod 
L Whether che tyranny bein his place, More mock'd then fear'd : ſoour Decrees, 
3 Or in his eainence that fils itup Dead to inflition,to themſelves are dead, 
= þ} Iſtapgerin : Butthisnew Governour And liberty plucks Iuſtice by the noſe ; 
;\ Awakcs me all the enrolled penalties The Baby beatesthe Nurſe,and quiteathwart - | 
Z + | Which have(uke unſcowr'd Armor)hung by th'wall Goes all decorum, | 
: So long,that nineteene Zodiacks haye gane round, Fri, Itreſted in your Grace | 
3 And none of them been worn and for a name Toimloeſe thistyde-up Iuſtice,when you pleas'd : } 
by Now putsthe drowſic and negleted Akt | And ic in you more dreadfull would have feem'd | 
- Freſhly on me : 'tis ſurely foraname. Than in Lord Angelo. 
4 Lac. I warrant it is: and thy head ſtands ſo tickle on Dake. I doe teare,too dre adfu!l : 
| thy ſhoulders, that a Milke-maid, if ſhe be inlove, may | Sith *twas my faulttogtve the people ſcope, 
ſigh it off : Send after the Dake and appeale to him. 'T would be my tyranny to ſtrike & gall them, 
7 Cla. I have done ſo,but he's not to be found. For what I bid them doe : Fer we bid this be done 
” | Iprethee( L=cio)doe me thiskinde ſervice : When evilldeeds have their permiſſive paſle, 3 2& 
©” » | Thisday,my ſiſter ſhould the Cloyſteremer, And not the puniſhment ; therefore indeed (my father) 
And there receive her approbatioo. I have on Angelo impos'dthe office, 
Acquaint her with the danger of my ſtate, Who may in th'ambuſh ofmy name, ſtrike home, 
Implore her,in my voyce,that ſhe make friends And yet,my naturcnever in the fight 
Tothe ſtri&t Deputy: bid her ſelfe aſſay him, Todoe in {lander : Andto behold his ſway 
I have great hope inthat : for in her youth | I will,as'twere a brother of your Order, 
There is a prone and ſpeechleſſe Diale, Viſit both Prince and people : Therefore I prethee 
Suchas move men: beſide ſhe hath proſperous Art Supply me with the habit,and inſtruct me 
When ſhe will play-with reafon,and diſcourſe, How I may formally in perſon beare 
And well ſhe can perſwade. Like a true Freer:: Moe reaſons forthisation 


Luc. 1pray ſhe way; as well for the enceuragement | At your more lciſure,ſhall Frender you; 
ofthe like, which ciſe would ſtand upon grievous 1mpo- Onely this one : Lord Lngelo 1sprecite,. 
ſition: as for the enjoying of thy life, ho I would be ſor- | Stands at a guard with Envie: {carce-confeſſes 
ry ſhould be thus fooliſhly loit,ata gzme of Ticke-racke :- | Thar his blood flowes: or that his appetite 


| le to ber. Is more tobreadthan ſtone : hence ſhall we ſee - 

| Cl. Ithanke you good friend Lwcio. If power change purpoſe ; _ our Seemers be. ay 
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Scana Quinta. 


Emer Iabel,ond Franciſca a Nun. 


Iſs, And have you Nunsno farther priviledges ? 
N*». Are notthelc large enough ? 
I/a. Yestruely ; I ſpeake net as deſiring more, 


Butrather wiſhinga more ſtrict reſtraint 
Vpon the Siſterhood, the V otariſts of Saint Clare. 
. Lucia within. 


Luc. Hoa? peace bein thisplace. 

Iſa. Who's that which cals? 

Nun, It is a mans voyce,gentle [ſabella, 
Turne you the key ,and know his buſineſſe of him ; 
You may ;I may not : you are yetunſworne-: 


| Whenyou have vow'd,you muſt nor{peake with men, 


Burt inthe preſence of the Preoreſſe z 
Thenif you ſpeake,you muſt not ſhew your face ; 
Or if you ſhew your face,you mult not ſpeake : - 
He calsagaine : I pray you anſwer hia). 
1ſa. Peace and proſperity : who is't that cals? 
Zac. Haile Virgin;(if you be)as thoſe cheeke-Roſes 
Proclaime you are nolefle : can you ſo ſteed me, 
As bring me to the ſight of ſabells, 
A noviceof this place,and the faire Sifter 
. To her unhappy brother Clardis ? 
. 1ja. Why herunhappy brother? Let me aske, 
Therather for I now muſt make you know. 
I am that 7ſabella,and his Siſter, 
Lxc.Gentle and faire : your brother kindly greets you; 
Not to be-weary with you ; he's inpriſon. : | 
- Iſa. Woe me; for what? | 
Lac. For that,which it my ſelfe might be his Iudge, 
He ſhould receive his puniſhmentin chankes: 
He hath.got bis friend with Childe. 
1ſa.$1r,make me not your ſtory. Fe 
Le.*Tis true ; I would not,though *tis my familiar ſin, 
With Maids to ſceme the Lapwing,and to jett 


- Tongue,farre from heart : play with all Virgins ſo : 


I hold you asa thing eneskicd andfſainted, 


| By your renouncement,an immortal] ſpirit 


And tobe talk'd with in ſincerity, 

As with a Saint. #518 abr. 5 7 
Iſa. You doe blaſpheme the:good,in mocking me. 
Inc. Doe not beleeve it : fewnefle,and truth: ; tisthus, 

Your brother and his Lover have imbrac'd; * 

As thoſe that feed,grow full : as blofloming Time 

That'from the ſeedneſſe;the barefaliow brings 

To teeming foyſon : even ſo her plenteous wombe 


| Expreſſeth his fall Ththand Husbandry. 


Iſa. Some one with-child by-him?-my Coſen. iulier ? 

xe. Ts ſhe your Goſen? | 11/1 | © 

. Iſa. Adoptedlygas ſcheolo-maids change their names 
By vaine,thoughaprt affeRioin.; 2: | 

Lac. She it 184: $4: :% : Tars 

Ifa. Lethim marry her. -: 
The Duke is yery:ftrangely gonefrom hence ; : . 
Bore many Gentiemen(my ſelfebeing one) - 
In hand,andhopeof action: but we doe learne, 
By thoſe that know the very Nerves of State, 
His giving-out,were of an Infinite'diftance 
. Fromhhis true meant deſigne : npon his place, 


| (And with full line of his authority) - - 


Governes Lord Axgels ; A man, whoſeblood 
Is very ſnow-broth : one,who never feeles - 
The wanton ſtings,and motions of the ſenſe 5 
But doth rebate,and blunt his naturall edge 
With profits of the minde : Study ,and faſt.” 
He (to give feare touſe,and liberty, 
Which have, for long,run-by the hideous Law, 
As Myceby Lions)hath pickt out anaR, 
Vader whoſe heavy ſenſe,your brothers life 
Fals into forfeit : hearreſts him on it, 
Andfollowes cloſe the rigour of the Statute 
To make him an example : all hope is gone, 
Vnleſle you havethe grace,by your faire prayer 
To ſoften engelo : And that's my pith of buſinefſe 
"Twixt you,and your poore brother, 

Iſa. Doth he fo, 
Secke his life ? 

Zxc. Has cenſur'd him already, 
And as1 heare,the Provoſt hath a warrant 
For's execution. 

{/a. Alas: whatpoore 
Abilitic's in me,to doe him good ? 

Zuc. Aﬀay the power you have. 

iſa. My power? alas,I doubt. 

Zxc. Our doubts are traitors . 
And makes us ioſe the good we oft might win, 
By fearing to atrempt : Goe to Lord engelo, 
And let him learne to know,when Maidens ſue . 
Mengive like gods: but when they weepeand knecle, 
All their petitions,are astrucly theirs 
As they themſclves would owe them. 

Ia. Ile ſee what Ican doe. 

Luc. But ſpeedily. 

Iſa, T will about it ſtrait ; 
No longer ſtaying, bat to give the Mother 
Notice of my affaire : T humbly thanke you : 
Commend me tomy brother : ſooneat night 
Ile ſend him;certaine word of my ſucceſle. 

Lac, I take my leave of you. - . 

Iſa. Good fir,adieu. 


Exeunt. 


eAttns Srrmndin:Reons Prima. 


————— 


Enter Angelo, Eſcalns andſervants, Taftice, 
eng. We mult not make a ſcar-crow of the Law, 

Setting 1t up to feare the Birds of prey, EE; 
And let it kcepe one ſhape,till cuſtome make it 
Their Pearch,and not their terrour. | 

Eſc. 1,bur yet ' 
Let us be keene and rather cut alittle 
Then fall,and-bruiſe to death: alas, this Gentleman 
WhomT would ſave,had a moſt noble father, 
Let but your honour know : 
(Whom I beleeye to be moſt ſtraitin vertue) 
Thar in the working of your owne affeftions, 
Had Time coheard with Place,or place with wiſhing, 
-Orthar the reſolute ating of our blood 
Could have attain'd th'cfte&t of your owne purpole, 
W hether you had not ſometimein your lite 
Err'd inthispoint,which now you cenſure him, 
And pull'd the Law upon you. 

Ang. *Tis one thing to be tempted (Eſcalus) 


Another 
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Another thing to fall : T not deny + 
The lury paſſing on the priſoners life 
May in the {\worne-twelve have a theefe,or two _ 
Guiltier then him chey try;what*s open madeto Iuſtice, 
That luſtice ceizes ; What knowes the Lawes 
That theeves doe paſſe on theeves? *Tis very pregnan*, 
The lewcll chat we tinde,we ſtoope,and take't, 
Becauſe we ſee it ; but what we doe not ce, 
We treade upon,and never thinke of it. 
You may not ſo extenuate his offence, 
For I have had ſuch faults ; bur rather tell me 
When I,that cenſure him,doe ſo offend, 
Let mine owne Iadgement patterne out my death, 
And notaing come 1npartialt. Sir,he maſt dic. 
Enter Provoſt, 

£7. Beit as your wiledome will, 

eAng. Where is the Provoſt ? 

Pro, Here if itlike your Honour. 

eAvug. Secthat (laudio 
Beexecuted by nine to morrow morning, 
Bring him his Conteſſor,let him be prepar'd, 
For that's the utmolt of his Pilgrimage. 

E[c. Well: heaven forgive him ;and 
| Some riſe by ſnne aud ſome by vertue fall : 
Some Run from brakes of Ice,and anſwer none, 
And tome condemned for a fault alone. 

Enter Elo, Froth,Clowne,Officers, 


in a Common-weale, that doe nothing but uſe their abu- 
ſes in common houles, I know nolaw ; bring them a- 
way 


the matter ? 

Eb. If itpleaſe your honour , I am the poore Dakes 
Conſtable,and my name is Elbow ; 1 doe leane upon Tur 
ltice fir,and doe bring in here before your good honour, 
two notorious Benetactors, 

Ang. Benefactors? Well: What Benefacors are they ? 
Are they not Malefactors ? 

E46, If it picaſe your honour, I know not well what 
they are : Bur yreciſe vitlaines rhey are, that I am ſure of, 
and voyd of all proplanation in the world , that good 
Chriſtians onght to have, 

Ee. This comes off well: here's a wiſe Oificer. : 

erg, Goc to: What quality are they of ? Elbow 1s 
your name ? 

Why dvu'it thou not fpeake Elbow ? 

Cle. He cannot fir ; he's out at Elbow, 

eng, What are you fir? - 

zb. He fir, a Tapter fir ; parcell Bawd :. one that 
ſerves a bad woman : whole houſe fir was ( as they 1ay) 

luckr downe in the Suburbes ; and now ſhe profeſles a 

ot-houſe ; which, I thinke is a yery ill houſe too. 

Eſc. How know you thar ? 
Elb. My wife Sir , whom I deteſt before heaven 
your honour. 

Eſc. How ? thy wife ? | 

E/b. I Sir : whom1T thanke heaven is an honeſt wo- 
man. : 

Eſta. Do'RR thou deteſt her therefore ? 

Elb. I ſay (ir, ] will deteſt my {cite alſo, as well as ſhee, 
that this houſe, if irbe not a Bawdsnouſe,it is pitty of her 
life,for itis a naughty houſe. 

Eſca. How do'{t thou know that,Conſtable ? 
Elb- Marry fir,by my wite, who,it ſhe had been a wo- 


and 


! man Cardinally given, might have beene accugd in forn- 


"I > eo eta 


Arg. How noi ſir, what's your name? And what's 
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forgive us all : 


£1b. Come,bring them away : if theſe be good people ! 


i 


—_—— 
———— 
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cation,adultery,and all uncleanneſle there, 

Eſc. By the womans meanes ? 

Elb, I ſir,by Miſtris Over-dors meanes: but 
in his face,ſo ſhe defi'd bim. 
| Ce. Sir,ifit pleaſe your honour,this isnor ſo. 
ble man,prove it. 

Eſc. Doe you heare how he'tmiſplaces? 


Eſc. Goe too,goe too: no matter for the diſh fir+ 


_—_— 


you three pence againe. 
Fro, . No indeed. 


cracking the ſtones of the torcſaid Prewyns, 
Pro, 1,ſo I did indeed. 


Fre, Allthis is true. 
Clo. Why very wellthen. 
Eſc, Come : you area tedious foole: tothe purpoſe : 


plaine of ? Come me co what was doneto her. 
Co. Sir,your honour cannot come to that yet. 
Eſc, No lir,nor I meane 1t not, 
C/o, Sir , but you ſhall come to it, by your Honours 


leave : And 1 beleech you, looke into Maſter Frorh here 


{ir, a man of fourc-ſcore pound a yeere ; whoſe Father 
dyed at Hallowmas : Was'c not at Hailowmas Maſter 
| Froth ? 
Fro, All-hallond-Eve. 


| Cle. Why very well: I hope her be truthes : he Sir, 


ſitting (as I ſay) in a lower Chaire,Sir,'twas in the bunch 
of Grapes, where indeed you have a delight to fit, have 
you not ? | 
Fro, T have ſo,becauſe it is an open roome, and good 
for Winter. | 
Clos. Why very wellthen : I hope here betruthes. 
Ang. This will laſt outa night in Rrſſiz, 
When nightsare longeſt there : Ile take my leave, - - 
And leave youtothe hearing of the cauſe ; 
Hoping you'l finde good cauſe to whip them all. Exit: 
Efe. 1thinkeno Ile : good motrow.to your Lord- 
ſhip. Now ſir,come on ; What was done to Elbowes wife, 


Jut——— 


once more ? | 

Clo. Once fir ? there was nothing done to her once. 

Elb. I beſeech you ſir, aske him what this man did to 
my wi \ 

Chr, I befeechyour honour,aske me. 

£e:; Well fir, what did this Gentleman to her ? 

Clo. Lbeſcechyou fir, looke in this Gentlemans face: 
good Maſter Frorblooke tpon his honour ;*tis for a good 
purpoſe ; doth your honour marke his face ? 


F 3 


as ſhe ſpit 
Elb. Prove ir before theſe Y arlers here, thou honoura- 


Clo, Sir,ſhe came 1n great with childe : and longing 
(ſaving your honors reverence) for ſtew'd Prewynes;fir, 
we had but two inthe houſe, whichat that very inſtant 
time ſtoud,as it were in a fruit diſh (a diſh of ſome three 
pence; your honours have ſcene ſuch diſhes ) they are not 
| China-diſhes,but very good diſhes. 


Cs. No indeed fir notof apin; you are therein inthe 
right : but, to the point : as fay,this Miſtris E/bow, being 
(as I ſay) with childe,and being great bellied,and longing 
(as I fatd) for Prewyns: and having no more in the diſh 
(as I ſaid) Maſter Froth here, this very man, having eaten 
the reſt (as I faid)and (as I ſay) paying for them very ho- 
neſtly ; tor, as you know Matter Fro:h, I could not give 


Clo, Very well : you being then (if you beremembred) 


(lo. Why,very well: Itelling you then (if you bee 
remembred ) that ſuch a one, and fucha one, were paſt 
cure of the thing you wot of, unlefle they keptvery good 
'\ dyet,asI told you.' | 


what was done to Flbowes wite,that he hath cauſe rocom- 


| 
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Eſc. 1 ſir,very well. ! 

Clo. Nay,I beſcech you marke it well. 

Eſc. Well,I doe ſo. | 

Cl, Doth your honour ſee any harme in his face ? 

Eſc, Why no. : 

Clo. Ile be ſuppos'd upon a booke,his face is the worlt 
thing about him : good then: if his face be the worſt 
thing about him, how could Maſter Froth doe the Conſta- 
bles wife any harme ? I would know that of your ho- 
nour. ; 

' Ec. He's in the right ( Conſtable)what ſay you to it? 
| EB, Firſt, and itlike you , the houle is a refpeRed 

houſe; next,this isa reſpected fellow ; and his Miſtris 
is a reſpeted woman. 

Clo. By this hand fir,his wife is amore reſpeded per- 
ſon thenany of usall. 

Elb. Varlet,thou lyeſt ; thou lyeft wicked Varlet : the 
time is yet to come that ſhee was ever reſpected with 
man,woman,er childe. 

- Cbe. Sir,ſhe was reſpeRed with him before he marr1- 
cd with her. ; 

Eſe. Which is the wiſcr here ; Intice or Iniquitie 7 Is 
thistrue? : 

E1b, O thou Caytiffe: O thou Varlet : O thou wic- 
ked Hannibal; Ireſpected with her,betore I was married 
to her? Ifever I was reſpeed with her,or ſhe with me, 
let not your Worſhip thinke me the poore Dukes Oih- 
cer: provethis, thou wicked Hannibal,or Ile have mine 
ation of battery on thee, 

Eſe. If he tooke you a box 'oth'care , you might have 
your action of ſlander too. 

Elb. Marry I thanke your good worſhip for it : what 
ist your Wg#(hips pleaſure 1 ſhall doc withthis wicked 
Caytiffe ? | 

Eſc. Traely Officer, becauſe he hath ſome offences in 
him,that thou wouldſt diſcover ,if thou cou!d(ſt , let him 
continue in his courſes, till thou know'*it what they are. 

E1b. Marry I thanke your Worſhip for it : Thou ſceſt 
thou wicked Varletnow, what's come upon thee. Thou 
art to continue now thou Varlet,thou art to continue. 

Eſc. Where were you borne,fricnd ? 

Froth. HereinFienna,Sir. 

Eſc. Are you of foureſcore pounds a ycere ? 

Froth. Yes,and't pleaſe you fir. 

Eſc. So: whattrade are you offir ? 

Clo. A Tapſter,a poore Widdowes Tapſier. 

Eſc. Your Miſtris name ? 

Clo, Miſtris Over-don. | 

E/c. Hath fhe had any more then one husband ? 

Ch. Nine,fir : Over-don by the laſt. 

Eſc. Nine ? come hither to me, Maſter Froth; Maſter 
Froth, T would not have you acquainted with Tapſters ; 
they will draw you Maſter Froth,and you will hang them: 

you gone,and kt me heare no more of you. 2 
Fro, Ithanke your worſhip : for mine owne part, I 
' never come into any roome in a Tap-houſe , butI am 
drawnc itt. | 

Eſc. Well : no more of it Maſter Froth: farewell : 

Come you hither to me, M.Tapſter : what's your name 
M.Tapſter? 

Clo. Pompey. 

Eſc. Whatelſe ? 

Clo, Bum, Sir - 
 &fc. Troth,and your Bum is the greateſt thing about 

you, fo that in the beaſtlieſt ſenſe, you are Pompey the 


great 3 Pompey,you are partly a Bawd,Pompey ; howlſoe- | 
ver you colour it being a Tapſter,are you not ?, come, tell | 
me true, it ſhall bethe better for you: 

Cle. Truely fir,I am a poore fellow that would live. | 
Ele. How would you live Pompey ? by being a Bawd? 
whatdoe you thinke of the Trade Pompey ? is it alawfull | 

Trade? | 

(70. If the Law would aliow it,fir. hap 

Eſc; But the law willnotallow it Pompey ; nor it ſhall 
not beallowed in View, | 

Clo. Do's your Worſhip meane to geld and ſplay all 
the youth in the Citie ? 

Eſc. No,Pompey. 

(!o. Truely Sir, in my poore opinion they willtoo't 
then : if your Worſhip wall take order for the Drabs and 
Knaves,you need not to feare the Bawdes. | | 

Eſc. Thercare pretty orders beginning Iecantellyou : 
It is but heading and hanging. 

' Clo. If you head and hang all that offend that way but 
for ten yeare together ; you'll be glad ro give quta Com- 
miſſion for more heads: if this law hold in Viera ten 
yeares,lle rent the faireſt houſe in it afcer three pence a 
Bay - if you live to ſee this cometo paſſe, ſay Pompey told 

ou fo. | | 

; E/e. Thanke you good Pompey ; and in requitall of 
your Propheſie,harke you: I adviſe youlet me not tinde 
you before me againe upon any complaint whatſoever : 
no,not for dwelling where you doe : 1f I doe Pompey , 1 
ſhall beat you to your Tent,and prove a ſhrewd Cefer to 
you : in plaine dealing Powpey,I ſhall have you whipt; ſo 
for thistime, Fompey,tare you wel. 

Clo, Ithanke your Worſhip for ycnr good counſell; 
but I ſhall follow itas the fleſh and fortune {hall better 
determine. Whip me ? no,no,let Carman whip his Fade, 
The valiant heart'snot whipt out of his Trade. Exit. 

Eſc, Come hither to me, Maſter Ehbow : come hither 
Maſter Conſtabk : how long have you been in this place 
-of Conſtable ? 

Elb, Seven yeare and a halfe ſir, 

Eſc. I thought by the readinefle inthe cffice, yon had 
continued in it ſome time : you ſay ſeayen yeeres toge- 
ther. | ; | I 

Etb. Anda halfe fir. | 

Eſc. Alas,it bath beene great paines to you : they doe 
you wrong to put you ſo oft upon't, Are there not men 
in your Ward ſufficient to ſerve it ? 

Elb, *Faith ſir,few of any witinſuch matters: as they 
are Choſen,they are glad to chooſe me for them ; I doe it 
for ſome peece of money ,and goethrough with all. 

E(c. Looke you bring me in the names of foine ſixe 
or ſeven,the moſt ficient of your Pariſh. 

Elb. To your Worſhips houſe fr ? | 

Eſc.*To my houſe : fare you well : what's aclocke, 
thinke you ? 

1u#. Eleven,ſir. 

Eſc. I pray you goc hometo dinner with me. 

Inf, 1 humbly thanke you. | 

Eſc. It grieves me for the death of {Taxd'o, 

But there'sno remedy. | 

1a. Lord Angelois ſevere, 

Eſc. Ir ig but needfull. 

Mercy isnotit ſelfe, that oft lookes ſo; 
Pardon iis ſtillthe nurſe of ſecond woe : 

But yer, poore Clandio ;there is no remedy. 
Come Sir. E 


—”— 
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Scena Setunda. 


———— 
Sn _— 


Enter F rovoſ?, Servant, | 

Ser. Hee's hearing of a Cauſe ; he will come Rtraight, 
Tlerell him of you. 

Pros Pray you doe ; Ile know 
His pleaſure, may be he will relent ; alas 
He hath but as offended in a dreame, 

All Sects, all Ages ſmacke of this vice, and he 
To dye for't ! 
Enter eAngels. 

Ang. Now, what's the matter Provo#t ? | 

Pro, Is it your will Claudio ſhall dye to morrow * 

Ang. Did notI tellthee yea ? hadit thou not order ? 
Why do'it thou aske againe? 

Pro. Leſt I might be too raſh : 
Vnder your goudcorrection,l have ſeene 
When after execution, Indgement hath 
Repented ore his doome: 

Ang. Goe to : letthatbe mine, 
Doe you your oihice; or give up y our Place, 
And you ſhall well be ſpar'd. s 

Pro. Icrave your Honors pardon : 

W hat ſhall be done fir, with the groaning [uker? 
Shee's very neere her houre. 

Ang. Diſpoſe of her 
To ſome more fitter place ; and that with ſpeed, 

Ser. Here is the fiſter of the man condemn'd, 

Deſires acceſle to you, 

Ang. Hath hea ſiſter ? | 

Pro, I my good Lord, a very vertuous maid, 
And to be ſhortly of a Siſter-hood, 

If not already. | 
Ang, Well :lether beadmitted, 
See z ou the Fornicatreſſe be remoy'd, 
L-t her have needfull, but not laviſh meanes, 
There ſhall be order for'r. 
Enter Lncio, and Iſabella, 
Pro. Save your Honor. 

eng. Stay alittle while: y'are welcome : what's your | 

[fab. I am a woefull Sutor to your Honor, (will ? 
'Pleaſe but your honor heare me. 

Fng, Well : what's your ſuite ? 

Jſab. There is a vice that moſt I doe abhorre, 
And moſt defire ſhould meer the blow of juſtice z 
For which T would not plead, but that T mult, 
For which I muſt not plead, butthatl am 
At warre, twixt will, and will not. 

eng. Well : the matter? 

Jſab. I have abrother is condemn'd to dye, 


——— 


And not tny brother. 
Pro.” Heaven give thee moving graces. 
eAng. Condemnethe fault, and not the aQor of it, 
Why every fault's condemn'd ereitbe done : 
Mine were the very Cipher of a Fun&ion 
To fine thefaults, whoſe fine ſtands in record, 
Andlet gee by the Actor. 
I/ab. Oh juſt, but ſeverelaw : | 
I had a brotherthen ; heaven keepe your honor: 
Lac. Give *t not ore ſo: to himagaine, entreat him, 


Kneele downe before him, hangupon his gowne, 


You aretoo cold : if zou ſhould need apin; 


—Y 


Youcould not with more tame a tongue deſire it : 
To him, I lays . . ; 
1/ah. Mutt he needs dye ? 
17 Maiden, noremedy. 
1/ab. Yes: I doe thinke that you might pardon him, 
And neither heaven, nor man grieveatthe mercy; 
Ang. I will not do't. | | 
Iſab. But can you if you would ? 32 
4»g. Looke what I will not; that I cannot doe; 
Iſab. But might you doe*t and doe the world no wrong 
If fo your heart were touch'd with that remorſe, 
As mine 1sto him ? | | 
Ang. Hee's ſentenc'd, tis too latc: 
| Luc. Yoatttoo cold: 

Iſab. Toolate ? why no : I that doe ſpeakea word, 
May call it backe againe : well, beleeve this 
Nocercmony that co great ones longs, 

Notthe Kings Crowne; nor the deputed ſword, 
The Marſhalis Truncheon, nor the Iudges Rube 
Become them with one halte to good a grace 
As mercy does : If he had beeve as you, and you as he, 
You would have ſliptlike him, bur be like you 
Would not have beene ſo ſterne, 
Ang. Pray you be gone. , 
Iſab.. I would to heaven I had your potency, 
And you were //abe/ : ſhould it then be thus ? 
No : I would tell what *twere to be a judge, 
And what a priſoner. 
Lxc. I touch him : there's the veine. 
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of che Law, 
And yau but waſte your words. * 
Iſab. Alas, alas : 
Why all the ſovles rhat were, were forteit once; 
And he that might the vantage beſt have tooke, 
Found out the => ; how would you be, 
If he, which is thetop of judgement, ſhould  . 
But judge yon, as you are ? Oh, rhinke on that, 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips 
Like man new made. 
Ang. Be you content, (faite Maid) 
It isthe Law, notl, condemne your brother; 
Were he my kin{man, brotker, or my {onne; 
It ſhould be thus with him : he muſt dye ro morrow, 
Iſab, To morrow ?oh; that's ſodaine, 
Spare him, ſpare him : ps 
Hee's not prepar'd for death ; evenfor our kitchines 
We kill the fowle of ſeaſon: ſhall we ſerve heaven 
With lefle reſpe&t then we doe miniſter ay 
To our grofſe-{elves? good,good my Lord,bethinkeyou; 
Who isit that hath di'd for this offence 2 
There's many have committed it. 
Lac. I, well ſaid. | LW + 
Ang: The Law hath nat beendead though it hath flept: 
Thoſe many had not dard to doe that evill 
Ifthe firſt; that did th'EdiR infringe 
Had anſwer'd for his deed. Now 'tis awake, 
Takes note of what is done, and like a Prophet 
Lookes in a glaſſe that ſhewes what future evils 
Either now, or by remiſſeneſſe, new conceiv'd, 
And ſo in progreſſe tobe hatch'd, and borne, 
Are now to have no ſncceſliue degrees, 
But here they live to end. / 
Ifab. Yet ſhow ſomepitty- webs, 12. 
Arg. 1 ſnewit moſt of all, when I how Inftice; 
For then pitty thoſe I doer.ot know; _ 
Which a diſmis'd offence, would afcer gaule 
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» as 


© Meare for Meaſure, 


Vu mummy 


And doehim right, - that anſwering one foule wrong 
Lives not to act another. Be ſatisfied ; 
Your Brother dies to morrow ; be content, | 
1/a. So youmuſt be the firſt that gives this ſentence, 
And he, that ſuffers : Oh, it is excellent 
To havea Giants ſtrength : bur it is tyrannous 
Touſe itlike a Giant. 
Lac. That's well ſaid. | 
Iſab. Could great men thunder 
As love himſclfe do's, ove would nerebequict, 
For every pelting petty Officer 
Would uſe his heaven for thunder ; 
Nothing but thunder : Mercifull heaven, 
Thou rather withthy ſharpe and ſulphurous bolt 
Split& the un-wedgable and gnarled Oke, 
Then the ſoft)Mertill : O But man !proud man ! 
Dreſt ina lutle briete authority, 
Moſt ignorant of what he's moſt aſſur'd, 
(His ofaſſic Eſſence) like an angry Ape 
Playes ſuch phantaſtique trickes before high heaven, 
As makesthe Angels weepe :; who with our ſpleenes, 
Would all themſclveslavgh morrall. 
£xci. Oh, to him, to him wench: he will relent, 
Hee's comming: Iperceive't. 
Pro. Pray heaven ſhe winne him. 
I/ab. We cannot weigh our brother with our ſclfe, 
Great men may jeſt with Saints : tis wit inthem, 
But in the lefle toule prophanation, . 
Luc. Thou'rt ith right (Girle) more o'that. 
Jab. That inthe Captaine's but a chollericke word," 
Which in the Souldicr is flat blaſphemy. 
Lac. Artaviſ'd o'that ? noy + to 
Ang. Why doe yeu put theſe ſayingsupon me ? 
Io, Becauſe Authority, a terre like others, 


' Hath yet a kind of medicine 1n irſelfe 


That skins the yice 0'th top ; goc to your boſome, 
Knocke ere hd aske your heart what'it doth know 
Thar'slike my brothers fault :. if it confefle 

A naturall guiltineſſe, ſuch as is his, 


| Let it not ſound athought upon you tongue 


Againſt my brothers life. | 
Ang. Shee ſpeakes, and*tis ſuch ſence 


Thatmy ſence breeds withit ; fare you well. 


Ifab. Gentle my lord, turne backe. 


Ang. How ? bribe me ? 
I/a. I, with ſuch gifts that heaven ſhall ſhare with you. 
Luc. You had mar'dall elſe. 
Iſab. Not with fond Sickles of the teſted-gold, 
Or ſtones, whoſe rate are either rich, or poore 
As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 
Thar ſhall beupart heaven, andenterthere 
Ere Sunne riſe : prayers from preſerved ſoules, 
From fafting Maides, whoſe mindes are dedicate 
To nothing temporall. 
Ang: Well:cometo me to morrow. 
Lc. Goe to : 'tis well ; away. 
Iſab. Heaven keep your honor ſafe, 
eAny., Amen. 
For I am that way going to temptation, 


| Where prayers crofle. 


Iſab. At what howre to marrow, 
ShallT attend you lordſhip ? 
eAng. Atany time *fore-noone. l 


Iſab. *Save your Honor, Exeunt. 


erg. From thee : even from thy vertne. 


What's this? Whar's this ? is this her fault, or mine ? 


The Tempter, cr the Tempted, who ſinnes molt 2 ha ? 
Not ſhe : nor doth ſhe tempt : bur itisI, 

Thar, lying by the Violer in the Sunne, 

Doe as the Carrion do's, not as the floa re, 

Corrupt with vertuous ſeaſon : Can-itbe, 

That Modeſty may more betray our ſence 


{ Then womanslightneſſe? having waſte ground cneugh, 


Shall we defire to raze the-SanQuary 

And pitch ourevilsthere? oh fie, fic, fie : 

W hat doſt thou? or what art thou Angels ? 
Doſt thou deſire her fowly, for thoſe things 
That make her good ? oh, let her brother live : 


Theevesfor their robbery have authority, 


When Iudges ſteale tbemſelyes: what ! doc Ilove her, 
That I deſire to hearc her ſpeake againe ? 

And feaſt upon her eyes? what is't I dreame on ? 

Oh cunning enemy, thatto catch a Saint, 

With Saintsdoſt bait thy hooke : moſtdangerous % 
Is that temptation, thatdoth goad us on 


To ſinne, in loving vertue:; never could the Strumpet 


Withall her double vipor, Art, and Nature 


Once ſtir my temper : but this vertueus Maid 
Subdues me quite ; Even till now .- 
When men were fond, 1 ſmild, and wondred how, Ex: 


Ang. I will bethinke me : come againe to morrow. , 
I{ab- Harke, how Ile bribe you ; good my mn turtie 
backe, 


- = 


 ScanaTerta. 


— — _ 


| Enter Duke, and ProveZt, 
D#xk, Haile to you, Proveſt, ſo I thinke you are. 
Pro. Tam the Provoſt: what's your will, good Frier ; 
Dak, Bound by my charity, and my blelt order, 


I come to viſit the afflicted ſpirits 

Here inthe priſon ; doe me the common right 
To let me ſee them : and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may miniſter 
To them accordingly. 


Pro. I would do more then that,if more were nzedfull, 
Enter Juliet. 


Looke here comes one : a Gentlewoman of mine, 
W ho falling in the flawes of her owne youth, 
Hath bliſterd her report : Sheis with child, 

And he that got it, ſentenc'd :a yong man, 

More fit to doe another ſuch offence, 

Then dye for this. 


Dak, When muſt he dye ? 


" Pre. As] doethinke to morrow. 
I have provided for you, ſtay a while = 
And you ſhall be conducted. | 


Dk, Repent you (faireone) of the fn you carry ? 
Tat, I doe; and beare the ſhame moſt patiently. 
Ds, Ileteach you how you ſhallaraign your conſcience | 


And try your penitence, if it be ſound, 
Or hollowly put on. 


Iul. Ile glad!y learne. 

Dak, Love you the man that wrong'd you ? 

Il. Yes, asllove the woman that wrong'd him. 
Duk, $0 then it ſeemes your molt offencefull a& 

Was mutually committed. 

Iul. Mutually. 

Dak: Then was your finne of heavier kind than his. 
1a]. Idoeconfeſlc ic, and repent it (Father. ) 


Dwuk. 'Tis 
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Duk, *Tis mect ſo (daughter) but le aſt youdoe repent 
Asthactheſinne hath brought you to this ſhame, 
Which ſorrow is atwayesroward our ſelves, not heaven, 
Showing we would nut ſpare heaven, as we love 1t; 
Butas we ſtand in feare. 
Inl. I doe repent me, as itis an evill, 
And take the ſhame with joy. 
Dak. There reſt : 
Your partner (as I heare) muſtdye to morrow, 
And I am going with inſtruRtianto him : AE 
Grace goe with you, Benedbcite. | Exit, 
Inl. Multdye tro morrow ? oh injurious love | 
That reſpitsme alife, whoſe very comfort 
Isſtill adying horror. 


Pro. 'Tis puty of him. Exeant. 
Scand quarta. 
Enter e Angels, | 


An, WhezaT would pray,and thinke, Ithinke,and pray 
Toſeverall ſabje&ts: heaven hath my empty words, 
Whillt my Invention, hearing not my Tongne, 
Anchors on /abell : heaven in my mouth, 
ASif 1 did but onely chew his name, 
And in my heart the ſtrong and ſivelling evill 
Ot my conception: the Rate whereon I {tadied 
Islikea goodthing, being often read 
Growne feard, and tedious : yea, my Gravity 
Wherein (letno man heare me) I takepride, 
Could I, with boote, change for an idie plume 
Which the ayre beats for vaine : oh place ! oh forme | 
How often doſt thou with thy caſe, thy habit 
Wrenchawe from fooles; and tye the wiſer ſoules 
Tothy falſe ſeeming ? Blood, thou art blood, 
Let's write good Angell on the Devills horne, 
*'Tis not the dcvills Creſt : how now 2 who's there ? 
| Enter Servant. 
Ser. One [/abell, a ſiſter, defires acceſſe to you. 
Ang. Teach her the way : ob, heavens 
Why doe's my bloud thus muſter to my heart, 
Making both it unable for it ſelfe, 
And diſpoſſeſſing all my other parts 
Ofneceſlary fitnefle ? | 
So play the fooliſh throngs with one that ſwounds, 
Come all to helpe him,and ſo ſtop the ayre . 
By which he ſhould reviue : andeven ſo 
The generall ſubje&to a wel-wiſhrt King 
Qu their owne part,and in obſequious fondneſſe 
Crowd to his preſence, where their untaught love 
Muſt needsappeare offence : how now faire Maid? 
Enter Iſabella. 
| {f. Tamcometo know your pleaſure. (me, 
An, That you might Know it, would much better pleaſe 
Then to demand what *tis: your brother cannot live. 
//a. Even ſo : heaven keepe your Honor. 
e-7n. Yet may helivea while : and it may be 
Aslong as you, or : yet he mult dye. 
Iſab. Vrder your Sentence ? 
eng. Yea. | 
Iſab. When, I beſeech you ? that in his Reprieve 
(Longer, or ſhorter) he may be ſo fitted 
That his ſoule ſicken net. 


eAng, Ha? fie, theſe filthy vices: It were as good 


[4 
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| Topardon him, that hath from nature ſtolne 
Aman already made, asto remit 


Their ſawcy ſwcernefle, that doc coyne heavens Image 


In ſtamps that are forbid : *tis all as caſte, 
Falſely to take away a life true made, 

As to put mettle in reſtrained meanes 

-To make a falſe one. 


Iſa5. *Tisſet downe ſoin heaven, but not in carth! 
e-11g. Say you lo ; then I ſhall poze youquickly« 
Which had you rather, that the moſt juit Law 
Now tooke your brothers life, and to redeeme him 
Give up your body to ſuch ſweet uncleanneſle, 


As ſhe that he hath ſtaind ? 
. Iſab. Sir, beleeve this, 
I had rather give my body, then my ſoule. 


eAng. I talke not of your ſoule : our compel'd ſinnes 
Stand more for number, then for accowpt. 


I/ab. How ſay you? 


eng. Nay Ile not warrant that : for canſpeake 


Againitthe thing I ſay : Anſwer to this, 
I (nowthe voyce of the recorded Law ) 


Prenounce a ſentence on your brothers life, 


Might there not be acharity in ſinne, 
Toſazethis brothers life ? 
1/ab. Pleaſe yon to dog't, 
He take itas a perill to my ſonle, 
It isno finneatall, bur charity: 


EFT”. M62” 


Arg.Pleaſ'd youto doo't, at perill of your ſoule 


Were equall poize of finne, and charity. 
[/ab. That I doe beg hishife,if it be finne 


Heaven let me beare 1t : you granting of my ſuit, 
If that be ſinne, Ile make it my Morne-praycr, 


To hayeit added to the fagltsof mane, 
And nothing of your anſwer, 
Ang. Nay, but heare me. 


Your ſence purſues not mine: either you are ignorant, 


Or ſeeme ſo crafty ; and that's not good. 


1/ab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 


But graciouſly to know I am no better. 


Ang. Thus wiſdome wiſkes to appeare molt bright, 
When it doth taxe it ſelfe : Asthele blacke Maſques 


Proclaime anen-ſhield beauty ten times Jouder 
Then beauty could diſplaied : But marke me, 
' To be received plaine, Ile ſpeake more groſle: 


Your brother is to dye. 
[ſab. So. 


_— — — 


eng. And his offence is ſo, as it appeares, 


Accountant tothe Law, upon that paine. 
Iſab. Trae. 
Ang. Admitno other way to fave his life 
(As I ſubſcribe net that, nor any other, 


But in the lofſe of queſtion) thar you, his Siſter, 


Finding your ſelfe defir'd of fuchaperion, 


| Whoſe credit withtheTudge, or owne great place, 


Could fetch your brother from the Manacles 
Ofthe ail-building-Law : and that there were 
No earthly meane to fave him, butthat either 


To this ſuppoſed, or elfe to let him ſutfer ; 
W hat would you doe? 


' You muſt lay downethe treaſures of your body, 


Iſab. As much for my poore Brother,as my ſelfe; 
That is z were I under the tearmesof death, 
Th'impreſſion of keene whips, F'Id weare as Rabies; 


And firip my ſelfe to death, astoabed, 


That longing have beene ſicke for,ereT'ld yeeld | 


My body up to ſhame: 


eng. Then } 


a 
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Ang. Then muſt your brother dyca 
Iſa. And *twer the cheaper way : 
Betrer it were a brother di'd at once, 
Then thata ſiſter, by redeeming him 
"Should dye for ever. -- 
«Avg. Were not you then as cruell as the Sentence, 
| That you have ſlander'd ſo? 

Ja. Ignominy in ranſome,and free pardon 
Are of two houſes : lawfull mercy, 

Isnothing kin tofoule redemption. 

Youſeem'd of late to makethe Law a tirant, 
And rather prov'd the fliding of your brother. . - 
+ A merriment, then a vice. | t 

Ie. Ohparden me my lord, it oft fals out 

To have, what we would have, 
We ſpeake not what we meane ; 
I ſomething docexcuſc the thing I hate, 
| Eor hisadvantage that Idearely love. 
eAng. Weare all fraile. 
Ta. Elſc let my brother dye, 
1] 1fnota feodary but onely he 
Owe, and ſucceed thy weakeneſle. 

erg. Nay, women are fraile too, 

Ia. 1 asthe glaſſes where they view themſelves, 
Whhichareascaſie broke as they make formes : 
| Women? Helpe heaven ; men their creation marre 
In profiting by them : Nay, call usten times fraile, 
For we are ſoft, as our complexions are, 
And creduloustofallſe prints. 

erg. I thinke it well : ; 

And from thisteſtimony of your owne ſex 
(Since 1 tuppoſe we are made to beno ſtronger 
Then faults may ſhake our frames)let me be bold; 
I doearreſt your words. Bethat youare, 
That is,a woman ; if you be more, you'r none. 
If you be one (as you are well 
By all externall warrants) ſhew it now, 
By putting on the deſtin'd Livery. 

I1/a. I have no tongue but one ; gentle my lord, 
Let meentreate you ſpeake the former language. 

eve. Plainly conceive I love you. 

Ia My brother did love {wlier. 

And you tell me that he ſhalldye for't. 
Ang. He ſhall not 1ſ@bel if you give me love, 

Iſa. I know your vertue hatha licence in't, 
Which ſeemes a little fouler then it is, 

To pluckeon others, 

Ang. Beleeve me on mine Honor, 
My wordsexpreſle my purpoſe. 

Ia. Ha? Little honor, tobemuch belecy'd, 
And molt pernitious purpoſe : Seeming, ſeeming, 
I will proclaime thee Angeto, looke for't. 

Signe me a preſent pardon for my brother, 
Or withan out-ftretcht throate Ile teil the world aloud 
What man thouart. 
Ang. Who will beleeve thee 1/abe/? 
My unſoild name, th' auſtcerenefſe of my life, 
My youch againſt you, and my place i'th State, 
Will oyour accuſation over-weigh, 
That you ſhall ſtifle in yaur owne report, 
Andimell of calumny. Ihave begun, 
And = I give my ſcnſuall race, the reine, 
Fit conſent to my ſharpe appetite, 
Lay by all nicety, and prolixious bluſhes 
That baniſh what they ſue for : Redecme thy brother, 


By yeelding up thy body ro my will, 


—_ 


wo 


on 


| 


| 


Orelſc he muſt nat onely dyethe death, 

But thy unkindnefſe ſhall his death draw out 

Tolingring ſufferance : Anſwer meto morrow, 

Or by the affetion that now guides me moſt, 

Ile prove a Tirantro him. Asfor you; - 

Say what youcan;' ty falſe, ore-weighs your true. Ex. 
I/a. Towhom ſhould I complaine ? Did Itell this, 

Who would beleeve me? O perilous mouthes 

That bearc in them, one and the ſelfelame tongue, 

Either of condemnation, or approofe, 

Bidding the Law make curtfie totheir will, 

Hooking both right and wrongto th'appctite, 

To follow as it drawes: Ile to my brother, 

Thongh he hath falne by prompture of theblood, 

Yet hath he in him ſuch a mind of Honor, 

That had he twenty beads to tender downe 

On twenty bloody blockes, hee'ld yecld them up, 

Before hisfiſter ſhould her body ſtoope 

Toſuch abhord pollution. 


«More then our Brother, isour Chaſtity. 
Ile tell him yet of Awgeto's requeſt, 


And fit his mind to death, for his ſoules reſt. Exit. 


—_ 


Atus T ertius, Scena Prima. 


mm ——————. 


Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoſt. 
Dsk, Sothen you hope of pardon from lord sZugelo? 
Clas. The miſerable have no other medicine 


- onely hope ; Vhave hope to live,and am prepar'd to | 


I 
Dake. Be abſolute for death : cither death or life 
Shall thereby be the ſweeter. Reaſonthus with life : 
If I doe looſe thee, I doe looſe athing 
That none but fooles would keepe: a breath thou art, 


{ Servile to all the skyic-infiuences, 


That doſt this habitation where thou keepſt 
Hourelyafflit : Mecrely, thou artdeaths foole, 

For him thou laboarſt by thy flight to ſhun, 

And yet runſt toward him ftill. Thou artnot noble, 
For all th'accommodations that thou bearſt , 

Are nurſt by baſenefle : Thou'rt by no meanes valiant, 
For thou doſt feare the ſoftand tender forke 

Of a poore worme : thy belt of reſt is ſleepe, 

And that thou oft provoakſt, yet groſlcly fearſt 

Thy death, which is no more. Thouart not thy {clfe, 
For thou exiſts on many a thouſand graines 

That ifſue out of duſt. Happy thou art nor, 

For what thou haſtnot, Mill thou ſtriv'ſtto get, 

And what thou haſt, forgetſt. Thou art nor certaine, 
For thy complexion ſhifts to ſtrange effecs, 

After the Moone ; if thouart rich,thou'rt poore, 

For like an Aﬀſe, whoſe backe with Ingots bowes ; 
Thou bearſt thy heavy richesbut a journy, 

And death unloads thee ; Friend haſt thou none; 

For thine owne bowels vjhich doe call thee, fire 

The meere effuſion of thy proper loynes, 

Doe curſe the Gout, Sarpego, and the-Rheume 

For ending thee no ſooner. Thou haſt nor youth, nor age 
But as it were an after-dinnersſlcepe | 
Dreaming on both, for all thy bleſſed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beggerhe almes 
Ofpalſied-Eld : and when thouart old, and rich 
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Thou haſt neither heate, affeRion, limbe, nor deauty 
To make thy richesplcaſant ; what's yet in this 
Thar beares the name of life ? Yet inthis life 
Lye hid moethouſand deaths; yet death we feare 
That makes theſe oddes, all even 

Cla. I humbly thanke you. 


 Toſueto live, I find I ſeeke to dye, 


And ſecking death, find life; Let it come on, 
Enter Iſabella. bY 
Iſab. What hoa? Peace heere; Grace, and good com- 


4A Who'sthere ? Come in, the wiſh deſervesa wel- 
come. | 
Dwk. Deere ſir, erelong Ile viſit you againe- 
 Cla. Moſtholy fir, I thanke you. ; 
| Ta. Mybuſineſſeis a word or two with (laxdio. 
. Pro. And very welcome : looke Signtor, here's your 
liſter, 
D#k, Provoſt, a word with you. 
Pro. Asmany as you pleaſe, | : 
Dak, Bring them to {peake,whereT may be conceal d, 
yet heare them. | Exennt. 
C{a. Now ſiſter; what's the comfort ? 
Iſa. Why, | 
Asall comforts are : moſt good, moſt good indeed, 


| Lord eAngels having affairesto heaven 


Intends you for his ſwift Ambaſſador, 
Where you ſhall be an everlaſting Leiger 3 
Therefore your beſt appointment make with ſpeed, 
To Morrow you ct en. 
Clan. Isthere no remedy ? | 
Iſa. None but ſuch remedy, as to fave a head 
To cleavea heart in twaine ; 
(le. Butis there any ? 
I/a. Yesbrother, you may live ; 
There isa divelliſh mercy in the ludge, 
If you'l implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you ill death. 
Cla, Perpetuall durance! : 
Ia. I jatt, perpetuall durance, a reſtraint 
Through all the worlds vaſtidity you had 
To adetermin'd ſcope. | 
Clax. But in what nature ? 9 
Iſa. In ſuch a one, as you conſenting too't, 
Would barke your honor from that trunke you beare, 
And leave you naked. 
(as. Let me know the point. 
Ja. Oh, I doe fearethee Clandio, and I quake, 


Nt a 


| Leaſtthou a feavorouslife ſhoutdſt entertaine, 


And fixe or {even winters more reſpet 

Thena perpetuall honor. Dar'ſt thou dye ? 
The ſence of death is moſt in apprehenſion, 
And the poore Beetle that we tread upon 

In corporall ſufferance, findsa pang as great, 
As when a Giant dyes, 

Cla. Why give you me this ſhame ? 
Thinke you I can a reſolutionfetch 
From flowry tenderneſſe ? If I muſt dye, 

I will encounter darknefle as a bride, 
And hngge itin mine armes. 

Iſa. There ſpake my brother : there my fathers grave 
Did utter forth a voyce. Yes, thou muſt dye : 
Thouart toonoble, to confer vealite 
In baſe appliances. This outward fainted Deputy, 
Whoſe ſ{ctled viſage, and deliberate word 


-| Nipsyouth ith head, and follies doth emmew 


——— 


AsFalcondeth the fowle, is yeta divell : 
His filth within being caſt, he would appeare 
A pond, asdeepe as hell. | 
_ The Princely, Augols? = 
4. Ohli'tisthe cunning Liy I, 
The damnedlt body to invelt we} cover 
In Princely gardes:; doſt thouthinke Claudio; 
If I would yeeld him my virginity 
Thou might'ſt be freed } 
C4. Ohheavens, itcannet be, 
1a. Yes,hewould giv'tthee ; from this ranke offence 
Soto oflegd him ſtill. Thisnight's the time 
That I ſhould doe what I abhorre toname; 
Orelſcthou dieſt to morrow, 
C7. Thou ſhaltnot do't. 
_ Ja. O, were it but my life, 
T'de throw itdowne for your deliverance 


. As frankely asa piti, 


(an, Thankes deere Tſabell. | £ 

1/a. Be ready Clawaio, tor your death tomorrow. 

(lar. Yes. Has he affeRjons in him. 
That thus can make himbite the Law by th'noſe, 
When he would force it? Sore it isno finne, 
Orof the deadly ſeven it is thelcalt. 

{1/a. Which istheleaſt ? 

(1as. If it were damnable, he being ſo wile, 
Why would he for the momentary tricke 
Be perdurably fin'de? Oh 1/abell. 

iſa. What ſayes my brother ? 

(a. Death is a fearefull thing. 

1/a. And ſhamed life, a hatefull. 

Cla. I, but todye, and goe we know not where, 
Tolye in cold obſtruQtion, and to rot, 
This ſenfible warme motion,to become 
A kneaded clod;and thedelighted fpirir 
To bathe in fiery floods, or torefide 
In thrilling region of thick-ribbed Ice, 
To be impriſon'd in the viewleſſe windes 
And bloyne with reſtleſſe violence round about 
The pendant world : or to be worſe then worſt 
Of thoſe, that lawlefle and incertaine thought, 
Imagine howling, *cis too horrible, 
The wearieſt, and moſt loathed worldly life 
That Age, Ache, penury, and impriſonment 
Can lay on nature, is a Paradiſe 
To what we feare of death. 

1/a. Alas, alas. 

» Sweet Siſter, let melive. 


| What ſinne you doe, to ſave a brothers life, 


Nature diſpenſes with the deed fo farre, 


| Thatitbecomesa vertue. 


Iſa. Oh you beaſt! 
Oh faithlefle Coward! oh diſhoneſt wretch, 
Wiltthou be made a man, our of my vice ? 
Is'tnota kind of inceſt, to take life 
From thine owne ſiſters ſhame ? What ſhould I thinke, 
Heaven ſhicld:my Mother plaid my Father faire : 
For ſucha warped ſlip of wilderneſſe 
Nere ifſu'd from his blood. Take my defiance, 
Dye, perith : Might bur my bending downe 
Repreevethce from thy fate, it ſhould proceed- 
Ie pray a thouſand prayersfor thy death; 
No word to ſave thee. 

Cla. Nay heare me 1/abe/.. 


1. Oh, fie, fie, fie. 


Thy ſinn'snot accidentall, but a Trade ; 


_ 


| Mercy 


p - 
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Mercy to ; 
Tis beſt that-thou gdicſt quickly. - 


:by and by have tomeſpcech with you 
- would require, islikewife your Qwne 


' habit, no lofſe ſhall rouch her by my company. 
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for Meaſares 
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thee would prove is ſclfe 2 Bawd, 


\ Dake Heprin- 


{{la. Oh heare me Iſabella. | 
yong ſiſter, but ong'word. 


Dk. Vouchſafe a word, 
Iſa. What is your Will, ooo 
Duk, Might you diſpenſe with your leiſure, I would 
: the ſatisfaction I 
benefit. 


Iſa. 1] bave no ſuperfluous leiſure, my ſtay muſt be 


Rolen our of other affaires : but I willattend you a while. 
| :D#k: Son, I haye over-heard what hath paſt berweene 


youand your ſiſter A»gels had neyer the purpoſe to cor- 
rupt her; onely he hath made anafſay of her yertue, to 
praiſe his judgement with. the diſpoſition of natuses: 


She (having the truth of honox in her) hath made him | 
that gracious deniall, which he is moſt glad to reccive: I 


am Confeſſor to Argels,and I know this to betrue,there- 


fore prepare your {cife todeath : doe not ſatisfieyour re- 


ſolution with hopes thar are fallible, to morrow you mult 


' dye, goeto your knees, andmake ready. 


(1a. Let me aske my filter pardon, Iam ſo out of love 
with life, that I will ſue to de rid of it. Exit. 


; YOU- Th 
. Pro. Whar's your will (father ?) 


Dk. , That now you are come, you will be gone : leave 
me a while withthe Maid; my mind promuſes with. my 


Pro. In good time. - | ; Ext. 
D#k, 1 he hand thathath made you faire, hath made 


, you good : the goodnefle that is cheape in beauty, makes 
| beauty briefe in goodnefle ; but grace being the ſoule of 


your complexion, ſhall keepe the body of it ever faire : 


the aſſault that e»gelo hath-made to you, Fortune hath 


convaid to my underſtanding ; and but that frailry hath 


1 examples for bis falling,l ſhould wonder at eAngelo:how 
: will you doe to content this Subſtitute, andto ſave your 


brother ? 2 
Iſab. Tam now going to reſolve him ; I had rather 
my brother dye by the Law, thenmy ſonne ſhould be un- 


| | lawfully borne. Bur (ob) how much is the good Duke 


dceceiv'd ineLngels : if ever he rerurne, and I can ſpeake 


-to him, I will open my lips in yaine, or diſcover his go- 
. vernment. 


Dk, That ſhall! not be much amiſle : yetas the mat- 


. te?now ſtands, ke will avoyd your accuſation : he made 
triall of you onely. Therefore faſten your care on my ad- 
viſings, to the love I have in doing good ; a remedy pre- - 


ſents it ſelfe. Idoe make my ſelfe beleeve that you may 
moſt uprighteouſly doe a poore wronged Lady a merited 


| benefit ; redreme your brother from the angry Law ; 


doenoſtaine ro yOur owne gracious perſon, and much 


pleaſe theabſent Duke, if peradventure he ſhall ever re- 
| turneto have hearing of this buſineſle. 
' JIſab. Letmehearc youſpeake farther ; I have ſpirit to 


doe any thing that appeares not-foule in the truth of my 


ſpirir. 


Duke. Vertue is bold, and goodneſſe never fearefull : 


Have you nor heard ſpeake of Mariana the ſiſter of Fre- 


 derickethe great Souldier, who miſcarriedat Sea ? 
Iſab. Thave heard of the Lady, and good words went 
with hername! 
: Duke. She ſhould this «»gelo have married : was af- 
fianced to her by oath,and the nuptial appointed:between 
which time of thecontra@, and limit of the ſolemnity, 


” SIE 


her brother Fredericke was wrackt at Sea, having in that 
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| periſhed veſlel, the dowry of his ſiſter : but kidoi3 


Dak. Hold youthere : farewell : Provoit,a word with | 


' and ſinew of her fortune, her. marriage dowry : with 


. her on her owne lamentation, which ſhe yet) weares for 
his ſake : and he, a marble to her cares, is waſhed. with | 


 Marizna; athar place call upon me, andditpatch with 


- the merrieft was put downe, and the worſer allow'd by 


, nefit defends the deceic from reproofe. What thinke 


"father. 


k 


heavily this bcK tothe poore Gentlewoman, there ſhe 


Icſt a noble and 'renouned brother, in his love toward | 


her, evermoſt kind and naturall ; with him the portion 


ry her combynate-husband, this well ſeeming 4. 
elo. | *5 | 

I{ab. Can this be ſo ? did eAvgels ſo leave her ? 

Duk, Left her in her teares, anddried not one of them 
with his comfort : ſwallowed his vowes whole, preten- 
ding in her, -diſcoveries of diſhonor : in few, beſtow'd 


them ,but relents not: 


Iſab. What a merit were it in death totake this poore | 


maid from the world ? what corruption in this life, thar 
It w_ let this man live? But how out of this can the as | 
valic? 


Dwk, It isa rupture that you may eaſily heale*: and the | 
cure of it not onely faves your brother, but kcepes you | 


from diſhonor in doing it. 

Aſab. Shew me how (good father. ) 

 D#k, This forenamed Maid hath yet in her the con- 
tinuance of her firſt affection : his unjuſt unkindneſſe 


(that in all reaſon ſhould have quenched her love ) hath | 
(likean impediment in the Current) made it. more vio- | 


lent and unruly : Goe you toengelo, anſwer his requi- 
ring with a plauſible obedience; agree with his demands 
to the point : onely referre your {cife to this advantage; 
firſt, that your ſtay with him may not belong ; that the 
time may have all ſhadow,and filence in it : andthe place 
anſwer to. convenience: this being granted in courſe, 
and now followes all : we ſhall adviſe this wronged maid 
to ſeed up your appointment, goe in your place ; if the 
encounter acknowledge it felfe hereafter, it may com- 
pell him to her recompence ; and heere, by this 1s your 
brother ſaved, your honor untainted, the pogre Afaria- 
na advantaged, and the corrupt Depury ſcaled. The Maid 
will I frame, and make fir for his attempt : if you thinke 
well tocarry thisas you rnay, the doubleneſſe of the be- 


you of it ? | 

[/ab. The image of it gives me content already, and I 
truſt jt will grow toa molt proſperous perfeRion. 

Dk. Ttlyes much in your. holding up: haſte you ſpee- 
dily ro Angels, if for this night he intreat youto bis bed, 
give him promiſe of ſatisfaction : I will preſently to $*, 
Lukes, there at the moated-Grangereſides this dejeted 


engelo, that it may be quickly- 
1/a. Ithanke you for this comfort ; fare you well good 
» Exit. 
Enter Elbow, Clowne, Officers. 

El. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that you 
will needs buy and ſeil men and women like beaſts, we | 
ſhall have all the world drinke browne and white baſtard. 

D#k, Oh heavens, whar ſtutfe is heere? | 

C low. Twas never merry world -fince of two viuries 


order of Law ;a fur'd gowne to keepe him warme z- and 
fur'd with Foxeand Lamb-skins too,to ſignific,that craft | 
being richer then innocency, ſtands for the facing, 
Elbow. Come your way Sir : bleſſe you. good father 
Frier. | 
D#k. And you good brother father ; what offence hath 
this man made you, Sir ? 


_—_— 


_— 


Elb. Marry | 


eMeaſare for Meaſure: 
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| | Zz/bo. Marry fir, he hath offended the Law ; and Sir, 

' we take him to be a Theefe too ſir:for we have found up- 

on bim Sir, a ſtrange Pick-locke, which we have'\ſentto 
Deputy- \ 

-_ « Fe, firrah, a Bawd, a wicked bawd, 

The ev1ll that thou cauſeſt to be done, ; 

That is thy meanes to live. Doe thou but thinke 

What'tis tocrama maw,or cloatha backe 

From ſucha filthy vice : ſay to thy ſelfc, 

Fromtheir abhomiable and beaſtly touches 

Idrinke, I cate away my felfe, and live : 

Canſt thou beleve thy p? Ger lifes 'S, 

So ſtinkingly depending ? Gue mend, goe mend. 

(lo. ed ifdo's ſfinke ut ſome ſort, Sir ; 
But yet Sir 1 would prove F 44] 

Dk. Nay, if the divell have given the proofes for ſin 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to priſon Orticer ; 
CorreRion, and inſtruction muſt both worke 
Erethis rude beaſt will profit. 

Elb. He inuſt before rhe Deputy Sir, he ha's given 
| him warning : the Deputy cannot abide a Whore-ma- 
ſter : if he be a Whore-monger, and comes befowe him, 
he were as good goe a mile onhis errand. _ 

Duk. That we were all, as ſome would ſceme to be 
Free from our faults, as faults from ſeeming free, 

, Enter Lncio. 
Elb. Hisnecke will come to your waſt, a Cord fir, 

{., 1 ſpy comfort, I cry baile ; Here's a Gentleman, 
anda friend of mine. 

Luc. How now noble Pompey ? W hat, at the wheels 
of (zſar? Artthou led in triumph? W hatisthere none 
of Pigmalions Imagesnewly made woman to be had now, 
for putting the hand in the pocker,and extracting clutch'd? 
Whar reply ? Ha > What ſaiſt thou to this Tune, Mat- 
ter, and Method ? Is't not drown'd 1'th la{t raine ? Ha ? 
Whar faiſt thou Trot? Is rhe world as it was Man ? 
Which isthe way 2 Is itſad, and few words? Or how ? 
The tricke ot ut ? : 

Dwk.' Still thus, and thas : till worſe ? 

Luc. How doth my decie Morſcll, thy Miſtris? Pro- 
cures ſhe {11112 Ha? * 

(. Troth fir, ſhe hatheatenup all her Beefe, and the 

1s her ſelfe inthe tub. | 

Luc. Why 'tis good : It isthe right of it : it muſt be 

.| fo. Ever your freſh W hore, and your pouder'd Baud,an 

. | unſhun'd conſequence, it mult be fo. Art going to pri- 

lon Pompey? 

Ch. Yes faith fir. 

Exc. Why 'tis not amifſe Pompey : farewell : goe ſay 

Lent thee thether : for debt Pompey? Or how ? 

Etb, For being a baud, for being a baud. 

Lzc, Well, then impriſon him : If impriſoment be 

the due of a baud, why *tis bis righr. Baud is he doubt- 

lefſe, and of antiquity too: Baud borne. Farewell good 

Pompey : Commend me to the priſon Pompey, you will 

ND good husband now Pompey, you will keepe the 
ouſe. 

. Clo, T hope Sir, your good Worſhip will be my bailc? 

Luc. No indeed will I not Powpey, it 1s not the weare: 

I will pray ( Pompey) toencreaſe yuur bondage if you take 

It not patiently ; W hy, your mettle is; the more © Adieu 

truſty P omper. | 

Blefſe you Priar. 


\ 
"Ty 


Dwakg And yous -  . , | 
Lnc. To's Bridget paint ſtill, Pomp:y ? Ha? 
Els. Chme your wayes fir, come. | 


Ch. Youwill not baile methen Sir? | | 
LK. 1 hen Powmpey,nor now : what newesabroad 
er ? What newes "_ | | ry 
Elb. Come your wayesir,come. 
Ln. Goeto kennell (Pompey ) goe 3 
What newes Fryer of the Duke ? | 
Dake. I know none : can you tell me of any ? 
Zac.Some ſay he is withthe Emjerour of Ruſſia:other 
ſome, he1s in Rowe : but where is he thinke you ? 

Dake. I know not where : but whereſoever , I wiſh 
him well. 

Luc. It wasa mad fantaſtica!] tricke of him to ficale 
from the State , and vſurpe the beggery he was never 
borneto : Lord Angelo Dukes it well in his abſence : hee 
puts transgreſſion too'r, 

Dwke. He do's well in't, | - 

Zac. Alittle more lenitic to Lechery would doe no 
harme in him : Something too crabbed that way , Fryer. 

D#k, It is too generall a vice, and ſeverity mult cure it. 
 £u6. Yesingood ſooth, the vice is ofa great kindred; 
itis well allied, but it is impoſſible to extirpe it quite, 
Frier, till eating and drinking be put downe. They ſay 
this Avg? was 'not made by Man and Woman, after 
mw pas way of Creation : is it true, thinke 
you | 

Dak, How ſhould he be made then? 

Lxc. Some report, a Se2-maid ſpawn'd him. Some, 
that he was begot berweene two. Stock-fiſhes. Bur it 
1s cercaine, that when he makes water,bis Vrine is con- 
geal'd ice, that Iknowto be true: and he is a motion 
generative, that's infallible, 

.Dak, Youarepleaſant ſir, and ſpeake apaces 

Inc, Why, whata ruthicſſe thing is this in him, for 
the rebellion of a Cod-peece, to take away the life of a 
man? Would the Duke that is abſent have done this ? 
Ere he would have hang'da man for the getting a hun- 
dred Baſtards, he would have paide. for the Nurſing a 
thouſand , He had ſome feeling of the ſport, he knew 
the ſervice, and that inſtructed him to mercy. , 

Dak. I never heard the abſent Duke much detected 
for Women, he was notenclin'd thatway. 

Luc. Oh Sir, youare decetv'd. 

Dwk. 'Tisnot poſſible. 

Lnc. Who, not the Duke ? Yes, your beggar of fifty : 
and hisuſe was, to put a ducket in her Clack-diſh ; the 
Duke had Crochets in him. He would be druake roo, 
that let me informe you. 

Dwk. You doe him wrong, ſurely, 

Lac. Sir, I was an inward of his : a ſhye fellow was 
the Duke, and I belceve 1 know the cauſe of his wich- 
drawing. | 
| Duke. What (I prethee) might. be the cauſe ? 

Lxc. No, pardon: 'Tisa ſecret muſt be lockt with- 
inthe tceth and the lipes: bus this I can It you under- 
ſtand, the greater file of the ſubject hcld the Duke to be 
wiſe. 


Fxenn. 


| Duk, Wiſe? Why no queſtion bat he was. 


Tac, A very ſuperficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow. 
Dak. Either this is envy in you, folly , or miſta- 
king : The very ſtreame of bis life, andthe buſineſle he 
hath helmed, muſt upon a warranted need, give him a 
better proclamation. Let him be but teſtimonied in his 
owne bringiogs forth; and beſhall!appeare to the.envi- 
ons; a Scholler, a Stateſman, and a Souldier z therefore 


-| you ſpeakeunskilfully : or, if your knowledge be more,it 


is much darkned in your malice. 
"1 L ae. 
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Lc. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

_  Dw#k. Love talkes with better knowledge, and know- 
ledge with deare love, 

Luc. Come Sir, I know what I know. 

Dsk. I can hardly beleeve that, ſince you know not 
. What you ſpcake. Butif everthe Duke returne (as our 
prayers are he may) let me defire you to make your an- 
{wer before him : if itbe honeſt you have ſpoke, you 
have courage to maintaineit ; T am bound to call upon 
you, and 1 pray youyour name ? Ry 

Luc. Sir my name is Lycio, well knowne to the Duke. 

D#k, He ſhall know you better Sir, if I may hive to 
report you. | 

Luc. I feare you not; 

D#k. O, you hope the Duke will returne no more : 
or you imagine me too unhurtfull an oppoſite: but indeed 
I can doe you little harme : You'll tor-ſweare this a- 
. gaine ? E 34 

Zac. Tlebe hang'd firſt : Thou art deceiv'd in me 

Friar. Bur no more of this. Canſt thou tell if {ſands 
dycro morrow, Or no ? 

Duk, Why ſhonld he dye Sir ? FL IY 

Luc. Why? For filling a bottle with a Tunne-diſh : 
I would the Dake wetalke of were return'd againe : this 
ungenitur'd Agent wil un-people the Province with Con- 
tinency. Sparrowes muſt hot build in his houſe-ceves, 
becaule they arelecherous : The Duke yer wv ould have 
darke deeds darkely anſwered, he would never bring 
rhem to light : would he were return'd. Marry this (las- 
{ &2iscondemned for untruſſing. Farewell good Friar, I 
| | prethcepray for me: The Duke (1 ſay to thee againe) 

would cate Mutton on Fridayes. He's now paſt it, yet 
| (and I fay to thecJhe would mouth witha beggar,though 
| ſhe ſmelt browne-bread and Garlicke : ſay that I ſaid ſo: 

Farewell. Exiu. 

Dzxke. No might,nor greatneſſe in mortality 
I- Can cenſure ſcape : Back-wounding calumny 
The whiteſt vertue ſtrikes. What King ſo ſtrong, 

Can tye the gall up in the flanderous tongue ? 
But who comes here ? 
? Emter Eſcalus, ProvoFft, and Baud. 
{ Eſc. Goe, away with her to priſon. | 
Baud. Good my lord be good to me, your Honor 1s 
accounted a mercifull man : good my Lord. 
Eſc. Double, and trebble admonition, and till forfeite 
inrheſame kind ? This would make mercy ſweare and 
play the Tirant. « 
Pro. A Baud of eleven yeares continuance , may it 
| pleaſe your Honor. 
Baud. My lord, this isone Laeio's information 2gainſt 
{| me, Miſtris Kate Keepe-downe was with child by him 
in the Dukes time}, hee promis'd her marrizge: his 
| Child isa ycere and a quarter old come Philip and /acob; 
. | Thave kept it my ſelfe ; and ſer how he goes about to 
abuſe me. 
Eſca. Thatfellow is a fellow of much Licenſe : Let 
him be call'd before us. Away with her to priſon : Goe 
to, no more words, Provoſt, my Brother «Augelo will 
nor be alter'd, Clandiomuit dyeto morrow : Let him be 
furniſh'd with Divines, and have all charitable prepara- 
tion. If my brother wrought by my pity, it ſhould nor 
be ſ@ with him. 
_ Pro. Sopleaſeyou, this Friar hath bcene with him, 
nd advis'd him for thentertatnment of death. 
| f{ca. Good'even, good father. 

| Dm Bliffc, and goodnefle on you. 


LO EOS 


Eſca. Of wherce ace you ? 


Dske. Not of this Conntry, though my chance isnow 


To ule it for my time : 1 ama brother 


Of gracious Order, lare come fromthe Sea, _ 


In ſpecial bufineſſe from his Holinefle. 


Eſca. W hat newes abroad i'th World ? 


Dk, None, butthat there is ſo great a Feavor on 
goodneſle, that the difſolutionof it mult cure u. Novel- 
ty 15 onely in requeſt, and asit isasdangerous to be aged 
in any kind of courſe, as it is vertuous to be conſtant 
in any undertaking. There is ſcarſe trath enough aliveto 
enough to make 
Fellowſhips accurſt. Muchupon this riddle runnes the 
wiſedome of the world : Thisnewes is old enough, yet 
1 18 every dayes newes. I pray you Sir, of what diſpoſi- 


make Societies fefure, but Security 


tion was the Dake ? 


Eſca. One, that above all other ſtrifes, 
Contended eſpecially to know himlſclfe, 
- Dak. What pleaſure was he given to? 


Eſca. Rather rejoycing to ſee another merry , then 
merry atany thing which profeſt ro make him rejayce. 
A On__—_ of all temperance. Burt leave we himt his 
events, with a prayer they may prove proſperous; and 
let me deſireto know, how you find (Tawdso pre 
I am madeto underſtand, that you have lent him viſita- 


Dak. He profciies to have received no ſiniſtermeaſure 
from his ladge, but moſt willingly hambles bimſelte to 
the determination of Iuſtice : yer had he framed to him- 
ſelfe (by the inſtruction of his frailty) many decciving 
promiſes of life, which I (by my good leiſure) have dil- 
credited to him, and now 1s he relolv'd to dye. it 

Eſta. You have paidthe heavens your Function, and | | 
the priſoner the very debt of your Calling. I have la- | | 
bour'd for the poore Gentleman, tothe extremeſt ſhore | if 
of my modeſty, byt my brother-juſtice have 1 found ſo 
ſevere, that he hath forc'd me ro tell him, he is indeed 


juſtice . 
Dak, If hisowne life, 


Anſuerthe ſtraitncſle of his p—— 


It ſhall become him well : w 
hath fentenc'd himſelfe. 


E/.I am going to viſit the priſoner, Fare you wel. Exir. 


D#k. Pcace be with you. 


erein if he chanceto faile,he 


He whothe ſword of Heaven will beare, 


Should be as holy, asſeveare : 
Patternein himſclfeto know, 
Graceto ſtand,and Vertue goe: 
More, nor lefle to others paying, 
Thenby ſelfe-otfences weighing: 
Shame to him, whoſe cruell ſtriking, 
Kils for faults of his owne liking : 
Twice trebble ſhame on egelo, 

To weede my vice, and let his grow. 
Ob, what may Man within him hide, 
Though Angell on the outward fide ? 
How may likenefſe made in crimes, 
Making practiſe onthe Times, 

To draw with idle Spiders ſtrings 


Moſt ponderous and ſubſtantiall things? 


Craftagainſt vice, I muſt apply. 
With «4nge/o tonight ſhall lye * 
His old detroathed (but deſpiſcd : ) 
Sodiſguiſe ſhall by th'diſguited 
Pay with falſhood,falſe exacting, 
Andperformean old contracting, 


_ ———— — 
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Atus Quartus, Scena Prima. 


— 


Enter Mariana, and Boy fingieg- 


Song. Take, oh takg thoſe tips away, 
that ſo ſweetly were forſworne, 
end thoſe eyes: the breaks of day 
lights that doe miſlead the Morne ; 
But mey kiſſes bring againe, bring againe, 
Scales of love, but ſeal'd in vaine, ſeal'd in VAINGs 


S_- 


Enter Duke. 


Here comesa manof comfort, whoſe adviſe 

Hath often ftill'd my brawling diſcontent. 

I cry you mercy, Sir, and well could with 

You had not found me here ſo muſicall. 

Letme excuſe me, and beleeve me ſo, 

My mirth it much diſplea('d, but pleaſ'd my woe. 


To make bad, good ;and good provoaketo harme. 


mecte. 


here all day. 
| Enter ]ſabell. 


ſelfe. 

Atari. I am alwayes bound to you. 

Dk. Very well met,and well come: 
What is the newes from this good Deputy ? 
| {/a. He hatha Garden circummur'd with Bricke, 
| Whoſe welterne fide is with a Vineyard back'c ; 
And to that Vineyard isa planched gate, 
I hat makes'his opening with this bigger Key ; 
This other doth command a little doore, 
Which from the Vineyard tothe Gardenleades, 
There have I made my promiſe ,uponthe 
Heavy middle of the night, to cal! upon him. 

Dwk. But ſhall you on your knowledge find this way ? 

[/a. I have tanz a due and wary note upon't, 
With whiſpering, and moſt guilty diligence, 
In aQtionall of precept, he did ſhow me 
The way twice ore. 

Duke. Are there no other tokens 
Betweene you'greed, concerning her obſervance ? 

Iſa. No: none but onely a repaire ith* darke, 

And that I have poſſeſt him, my moſt ſtay 
Can be but briefez for I have made him know, 
I have a Servant comes with me along — 
That ſtayesapon me , whoſe perſwaſion is, 
I come abour my brother, 

Dk, *Tis well borne up. 
I have not yet made knowne to Mariana 

Enter Mar $4Ana. 

A word of this : what hoa, within ; come forth, 
I pray yoube acquaintedwith this Maid, 
She comes to doe you good, 
{ſa. t doe defirethe like. 
Dwk, Doc you perſwade your ſelfe,thatT reſpe& you? 


—————————_— 


Mari . Breake off thy ſong,and haſte thee quick away , 


Dk, Tisgood:though Muſicke oft hath ſuch acharme 


I pray you tell me, hath any body enquir*d for 'me here 
to day ? much upon thistime have I promil'd heere to 


Mari. You have not beene enquir'd after : I have fat 
Dak, I doe conſtantly beleeve you : the time is come 
" even now. I ſhall crave your forbearance a littie, may be 


1 will call upon you anone- for ſome advantage to your | 


E xit« 


- Meafurefor 


| 


| The vaperous vighe 


| And racke thee in their fancies. Welcome, how agreed ? 


8 


| r 


Aeaſure. 


' Hari. Good Frier,I know you doe,and have found its 
Dk," Take thenthis your companion by the hand 
Who hath a ſtory ready for your care ; ; 
I ſhallarrend your leiſure, but make hiafte 
approaches: 
Mars. Wilt pleaſe you walke aſide? Exit, 
. Dak, Oh Place, and greatnes : millions of falſe eyes 
Are ſtucke ypon thee : volumesof report | 
Runne with theſe falſe, and moſt contrarious Queſts 
Vpon thy doings : thouſand eſcapes of wit 
Maketheethe tather of their idle dreame, 


| Enter Mariana, and Iſ[abell. 
Iſa. She'll take theenterprize upon her, father, 
If you advile it. 
Dk. It is not my conſent, 
Burt my entreaty too. 
Ta. Little have you to ſay 
When you depart from him, bur ſoft and low, 
Remember now my brother, 
Mar. Feare me not. 
Dw#k, Nor gentle daughter, feare you not at all : 
He is your busband on apre-contradt : 
Tobring youthus together *ris no ſine, 
Sith that the Iuſtice of your title to him 
Doth flouriſh the deceit. Come, let us goe, 
Our Corne's to reape, for yetour Tithes to ſow. Exewet. 


— — — 


_—c 


| ScanaSecunda. 


Enter ProvoFt,and Clowne. 


Pro, Come hither ſirha ; can you cut off a mans head? 
Clo. It the man be a Bachclor Sir, | can : - 

Bur if he be a married man, he's his wives head; 

And I can never cut off a womans head. 

Pro. Come lir,leave me your fnatches, and yeeld mce 
adiretan{wer. Tomorrow morning are to dye Clau- 
azo, and Barnardine : here is in our prifon a common exe- 
cutioner, who in his oifice lacksa helper,if you will take 
it _p—_ aſſiſt him, ir ſhall redeeme you from your 
Gyves: if not, you ſhall have yout full time of impriſo6n- 
ment, and your deliverance withan unpittied whipping ; 
for you have beene a notorious baud. 

- Clo. Sir, I have beene an unlaiwfull baud, time out of 
mind, but yet I will be content to be a lawfull hangan : 


I would be glad to receive ſome inſtruction from my fcl- 


low partner. 8; 7 
Pro, What hoa; eAbhorſon : where's eAbborſon there? 
E; ner Abharſon, 

eAbho. Doe you call ſir ? 

Pro. Sirha, here's a tel'ow will helpe you to morrow 
in your execution : if you thinke it mecr,compotmd with 
him by the yeere,and let him abide here with you, if nor, 
uſe him for the preſent, and diſmifſe him, he cannox 
plead his eſtimation with you : he hach beene a Bawd. = 

_ A BaudSir ? fie apon him, he will diſcredit our 
MyIincrys | : 

Pro, Goetoo Sir; you waigh equally : a feather wilt 
urne the Scale, Exit. 
( te. Pray fir, by your good favour; for ſurely fir, a 
good favor you have, but that you have a hanging looke: 


——_ . 


Doe you callfit, your occupation a Myſtery ? 
OE ES... ebb. TI, 
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' Mefure for Meaſure. | 


a_—_ 


Abba, 1Sir,a Miſtery. ; : & 
C/o. Painting Sir; 1 have heard fay, is a Miſtery : and 
your Whores fir, -bcingmembers of my occupation, v- 
ling painting, doeprove my Occupation, aMiſtery : but 
what Miſtery there ſhould be in hanging, if I ſhould be 
hang'd, 1 cannotimagine- 


' . eAbbe. Sir,itis a Miſery. 


hiv: Eve: parell firs your Thecfe, 
Avvo. Everytrue mans ap ts your Thecte, 
Ch. Ifir bereolitrle for yoir thecfe, your true man 
thinkes it bigge enough. If1tbetoo big for your Thecte, 
your Theefe chinkes "4 enough : So cvery true mans 
4 parc fits our Thee . | 7 
4 + 7 Enter Prove#7. 

Pro. Are ybuagreed ? 

Cle. Sir, I will ſerve him ; For I doe find your Hang- 
man is a more penitent Trade then you Baud i he doth 
oftner aske forgiveneſle. 4 

Pro, You firah, provide your blocke and your Axe 
to morrow, foure a clocke. ; 

Abho. Come on ( Baud ) I will infirut thee in my 
Trade: follow. | ; 

{ts; I doe defire to learne fir 2and I hope, if you have 
occaſion to uſe me for your owne turne, you ſhall find 
me yare. Fortruly ſir, for your kindnefle, I owe you a 
good turne. Exit. 

Pro. Call hither Barnardineand (Vandio: 

Thone has my pitty ; nota jot the other, 

Beihg a Murtherer, though he were my brother. 
Emter ( landis. 

Looke, here's the Warrant Claudio, forthy death, 

'Tis now dead midnight, and by cight to morrow 

Thou muſt be made immortall. W here's Barnardine ? 

Cla. As faſt lock'd up in leepe, as guiltlefle labour, 
When itlyes ſtarkely in the Travellers bones. 

He will not wake. , 

Pre. Who can doe good on him ? 

Well, goc, prepare your ſelfe- But harke, what noiſe? 
Heaven give your ſpirits comfort : by;and by; 

I hope it is ſome pardon, or repreeve 

For the moſt gentle (Yardio, Welcome father. 


Enter Dake. 


., Dake. Thebeſi, and wholſomſt ſpirits of the night, 


Invellop yoa, good Proveft : who call'd heere of late ? 
Pro. Now ſince the Curphey rung. ; 
Dk. Not Iſabel, 

Pro. No. | 


, Dake. They will then er't be ay 


Pro. What comfort is for Claudio? : 
Duke. There's ſome in hope. 
Pre. It isa bitter Deputy. . 
Dxk. Not ſo, not ſo : hislifeis paralel'd 
Even with the ſtroke and line of his great Iuſtice : 
Hedoth with holy abſtinence ſabdue 
That in himſelfe, which he ſpurres on his powre 
To qualifie in others : were he meal'd with that 
Which he corre&s, then werc he zyrannous, 
Butthisbeing ſo, he's juſt- Now arethey come. 
This is a gentle Provoſt, ſfildome when 
The ftecled Gaoler 1s the friend of men: 
How now ? what noiſe? That ſpirit's poſſeſt with haſte, 
That wounds th'unfiſting Poſterne withtheſe irokes. 
Pro. There he muſt ſtay untill the Officer 
Ariſetolet himin : he is call'd up. | 
Dwk, Have you no countermand for Clardis yet ? 


— _Y —————. 


m—— > 


But he muſt dye to morrow ? 
Pro. None Sir, none. © . ... 
Dak.Asnecte the dawning ProveR, as itis, 
You ſhall heare more ere Morning. 
Pre. Happecly | 
You ſomething know : yet I belceve there comes 
Lg rams ; no ſuch my have we ; 
,uponthe very of jultice 

Lord Angelobathto hg ToHs care. 

Profeſt the contrary. DINER 

Enter # Meſſenger, 

Dwsk> This is his lords man. 
Pro. And liecre comes (landio's pardon. 
CHefſ. My lord hath (cnt you this note, 

And by me this further charge : 

That you ſwerve not fromthe ſmalleſt Article ofit, 

Neither in time, matter, or other circumſtance. 

Good morrow ; fer as I takeit, it isalmoſt day, 
Pro, I ſhall him- 

Dxk. This is liis Pardon purchas'd by ſuch ſinne, 

For which the Pardoner himſclfe is in : 

Hence hath offence his quicke celerity, 

When ic is borne in high Authority. 

When Vice makes Mercy;Mercy's ſo extended, 

That for the faults love, is th'oftender friended: 

Now Sir, what newes ? N 
Fro. Itold you: | | 

Lord Avgelo (be-like) thinking me remiſſe 

In mine Ogice, awakens me 

With this unwonted putting on, methinkes ſtrangely ; 

For he hath not us'd it before. 

Dwk, Pray you let's heare, 
The Letter. 

Whetſerver you may heare to the contrary, let Claudio be exe- 
ecuted by fonre of the clocks, and in the afternoone Barnar- 
dine ; For my better ſatisfation , let me have (audio: 
bead ſent me by five. Let this be duely performed with 4 

' thought that more depends on it, then ne miſt yet deliver. 
T bus faile not to doe your office, as you will anſwer it at your 


What ſay youtothis Sir ? | 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who isto be execu- 
ted intlYafternoone ? 

Pre, A Bohemian borne ; But here nurſt up and bred, 
One that isa priſoner nine yeeres old. 

Dwk. How came it,that theabſent Duke had not either 
deliver'd himto his liberty, or executed him ? I have 
heard it wasever his manner to doc ſo. 

Fro, His friends ſtill wrought Repreeves for him : 

And indeed his fa&till now n the government of lord 
Angelo, came not tv an nndoubtfull proofe. 

Dak, Itisnow apparent ? . 

. Pro. Moſt marks, and notdenicd by himſclfe. 
 Dak. Hath he borne himſelft penitently in prifon ? 
How ſeemes heto be touch'd? 

Pro. A man thatapprehendsdeath no more dreadfully, 
but as a drunken ave z careleſſe , wreakelefle , and 
fearelefle of what's paſt, preſent, or to come ; inſenſible 
of mortality, and deſperately mortall. 

Dsk. He wantsadvice. 

Pro, He will heare none : he hath evermore had the li- 
berry of the priſon : give him leave to Aſcape hence, hee 
would not. Drinke many timesa day, if not many dayes 
entirely drunke. We have very oft awak'd him, as ifto 
carry him to execution, and ſhew'd hima feeming war- 
rant for it, it hathnot moved him at all. 


BR. 
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D#k. More of him anon : There is written in your 
brow PrevefF, honeſty and conſtancy ; if I reade it not 
truely, my ancient skill beguiles me : but in the. boldneſſe 
of my cunning, I will lay my ſelfe in hazard : (Tawdso, 
whom hcere you have warrant to execute, 1s no greater 
forfeitto the Law, than Angelo who hath ſentenc'd him. 
To make you underſtand this in a manifeſted effet, I 
crave but foure dayes reſpit; for the which, you are to doe 
me botha preſent, and adangerous courteſic. 

Pre. Pray Sir, in what ? 

Dk, 1n the delaying death. 

Pro. Alacke, how may I doe it? Havirg the houre li- 
mited; and anexpreſſe command, under penalty, to de- 
liver his head in the view of Angelo? I may make wy 
caſe as Clando's, to crofiethis in the ſmalleſt. 

Dk, By the vow of mine Order, I warrant you, 

If my inſtructions may be ybur guide, 
Letthis Barnardine be this morning executed, 
And his head boxne to Angelo. 
Pro. Angelo hath ſeenethem buth, 
And will a1{cover the favour. 

D#k, Oh , death's a great.diſguiſer , and you may 
adde to it ; Shave the head, and rye the beard, and ſay 1t 
wasthe defire of the penitentto be ſo bar'de before his 
death*:'you know the courſe is common. If any thing 
fallto youuponthis, more then thankes and good for- 
rune, by theVaint whom I profeſſe, I will plead againſt 


| £ with my life. 


Pro. Pardon me; good father, it is againſt my oath. 

D#k. Were youtworne to the Duke, or to the Depu- 
ty? 

4 To him, and to his Subſtitutes. 

D#k. You willthinke you have made no effence, if 
the Duke avouch the juſtice of your dealing ? 

Pro, But whatlike lychood is jn that ? 

D#k., Not a reſemblance, bur a certainty ; yet ſince 
| ſee you tearefull, tharneither my coate, integrity, nor 
perſwaſion,can with caſeattempt you,l will goe further 
then I meant, co plucke all feares out of you. Looke you 
Sir, here is the hand and Seale of the Dake : you know 
the Charracter I doubt not, and the Signer isnot- ſtrange 
to you? 

Pro. T know them both. 

Dzuk. The Contents of this, isthe returne ofthe Duke; 
you ſhall anon over-reade it ac your pleaſure: where you 
{ball find within theſe two dayes, he will be here. This 
isathing that Argelo knows not, for he this very day re- 
ceives letrers of ſtrange tenor, perchance of the Dukes 
death, perchance entering into ſome Monaſtery, but by 
chance nothing of what is writ. Looke, th'unfolding 
Starre calles up the Shepheard ; put not your {ſclfe into 
amazement, how theſe things ſhould be ; all difficulties 
are but eaſie whenrhey are knowne. Call your executio- 
ner, and off with Barzardines head : I will give him a pre- 
ſent ihrift, and adviſe him for a better place. Yet you 
areamaz'd, but this ſhall abſolutely reſolve you : Come 
away, it i1salmoſt cleere dawnc. Exit, 


TO  ———— "— 


| 


"pvt4 ſwaſion, 

ScanaTertia. ak 
©: IRE Sg: GAL I-1O0 op Bar. Not a word: if you have any thing to ſay to me, 

* cometo my Ward : for thence will not Ito day. 
Enter (lowne. | 5 Exit. 
Clo. Tam as well acquainted heere, as I was in our Enter Proveſt. . © 

houſe of prefeſſion : one would thinke it were Miſtris | D#k, Vafit tolive, ordye : oh gravell heart. RY 
Gr # G3 oy 


—— 


Over-donsowne houſe , for heere bee many. of her old 
Cuſtomers. Firſt, here's yong M*. Reſs, he's is fora 
cominodity of browne paper, and old Ginger, nineſcor e 
and ſeventcene pounds, of which he made five Markes 
ready money : marry then, Ginger was not much in' re- 
queſt, forthe old Womenwere all dead, Then is there 
heere ene M. Caper, atthe ſuite of Maſter Three-Pile the 
Mercer, for ſome foure ſaitesof Peach-colour'd Satten, 
boa neg P_ hima beggar. Then have we here, 
yong Dizy, and yong M*. Deepe-vow, and M*. C eo 
and Maſter Starve- Lackey the Rapier and fore, 6g 
yong Drop-hesre that kild lufty Pudding, and MF. Forth- 
Gghethe Tilter, and brave M-.Shoory the great Traveller, 
and wilde Halfe- Cane that cbr Pots, and I thinke 


forty more, all great doers in out Trade, and are now for 
thelords ſake, | 


Enter Abhot ſon. 
Abho. Sirah, bring Barnardine hither. 
Clo. Maſter Barnardine, you muſt riſe and be hang'd, 
Maſter Barnardine. 
Abh. What hoa Barnardine, 
Barnardine within. 
Bar. A pox o'your throats: who makes that noyſ, 
there ?What are you ? 
Clo. Your friendsSir, the Hangman : | 
You muſt be ſo good Sir to riſe, and be putrodeath, 
Bar. Away you Rogue, away, I am ſleepy. 
e/bb. Tell him he muſt awake, 
Andthat quicklytoo. © 
(0. Pray Maſter Barnardine, awaketill youare execu- 
ted, and ſleepeafterwards. | 
e-1bh. Goc into him, and fetch him our. 
Clo. He iscomming Sir, he is comming : Iheare his 
Straw rus{ſle, - 


Emnter Barnar dine. 
Abh, Tsthe Axe upontheblocke, firah? 
(oe. Veryready Sir. | 
Bar. How now eAbborſon? 
What's the newes with you ? | 

Abh. Truly Sir, I would deſire you to clap into your 
prayers : for looke you, the Warrant's come. 

Bar. You Rogue, I have beene drinking all night, 
I am not fitted for't. gore 

Cls. Oh, the better Sir : for hethardrinkes.all night, 
and is hanged bertimes in the morning, may Neepe the 
ſounder all the next day- Ss 

Emer Dake. | 

Abh. Looke you Sirg here comes your ghoſtly father: 
doe we jeſt now thinke you? | 

Dwke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how 
haſtily you are to depart, Iam come toadviſe you, * 
Comfort you, and pray with you. _ 

Bar. Friar,not I : I have beene drinking hard allnight, 
and I will have more time to prepare me, or they ſhall 
beat out my braines with billets : I will not conſent to 
dye this day, that's certaine. | 
D#k. Oh fir, you muſt : and therefore I beſeech you |. 
Looke forward on the journy you ſhall goe- , 

Bar, I ſwearel will notdyeto day for any mans per- 


y . 
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After him (Fellowes) bring himto the blocke. 

Pro, Now Sir, how doe you find the priſoner ? 
' Duk. Acreatureunpre-par'd,unmeer for death, 
And totranſport himin the minde he 18, Y 
Were damnable. Fe: 

Pro. Here in thepriſon, father, 

There died this morning ef a cruell Feaver, 
One Ragozsze, a moſt notorious Pirate, 
A-man of Claudio's yeares: his beard, and head 
TIuſtof colour. What if we doe omit 

This Reprobate, till he were well enclin'd, 

And fatisfic the Deputy. with the viſage 

Of Kagozine, more like to (laudio? | 

Dake. Oh; tis an accident that heavenprovides : 
Diſpatch it preſently, the houredrawes on 
Prefixt by Angelo : See this be done, 

And fent according tocommand, whiles I 
Perſwade this rude wretch willingly to dye. 

Pro. This ſhall be done (good father) preſently : 
But Barxardine muſt dye this afternoone, + 
And how ſhall we continue Clarabo, 

To fave me from the danger that might come, 
If he were knowne alive ? 

Dk. Let this be done. | 
Put themin ſecret holds, both Barnardine and Clandzo, 
Ere twice the Sun hath made his journall greeting 
Toyond generation, you ſhall find 
Your ſafety manifeſted, 

Pro. T am your free dependant. Exit. 

D#k. Quicke, diſpatch,and fend the head to Angelo. 
Now will I write Letters to Angelo, 

(The Provoſt he ſhall beare them ) whoſe contents 
Shall witneſſe to him Iam neere at home : 

And that by great injun&tionsI am bound 

To enter publickely :.him ile deſire 

To meet me atthe conſecrated Fount, 

A League below the Citty : and from thence, 

By cold gradation, and weale-ballanc'd forme. 
We ſhall proceed with Angels, 

| | . , . Emeer Provof. 

Pro. Heere is the hcad, Ile carry it my ſelfe. 

Dak, Convenient is it : Make a fwitt returne, 
For I would commune with you of ſuch things, 
That want noearebut-yours, 

Fro. Ile make all ſpeed. 

=  Jſfabellwithin. 

Iſa. Peace hoa, be heere. 

Dek. Thetongue of Iſabel, She's come to know 
If yer her brothers pardon be come hither : P- 
But I will keepe her ignorant of her good, 

To make her heavenly comfortsof deſpaire, 
When itis leaſt expected. 
| - Enter Iſabilla. 
Iſa. 


Hoa, by your leave. _ 

$: Dk. Good morning to you, faire,and gracious daugh- 
ters | 

I/a. The better given me be ſo holy a man, 
| Hath yetthe Deputy ſent my brothers pardon? 

 D#k. Ac hath releaſ'd hun,1/abe#, from the world, 

His head is off, and ſcht to «rgelo. 

Iſa. Nay, bur it is not ſo. Ip 

Dk: It isnoother. 
{ Shew your wiſedome daug 


- 


OI 


Ext. 


hter in your cloſe patience. 


 Tfa. Oh, I willto him, and plucke out his cyes, 
Dwke. You fhall not be admitted to his ſight. 
| Iſa. Vohappy Claxdio, wretched Jſabel. 


—_— 


[ 


* 


OY 


'Eriar I am a kind of a Burre, I ſhall ſticke. 


Injurious world, molt damned Awgelo. 
Dak, This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot« 
Forbeare it therfore, give your cauſe to heaven, 
Marke what I ſay, which you ſhall find 
By every ſillable a faithfull verity. | 
The Puke comes home to morrow : nay dry your eyes, 


One of our Covent, and his Confeſſor 


Gives me this inſtance : Already he hath carried 
Notice to Eſcalus and Angelo, | 
Who dee prepare to meete him atthe gates, (dome, 
There to give up their powre : if you can pace your wil- 
In that good paththatI would wiſh it goe, 
And you ſhall have your boſome on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart, 
And generall Honor. | 

1/a. T am directed by you. Gs 

Dak, This Letter then to Friar Peter give, 
"Tis that he ſent me of the Dukes returne : 


'Say, by thistoken, I deſire his company. 


At Mariana's houſe to night. Her cauſe, and yours 
Ite perte& him withall, and he ſhall bring,you 
Before the Duke; and to the head of Angelo 
Accuſe him hone and home. For my poore ſelfe, 
Iam combined by a ſacred Vow, 
And hall be abſent. Wend you with this Letter + 
Command theſe fretting waters from your eyes 
Withalight heart ; truſt not my holy ora 
If I pervert your conrſe : who's heere 2 

Enter Luci. 

Lac. Good'even; 


| Frier, where's the Proveſt ? 


Dake. Not within Sir, : 
Luc. Oh pretty 1/abella, T am pale at mine heart, to 


| ſee thine eyes ſo red : thou muſt be pacient ; I am faine 


to dine and ſup with water and bran : I darenot for my 
head fill my belly. One fruitfull Meale would ſer mec 
too't : but they ſay the Duke will be heere to Morrow. 
By my troth JU/abell 1 lov'd thy brother, ifthe old fan- 
taſticall Duke of darke corners had beene at home he had 
lived, 

Dake. Sir, the Duke is marveilous little beholding to 
your reports, but the beft is, helives not in them. 

Luc. Friar, thou knowelſt not the Duke fo well as I 
doe : he'sa better woodman then thou tak'ſt him for. 

Duke. Well : you'll anſwer this one day. Fare ye well. 

Lac, Nay tarry, Ile goe along with thee. 
I cantell thee pretty tales of the Duke. 

Duke, Y ou have told me too many of him already ſir 

if they be true : ifnot true, none were enough. 

Zac. I was once before him for getting a Wench with 
child. 

D#k. Did you ſuchathing?. | 

Lnc. Yes marry did 1; but I was faine to forſweare it, 
They would elſe have married meto the rotten Medler. 
Duke. Sir you company 1s fairerthen honelt, reſt you 
well. . 

Luc. By my troth Ile goe with thee to the lanes end : 
if baudy talke offend you, we'll have very little of : nay 
E xennt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Angelo, and Eſcalus. | 
Eſc.Every Letter he hath writ, hathdiſvouch'd _ 
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eMeaſare for Meaſure. 


79 


eAno., In moſt uneven anddiſirated manner, his a&Ri- 
ons ſhew much like to madneſle , pray heaven his wiſe- 
dome be not tainted : and why meet himat rhe gates and 
deliver our authorities there ? 

- &{c. I gheſſenot. 

Ang. And why ſhould we proclaime it in an houre 
before his entring, that if any crave redreſle of injuſtice, 
they ſhould exhibite their petitions in the ſtreet ? 

Ejc. He ſhewcs his reaſon for that : to havea diſpatch 
of Complaints, and todcliver us from devices hereafter, 
which ſhall then have no power to ftand againſt vs. 

eAug. Well: I beſcech you let it be proclaim'd bes» 
times 1'ch,morne; Ile call you at your houſe: give notice 

Eſc. I ſhall fir : fare you well. Exit. 

Ang. Good night. 
This deed unſhapes me quite,makes me unpregnant 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflowred Maide, 
Andby an eminent Body;that enforc'd 
The Law againſt it ? But that her tender ſhame 
Will not proclaimeagainſt her Maidenlofle, 
How might ſhe tongue me? yet reaſon dares herno, 
For my Authority beares of a credent bulke, 
That no particular ſcandall once can touch | 
But it confounds the breather. He ſhould haveliv'd, 
Save that hisriotous youth withdangerous ſenſe, 
Might in the times to come have ta'ne revenge 
By ſo receivinga diſhonour'd life, 
With ranſome of ſuch ſhame ; would yet he had liv'd. 
Alack,when once our grace we have forgot, 
Nothing goes right, we would,and we would not. Exit. 


— b 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Duke and F rer Peter. 

Duk. Theſe Lettersat fit time deliver me. - 
The Provolt knowes our-purpoſe and our plot, 
The matter being a foote,keepe your inſtruction 
And bold you ever to our ſpeciall drift, 
Though ſometimes you doe blench from thisto that 
As cauſe doth minifter : Goe call at F/avia's houſe, 
And teil him where I ſtay : give thelikenotice 
To Yalencins, Rowland,and to Crafſm, 
And bid them bring the Trumpets to the gate ; 
But ſend me Flavin firlt, 

Peter, It ſhail be ſpeeded well. 


| Enter Varrin. 
Dake. I thanke thee Yarriue,thou haſt made good haſt, 
Come,we will walke : There's other of our friends 
Will greet us hcere anon : my gentle Varrim. Exemm. 


—_—_—— 


Scana Sexta. 


W——_ x D—— 
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| Enter Iſabella and Mariana. 
1ſab, To ſpeake ſo indireQly Iam loath, 
I would fay the truth,but to accuſe him ſo 
That is your part, yet I am advisd to doe it, 
Heſayes,to vaile full purpoſe. 
Mar. Bernl'd by him. 


— 


Iſa. Beſides,hetels me,that if peradventure 
He ſpeake againſt me onthe adverſe fide, 
I ſhould nor thinke it ftrange;for 'tisa Phyſicke 
That's bitter,to ſweet end. h 

Enter Peters 

Atar. T would Fryer Peter. 

Iſab. Oh peace,the Fryer iscome. 

Peter. Come haye found you out a ſtand moſt fit, 
Where you may have ſuch vantage on the Duke 
He ſhall not paſſe you : 
Twice have the Trumpets ſounded, 
The generousand graveſt Citizens ; 
Have hent the gates,and very neere upon 
The Duke isentring: 


Therefore hence away. Exennt, 


eA ins Quintus.Scana Prima, 
ſl 
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Enter Duke Varrins, Lords, Angelo, Eſealua, Lucio, 
Citizens at ſeverall dooves. 
Duke. My very worthy Coſen,fairely met, 
Our old and faithfull friend,we are glad toſee you; 
Hng. Ec. Happy returne be to your Royall Grace. - 
D#ke. Many and hearty thankingsbe to you both': 


| We have made enquiry of you,and we heare 


Such goodneſle of your Iuitice;that our ſoule 
Cannot but yeeld youforth ro publike thankes 
Forerunning more requitall. . 

Ang. You make my bonds ſtill greater, : 
Du. Oh your delert ſpeakes lonud,and I ſhould wrong 
To lockeitin the wards of covert boſome | 

When it deſerves with CharaQters of Brafle 
A forted reſidence 'gainſt the tooth of time, 
And razure ef oblivion : Give we your hand 
Andlet the ſubjed ſee, to make them know 
That outward curtefies would faine proclaime 
Favours that keepe within : Come Eſcalzs, 


- You muſt walke by as on our other hand : 


And good ſupporters are you. 
Enter Peter and I[abella. 

Peter. Now 1s yourtime 
Speake loud,and kneele before him. 

1/ab. Iuſtice,O Royall Dukevaile your regard 
Vpen a wrong'd(I would faine have faid a Maid) 
Oh worthy Prince diſhonour nor pour eye 
By throwing it on any other objec, 

Till you have heard me,in mytrue complaint, 

And given me Juſtice, Iuſtice,Iuftice, luſtice. 
Duke. Relate your wrongs ; 

In what,by whom ? be bricfe : 

Here is Lord gels ſhall giye you Iaſtice, 

Reveale your ſ{clfeto him. | 

I/ab. Oh worthy Duke, h 
You bid me ſeckeredemption of the Divell, 

Heare me your ſelfe : for that which I cauſt ſpeake 
Muſteither puniſh me,not being beleev'd, | 
Or wring redreſſe from you ; 

Heare me : oh heare me,heere. 

Ang. My Lord,her wits,I feare me,are not firme : 
She hath been a ſuitor to me,for her brother 
Cut off by courſe of Juſtice, 

Iſab. By courſe of Iuſtice! | 
Ang. And ſhe will ſpeake moſt bitterly. 
I{ab.Moſt. 


ET 


. 
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eMeaſare for Meaſure. 


Ib. Moſt firange : but yet moſt truely will I ſpeake, 
That e-Hrgelo's forſworne, js it not ſtrange ? 
That Anpelo's a murtherer,is't not ſtrange ? 
That »geto isan adulterous theefe, 
An hypocrite,a virgin violator, 
Is it not ſtrange? and ſtrange ? 
Dx. Nay 1t isten times ſtrange ? 
Iſa. Itisnot truer he is e-Gugelo, 

Than thisis allas true,as it is Gr ; 

Nay,it is tentimestruc,for truth is truth 

To th'end of reckning. | 

Ds. Away with her : poore ſoule 
She ſpeakesthis; inth'infirmity of ſenſe. 

I/ab. Oh Prince,I cenjure thee,as thou beleey'(t 
There is another comfort,than this world, 
That thou negleR me not, with that opinion 
That Iam touch' with madneſſe : make not impoſlible 
| That which but ſeemes unlike,'tis notimpoſſible 
But one,the wicked(t Caitiffe on the ground 
May ſeeme as ſhie,as grave,asjuſt,as abſolute : 
As :4ngelo,even ſo may eAngeo 
Tn all his dreſſings,caracs,titles, foraggs, 

Be an arch-villaine : Beleeve it,royall Prince 

Ithe be leſſe,he's nothing,bur he's more, 

Had I more name for badneſle. 

Dx. By mine honeſty 

If ſhe be mad.as | beleeve no other, 

Her madneſfſe hath the oddeſt frame of ſenſe, 

Such a dependancy of thing onthing, L 

Asere I heard inmadneſſe. 

 [{ab. Ohegracious Duke 
Harpe not onthat ; nor doe not baniſh reaſon 
For inequality ,but let your reaſon ſerve 
| Tomakethetruth appeare,wherc it ſeemes hid, 
And hide the falſe ſeemes true; 

| Dake. Many that are not mad 
Have ſure more lacke of reaſon : 
W hat would youſay ? 

 {/ab. I am the filter of one Claudso, 

Condemn'd upen the a& of Fornication 

To loſe his head,condemn'd by Angelo: 

I,(in probation of a Siſterhood) _ 

Was ſent to by my brother ; one Lucie 

Asthen the Meſſenger. 

Luc. That's I,and't like your Grace : 

Icame to her from Clanudio,and defir d her, 

To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angels; 

For her poore brothers pardon. 

Ifab. Thar's he indeed. 

Ds. You were not bid to ſpeake. 

Lsc. No,my good Lord, 
Nor wiſh'd to hold my peace. 
' Ds, I with you now then, 
. Pray youtake note of it : and when you have 
| A buſineſſefor your ſelfe : pray heaven youthen 
Be perfe. | 
Lac. IT warrant your honour. 

, Du. The warrant's for your ſelfe : take heed to't. 
Iſab. This Gentleman told ſomething of my Talc. 
Lxc. Right. 

Ds. I t may be right,but you are ith wrong 
To ſpeake before your time,procced. 
j 1/ab. Iwcnt 
\ Ta thispernicious Caytiffe Deputy. 
Ds. That's ſomewhat madly ſpoken. 
Iſab. Pardonit, 


WV 


The phraſe isto the matter. 
D#. Mended againe : the matter : proceed. 
Ifab. In briefe,to ſet the needleſſe by : 
How I perſwaded;how I praid, and kneel'd, 
How herefeld me,and how I replide ; 
(For this was of much length)the vilde conclufion 
I now begin with gricfe and ſhame toutter. 
He would not,but by gift ofmy chaſte body 
To bis concupiſcible intemperate luſt 
Releaſe my brother ; and after much debatement, 
My ſiſterly remorſe,confates mine honour, | 
AndI did yeeld to him : Butthenext morne betimes, 
His purpoſe ſurfetting,he ſendsa warrant 
For my poore brothers head. 
Ds. This is moſt likely. 
I/ab.Oh that it were as like asit istrue. | 
Ds. By heaven(fond wretch)y know'ſt not what thou 
Or elſe thouart ſuborn'd againſt his honour 
In barefull praiſe : firſt his Integrity | 
Stands without blemiſh : next ut imports no reaſon, 
That with ſuch vehemency he ſhould purſue 
Faults proper to himſelfe : if he had ſo offended 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himſelfe, 
And not have cut him off : ſome one hath ſet you on : 
Confefle the truth,and ſay by whoſe advice 
Thou cam'ft here to complaine: 
Iſab. And is this all ? 


| Thenoh you bleſſed Miniſtersabove, 


Keepe me in paticnce,and with ripened time 
Vnfold the evill which is here wrapt up | 
In countenance : heaven ſhield your Grace from woe, 
As TI thus wrong'd, hence unbeleeved goe. 
D#. Iknow you'ld faine be gone: An Ondicer z 
To priſon with her : Shall we thus permit 
A blaſting and a ſcandalons breath to fall, 
On him ſoneereus ? Thisneeds muſt be a praftiſe ; 
Who knew of your intent and comming hither ? 
1ſab. One that I would were here, Fryer Lodowicke. 
Ds. A ghoſtly Father belike ; 
Who knowes that Lodowicke ? 
Lnc. My Lord,l know him;tise medling Fryer, 
I docnotlike the man + had he beene Lay,my Lord, 
For certaine words he ſpake againſt your Grace 
In your retirement,I had ſwing'd him ſoundly. 
Ds. Words againſt me? this'a good Fryer belike 
And toſct on this wretched woman here + 
Againſt our Subſtitute : Lerthis Fryer befqund. 
Luc. But yeſternight my Lord,ſhe andthat Frycr 
I ſaw them at the priſon : a ſawcy Fryer, 
Avery ſcurvy fellow. 
{ Peter. Bleſſed be your Royall Grace: 
I have ſtood by my Lord,and I have heard 
Your Royall eareabug'd : firſt hath this woman 
Moſt wrongfully accus'd your Sttbſlicute, 
Who is as free from touch,or ſoyle with her 
As ſhe from eneungot. 
Ds. Wedid belecye noleſle. | 
Know you that Fryer Lodowicke which ſhe ſpeakes of ? 
Peter. I know him for a man Divine and holy, 
Not ſcurvy,nor a temporary medler 
As he's reported by this Gentleman ; 
And on my traſt,a man that never yet 
Did(as he vouches)miſreport your Grace. + 
Luc. My Lord, moſt villanouſly ,belceve 1t. 
Peter. Well; he intime may come to cleare himſelfe ; 


IJ 


But atthis inftant he isſicke,my Lord : _ 


(ſpeak'ft, | - 
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 Meafare for Meaſure, | 


Of a itrange Feaver : upon hismeere requeſt = 
Being come to knowledge,that there was complaine 


| Intended againſt Lord Avge/o,cameT hither 


To ſpeake as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is trac and falſe ; and what he with his eath 
And allprobation will make up full cleare 
Whe:ſoever he's convented : Firſt,for this woman, 
To juſtifie this worthy Nobleman, 
So vulgarly and perſonally accus'd, 
Her ſhall you heare diſproved to her eyes, 
Till ſhe herſeife confeſle it, 
Dakg. Good Fryer lct's heare it : 
Doe you not {mile at this, Lord eAvgelo? 
, Oh heaven,the vanity of wretched fooles, 
Give vs ſome ſeates,Come Coſen Angelo, 
Inthis Ile be impartiall : be you judge 
Of your owne Cauſe ; Is this the Witneſle Eryer ? 


Emer Mariana, 

Firſt,let her ſhew her face,and after ſpeake. 

Har, Pardon my Lord,I will not ſhew my face 
Ynrtill my husband bid me. 

Dake. What,are you married ? 

Mar. No my Lord. 

Duke. Areyou a Maid? 

Mar. Nomy Lord, 
Dake, A Widdow then ? 

Mar. Neither my Lord. ; : 

Duke. Why are you nothing then : neither Maid, Wi- 


| dow,nor Wife ? 


Luc. My Lord, ſhe may bea Punke : for many of 
themare neither Maid, Widdow,nor Wife. 

Dake. Silence that fellow : 1 would he had ſume cauſe 
toprattle for himſelfe. 

Lac. Well my Lord. ; 

Mar. My Lord,I doe confefſe I nere was married, 
AndI confefle beſides,I am no Maid, 
I have knowne my husband,yet my hasband 
Knowes not that ever he knew me. f 

Lec.He was drunke then,my Lord,it can be no better. 

Ds, For the benefit of filence,would thou wert ſo to, 

Luc, Well my Lord. | 

Ds. This is no witneſſe for Lord e/Lngelo, 
. Mar. Now TIcometo't,my Lord. 
Shee that accuſes him of Fornication, 
In ſelfe-ſame manner doth accuſe my husband, 
And charges him,my Lord,with ſuch atime; 
When Ile depoſe I had him in mine Armes 
With all ch'cfe of Love, 

Arg, Charges ſhe moe then me? 

Mar, Not that I know. 

Ds. No? you ſay your husband. 

Mar. Why juſt my Lord,and thatis eAngels, 
Whothinkes he knowes,that he necere knew my body, 
But knowes, he thinkes,that he knowes 1/abeds. 

Ang, This is a ſtrange abulc : Let's ſee thy face. 

Afar. My husband bids me,now I willunmaskes 
This is that face, thou cruell Angelo 
Which once thou ſworſt, was worth the looking on: 
This is the hand, which witha vow'dcontra&t 
Was faſt belokt in thine : This is the body 
That tooke away the match from //abe#, 

And did ſupply thee at thy Garden-houſe 
In her Imagin'd perſon. | 
Dx. Know you this woman ? 


—_— 
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Luc. Carnally ſhe ſayes. 


} Partly for that her promig'd 


D CESS 


Ds. Sirrha,ne more. 

Inc, Enough my Lord. ns 

Ang. My Lord, I muſt confeſſe, I know this woman, 
And five yeares fince there was ſome ew of marriage 
Berwixt my ſelfe and her : which was broke off, 
ons. REIN 
Came ſhert of Compoſition : butin chicfe 
For that her reputation was dif-valued 
In levity : Since which time of five yetres 
I never ſpake with her,ſaw her,nor heard from her 
Vpon my faith and honour, | 

Mar. Noble Prince, - © © | 
Asthere comes light from heaven,and wordsfrom breath 
Asthereis ſenſe intruth,and truth in vertue, 
I amathanced this mans wife,as ſtrongly EN, 
As wordscould make up Vowes : And my good Lord, 
But Tueſday njght laſt gone,in's Garden houſe, 
He knew meas a wife, As this is trae, | 
Let me in ſafety raiſe me from my knees, 
Or elſe for eyer be confixed here 


| A Marble Monument. 


Ang. Idid but ſmiletillnow; | 
Now,good my Lord,give-me the ſcope of Tuſtice, 
My patience here 1stouch'd ; I doe perceive 
Theſe poore informall womemare no more 
But inſtruments of ſome more mightier member 
That ſets them on. Let me have way, my Lord, 
To findethis praiſe out, Dh 

Dwoke . I,wich my hear e, | | 

And puniſh them to your height of pleaſure. 
Thou favlifh Fryer,and thou pernicious woman 
Compa@ with her that's gone ; think*ſ thou thy oathes, 
Though they would ſweace downe each particulat'S; 
Were teſtimonies gainſt his worth,and credit 
That's ſcald in approbation? you,Lord Eſcakir, 
| Sir with my Cozen,lend him your Kinde pain 


— 


j To findeoutthis abuſe, whence*tisderiv'd. 


There is another Fryer thatſet them on, 
Lethim be ſent for. / 2 

Peter. Would he were here,my Lord, for he indeed 
Hath ſect the women on to this complaint ; 
Your Provoſt knowes the place where he abides; 
Andhe may fetch him; _ 

Dwk., Goedoe it inſtantly ; £5 ooh 
And you my Noble and well-warranted Coſen 
Whom it concernes to heare this matter forch, 
Doe with your injuries as ſcemes you beſt 
In any chaſtiſement; I for a while 
Will leave you ; but ſtirre net you till you have | 
Well determin'd upon theſe Slanderers; Ex. 

Eſe. My Lord,wee'll doe it throughly : Signior Zucio, 


diſhoneſt perſon > | EE: 
Lnc. (uctllus non facit Monachum, honeſt in nothing 


nous ſpeeches of the Duke. 

Eſe. We {hall intreat you to abide here till he come, 
and inforce them againit Him 2 wee ſhall finde this Fryer a 
notable fellow. | ___ 

Lac. As anyin Viemdon my word. _ 

Eſea. Call that ſame IſabeÞ herc onceagaine, I would 
ſpeake with her : |. 
queſtion,you ſhall ſte how Tle handle her: | 

Lac. Not better then he,by her owne report, 

Eſea. Say you? | | 


' Ince. Marry fir, I thinke,Fyout handled her privately 
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did not you ſay,you knew rhar Fryer Lodowicke to beea | 


but in his Clodthes, and one that hath ſpoke moſt villa- | 
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you, my Lord, give mee leave to | © 
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alham'd. 


| ©... Enter Duke, Provoſt Iſabella. 

. Ef. Iwillgoc darkely to worke with her. 

| = That's the way ; for women are light at mid- 
night. 
| 5 Come on Miltris, here's a Gentlevioman Denics 
- all that you have ſaid. : 
Luc., My Lord,here comes the Raſcall I ſpoke of, 
| Here with the Proveſt. 

Eſe.In very good time : ſpeake not you to him , till we 


She ſhould ſooner confeſſe,perchance publikely ſhell bee much more; much worſe. | 


Luc. Mum. __ 
Eſc. Come (ir,did you ſettheſe women on to ſlander 
| | Lord. Ange ? they have confey'd you did. | 
Doke. "Tis falſe. 
Efe, How? know you where youarc ? : 
Dake. Reſpett to your great place ; and ct the Divell 
| Beſometime honour'd, for his burning throne. | 
W bercis the Duke ? 'ris he ſhould heare me ſpeake. 
Eſe. The Duke's in us ; and we wiil hcare ya. ſpeakc, 
Looke you ſpeake juſtly. 
Duke. Boldly at leaſt. But ok poore ſovules, 


Come you to iecke the Lambe here ot the Fox ? 
Good night to your redrefle : is the Duke gone ? 
Then 1s your cauſe gone too ; The Duke's unjuſt, 
Thusto retort your manifeſt appeale, 

And put yourtryall in the villaines mouth, 

| Which here you come toaccule. | 

'  L£mc., Thisisthe Raſcal: this is he I ſpoke of. 


% 


Eſe., Why thou unrevcrend and unhallowed Fryer: 
ISt.not cnoughtbou baſt ſuborn'd theſe women, 
| Toaccuſethis worthy man ? but in fowle mouth, 


. 


i. 


 Andinthe 
' Tocall him. v1 


villaingz2and then coglance from him, 

| To th'Duke higſcifegtataxc him with Injuitice? 
' Take him hencezto taracke with him : we'll rowze you 

{ Ioynt by joynt,bur we will know his purpoſe : 

| Whatdunjuſt? +! | 

D#ke. Be notſo hot : the Duke dare 

| No more ttretchthis finger of minegthen he 

' Dare racke his owne « his SubjeRt am I nor, 

'] Nor here Provincia!l : My buſineflc in this State 

Made me a looker on here 10 Vzeune, 


| 


| 


Say 2 wastthouever contracted tothis woman ? 


Where I have ſcene corruption boyle and bubble, 
' Till it ore-runne the Stew : Lawes for all faults, 
| But faults ſo countenanc'd,that the ſtrong Statutes 
Srand like the forfeits ina Barbers ſhop, . 
As much in mocke,as marke. 
Eſc. Slander ro th'State : 
Away with himzto priſon» | 
Ang. Whatcan you vouch againſt him Signior Zecio ? 
Is thisthe man that you did tell us of ? | | 
Lac. 'Tis he,my Lord: come hither goodman bald- 
pate,doe you know me? LS 
Duke. I remember you fir £4 ſound of your voyce, 
I met youat thepriſos inthe abſence of the Duke, 
Lxs. Oh,did you ſo? anddoe you remember what you 
faid of the Duke? - 3 
Dake. Moſtnotedly fir... Foe FI 
'  Zxs. Docyouſolir; And was the Duke a fleſh-mon- 
ger,a foole,andacoward , as you then reported him to 
be ? 5 | 
. Dake. You 


mult ( fir ) change perſons with me.ere you 
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' That 1,your vafſaile, have imploy'd and pain'd, 


—————. 
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 oxtlce that my repoprt:.you indeed ſpoke fo of him, and | 


Le. Oh thou damnable fellow : did not I pluckethee 
by the nole, for thy ſpeeches? | | 
Duke. I proteſt;] love the Duke as I love my ſclfe. 
eng. Harke howthe villaine would cloſe now ., after | 
histreatonable abuſes. | Fieht 
Eſc. Such a fellow:isnot tobe talk'd withall : Away | 
with himto priſon : Where is the Prove? away with 
him to priſon : lay boltsenough upon hum; let him ſpeake | 
no more : away withthote Eajers too , and withrthe 0- | 
ther confederatecompanion. . | 
Dake. Stay ſir,ſtay 3 whiles - 
Ang. What,refiſts he ? helpe him Lacie. * 
Luc. Cometir,come (ir,come fir : fob fir , why you 
baldpated lying Raſcall ; you muſt be hooded muſt you? 
ow your knaves viſage witha poxe to you : ſhow your 
I. face, and bee hang'd an houre ; will t not 
O q 
Dake. Thou art the firſt knave that ere mad'ſt aDukc. 
Firit Proveſt,let me baylc theſe gentle three : ,- 
Sneake not away fir,for the Fryer and you, 
Muit have a wordanon : lay hold on him. 
Les. This may prove worle then hanging. 
Dake. What yuu have ſpoke, 1 pardon : fit yon downe, | 
We<".l borrow place of him ; Sir,by your leave : 
Ha'ſt thou or word or wit,or impucence, , 
I hat yet candoe thee office ? It thou ha'ſt, | 
Relv upon it,till my tale be heard, | ? 
And hoid nolonger out. | 
toy. Oh my dread Lord, | | 
I ſhould bc guilticr then wy guiltineſfle, 
Tothinke Ican be undiſcernable, 
When I perceive your Grace,like power Divine, 
Hath look'd upon my paſſes. Then good Prince, 
No longer Seffion hold ypon my ſhame, 
But let my triall be mine owne Confeflicn : 
Immediate ſentence then,and ſequent death, 
Is alt the grace I beg. 
Diukgs. Come hither Mariana, 


Ang. Iwas my Lord. ; 

Dwke, Gre take her hence,and marry her inſtantly. 
Doe you the othice(Fryer)wbich conſummate, 
Returne him here againe : goe with him Provoſt. Ex. 

Ejc. My Lord1 am more amaz'dat hisdiſhonour, 
Then atthe ſtrangeneſle of it. 

Dake. Come hither //abe/, 
Your Fryer isnow your Prince : AsI was then 
Advertiſing,and holy to your buſineſle, 
(Not changing heart with habit)I am ſtill, 
Atturnied at your ſervice. 

Iſ#b. Oh give me pardon 


KO 


Yourunknowne Soveraignety. 

Duke. Youare pardon'd [/abel : 
And now deare Maide,be you as free tous, 
Your brothers death,[ know, ſits at your heart: 
And you may marveile,why l obſcur'd my ſclfe, 
Labouring toſave his life ; and would not rather 
Make raſh remonſtrance of my hidden power 
Then let him ſo be loſt : Oh moſt kinds Maid, 
It wasrhe fwift celerity ot his death, 
W hich Idid thinke with flower foote came on, 
That brain'd my purpoſc : but peace be with him, 
Tharlife is betrep life paſt fearing death, 


Then that which lives to feare : make it your comfort, | 
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r Meaſure. 


So bappy is your Brother. «bor Fra 
Enter Angelo, Maria,Peter, Provoſt. 
Iſa. I doe my Lord, ; 4 
Dwke For this new-married man,approching here, 
Whoſe ſalt imagination yet hath wrong'd 


'Your well defended honour ; yoa muſt pardon 


For Mariana s(ake ; But as he adjudg'd your Brother, 
Being criminall,in double violation = 

Offacred chaltitie,and of promiſeebreach, 

Thereon dependant for your brothers life, 

The yery mercy ofthe Law cryes out 


| Moſtaudiblce,even from his proper tongue, 


An » Angels for Clandio,death for death ;. 

Haſte ſtill payes haſte,and leaſure anſweres leaſure ; 
Like dothquir like,and CHeaſure itill for AMeaſwre : 
Then eFngelo thy tault's thus manifeſted: 


| Which though thou wouldſt deny, denyes thee vantage. 


We doe condemne thee to the very Blocke 
Where (audio ftoop'd to death and with like bafte; 
Away with hiat. > qÞ 
Mar. Oh tny moſt gracious Lord, 

T hope you will not mocke me with a husband ? 

Duke It is your husband mock'd you witha husband, 
Conſenting to the ſafe-guard of your honour, 
I thoughtyour marriage fit: elſe Imputation, 
For that he knew you,mighr reproch your life: | 
And choake your good to come: for his poſſeſſions, 
Although by confitcation they are ours ; 
We doe euſtate, and widdow you withall, 
To buy you a better husband, | 

May. Oh my deere Lord, 

I cravenoother,nor no better man. 

Dake. Never crave him, we aredefinitive. 

Har, Gentle my Liege. 

Duke. Youdoe but loſe your labour. 
Away with him to dearh : Now fir,to you. 

Her. Oh my good Lord,ſweet Iſabet,take my part, 


{ Lendme your knees,and all my iifeto come, 


Ile lend you all my life to doe you ſervice. 

Dwke. Againſt all ſenſe you doe importune her, 
Should ſhe kneele downe, in mercy of this fact, 
Her brothers ghoſt his paved bed would breake, 
And take her hence in horror. 

 OMar. Iſabel: 

Sweet /ſabel,doe yet but kneele by ne, 
Holdup your hands,ſay nothing : I'le ſpeake all, 
They ſay beſt men are moulded our of faults, 
And for the moſt, become much more the better 
For beinga little bad : So may my husband, 
Oh 1/abel : will you not lend a knee ? 

Dukes, He dyes for (laud:e's death. | 

Tſab, Moſt bounteous Sir. | 


| Looke,if it pleaſe you,onthis man condemn'd, 


As if my brother liv'd : I partly thinke, 


-| Aducſincerity governed his deeds, 


Till he did looke on me : Since its fo, 
Let him tiot dye : my brother had bur Iuſtice, 
In that he did the thing for which he di'd. 


| For Avgels, his atdid not ore-take his bad intent; 


And muſt be buricd but asan intent 
That pzriſh'd by the way : thonghtsare noſubjeRs 
Intents,but meerely thoughts. | 
Aar, Meercly my Lord. 
Dake. Your luite*s unprofitable : land up I ſay : 
T have bethought me of another fault. 
Prevoft how came it Claudio was beheaded 


AM, eaſtre fo 


| 


Atan unuſaall houre? | 
Pro. It was commanded ſo. | 
Dw#k, Had you a ſpeciall warrant for the deed 2 
Pro. No my good Lord,it was by private meſſage. 
Dake. For which I doe diſcharge you of your lice; 
Giveup your keyes. 
Fro. Pardon me,Noble Lord. 
I thoughtit was a fault,but knew itnor, 
Yetdid repent me after more advice, 
For teſtimony whereof,one in the priſon 
That ſhould by private oxderelſe have dy'd; 
I have reſerv'd alive; 
Duke. What's he 3 
Pro, His name is Barnardine. 
Dake. T wouldſtthou hadſt done ſoby Claudse: 
Goe fetch him hither,ler me looke upon him. 
Eſc. Tam ſorry,one ſolearned,and ſo wiſe 
As you, Lord Angele,have ſtill appear'd, 
Should ſlip ſo groſly,both in the heat of blood 
Andlacke of temper'd judgement afterward. 
Avg. I am ſorry that ſuch ſorrow I procare, 
Ando deepeflicks it ia my penirent heart, 
That Icravedeath more willingly then mercy, 
"Tis my deſerving,and Idocintrcat it. 
Emter Barnar dine and Provoſt, Claudio, Tulietta. 
Dake. Whichis that Barnardine ? 
Pro. This my Lord: | 
Duke. There was a Fryer told me of this man. 
Sirrhazthou art ſaid to have a ſtubborne ſoule 
That apprehends no further then this world, 
And ſquar'ſt thy lifeaccording : Thou'rt condemn'd, 
But for thoſe carthly faults, I quirthem all, 
I pray thee take this mercytoprovide 
For better times to come : Fryer adviſchim, 
I leave himto your hand. What mufficd fcllow's that ? 
P#o, This is another priſoner thatI ſav'd, | 
Who ſhould have dy'd when Clandioloſt his head, 
Aslike almoſt to Claudio as bimſelfe. 
Duke. If he be ike your brother, for his ſake 
Is he pardon'd,and for your lovely ſake 
Give me your hand,and ſay you will be mine, + 
He is my brother roo : But fitter time for that : 
By this Lord e. Legelo perceives hee's ſafe, 
Me thinkesI ſee a quick-1ing in his eye : 
Well eFnge/o,your evill quits you welt. 
Looke that you love your wife : her wotth;worth yours. 
I finde an apt remiſſion in my ſelfe : 
And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon; 
You ſirrha,that knew me for a foole,a Coward, 
One all of Luxurie,an Afe,a mad man : 
Wherein have I ſodeſerv'd of you 
That you extoll me thus ? 

Lac. *Faith my Lord,I ſpoke ic but according to the 
tricke : if you will hang me for it,you may : but 1 had ra- 
ther it would pleaſe you, I might be whipt. 

D#ke: Whipt firit ſir,and hang'd after. 
Proclaime it Provoſt round about the City ; 
Ifany —_—_ wrong'd by this lew'd fellow 
(As I have heard him ſweare himſelfe there's one 
W hom he begot with childe)ler her appeare, 
And he ſhall marry her ; the nuptiall tmſh'd, 
Let him be whip'd and hang'd. . 
Luc. Tier So Highnefſe doe not marry mee to a | 
Whore i your Highneſle faid even now, I made you a 
Duke,good my Lard doe not recompence me, in making 


me a Cuckold. 
Dake. Vopon | 


_ 
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Meaſure. | 


Dwks. V pon mine honor thou ſhalt marry her, 


Thy ſlanders I forgive, and therewithall 
| Remitthy other forfeies : take him to priſon, 


And-ſee our pleaſure herein executed. 
Lac. Marrying # punke my lord, is 

Whipping and hanging. $ + 
Dk, $ Inga Prince delerves it. 

She Claxdio that you wrong'd, looke you reſtore. 

Toy to you MHariara, love her eAngels : 

I haveconfes'd her, and I know her vertue. 
Thankes good friend, Eſcalws, for thy much goodneſſe, 


ingto death, 


There's more behind that is more gratulate, 
Thankes Provoſt for thy care, and ſecrecy, * 
We ſhall imploy thee ina worthierplace. 
Forgive him « Logelo, that brought you home 
The head of Ragozire for { landio's, 

Th'offence partlons it ſelfe. Deere /ſabe#, 

I havea motion much imports your good, 
Whereto'if you'll a willing care incline ; 

Whar's mine is yours, and what'is yours is mine, 
So bring us to our Pallace, where wee'll ſhow 
What's yet behind, thats meete youall ſhould know, 


The SceneVienna, 


Names of all the eAttors., 


_—_—_ the Dake. 
Angels, the Deputy. 
efcales an bard d 

| Claudio, a youg Gentleman. 
Lucio, a fantaſtique, 

2. Other like Gemlemes, 
Prove ſt, 


— 


4h, 


| _— + 2 Friers. | 
Elbow, a ſimple Conflable, * 
Froth, a fooliſh Gentlemay, 
Clowne. 

- Abhorſon, an Execationer. 
Barnar dine, a diſſolute priſoner. 


Iſabella, ſifter ts Claudio. 
Mariana, betrothed to Angels. 
Islict, belvved of Clandis. 
Franciſca; a Nun. 

Msſtr & Over-aen, 4 Bawd. 
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Emer the Duke of Epheſus, with the Merchant of Syracuſa, | 
Jajlor, and other attendants. 


CMerchant. 


® [ am not partiall to infringe onr Lawes z 
The enmitie and diſcord which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your Duke, 
To merchants our well-dealing Countrimen, 
Who wanting gilders to redeeme their lives, 
Have ſeal'd his rigorous ſtatutes with their blouds, 
Excludes all pitty from our threatening lookes : 
For fincethe mortall and inteſtine 1arres 
Twixt thy ſeditious Countrimen and us, 
It hath in ſolemne Synodes beene decreed, 
Both by the Srracrufrane and our (elves, 
Tadmit no trazhcke to our adverſe townes : 
Nay more, if any borne at Epheſms 
Be ſeene atany Srrarmſian Marts and Faires : 
Againe, 1t any Swacu/han borne. 
Come to the Bay of Epheſzr, he dies : 
His goods confiicate to the Dukes diſpoſe, - 
Valeſſea thouſand markes belevicd * 
To quizghe penalty, and ranſome him : 
Thy (nOWnce, valued at the highclt rate, 
Cannot amount untoa hundred Markes, 
Therefore by Law thou art condemn'd to die. 
Aer Yetthis my comfort, when your words are done, | 
My woes end likewiſe with the evening Sunne- 
Duk. Well Siracuſian ; fay in briefe the cauſe 
Why thou departe dſt from thy natiuc home ? 
And for what cauſe thou cam'ſt to Epheſus? | 
Mer. A heavier taske could not have becne impos'd, 
Then I to ſpeake ny griefe unſpeakeable: 
Yet that the worid may witneſle, that my end . 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence; 
Ile utter what my ſorrow gives me leave- 
In Syracuſe was I borne, and wedde 
Vnto a woman, happy but for me; 
And by me too, had not our hap beens bad : 
With her I liv'd in joy, our wealth increaſt 
By proſperous voyagesI often made 
To Epidamirems, till my fators death: 
And he great ſtoke cf goods at randoneleaving, 
Drew me from kinde embracements of my ſpouſe ; 
From whom my abſence was not ſixe moneths olde; * 
Before her ſelfe (almoſt at fainting under | | 
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The pleafing puniſhment thar women beare ) 
Had made proviſion for her following me, 

And ſoone, and ſafe arrived where I was : 
There had ſhenot beene long , bur ſhe became 

a joyſull niother of twogoodly ſonnes : 

And, wi.;ch was itrange, the one fo like the other, 
As could not be diſtinguiſh'd but by names, 
That very howre, and in the ſelfelame Inne, 

A poore meane woman was delivered 

Of ſicha burthen, Maletwins both alike : 
Thoſe, for their parents were exceeding poore,' 
I bought,and bronghtup to attend my ſonnes. 
My wife, not meancly proud of two ſuch boyecs, 
Made daily motions tor our home returne : 


Vnwilling I agreed, alas, too ſoone we came aboord: 


A league from Epidaminm had we ſayld 

Before the alwaies winde-obeying deepe 

Gave any tragicke Inſtance of our harme : 

But longer did we not retaine much hope ; 

For what obſcured light the heavens did grant, 
Did but convay unto vur fearetuil mindes 


| Adoubtfull warrant of immediate death; 
Which though my ſelfe would gladly have imbrac'd, 


Yet the inceflant weeping of my wite, 
Weeping before for what ſhe law muſt come, 
And pitteous playnings of the prety babes 


That mourn'd for faſhion, ignorant what to feare, 


Forſt me to ſecke delayes for them and me, 
And this it was : (for other meanes was none) 
The Sailors ſought for ſafety by our boate, 
Andleft the ſhip then ſinking-ripe to us. 
My wife, more carefull for the latter borne, 
Had faſtened him unto a {mall ſpare Maſt, 
Such as ——_ men provide for [tormes : 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilſt I had beenclike heedtullof the other. 
The children thus diſpo'd, my wife and I, + 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixt, 
Faſtned our ſelves at eyther end the maſt, 
And floating ſtraight, obedient tothe ſtreame, 
Was carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 
Atlength the Sunne gazing upon thecarth, 
Diſperſt thoſe vapours that offended us, 
And by the benefit of his wiſh'd light 
The ſeas waxe calme,and we diſcovered 
Two ſhippes from farre, making amaine to us: 
Of Corinth that, of Epidanrus this ; 
But ere they came, oh let me ſay no more, 
Gather the ſequcll by that went before. 

D#ke. Nay forward old man, doe not breake off 
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The (omedy of Errors, 


For we may pi 8 though not pardon thee. 

Merch. Oh Ha the w dsdone fo, I had not now 
Worthily tearm'd themmercileſſe to us : 
For ere the ſhips could meet by twice five leagues; 


* We were encountred by a mighty rocke, 


Which being violently borne up upon, 

Our helpefull ſhip was ſplitted inthe midſt ; 
So that 1n this unjuſt divorce of us, | 
Fortune had leftto both of us alike, . 
What to delight in, 'what to ſorrow for, 


| Her part, poore ſoule, ſeeming as burdened, 


With leſſer waight ,but not with lefſer woe, _ 
Was carried with more ſpeed before the winde, 
And in our ſight they three were taken up 
By Fiſhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
Atlength another ſhip had ſeiz'd on us, 
And knowing whom it was their hap to ſave, 
Gave helpefull welcome to their ſhip-wrackt guelts, 
And would havereft the Fiſhers of their prey, 
Had not their barke beene very flow of faile ; 
And therefore homeward did they bend their courſe, 
Thus have you heard me ſever'd from my blifle, 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd, 
To tell ſad ſtories of my owne miſhaps. rt 
D#ke. Andfor the ſakes of them thou ſorrowelt for, 
Doe me the fayourto dilate at full, 
W hat hath befalne of them and thee till now. 
Merch: My yongeſt boy, aud yet my eldeſt care, 
Ateighteene yeares became inquiſitive 
After his brother ; and importun'd me 
Thar his attendant, (for his caſe was like, 
Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name, ) 
Might beare him company in the'queſt of him : 
Whom whil'{it I laboured of a love to ſee, 
I hazardedthelofſe of whomTlov'd. 
Five Sommers have I ſpent in fartheſt Greece, 
Roming cleane through the bounds of 4a, 


| And coaſting homeward, came to Epheſ : 


Hopeleſſe to finde, yet loath to leave unſought 
Or that, or any place that harbours men : 
But heere muſt end the ſtory of my life, 
And happy were I in my timely dcath, 
Could all my travells warrant me they live. 
D#k. Haplefſe Egeon whom the fates have markt 
To beare th' extremitic of dire miſhap: 
Now truſt me, were it not againſt our Lawes, 
Againit my Crowne, my oath, my dignity, 
WhichPrinces would,they may notdiſanull, 
My ſoule ſhould ſue as advocate for thee : 
But though thou art adjudged to the death, 
And paſſed ſentence may not be recal'd 
Butto our honours great diſparagement : 
Yet will I favour thee in what I can, 
Therefore Marchant, Ile limit thee this day 
To ſecke thy helpe by beneticiall helpe, 
Try all the friends thou haſt 1n Epheſws, 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the ſumme, 
And live: if no, then tthon art doom'd to die: 
Taylor take him to thy cuſtodie. 
Laylor. I will my Lord. 
Merch. Hopeleſſe and helpelefe doth Egeon wend, 
But to procraltinate his livelefle end. Exeunt. 


Enter Antipholis, Erotes, a Merchant, and Dromio. 
Mer. Therefore give out you are of Epidaminm, 
Left that your goods too ſoone be confiſcate : 


_ | According tothe ſtatute of the towne, 


*| Lightens my humor with his merry jeſts : 


Sol, to findea Mother and a Brother, 
Inqueſt of him (unhappie ) looſe my ſelfe. 


The Capon burnes, the Pig fals from the ſpit; 


The meate is cold becauſe you come not home ; 


 Arepenitent for your default to day. 


| Tell me, and dally not, where is the monie? 


This very day a Syracu#ſay Merchant 
Is apprehended for arrivall here, 
And not being able to buy our his life, 


Diesere the weary Sunne ſet in the Weſt : 
There is your monie that Thad to keepe. 

Ant. Goe bearte'it to the Centaure, whete we hoſt, 
And ſtay there Drew, tell I come to thee ; | 
Till that Ie view the manners of the towne, 

Within this houreit will be dinner time: 
Peruſe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then returne and ſleepe within mine Inne, 
For with long travaile Iam ſtifte and wearie: 
Get thee away. 

Dro.Many 4 man would take you at your word, 
And goe indeede, having ſo good a mcanes. 

Exit Dro. 

Aut. Atruſtic villaine fir, that very oft, 

When I am dull with care and melancholly, 


W hat, will you walke with me about.the rowne, 
And then goe tothe Inne and dine with me ? 
E. Mer, Iam invited fir to certaine Merchants, 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit: 
I craye your pardon, ſoone at five aclocke, 
Pleaſe you, Ie meete with you upon the Mart, 
And afterward conſort you till bed time : 
My preſent buſinefle cals me from-you now. 
Ant. Farewell till then : I will goe looſe my life, 
And wander up and downe to view the Citic. 
E. Her. Sir I commend you to your owne content. 
x | E xeunt. 
en, Hethat commends meto my owne content, 
Commends meto the thing 1 cannot get : 
I to the world am like a drop of water, 
That in the Ocean ſeekes another drop, 
Who falling there to finde his fellow forth, 
( Vnſeene, inquiſitive ) confounds himielte, 


Emer Dromio of Epheſus. 
Here comes thealmanacke of my true date :_ 
W hat now ? How chance thou art return'd ſofoone. 
E.Dro.Rcturn'd ſo loone, rather approacht too latc: 


The clocke hath ſtruckentwelue upon the bell : 
My Miſtris made it one upon my checke: 
She is ſo hot becauſe the meate 1s colde : 


You come not home, becauſe you have no ſtomacke: 
You have no ſtomacke, having broke your faſt : 
But ve that knaw what 'tisto faſt and pray, 


Avrt, Stop in your winde fir, tell me this I pray , 
W here have you left the mony that I gave you? 

E. Dro. Oh?fixe pence that I hada wen{day laſt, 
To pay the Sadler for my Miſtris crupper : 
The Sadler had it Sir, I kept it not. 

eAnt. Iam notin a ſportive humor now : 


We being ſtrangers here, how dar'ſt thou truſt 
So great aCharge from thine owne cuſtodie. 

E. Dre, I pray youjelt fir as you fit at dinner 3 
I from my Miſtris come to you in poſt : 
IfI returne I ſhall be poſt indcede. 
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For ſhe will ſcoure your fault upon my pate : 
Methinkes your mawglike mine, ſhould be you cooke, 
And ftrike you home withour a meſſenger. 

Ant.Come :Dromo,come,thele jeitsare out of ſeaſon, 
Reſeruethem till a merrier houre then this : 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

E. Dro, To me ſir? why you gave.no gold to me ? 

Ant. Come on ſir knave, have done your fooliſhnes, 
And tell me how thou haſt ditpos'd thy charge. 

E+ Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from the Mart 

Hometo your houte, (the Phenix (ir) to dinner; 
My Miltrisand her filter ſtates for you. 

Ant, Now as I ain a Chriſtian anſwer me, 


| In what ſafe place you have beſtow'd my monie : 


Or I ſhall breake that merrie ſconce of yours 
That {tands on trickes, when I am undiſpos'd : 
Where is the thouſand Markes thou hadlt of me ? 
E. Dro, 1 have ſome markes of yours upon my pate: 
Some of my Miltris markes upon my ſhaylders : 
Bur not a thouſand markes betweene you both. 
If I ſhould pay your worſhip thoſe againe, 
Perchance you will not beare them patiently. 
Amn.Thy Miſtris markes? what miſtris{lave haft rhou? 
E. Dro. Your worſhips wife,my Miltris at the Phonix; 
She that doth faſt till you come home to dinner : 
And prayesthat you will hie you home to dinnner. 
Ant. W hat wilt thou flout me thus unto my face 
Being forbid? There take you that ſir knave. | 
E. Dro. What meane you ſir, for God ſake hold your 
Nay, and you will not fir, Ile take my heeles. (hands: 
Exit Dromio Ep. | | 
Ant. Vpon my life by ſome device or other, 
The villaine is ore-wrought of all my mony. 
They fay this towne 1s full of coſenage : 
As nimble Iuglers that deceive the eye : 
Darke-working Sorcerers that changethe minde : 
Soule-killing Witches, that deforme the body : 
Diſguiſed Cheaters, prating Mountebankes; 
And many ſuch like liberties of ſinne : 
If it prove ſo, I will be gone the ſooner : 
Ile to the Centaure to goe ſeeke this ſlave, 


I greatly feare my monie 1s not ſafe. Exit. 
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Enter Adriana, wife tv Antipholis Sereptus, with 
1n: ana her Siſter. 


4dr. Neither my husband nor the ſlave return'd, 
That in ſuch haſte I ſent to ſeeke his Maſter? 

Sure Laciand it is twoa clocke. 

Zxc. Perhaps ſome Merchans hath invited him, 
And fromthe Mart he's ſomewhere gone to dinner : 
Good Siſter Let us dine, and never fret ; 

A man 1s Maſter of his libertie ; 

Time 1s their Maſter, and when they ſee time, 

They'll goe or come; if {o, be patient Siſter. 
Aar, Why ſhould their libertie then ours be more? 
Zxc. Becauſe their bufineſle ſtill lyes our adore. 
ear. Looke when I ſerve him ſo,he takes it ill. 
Luc. Oh, know he is the bridle of your will. 


e-2dr. There's none but afles willbe bridled ſo. 


ee OOH 
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Lac. Why, headſtrong liberty is laſht with woe : 


| There's nothing fituate under heavens eye, 


But hath his bound in earth, in ſea, in skie, 

The beaſts, the fiſhes, and the winged fowles 

Are their males ſubje&s, andat their controules : 

Man more divine, the Maſter of all theſe, 

Lord of the wide werld, and wide watry ſeas, 

Indued with intElleQuall ſence and ſoule, 

Of more preheminence then fiſh and fowle. 

Are maſters to their females, and their Lords : 

Then let your will attend on their accords. 
eAari.Thisſervitude makes you to keepe unwed- 
Lacs. Nortthis . but troubles of the marriage bed. 
Adr.But were you wedded,you wold bear ſome ſway 
Luc. Exe llearne love, Ile pratiſe to obey. 
ear. How if your husband ſtart ſome other where? 
Zac. Till he come home againe, I would forbeare. = 
Aar. Patience unmoy'd, uo marvelthough ſhe paulc, 

T hey can be mecke, that have no other caule : 

A wretched ſoule bruis'd with adverfitic, * 

We bid be quiet when we heare it crie. 

But were we burdned with like waight of paine, 

As much, or more; we ſhould our ſelves complaine : 

So thou that haſt nounkinde mate to greeve thee, 

With urging helpelefle patience would releeve me ; 

But if thou live to ſee like right bereft, 

This foole-beg'd patience in thee will be left. 

Luci. Well, I will marry one day butto trie : 

Heere comes your man, now is your husband nies 


Enter Dromio Eph. | 
ear. Say,is your tardie maſter now at hand ? 
E. Dre.Nay,hee's at two hands with mee,andthat my 
twoeares can witneſle, 
eAar. Say, didit thou ſpeake with him? knowſt thou 
his minde* 
E.Dro. I,I, he told his minde upon mine eare; 
Beſhrew his hand, I ſcarce could underſtand it. 
Lac. Spake he fo doubrfully, thou couldſt not feele 
his meaning, 
| E. Dro. Nay, hee ſtrooke ſoplainely, I could too well 
feele his blowes; and withall ſo doubtfully, that I could 
ſcarce underſtand them. 
ears. But ſay, I prethee, is he comming home ? 

It ſeemes he hath great care to pleaſe his wife. 
E. Dro. Why Milſtreſſe, ſure my Maſter is horne mad. 
Adrs. Horne mad,thou villaine ? 

E. Dro. I meane not Cuckold-mad, 

Bur ſure he is ſtarke mad: | 

When I deſir'd him to come home to dinner; 

He ask'd me for a 1006. markes in golf: 

*Tis dinner time quoth I : my oth he : 

Your meat doth burne, quoth1 : my gold quoth he ? 

Wilt you come, quoth I ;my gold quorh he; 

W here is the thouſand markes I gave thee villaine? 

The Pigge quoth I,is burn'd : my gold quoth he : 

y miltrefle, fir,quoth T : hang up thy miſtreſle ; 
I know not thy milſtrefſe, out on my miſtreſlc. 
Luc: Quoth who? STE 
E.Dr. Quoth my Maſter, I know'quoth he, no houſe 
no wife, no miltrefle : ſo that my arrant due unto my 
tongue, I thanke him, I bare home upon thy ſhoulders: 
for in conclafioe, he did beate methere, | 
Adr. Go backe againe thou ſlaye,& ferch him home. | 
Dye. Goe backe againe, and be ew beaten home } | 
For Gods fake ſend ſome other meſſenger. 
NAGF-TH —_— eAari. Backs | 
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Adii. Backe ſlave, or I will breake thy pate acrofle. 
Dre. And he will blefſe that crofſe with other beating: 

Betweene you, I ſhall have a holy head. 

Adrs. Hence prating peſanr, fetch thy maſter home. 
Dro. Am Iſoround with you, as you with me, 

That like a foot-ball you doe {purne me thus: 

You ſpurne me hence,and he will ſpurne me hither, 

If I lat in this ſeryice,you muſt caſe me in leather. Exit. 
Zxci. Fic how impatiencelowreth in your, face: 
Aars. His company muſt do his minions grace, 

Whilſt Iathome Gove for a mecrie looke : 

Hath homely age th'alluring beauty tuoke 

From niy poore checke? then he hath waſtcd it. 

Are my diſcourſes dull? Barren my wit, 

If voluble aud ediſcouſe be mar'd, 

Vnkindneſle blots 1c more then marble hard. 

Doe their gay veftments his afte&tions baite ? 

That's not my fault, he's maſter of my ſtate. 

What ruins are in me that can be found, 

By him not ruin'd? Then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures. My decayed faire, 

A ſunnic looke of his, would ſoone repaire. 

| But, (too unruly Deere,) he breakes the pale, 

And feedes from home ; poore I am bur his ſtale. 
Lsci. Selfe-harming 1calouſie ; fie bear it hence; 
Ad. Vaufeeling foals can with ſuch wrongs diſpence: 

I know his cye doth homage ether-where, 

Or elfe, what lets it but he would be here ? 

Siſter, you know he promis'd me a chaine, 

Would that alone, alone he would detaine, 

So he would keepe faire quarter with his bed ; 

Ifee the Iewell beſt enamaled 

Will loſe his beautie : yer the gold bides ſtill _ 

That others touch, and often touching will: 

Since that my beautie cannot pleaſe his cic, 

Ile weepe (whar's left ) away and weeping die. 

Lac. How manic fond fooles ſerve mad Icalouſfie ? 
E xeunt. 
Enter eAnipolis Erotes. 


ent. The gold I gaveto Dromiis laid up 
Safe at the Cenrary, and the heedfull llave 
Is wandred forth in care to ſeeke me out 
| By computation and mine hoſts report. 
| I couldnot ſpeake with Dromio, ſince at firſt 
1 ſent him fromthe Mart:ſcc here he comes. 


Enter Dromio Swacuſan. 
How now fir, is your merrie humor alter'd ? 
As you love ſtrokes, ſo jeſt with me againe: 
You know no Cemtexr? you receiv'd no gold? 
Your miſtris ſent to have me home todinner? 
My houſe was at the Phenix? Walt thou mad, 
Thar thus ſo madlie thou didſt an{were me ? 
S. Dro. What anſwer fir ? when ſpake 1 ſuch a word? 
E. Ant.Even now,even here,not halte an houre fince. 
S. Dyo. 1 did not ſee you fince you ſent me hence 
Home 'to the Centavy with the-gold you gave me? 
Ant. Villaine, thou didſt denie the golds receit, 
And toldit me of a Miſtris, and a dinner. 
For which Thope thou feltſt I was diſpleas'd. 
. $. Dye. Iam glad to (ee you in this merrie veine, 
Whar meanesthis jeſt, I pray you Maſter tell me ? 
Ant. Yea, do'ſt thou jeercand lowtme in the teeth? 
| Think $1 jeſtzhold,take thou that, and that. Bears Dre. 


CT 
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S. Dr. Hold fir,for Gods ſake,now your jeſt iscarneſt, F $.Dre. For two, and (ound ones too. 


Vpon what bargaine doe you give it me? 
 «niph. Becauſe that 1 familiarlic ſometimes 
Doe uſc you for my foole, and chat with you, 
Your ſawcineſſe will jeſt upou my love, 
And makea Common of my ſcrious houres. 
When the Sunne ſhines, let fooliſh gnats make ſport, 
But creepe in crannies, when he hides his beames ; 
If you will jeſt with me, know my aſpeR, 
And faſhion your demeanor to my lookes, 
Or I will beat this method in your {conce. 

8. Dre. Scocne call you it? ſo you would leave batte= 


ring,I had rather have it a head, and you uſe theſe blows 
long, I muſt geta ſconce for my head, and Inſconce it 


| too,or elſe I ſhall ſeek my wit in my ſhoulders, bur I pray 


fir, why am I beaten ? 
ear. Dolt thou notknow? 
S.Dro, Nothing ſir,burt that I am beaten. 
ent. Shall I tell you why? 
S. Dre. I ſir, and whereforc; for they ſay , every why 


hath a wherefore. 


Ant. Why firſt for flouting me, and then whetrecfore, 
for urging it the ſecond time to me. | 
S. Dro. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of 
ſeaſon, when in the why and the wherefore, is neither 
rime nor reaſon. Well fir, I thanke you. 
Ant. Thanke me fir, for what ? 
S. Dro, Marry ſir,for this ſomething that you gave me 
for nothing. | 
Amt. Ile make you amends next, togive you nothing 
for ſomething, Burt ſay ſir, is it dinner time? 
S. Dre. No fir, thinke the meat wantsthat'I have. 
Ant, In good time fir, what's that ? 
S. Dro. Baſting. 
Ant. Well fir, then*twill be drie. 
S, Dre. If it be ſir, I pray you cate not of it. 
Amt. Your reaſon? 
S. Dro:Leſt it make you chollericke,and purchaſe me 
another dric baſting. 
Am. Well ſir, learneto jeſt in good time, there's a 
time for all things. | 
S. Dro, I durſt have denicd that before you were {0 
chollericke. 
Anti. By what rule fir ? 
S. Dre. Marry fir,by a rule as plaine as the plaine bald 
pate of Father time himſclfe. 
Ant. Let's heare it- 


& 


S. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his haire 


that growes bald by nature. 

Ant. May he not doe it by fine and recoveric? 

S. Dro. Yes, topay a fine for aperewig , and recover 
the loſt haire of another man. | 

Ant, W hy,is Time ſuch a niggard of haire, being (as 
1t 1s.) fo plentifull an excrement ? 

S. Dro. Becauſe it is a bleſling that hee beſtowes on 
beaſts, and what he hath ſcanted them in haire, he hath 
giventhem 1n wit. 

Ant. Why , but there's many a man hath more haire 
then wit. 

S. Dro. Not a mat of thoſe but he haththe wit toloſc 
his haire. 

Ant. W hy thou didſt conclude hairie men plaine dea- 
lers without wit. 

S. Dre. The plainer dealer, the ſooner loſt;yet he loo- 
{th it in a kinde of jollitie- 

Anu. For what reaſon? 


—_—_—— 
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An, Nay not ſound ones I pray you. 
' F. Dre. Sure ones then. 
An. Nay, not ſure ina thing falſing. 
S. Dxo. Certaine ones then. 
An. Name them. ; 
S, Dre. The one to favethe mony that he ſpends 1n 
. £ . R 
trying : the other,thar at dinner they ſhould not drop in 


| his porrage. 


en. You would all this.time have prov'd,there 1s no 
time for all things. | 
$S. Dre. Marry and did fir : 


namely, no time to reco- 
ver haire loſt by Nature. 


eAn. But your rcaſon was not ſubſtantiall, why there | 


isno time tO recover. 
S. Dro. Thus Imend it : Time himſfelfe is bald , and 
therefore to the worlds cnd, will have bald followers. 
An. 1 knew 'twould bce a bald concluſion : bur ſoft, 
who watts us yonder? 


Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


Adri. 1, I, eAmtiphola, looke ſtrange and frowne, 
Some other Miſtrefle hath ſome ſweet aſpects : 
I am not e-4driana, nor thy wife. 
Thetime was once, when thou un-urg'd wouldft vow, 
Thatnever words were muſicke to thine care, 
Thar never objed plealing in thine eye, 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand ; 
Thatnever meat ſweet-ſavour'd inthy taſte; 
Vnleſſe I ſpake, or look'd, or touch'd or cary'd to thee. 
How comes it now, (my Husband) oh how comes 1t, 
That thou are then eſtranged from thy {elfe ? 
Thy ſelfe I call it, being {trange to me : 
That undividable Incorporate 
Am better than thy deere ſeifes better part. 
Ah dos: not teare away thy ſelfe from me; , 
For know my love: as eafie maiit thou fall 2 
A drop of water in the breaking gulfe , 
And take unmingled thence that drop againc 


Without aqdition or diminiſhing, 


As take from me thy (clfe,and not me too. 
How dearely would it touch thee to the quicke, 
Shouldit thou heare I werelicencious ? 
And that this body conſecrate to thee, 
By Rwhan Luſt ſhould be contaminate ? 
Wouldlt thou not ſpit at me, and (purne at me, 
And hurle the name of husband in my face, 
Andteare the ſtain'd skin of my Harlot brow, 
And from my falſe hand cut the wedding ring, 
And breake it with a deepe- divorcing yow ? 
I know thou can(t, and therefore fee thou do it» 
Iampoſleit with an adulterate blot, 
My blond is mingled with the crime of lult : 
For if we twobe one, and thou play falſe, 
I doe digeſt the poyton of my fleth, 
Being ſtrumpeted by thy contagion. 
Keepe then faire league and truce with thy true bed, 
Ilive diſtajin'd, thou undiſhonoured. 
eAntip. Plead you to me faire dame?I know you not: 

In Epheſes T am but two houres old, 
As {trange unto your towne, as to your talke, 
Who every word by all my wit being ſcar'd, 
Wants wit in all, one word to underitand. 

Laci. Fie brother, how the world is chang'd with you: 
W hen were you wont to uſe my ſiſter thus? 
She ſent for you by Dromio home to dinner, 


S.— 
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Ant. By Dromia? Drom. By me, 


| eAlar. By thee, and thus thou didft returne from him. 
That he did buffer thee, and in hisblowes, - 


Denied my houſe for his, me for his wife. 


ent. Did you converſte ſir with this gentlewoman: 
What is thecourſeand drift of your compact ? 

S, Dro. I fir? Inever ſaw her tiil this time. 

ent. Villaine thou licſt, for even her very words, 
Didſt thou deliverto me on the Marr. 

S. Dro. I never ſpake with her inall my life. + 

ent. How can ſhe thus then call usby our names? 
Valeſle it be by inſpiration. 

Adr. How ili agrees 1t with you gravitie, 


_ To counterfeit thus groſely with your {lave, 


Abetting him to thwart mein my moode ; 
Be 1t my wrong, you are from me exempt, 
But wrong not that wrong witha more contempt. 
Come I will faſten on this ſleeve of thine : 
Thou art an Elme my husband, I a Vine : 
Whoſe weakneſſe married to thy ranger Fate, 
Makes me with thy ſtrength to communicate z 
It ought poſleſſe thee from me, it is drofle, 
Vſurping Ivie, Brier, or idle Moſle, | 
Whoall tor want of pruning, with intruſion, | 
Infe& thy fap, and live on thy confuſion, 
ent. Tome ſhe ſpeakes, ſhee moves mee for her 
theame ; 
W hat, was Imarried to her in my dreame ? 
Orfleepe I now, and thinke I hearc ail this? 
What error drives our cyes and earcs ainifle? 
Vntill T know this ſure uncertaintie, 
Ile entertaine the freed fallacie, | 
Luc. Dromo, goe bid the {crvants ſpred for dinner. 
S. Dro. Oh for my beads, I croiic inc fora {inncr. 
This is the fairie land; oh ſpite ef ipights, 
We talke with Goblins,Owles and Elves Sprights; 
If we obay them not, this will iniue : 
They'l ſucke our breath,or pinch us blacke and levy. 
Luc. Why prat'{t thou to thy lelte, 
Dromio, thou Dremo, ſnaile, thou {lusg, thou ſot. 
$. Dro. I am transformed Malter, am I not ? 
Ant. Ithinke thou art in minde, and fo am I, 
S. Dro. Nay Malter,both in mindc, and in my ſhape 
Ant. Thou haſt thine owne forme. 
F, Dro. No, ! am an Ape. 
Lac. If thouart chang'd to ouvht, 'tisto an Aﬀle. 
S. Dro. 'Tis true ſhe rides mec,and I long for graile. 
'Tis fo,I am an Aﬀe, elfe:t could never be, 
But I ſhould know her as well as ſhe knowes me. 
eAdr. Come, come, no longer wiil I bea foole, 
To put the finger in thy cyeand weepe ; 
Whilſt man and maſter laughes my woes to ſcorne : 
Come fir to dinner, Dromzo keepe the gate : 
Husband Ile dine above with you to day, 
And ſhrive you of a thouſand idle prankes : 
Sirra, ifany aske you for your Maſter, 
Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter : 
Come lifter, Drowzo play the Porter well. 
Ant. Am I incarth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking, mad or well advifde : * 
Knowne unto theſe, ' and to my feclte diſguiſde ) 
Ile fay as they ſay, and | not ſo: 
Andinthis miſt at all adventures go. - 
S. Dro. Maſter, ſhail 1 be Porter at the gate ? 
Adr, I, andlet none enter, leaſt I breake your pate. | 
Lxci. Come, come, Antipholes, we dine too late. 


MH 3 - Altus | 


| 


| 


þ 


—_— 


3 E19 The Gaeds of ""TReu 


— 


Ailus Tertius. Scana Prima, 


— — cc 


Enter «Antipholk of Epheſus, his man Dromio, Angelo the 
Goldſmith, and Balthazar the Merchant 


F. eAnt. Good ſignior Angelo you multexcule usall, 
My wife is ſhrewiſh when I keepe not howres; 
Say that I lingerd with you at your ſhop 
To ſee the making of her Carkanet, 


| But here's a villaine that would face me downe 
He met me onthe Mart, and that I beat him, 
Andcharg'd him with a thouſand markes'in gold, 
And thar I diddenie my wife and houſe; 
Thou drunkard thou, what didſt thou meane by this? 
E. Dro.Say what you will ſir,but I know whatI know, 
That you beat meatthe Mart I have your hand to ſhow; 
If the skin were parchmet,&y blows you gave wereink, | 
Your hand-writing would tell you what 1 thinke. 
E. eAnt. I thinke thouart an aſle. | 
E, Dre. Marry ſo it doth appeare ; 
By the wrongs I ſuffer, and the blowes I beare : 
I ſhould kicke being kickr, and being at that paſſe, 
You would kiepIFom my heeles,and beware of an aſſe. 
E.rAn.Y arefſad fignior Balthazar,pray God our cheer 
May anſwer my good will, and your-good welcom here. 
Zat.I hold your dainties cheap ſir,8& your welcom dcer. 
PB, e-m,Oh fignior Balthazar, cither at fleſh or fiſh. 
A table full of welcome, makes tcarce one daintie diſh. 
Bal. Good meat firis comon that every churle affords. 
Ant. And welcome more cominon,for that's nothing 
but words. 
Bal. Small cheere 'and great welcome, makes amer- 
rie feaft. SO | 
Ant.” 1, to a niggardly Hoſt, and more ſparing gueſt: 
Burt though my cates be meane, take them in good part, 
Better cheere may you have, but not with better hart, 
But ſoft, my doore is lockt ;' goe bid them let us in. 
E,Dro. c Maud, Briget, Marian, Ciſly, Gillian, Ging. 
5. Dro. Mome, Malt-horle, Capon, Coxcombe, Idj- 
ot, Patch, | 
Either get thee from the dore;or fit downe at the hatch: 
Doltthouconjure for wenches,thaty callt for ſuch ſtore, 
When one is one too many, goe get the from the doore. 
E. Dro. W hat patch is made our porter ? my Maſter 
ſtayes in the {treet. 
S. Dre. Let him walke from whence he came,left he 
catch cold on's feet. : 
E. eAnt, Who talks withinthcre? hoa,openthe dore., 
S. Dro. Right fir, Ile tell you when, and you'll re! 
me wherefore. 
Ant. Wherefore? for my dinner : Ihavenotdin'd to 
day. | 
Ss, Dre. Nor to day hcre you muſt not come againe 
when you may- 
Ant. What art thou that keep'ſt mice out from the 
houſe I owe ? | 
. $8. Dre. The Porter for thistime Sir, and my name is 
Dromio. | 
E. Dro. O villaine, thou haſt ſtolne both mine oitice 
and my name, oy -- 
The one ne're got me credit, the other mickle blame: 


And that to morrow you will bring it home. | 


Thon wouldft have chang'dthy face fora name ,or thy 
name for an alle. 
Enter Luce. 
Luc. Whata coile is there Dromno? who are thoſe 
at the gate ? 
E. Dro. Let my maſter in Lyce. 
Lac. Faith no, hee comes too late, and ſo tell your 
Maſter. | 
£ Dro. O Lord I muſt laugh, have at you with a Pro- 
| verbe. 
Shall I ſet in my ſtafte. | | | 
Zxc. Have at you with another, that's when? can you 
rell ? 
S. Dre. If thy name be called Lrce, Lncethou haſt an- 
ſwer'd him well. | 
eAnt. Doe you heare you minion , you'll Ict ns in1 
hope? - 
Luce. 1thought to have askt yOU- 
S. Dro. And you faid no. 
E. Dro. So come helpe, well ftrooke, there was blow 
for blow. 
Azt. Thou baggagelet me in- 
Lace. Can you tell for whoſe ſake ? 
E.Drom. Maſter, knockethe doore hard. 
Lac. Let him knocke till it ake, 
Ant. You'll crie for this minion , if I beate the doore 
downe. | | 5 
Lac. What nceds all that, and a paire of ſtocks inthe 
Towne ? Ws 
OO Enter Adriana, | 
Aar. Who is that at the doore y keepes all this noiſe? 
S. Dro. By my trothyour towne is troubled with un- 
ruly boyes. 
Anti, Are you there Wife? you might have come 
before. | | 
efdr. Your wife fir knave? goget you from the dore. 
EqgDre. Tf you went in paine Maſter,this knave wold 


oe ſore. 
| WP Heere is neither checre fir ,nor welcome,we 
would faine have either. 
Baltz, In debating which was beſt , wee ſhall part 
with neither. | | 
E. Dro. They ſtand at the doore , Maſter, bid them 
welcome hither. 
ent, There is ſomething in the winde, that ve can- 
not get i» 
 E. Dre. You would fay ſo Maſter , iſ yourgarments 
were thin. 
Your cake here is warme within :you ſtand heere in the 
cold. : 
It would make a man as mad as a Bucketobe ſo bought 
and ſold. | 
Ant. Go fetch me ſomething, Ile breake ope the gate. 
S. Dro, Breake any breaking herc, and Hebreake your 
knaves pate. | 
E. Dro. A man may breake a word with you fir,'and 
wordsare but winde : 
I and breake it 1n your face, ſo hebreake it not behinde, 
S. Dre, It ſeemes thou want'ſt breaking,out upon thee 
hinde, / ; 
E.Dro.Heer's too much,out upon thee,T pray thee let 
me 1n, 
S. Dre. T,when fowles have no feathers and fiſh have 
No fin. 
eAnt. Well, Ile breake in:goe borrow me a crow. 


If thou hadit bid Drowzo to day in my place, 3-2] 


rue 


F. Dro. Acrow without feather, Maſter meane you {0; 
| For 
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The ( omedy of Errors 
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And draw withinthe compaſle of tuſpe& 
Th unviolated honour of your wife. 


Her ſober vertue, yeares and modeſtie, 


Berul'd by me, depart in patience, 
And let us to the Tyger all todinner, 


Now inthe ſtirring paſlage of the day, 
A vulgar comment wiil be made of it ; 


Againſt your yet ungalled eſtimation. 
That may with foule intruſion enter in, 


For ſlander lives upon tucceflion ; 


I know a wench of excellent diſcourſe, 


My wife (but I proteſt without deſert) 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withall : 
To her will we to dinner, get you hame 
Bring it I pray you to the Porpentene , 


(Be it for nothing butto ſpight my wite) 


A husbands ojJice? ſhall Antipholss 


Shall love in buildings grow ſo ruinate ? 
It you did wed my {ifter for her wealth, 


Let not my fiſter reade it in your eye : 


Apparell vicclike vertues harbenger : 
Bearea faire preſence, though your heart 
Teach {inne the carriage of a holy Saint, 


Ill deeds are doubled with an eviil word : 
Alas poore women, make-us not beleeve 


—_— 


Eor a fiſh without a fin,ther's a fowle without a feather, 

If acrow help us in ſirra,wee'll plucke a crow togettier- 
eAnt. Go, get thee gon, fetch me an iron Crow. 
Balth, Have patience ir, ohlet it not be fo, 

Heerein you warre againft your reputation, 


Oncethis your long experience of your wiſedome, 


Plead on your part ſome cauſe ro you unknowne; 
Anddoubt not fir, but ſhe will well excuſe 
Why at this time the dores are made againlt you; 


And about evening come your ſelfe alone, 
| To know the reafon of this ſtrange reſtraint r 
If by ſtrong hand you offer to breake in 


And that ſuppoſed by the common royt 


And dwell upon your grave when you are dead ; 


For ever hows'd, where 1t once gets poſſeſſion. 
Ant. You have prevaild, I will depart in quiet, 
And in deſpight of mirth meane to be merrie : 


Prettie and wittie; wilde, and yer too gentle; 
There will we dine : this woman that I meane 


And fetch the charne, by this I know *tis made, 
For there's the houſe : That chaine I will beſtoiy 


Vpon my hoſteſle there, good fir make hatte : 

Since mine owne doores refuſe to entertaine me, 

Ile knocke eile-where, to [ce if they'll diſdaine me. 
Ang, ie meet you at that place ſome houre fir hence. 
Ant. Do lo, this jclt ſhall coſt me ſome expences 

| - E xeunt. 
Enter Luciana, with Antipholis of Siracuſa. 
Iclia. And may it be that you have quite forgot 


Even in the ſpring of Love, thy Love-ſprings rot ? 
Then for her wealths-ſake uſe her with more kindaeſle: 
Or if you like el{e-where,doe it by ſtealth, 


Muffic your falſe love with ſome ſhew of blindneſſe: 


Be not thy tongue thy owne ſhames Orator : 
Looke ſweet, {peake faire, become diſloyaltic : 


be tainted, 


Be ſecret falſe : what need ſhe be acquainted ? 
What ſimple thiefe brags of his owne attaine * 
Tis double wrongs to truant with your bed, 
Andlet herreade it in thy lookes at boord: 
Shame hath a baſtard farne, well mannaged, 


(Bcing compatt of credit) that you love us, 


| He fetch my ſiſter to get her good will, 


—— 


Though others have the arme, ſhew us the ſleeve ; 
We 1n your iotion turne, and you may Move uss 
Then gentle brother get you in againe ; 
Comfort my ſiſter, cheere her,call her wife; 
"Tis holy ſport to be a little vaine, 
When the {iveet breath of flatteric conquers ſtrife. 
S. Ant* Sweet Miſtris : what your name is el{eI 
know not; 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine : 
Leſic in your knowledge, and your grace you ſhow not, 
Then our carths wonder, more then carth divine. 
Teach me deere creature how to thinke and ſpeake : 
Lay open to my earthy groſſe concoit : 
Smothred in errors, feeble, ſhaddow, weake, 
The fouidzd meaniag of your words deccit ; - 
Againſt my ſoules pure truth, why labour you, 
To make it wander 1n an unknowns fieid? 
Are youa god? would you create me new ? 
Transforme methen, and to your poiyre ile yeeld; 
But if that I am I, then well I know, 
Your weeping lifter is no wife of mine, 
Nor to her bed a homage doe I owe : | 
Farre more, farre more, toyon doe I decline : 
Oh traine me not {weet Mermaide with thy note 
To drowne mein thy ſiſters foud of teares z: 
Sing Siren for thy {elfe, and I will dote : 
Spred ore the filver tyaves thy golden haires ; 
And as a bed lletake thee, and there lie ; 
Andin that glor10asſuppofirion thinke, 
Hegaines by death, that hath ſuch meanes to die : 
Let Love, being light, be drowned if ſhe finke 
Loc. What are you mad, that you do reaion fo? 
Ant: Not nad, but mated, how I do not knows 
Lice. It is a fault that ſpringeth from your eie. 
Ante For gazing on your beames,faire ſun being by. | 
Lvc. Gaze when you ſhouid, and that will cleere your 
ſight. 
Hat. As good co winke ſweet love,as looke on night. 
Lac. Why call you me love? call my fitter 10, 
Ant. Thy litters ſiſter. 
Lac, That's my liter. 
Dut. No: it is thy {elfe, mine owne ſelfes better part: 
Mine etes cleere ctce, my dcere hearts dearer hearr, 
My foode, my fortune, ard my ſweet hopes aime; 
My ſole earths heaven, and my heavens claime. 
Lec. All this my filter 1s, or lic ſhould be. 
* Ant. Call thy (elfe filter {weet, for Iang thee : 
Thee will I love, and with thee leade my life ; 
Thou hiſt no husband yet,nor I no wite ; 
Give me thy hand. 
Le. Oh ſoft fir, hold you ſtill : 


Enter Dromio, Siracufia, 
_ Why how now Dromo, whergrun'ſt thouſo | 
fal{t? 
S.Dro.Doe you know me fir? Am I Dromio?Am1T 
your man ? Am I my ſelte? 
Aut, Thou art Dromo, thou art my man,thou art 
thy ſelfe. 
Dro. I am an afſe, I ama womans man, and beſides 
my ſelfe. . 
eAnt. What womans man ? and how beſides thy 
ſelfe? | ; | 
Dro. Marrie ſir,beſides my felfe,F am due toa woman: 
One that claunes me, one that haunts me, one that will A 
have me- | 


| 


| 


| 
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The Comedy of Errors. 


Art. W hat claime laies ſhe to thee ? 

- Dro, Marry ſir,ſuch claime as you would lay to your 
horſe, and ſhe would have me as a beaſt ; not that I be- 
| ing a beaſt ſhe would have me, but that ſhe being a ve- 
ric beaſtiy creature layes claime to me. 

Ant. What is ſhe? | 

Dro, Avery reverent-body : Iſuchaone , as a man 
may not {pcake of, without he ſay fir reverence : I have 
bur leane luckein the match, and yet is ſhe a wondrous 
fart marriage. 

Ants. How 


ON III 


doſt thou meane a fat marriage ?. 


| and i know not whatuſe to put her too, but to make a 
Lampe of her, and run fron; her by her owne light. I 
warrant, her ragges and the Tallow in them, will burne 
a Potend Winter : If ſhe lives till doomeſday, ſhe} burne 
a weeke longer then the whole World. 

Ant. What complexion is ſhe of? 


ſocleane kept : for why ? ſhe {weates a man may goe 0- 
+4 ver-ſhoces inthe grime of it. 

Ant. That's a fault that water will mend. 

Dre. No fir , *tis in graine, N.9@bs flood could nor 
doit. | 
Aat. What's her name? 

- Dre, N<{tSir : but ber name is three quarters, that's 
1 an Elland three quarters, will not meaſure her from hip 
to hip. 
4 Then ſhe beares ſome bredth ? 

Dro. Nolonger from head to foot, then from hippe 
to hippe : ſhe is ſphericall like a globe : I could find out 
| Countries 1n her. 

Ant. Tn what part of her body ſtands Ireland? 

Dre. Marry ſir in her buttockes , I found it out by 

the bogges. | 

ent, Where Scotland ? 

Dro. T found it by the barrenneſſe, hard in the palme 

of the hand. 

Ant. Where France? | 

Dx. In her forchead , arm'd and reverted , making 
warre againſt her Hare. 

Ant. Where England? | 

Dro, I look'd tor the chalky Cliffes, but I could find 

no whiteneſle in them. Burt I gueſle, it ftood in hcr chin 

by the ſalt rhenme that ranne betweene France, and it. 

Ant, Where Spaime? 

Dro, Faith I ſaw it net: but I felt jt hot in her breath. 
Ant. W here America, the {nates ? 

Dro. Oh fir, upon her noſe, all ore embelliſhed with 

| Rubies, Carbuncles, Saphires, declining their rich A- 

pet to the hot breath of Spaine , who ſent whole Ar= 
madoes of Carradts to be ballaſt at her noſe. 

' * Ant: Where ſtood. Belgia,the N etherlands ? 

' Dro; Oh fir, I did nor looke ſo low. To conclude, 

this drudge or Diviner layd claime to mee , calf d mee 

Dramio, iwore I was aſſur'd to her,told me \what privie 

markes[I had about mce, as the mart es of nfy ſhuulder, 

the Mole in my necke, the great Wart on my left arme, 

that I amaz'd ranne from herasa witch. And Ithinke, if 

my breſt had not beene made of faich , and my heart of 

ſtecle, ſhe had transform'd me to a Curtall dog, & made 

meturne ith whecle. 

Ant. Go hiethee preſently, poſt to the rode, 

And if the winde blow any way from-ſhore, 

T will not harbour in this towne tonight, 

If any Barke put forth, come to the Mart, 


- 


Dre. Marry ſir,ſhe*'s the Kitchin wench,and all greaſe, 


Dre. Swartlike my ſhooe, but her face nothing like | 


| Where I will walketilthou returne to me : 
If everie one knowes us, and we know none, 

'Tis eime T thinke to trudge, packe, and be gone. 
Dro, As from a Beare a man would run for life, 

So fite I from her that would be my wife. Exit, 
Ant. There's none but witches do inhabite heere, 

And therefore *tis hie time that I were hence : 

She that doth call me husband, even my ſoule 

Doth for a wife abhorre. But her faire ſiſter 

Poſleſt with fuch a gentle ſoveraigne grace, 

Of ſuch inchanting preſence and diſcourle, 

Hath almoſt made me Traitor to my ſelfe : 

Bur leaſt my ſelfe be guilty to ſelfe wrong, 

Ye ſtop mine cares againſt the Mermaides ſong1 


Enter Angelo with the ( bane. 
e 11g. M. eAnipholi. 
Ant. 1 that's my name, 
Ang. I know it well fir, loe here's the chaine, 
thoughtto have tance youat the Porpentine, 
1c chaine unfiniſh'd made me {tay thus long. 
Ant. What is your will that I ſhall do with this? 
Ang. What pleaſe your ſelfe fir : I have made it for 
YOu. | | 
Ant, Made it for me ir! Ibeſpoke it not. 
R Ang. Not once, nor twice , but twentie times you 
1ave : 
Go home withit, and pleaſe your Wife withall , 
And ſoone at ſupper timelle viſit you , 
And then receive my mony for the chaine. 
Ant.- I pray you fir receive the monie now, 
For feare you ne're ſec chaine, noc mony more. 
Ang. You are a merry man fir, fare you well. Ext, 
Dro. WhatI ſhould thinke of this, I cannottell : 
But this Ithinke, there's no man 1s ſo vaine, 
That would refuſe 1o faire an offer'd Chaine, 
I ice a man heereneeds not live by ſhifts, 


I 
p 


+ When inthe ſtreets he mectes ſuch Golden gifts: 


lic to the Mart, and there for Dromio (tay, 


if any ſhip put out, then {trait away. Exit. 


eA tus Quartus, Scena Prima. 
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Enter a eMerchant, Goldſmith, nd an Officer. 


Fe Wo 

Mer.. You pen re Pentecoſt the ſum is due, 
And fine Thavenot inuch impertun'd you, 
Nox, nqw I had not, but that 1 am bound 
| To Perfia, and want Gildcrs for my voyage : 
Theretore make preſent tatisfation, 
Or llc attach you by this Oxicer. 

Ge/d.#Even juſt the ſum that I do owe to you, 
Is growing to me by Artiphole, 
And inthe inſtant that I met with you, 
He had of mc a Chaine : at five a clocke 
I ſhall receive the money for the ſamc: 
Pleaſeth you walke with me downe to his houſe, 
I will eiſcharge my bond, and thanke yoo too. 


Ezter eAntipholiy Epheſ. Dromio fr om the ( ourtizans. 
Offi. That labonr may you ſave : See where he comes. 


Ant. While I go tothe Gold{miths houſe, goe _ 
: Gy Anc 
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And buy a ropes end, that will I beſtow 
Among my wife, and their confederates, 
Eor locking me out of my doores by day : 
But ſoft I ſee the Goldſmtth; get thee gone, 
Buy thou a rope and bring it home to me. 
Pro. I buy a thouſand pound a yeare, I buy a rope. 
Exit Dromio 
Eph. Ant. A manis well holpe up that truſts to you, 
I promiſed your preſence, and the Chaine, | 
But neither Chaine nor Goldſmith came to me : 
Belike you thought our love would laſt too long 
If it were chain'd together : and therefore came not. 
Gold. Saving, your merry humor, here's the note 
How much your Chaine weighs to the utmoſt Raccat, 
The fineneſſe of the Gold, and chargefull faſhion, 
W hichdoth amount to three odde Duckets more 
Then I ſtand debted to this Gentleman, 
I pray you lee him preſently diſcharg'd, 
For he is bound to Sea, and ſtayes but for it. 
Anti, I am notfurniſh'd with the preſent mony: 
Beſides 1 have ſome buſineſle 1n the towne, 
| Good Signior take the'ftranger to my houſe, 
And with you take the Chaine, and bid my wife 
Disburſe the ſumme, on the receit thereof, 
PerchanceT will be there asſoone as you, 


ſclfe. 
nough. 


you e . 
ent, And if I have not fir, I hope you have : 
Or elſe you may returne without your money, 
Geld. Nay come I pray you fir, give me the Chaine : 
Both winde and tide itayes for the Gentleman, 
And I too blame haye held him here too long. 3 
Ant. Good Lord, you uſe this dalliance to excuſe 
Your breach of promute to the Porpentine, 
I ſhould have chid you for not bringing it, 
But like a ſhrew you firſt begin to brawles 
Her. The houre ſtcales on, I pray you ſir diſpatch- 
Gold. You heare how he importunes me,the Chaine: 
eAnt, Why give itto my wite, and fetch your mony- 
Gold. Come,come, you know 1 gave it you even now, 
Either ſend the Chaine, or ſend me by ſome token- 
ens. Fic, now you run this humor out of breath, 
Come where's the Chaine, I pray youlet me ſee it. 
Her, My buſinefle cannot brooke this dalliance,' 
Good fir ſay, whe'r you'l anſwer me, orno: ® 
If not, Ie leave him to the Orfiicer, 
Ant, Ianſwer you? Why ſhould I anſwer you? 
Gold. The monie that you owe me for the Chaine. 
Ant. T owe you nonetill I receive the Chaine. 
Gold. You know I gave it you halfe an houre ſince. 
Ant. You gave mt none, you wrong mee much to 
ſay ſo, 
_ Gola, You wrong me fir in denying 1t: 
Conſider how it ſtands upon my credit: 
Mar . Well Orficer, arreſt hign at my ſuite, 
Off. Idoe, and charge you inthe Dukes name to 0- 
bey me. 
Gold. This touches me in reputation. 
Either conſent to pay the ſum for me, 
; Orlattach you by this Orficer. 
Ant, Conſentto pay that I never had : 
Arreſt me fooliſh fellow if thou dar'ſt. 


{/ 


Gotd, Then you will bring the Chaine to her your 
Ant. No beare it with you, leaſt I come nottime e- 


Gold, Well fir, t will? Have you the Chaine about 


_———_————— 


| On Otlicer to priſon, till it come. 


Gold. Heere is thy fee,arreſt him, Officer, 

I would not ſpare my brother in this caſe, 

If he ſhould ſcorne me ſo apparantly. 
Offi. I do arreſt you ſir, you heare the ſuite. 
eLnt. 1 do obey thee, till I give thee baile. 


| But ſirrah you ſhall buy this ſport as deere, - 


As all the mettall in your ſhop will anſwer. 
Gold, Sir, ſir, I ſhall have Law in Epheſws, 
To your notorious ſhame, I doubt it not. 


Emer Dromo Sira. from the Bay. 
Dro. Maſter, there's a Barke of Epidaminw, 
That ſtayes but till her Owner comes aboord, 
Thenfir ſhe beares away. Our faughtage ſir, 
I have conver'd aboord, and I haue brought 
The Oyle, the Balſamwn, and Aqua-vitz; 
The ſhip is in her trim, the merrie winde 
Blowes faire from land : they ſtay for nought at all, 


| But for their Owner, Maſter, and your ſelfe. 
£4».How now1a Madman! Why thou peeviſh ſheep 


What ſhip of Epidaminns ſtayes for me? 
S. Dre. A ſhip you ſent me to,to hier waſtage» 
eAnt. Thou drunken flave, I ſent thee for a rope, 
And told thee to what purpoſe and what end. 
S, Dre. You ſent me tor a ropes end as ſoone, 
You ſent me to the Bay ſir, for a Barke. 
ent. 1 will debate this matter at more leiſure 
And teach your eares toliſt me with more heed: 
To Aariane Villaine hie thee ſtraight : , 
Give her this key, and tell her in the Deske 
That's cover'd ore with Turkiſh Tapiftrie, 
There isa purſe of Duckets,ler her ſend it; 
Tell her, Iam arreſted in the ſtreete, 
Andthat ſhall baile me: hie thee flaye, be gone, 
E xenn. 
$.Dro, To Adriana, that is where we din'd, 
Where Dowſabcll did c!aime me for her husband, 
Sheis too bigge 1 hope for me to cumpaſle, 
Thither I muſt; although againſt my will : 
For ſervants muſt their Maſters mindes fulfill Exit. 
Enter eAadriana and Luciana: 
Aar. Ah Lmiana, did he temPr thee ſO, 
Might'ſt thou perceive auſteerely in his eye, 
That he dd plead incarneſt, yea or no : 
Look'd he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 


What obſervation mad'{t thou in this caſe ? 


OF his hearts Metcors tilting in his face? | 
. Luc. Firſt he denide you had in him uo tight. 
Aadr, He meant he did me none: the more my ſpight. 
Lec. Then ſwore he that he was a ſtranger heere. 
ear. And true he ſwore , though yer torſworne he 
WEIe. 
Luc. Then pleaded I for you. | 
eAdr. And what ſaid he? "0 
Luc. That love Tbegg'dfor you, he begg'd of me. 
Adr, With what perſwaſion did ketempt thy love? 
Luc. With words, that in an honeſt ſuit might move. 


' Firſt, he did prayſe my beautie, Ren my ſpecche 


Adr: Did'it ſpeake him faire 2 

Lc. Have patience I beſcech. ” 

Adr. T cannot,nor I will not hold me ſtill, _ 
My tongue, though not my heart, ſhall have his will, 
i&eformed,.crooked, old and ſere, 
Merc bodicd, ſhapeleſſeevery where : 
gentle, fooliſh, blunt, unkinde, 


Stigma- 
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Stigmaricall in making, worſe the minde. 
 Zxc. Who would be jealous then of ſfucha one? 
Nocvill loſt iS wau'd, when it 1s gone. 
. eAdr. Ah but Ithinke him better then I ſay: 
And yet would herein others eyes were worle: 
Farre from her nelt the Lapwing cries away; 
My heart prayes for him, though my tongue doe curſe. 


Emer S. Drome. 

Dro. Here,goe: the deske, the purſe, ſweet now make 
hae. » | 

Zxc. How haſt thou » thy breath? 

S. Dre. By runn-'og faft. ; 

Aar. Whereis thy Maſter Drone? Is he well ? 

S. Dro. No, he's in Tartar limbo, worſe then hell : 
A divell in an everlaſting garment hath him ; 

One whole hard heart is button'd up with ſtecle : 

- A Feind.a Fairic, pittil-fle and rufte : 

| A Woife; nay worle, a fellow allin buffe, 

A back friend,a ſhoulder-clapper, one that countermkds 

The paſlages of allies, creekes, and narrow lands: 

A hound that runs Counter,and yet draws drifoot well, 

One that before the Iudginet carries poore ſoules to hel. 
' Adr. Why man, what is the matter ? 

x Dre. 1doenot know the matter,he is reſted on the 
caſe, 

 eAdr. Whatis hearrcſted?tell me at whoſe ſuite? 

$. Dre. I know not at whoſe ſuite heis arreſted, well; 
but is ina ſuite of buffe which reſted him, that can I tell: 
BY you {end him Miſtris redemption, the monic in his 

eskes ' 
Adr. Go fetchit Siſter : this I wonder at. 
Exit Laciang. 
That he vnknowne to me ſhould be in debt : 
Tell me;was he arcſted on a band ? 
S. Dro. Not ona band, buton a ſtronger thing : 
A chaine, a chaine, doe you nor here it ring? 

Aari.- W hat, the chaine ? 

S. Dre. No, no, the bell, *tis time that I were gone: 
It was twoereIlcft,him,and now the clocke ſtrikes one. 

Adr. The houres come backe! that did I never heare. 

S. Dro. Oh yes, if any houre mecte a Serzeant,a turnes 
backe for very feare. 

Aari. As if time were in debt : how fondly do'ſt thou 
reaſon ? 

$. Dre. Time is a very bankrout, and owes more then 
he's worthto ſeaſon. x 
Nay, he's a theefe too ; have you not heard men ſay, 
Thar time comes ſtealing on by night and day? 
' TFT be in debt and theft, and a Sexjeant in the way, 
Hath he not reaſon to turne backe an houre in a day? 
Enter Luciana. 

Adr. Go Dromis, there's the mony, beare it ſtraight, 
Andbring thy Maſter home unmedaately . 
Come ſiſter, am prefſt downe with conceit : 
Conceit, my comfort and my 1njurie. 


Enter Antipholis Siracuflan, 
4».S. There's nota wan I mecte but doth ſalute me 
As if I were their well acquainted friend, 
And everie one doth call me by my name : 
Sotne tender monie to me, ſome invite me ; 
Some other give me thankes for kindnefles ; 
Seme offer me Commodities to buy. 
| Even now a tailor cal'd me 1n his Go 


Exit. 


—— 


And ſhow'd me Silkes that he had boughe for me, 
And therewitball tooke meaſure of my body. 
Sure thete are but 1maginarie wiles, 

And Lapland Sorcerers inhabite here. 


| Enter Dromio. Sir. 

S. Dro. Maſter, hcre's the gold you ſent me for: what 

have yougot the picture of old eAdam new appare['d? 
e-+7t, Whatgoldis this > What eAdaw doit thou 

meane ? 

S. Dro, Not that Adm that keptthe Dgradiſe : but 
that Adam that kcepes the prifon ; hee that goes inthe 
calves-$kin, that was kil'd tor the Prodigal] : hee that 
came behinde you fir,lke an evill angel,and bid you for- 
lake your liberty. 

Ant. I underſtand thee not. , 

S. Dro. No? why 'tis a plaine caſe : he that went like 
2 Baſe Viole ina caſe of leather ; the man fir , that when 
gentlemen are tired gives them a ſob, and reſts them : 
he ſir, that takes pitty on decaied men , andgives them 
ſuites of durancethe that ſets up his reſt to doe more ex- 
ploits with his Mace, then a MorisPike. | 

Ant. What! thou mean'it an ozhcer? "+ 

S. Dre. I fir,the Serjeaur of the Band : he that brings | 7 
any man to anſwer it that breakes his Band: one that | 7 
thinkesa man alwayes going to bed,and ſaicth,God give 
you good reſt. 

Ant. Wc<ll fir, there reſt in your foolerie : 

Is there any ſhip puts forth to night ? may we be gone? 

S. Dro. Why ir, I brought you word an houre (ince, 
that the Barke Expedition put forth to night, and then 
were you hindred by the Scrjcant to tarry for the Hoy 
Delay: Hereare the angels that you ſent for to deliver 
YOu. 

Ant. The fellow is diſtrat ad ſoam T1, 
And here we wander in illuſions: 
Some bleſſed power deliver us from hence. 


Entera(urtizan, 

Cur. Well met; well met, Maſter Antipholss : 
I ſee fir you have found the Gold-{mith now : 
Is thar the chaine you promis'd me to day ? 

Ant. Sathan avoide, I charge theetempt me not- 

S, Dre. Malter, is this Miſtris Sathen ? 

eAnt ,Itis the divell. 

S. Dre. Nay, the is worſe, the is the divels dam : 
And here ſhe comes in the habit of a light wench, and 
thereof comes thatthe wenches ſay God dam me, That's 
as much toſay,God make me alight wench: It 1s writ- 
ten ,they appeare to men like angcls of light , light is an 
effect of fire,and fire will burne: ergo,light wenches will 
burne, come not necre her. 

Cxr. Your manand you are marveilous merry ir. 
Will you goe with me, wee'll mend our dinner here? 

S.Dro. Maſter,if you doe,expet ſpoon-meate, or be- 
ſpeake along ſpoone. 

Ant, Why Dremio? 

S. Dro. Marrie he muſt have along ſpoone that muſt 
cate with the divell. : 

Ant. Avoid then fiend, what tcl'{t thou me of ſup- 
Thou art, (as you are all) a ſorcereſle : (ping? 
I conjure thee to leave me, and be gon. 

Cur. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner, 
Or for my Diamond the chaine you promis'd, 

And Ile be gone ir, and not trouble you. 


S. Dro.Some divels aske but the parings of ones naile, 
a 


| 
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aruſh, a haire, adrop of blood , a pin, a nut;. a cherric- 
fone: but ſhe more covetous, would havea chaine: Ma- 
ſter bewiſczand if you give it her,the divell willſhak her 
Chaine, and fright us with it. DRE 
Cer. I pray you fir my Ring, or elſe the Chaine, 

I hope you do not meane tocheate me ſo ? 

Ant. Auant thou witch : Come Drorno tet us g0- 

$S. Dro. Flie pride ſayes the Pea-cocke, Miſtris that 
you knows | | +: Exeunt. 

Car. Now out of doubt eLntopholis is mad, 

Elſe would he never ſo demeane himlelfe, 
A Ring he bath of mine worth fortie Duckets, 
And for the ſame he promis'd me a'Chaine, 
Both one and orher he denies me now : 
The reaſonthat I gather he is mad, | 
(Beſides this preſeat inſtance of hisrage;) - 
is a mad tale he told today ar dinner, : 
Of his owne doores being ſhut againlt his entrance, 
Belike his wife acquainted with his fits, 
On pnrpoſe ſhut the doores- againſt his way. 
My way is now to hie home to his houſe, 
And tell his wife that being Lunaticke, 
He ruſh'd into my houſe, and tooke perforce 
My Ring away. This courſe I fitteſt chooſe, 
For fortie Duckets is too much to looſe. Exit. 
Enter Antipholus Epheſ. with a [ailor- 


An. Feare me not man, I will not breake away, 
lle give theeere leave thee ſo much mony 
To warrant thee as I am reſted for. 
My wite is in a wayward moode to day, 
And will not lightly truſt the Meſſenger, 
That I ſhould be attach'd in Epheſws, 
I tell you 'twill found harſhly in her cares. 


Enter Dromio Eph. with a ropes end. 
Heere comes my Man, Ithinke he brings the monte. 
How noiv fir ? Have you that I ſent you for? 
E. Dro. Here's that I warrant you will pay them all. 
eAnti. But where's the Money ? 
E. Dre Why fir, I gave the Monie for the Rope. 
Ant. Five hundred Dackets villaine for a rope? 
E. Dre, Ile ſerve you ſir five hundred at the rate. 
Ant. To whatend did Ibid thee hightnec home ? 
E. Dre. To aropes end fir, andto that end am1 re- 
turn'd. | 
Ant. And to that end fir, I will welcome you. 
Off. Good fir be patient. 
E. Dre. Nay 'tis for me to be patient, I am in adver- 
ſitte. 
Offi. Good now hold thy tongue, 
E. Dro. Nay, rather perſwade him to hold his hands. 
Anti. Thou whoreſon ſen'elefle Villaine. 
E. Drg. 1 would I were ſenſelefſſe fir, thatI might not 
fecle your blowes. | 
Anti. Thouart ſenfibie in nothing but blowes , and 
ſo is an Aﬀſe. | 
P, Dre, Tam an Aſſe inde:de, you may proove it by 
my long eares. I have ſerved him from the houre of my 
Nativitie to this inſtant, and have nothing at his hands 
foryny ſervice but blowes. When TI am cold, he hates 
me with beating : when ! am warme, he cooles me with 
beating : I am wak'd with it when I fleepe, rais'd with 
It when'T ſit, driven ont of doores with it when I goe 
from home, welcom'd home with it when I returne,nay 


——— 


| I beareiton my ſhoulders, asa begger'woont her brat 


and I thinke when he hath lam'd me, 1 ſhall begge with 


itfrom doore to doore. 


Emer Adriana, Luciana, Conrtizan, and « School 
waſter, called Pinch. 

eAvt. Coine 

der. | [ | 

) E. Dre. Miſtris reſpice finem, reſpet your end, or ra- 


goe along, my wife iS comming yort- 


e-Anti. Wilt thou ſtill talke? ' Bears Dro. 
Cur. How ſay you now ?Is not your husbaud mad? 
Aars. His 1ncivility confirmes no'lefle : 
Good Doctor Pixcb, you are a Counjurer, 
Eſtabliſh him in his true ſence againe,* + 
AndI will pleaſe you what you will demand. 

Lac. Alas how fiery and how ſhatpe he lookes; 

Cur. Macke, how he trembles inhis extaſic. 
4 Give me your hand, andlict' mee feele your 
pulſe, > | 
et, There is my hand, and let it feele your eare. 

Pinch, I charge thee Sathan, hous'd within this man 

To yeecld poſſeſſion to my holie praiers, 
Andto thy ſtate of darkenelle hic thee ſtraight, 
I conjure thee by all the Saints in heaven. 

Ant, Peace doting wizard, peace ; Iam not mad- 

Adr. Ohthatthou wer't not,poore diſtreſſed ſoule: 

Ant. You Minion you, are theſe your Cuſtomers? 

Did this companion with the ſaffron face 
Revell and feaſt itar my houſe to day, 
WhiPſt upon me the guiltic doores were ſhut, 
'And Idenied to enter in my houſe. | 
ear. O husband,God dath know you din'd at hotne 

W here would you had remaind antill this rime, 
Free from thele ſlanders; and this open ſhame: 

6 eAnt, Dind at home? Thou Villaine, what ſayeſt 
thou? 

Dro. Sir ſooth to ſay,you did not dine at home. 

Ant. Were not my doores lockt up, and I ſhut out? 

Dro. Perdic, your doores were lockt ; and you ſhut 

out: 
Ants: And did not ſhe her ſelfe revile me there? 

Dro. Sans Fable, ſhe her ſelfe revii'd you there, 

Ant. Did not her Kitchen maide raile, taunt , and 

ſcorne me ? 

Dro. Certss ſhe did, the kitchin veſtall ſcorr'd you: 
eAut. And didnot I in rage depart from thence ? 
Dro, In veritie youdid, my bones beare witnefe, 

That ſince have felt the vigor of his rage. 

, Har. Ist good to ſmooth him in theſe contrarres? 
Pinch. It is no ſhame, the fellow finds his veine, 
And yeelding to him, humors well his frenſie, 

Ant. Thou haſt ſubornd the Goldſinith to arreſt 

me. | 

«dr, Alas,I ſent you Monie to redeeme you, 

By Dromio heere, who came 1n hait forit. 
Dre. Monie by me? Heart and good will you might, 

But ſurely Maſter not a ragge of Monte. | 

Ant. Wentſt not thou to her for a purſc of Duckets? 

Agri.. He came to meand I deliver'd it. 

Laci. AndI am witneſſe with her that the did: 

Dro. God and theRope-maker beare me wirneſle, 

That I was ſent for nothing but a rope, | 

Pinch. Miſtris both Man and Maſter is pofleſt, 


ther the prophelie like the Parrot,beware the ropes end. 


— 


I know itby their pale and deadly lookes; 
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| They,muſt be bound and laide in ſome darkereome. Of. Away, they'l kill us | Bt. 
- Ant\Say wherefore didſt thou locke me forth to day, Exeunt omnes, as Taft 4s AJ be,frighted. 
And why doſt thou denie the bagge of gold?” > - S. .&4»t.Tſcethefe Witches are affraid of ſwords. 
1 Ad. Ididnotgentle husband locke thee forth. S. Dro. She that would be your wite, now rantcom 
Dro. And ranges: I receiv'd:no brcank, you, | 
But Iconfeſle fir, that we Rp _—_ Ant. Come to the Centaure, fctch our ſtuffe from 
Adr. Diflembling Villain, thou ſpeak'ſt falſe in both. | thence: | Fn 
. Ants Diſſembling harlor, thou art falſcin all, long that we were fafe and ſound aboord. 
And are confederate with a damned packe; | Dro, Faichſtay heere this night, they will ſurely do 
To make a loathſome abje&icorne of me :' us no harme : you ſaw they ſpake us faire, give us gold: 
But with theſe nailes Ile plucke out the falſe eyes, me thinkes they are ſucha gentle Nation , that but for 
That, would behold in methis ſhamefull ſport. the Mountaine of mad fleſh that claimes mariage of me, 
| red neo a0. 2 15 1 I could finde in my heart to ſtay heere {j1l,and turne 
Enter three or foure, and offer to binde bim: Witch | 
124611. Hefpriwer. ent. I willnot ſtay to night for all the towne, 
eAar, Oh binde him, binde him, let hint not come Thereforc away,to get-our ſtuffe aboord, Exennt. 
neere me. ut. 
Pinch. More company;the fiend is ſtrong within him. 


Lxi, Aye me podre man, how pale and wan he looks. | & {54,1 Quintus. ScanaPrima. 


— hey 


eAm. What, will you murther me, thou Iailor thou? 
I _ priſoner, wilt thou ſuffer them to make a ret- 
cue | 
_ Offi Maſters let him goe : he is my priſoner, and you Enter the Merchant and the Golaſmith. 
ſhall not have him- * of | 
Pinch. Go binde this man, for he is franticke too. Gela. 1am ſorry Sir that I have hindred yo, 
Adri What wilt thou do, thou peeviſh ojlicer ? ButlI proteſt he had the Chaine of me, 
Haſt :hou delight to ſee a wretched man Though moſt diſhoneltly he did denic it. _ 
Do oatrage and diſpleaſure to himſelte ? Cer. How is the man eſtecem'd heere in the Citic? 
Off. He is my priſoner ,if [let him go, Gola. Of very reverent reputation fir, 
Thedebt he owes will be requir'd of mes | Of credit infinite, highly belov'd. 
Aar. I will diſcharge thee ereI goc from thee, Second to none that lives here in the Citie : 
Beare me forthwith unto his Creditor, His word might bearemy wealthat any time, 
And knowing how the debt growes I will pay it. \ CMer. Speake ſoftly, yonder as I thinke he walkes. 
Good Maſter Door ſee him ſafe convey'd 
Home to my houſe, oh moſt unhappy day. Emer Antipholt and Dromio againe. 
Ant. Oh moſt unhappy ſtrumpet. TGola, *Tis ſo : and that ſelfe chaine about his necke, 
Dro. Maſter, Iam heere centred in bond for you. Which he forſwore (moſt monſtrouſly) to have. 
Ant. Out on thee Villaine whercfore dolt thou mad | Good\ir draw neere to me, Ie ſpeake to him : 
mce ? | Signjor Antiphols, I wonder much - 
Dro, Will you be bound for nothing, be mad good | That you would put me to this ſhame and trouble, 
maſter, cry the divell. | And not without ſome ſcandall ro your ſelfe, 
Luc, God helpe poore ſoules, how idlcly doe they | With circumftance and oathes, fo to denie 
talke. 8 This chaine, whichnow you weare fo openly. 
Adr. Goe beare him hence, ſiſter go you withme : | Befidethe charge, the ſhame, impriſonment, 
Say now, whoſe ſuite is he arreltted at ? You have done wrong to this my honelt friend, 
Exeunt. Manet Offic. Adri. Luci, (onrtizan.. | Who but for ſtaying on our Controverſie, © - 
Off. One eAngels a Goldſinith do you know him? Had hoiſted faile, and put to ſea to day : 
er. I know the man: what is the ſfurme he owes? | This chaine you had of me, can you demi it ? 
Off. Two hundred Duckets. | Ant. I thinke I had, I never did deny it. 
Adr. Say, how growes it due. Mer. Yes that you did fix, and for{wore it too. 
Off Pue for a Chaine your husband had of him. Ant. Who heard me todenie it or fortweare it? 
Adr. Hedid beſpeake a chaine for me;but had it not: Her. Theſe cares of mine thou know(lt did hear thee: 
' Comr. When as your husband all in rage to day Fic on thee wretch, *tis pitty.that thou liv'ſt 
Came toniy houſe; and tooke away my Ring, To walke where any honeſt men reſort. 
The Ring I ſaw upon his finger now, | Ant. Thou art a Villaine to impeach me thus, 
Straight after did I mecte him witha Chaine,. le prove mine honor, and mine honeſt 
Aax. Ir may be\o, but I did never {ce it. Againſt thee preſently, if thou dar'ſt ſtand : 
Come Iailor, briag me where the Goldtmith is, Her: I dare and do defic thee for a villaine. 
I longto know the truth heereof at large. 


j 


| They draw. Emer Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan,ef-others. | 
Entcr Antiphalis Siracuſian with bis Rapier drawne, Aar. Hold, hurt him not for God fake,he is mad} 
and Dromio Sirac. Some get within him take his{word away : | 
| Binde Dromso too, and beare them to my houſe. 
L«c. God for thy mercy;they are looſe againe. S. Dro. Runne maſter run,for Gods {ake take a houſe, 
eAdr. And come withnaked twords, This 1s ſome Priorie, in,or we are ſpoyl'd. 
Let's call more helpe to have them bound againe. Exennt tothe Priorie. 
ai; 58 p Rwnune all oat. | Emnter 


4 Buried ſome deare friend,hath not elſc his eye 


| Thereof the raging fire of feaver bred, 


| 


| Till Thave brought him to his wits againe, 


_— 


Enter Lady eAbbeſſe. 


Adr, To fetch my poore diſtrated husband hence, 
Let us come in, that we may bindec him faſt, 
And beare him home for his recovery. 
Gold. I knew he was notin his perfe& wits. 
Mer. Iam ſorry now that I did draw on him- 
4b. How long hath this poſſeſſion held che man? 
Adr. This weeke he hath beene heavy,ſower,ſac, 
And much much different from the man he was : 
But till this afrernoone his paſſion 
Ne're brake into extremity of rage. 
46. Hath henort loſt much wealth by wrackeat Sea, 


Strai'd his affection inunlawrfull love, 
A ſinne prevailing much in youthfull inen, 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 
Which of theſe ſorrowes is he ſubject too ? 
Adr. Tonone of theſe except it be the laſt, 
Namely,ſome love that drew him oft from home. 
Ab. You ſhould for that have reprehended him. 
Ad. Why to I did. 
Ab, T,but not rough enough. 
Ad. As roughly as my modeſty would let me. 
Ab. Haply in private. | 
ed. And in aſſemblies too. 
Ab. I,but not enough. 
Ad. It was the copte of our conference. 
In bed he ſlept not for my urging it, 
At boord he fed not for my urging it; 
Alone,it was the ſubje&t of my Theame 
In company I often glanced it: 
Still did1 te'l him, it was vilde and bad. 
Ab. And thereot came it that the man was mad. 


— 


2 The ( omedy of Errors. 


| : | | And therefore let cje have him home with me. 
Abb. Be quict pcople,whereforethrong you hither? |, 


Diet his fickneſſe, for it ismy Office, | 
And will have no Atturney but my ſelfe, 


Ab, Bepatient,forT will not et hins Kirre; 
Till 1ttave ugd theapproved meanes I have, 
With wholſome firrups;drugges,and holy prayers 
To makeof him a formall man againe ; 

It is a branchand parcell of mine oath, 
A charitable dutic of my order; 
Therefore deparr,and leave him here with me. 

Ag, 1 will not hence,and leave my hysband heere ; 
Andill itdoth beſceme your holineſſe | 
To ſeparate the husband and the wife, 

eb. Be quict anddepart,thon ſhalt not have him. 
Luc. Complaine untothe Duke of this indignity; 
eAd, Come goec,l will fall proſtrate at hisfecr; 
And never riſe untill my teares and prayers | 
Have won his Grace to come inperſon hither; 
And take perforcemy husband fromthe Abbefle. Exe 
Enter Merchant aud Goldſmith. 

Aer. By this I thinke the Dyall pointsat ve : 
Anon I'me ſure the Duke himſelfe in perſon 
Comesthis way tothe Mclancholly vale ; 

The place of depth,and ſorry execution, 
Behinde theditches of the Abbey here, 
Gold. V pon what cauſe? | 
Aer, Tolce a reverent Siraruſren Merchant, 
Who put unluckily intothis Bay  * 
Againſt the Lawes and Statutes of this Towne, 
Bcheaded publikely for his offence. 
Gold. See where they come,we will behold his death. 
Emer Adriana and Icio, 
Lac, Knecle to the Duke before he pale the Abbey. 


| bareheaded,with the Headſ-man,and other Officers, 


The venome clamours of a jealous woman, | 
Poyſons more deadly thena mad dogs tooth. 

It ſeemes his ſleepes were hindred by thy rayling, 

And thereof comes it rhat his head is light. 

Thou fait his meate was ſawc'd with thy upbraidings, 
Vnquiet meales makes ill difgeſtions, 


And what's a Feaver bur a fir of Madnefle ? 
Thy fayeſt his ſports were hindred by thy brawles: 
Sweet recreation barr*d,v/hat dothenſue 

But muddy and dull melancholly, 

Kinſman-to grim and comfortleiſe defpaire, 
Andat her heeles a huge infeRious troope/ 
Of pale diſtemperatures,and foes to life ? 

In food,in ſport,and life-preſcrving reſt 
Tobediſturb'd, would mad vr man or beaſt : 
The conſequence is then,thy jealous fits 

Have ſcar'd thy husband from the uſe of wits. 

Lac, She never reprehended him but mildely, 
When he demean'd himſelfe rough,rude,and wildely, 
Why beare you theſe rebukes,and anſwer not? 

e-fd. She did betray meto my,owne reproofe, 
Good people enter and lay hold on him. 

Ab, No,not acreatureentersin my houſe. 

Aa. Then let your ſervants bring my husband forth. 

Ab. Neither : he tookethisplace for ſanhQuary, 
And it ſhaltpriviledge him from your hands, 


Orloſe my labour in aſſaying it. 


—————— 


14. Iwill attend my 


ol 
/ 
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husband, be his turſe; | 


4 That deſp'rately he hurriedthrough the ſtreet, 


| Thathereand thete his fury had committed. 


| And will not ſaffer us ro ferth him our, 


* Duke. Yet once againe proclaime it publikely, 
If any friend will pay the ſumme for him, 
He ſhall not die, ſo much we render him. 
Enter Adriana, 

Aav. Tuſtice moſt ſacred Duke agairft the Abbeſſe. 
Dwkg. She is avertuousanda reverend Lady, . 

It cannot be that ſhe hath done thee wrongs” | 
ed. May itpleaſe your Grace,e Fnripbolia my husband, 

Whom I made Lord of me,and all I had, ; 

(At your impotent Letters)this itlday, 

A moſt ontragious fit of madneſlc tooke him, 


With him his bondman,ali as mad as he, 
Doing diſpleaſure tothe Cirizens, 

By ruſhing in their houſes : bearing thence | 
Rings, Tewels,any thing his rage did like. 
Once did I gethim bound,and ſent hitn home, 
Whil'ſtto take order forthe wrongs I went, 


Anon,I wot not,by what ſtrong eſcape 

He broke from thoſe that had the guard of him, 
And with his mad attendant and himſfclfe, 
Eachone with irefull paſſion, withdrawne Swords 
Met us againe,and madly benton us, 

Chac'd us away : till raiſing of more aide, 

We came againeto binde them : then they fled 
Into this Abbey, whither we purſu'd them, 

And herethe Abbeſſe ſhats rhe gates on us, 


Enter the Duke of Epbeſm, and the Merchant of Swracuſe, | 


þ 


Nor ſend him forth,that we may beare him hence. 
+” _— ___ Therefors\, 


7 


\ 


_ 


{| When thou did 


|] His man with Sc 


| And thatis falſe 


des , 


ee rd 


i art. A ——— —_ 
\% 


\ 
et 


The Comedy of E IE 


Therefore moſt gracious Duke with thy command, 
Let him be brought-forth,and borne hence for helpe« 
Duke. Long fincethy busband ſerv'd me in my Watres, 
And I to thee ingag'd a Princes word , | 
dit make bim maſter of thy bed, 
To doe him. all theigrace and good I could; 
Goe ſome of you knocke ar the Abbey gate, 
And bid the Lady Abbeſſe come to me : 
I will determine this before I ſtirre. 
| Emer a Meſſenger.  , ; 
Ae. O Miſtriſſe, Miſtris if and ſave your ſelfe, 
My Maſter and his man are both breke looſe, 
Beaten the Maides a-cow,and bound the Dofor, | 
Whoſe beard they have ſindg'd off with brands of fire, 
And ever as it blaz'd,they. threw on him | 
Great pailes of pudled myre toquench the haire ; 
My M-.preaches patience to him,and the while 
es aickes him like afoole : 
And ſure (unlefſe you ſend ſome other preſent helpe)' 


| Betweene them they will kill the Conjurer. 


Ad. Peace fogle,thy Maſter and hisman are here, 

| ſe thon doſt report of us. 

Mept. Miltris-ypon my life Etell you true, 

I have not breath'd almolt ſince I did ſee it. 

He cryes for you;and yowes if he egn take you, 

Toſcorch your face,and to disfigure you: « 

EYE; Cry within. 7, FEY 

Harke,barke,I heare him Miſtris : flie,be gone. 
D#ke. Comesſtand by me,feare nothing: guard with 

Halberds. LON 
Ad. Ay mezit ismy husband : witneſſe you, 

That hes borne about inviſible, _ 

Even now. we houſ'd him in the Abbey here, 

And now hee's there, paſt thought of humane reaſon. 


E nter eAntipbolia,and E.Dromio of Epheſus. 


E. Ant.Tuſtice moſt gracious Duke,on grant me Iuſtice, 
Even for the ſervice that long fince I did thee, 
When I beſtrid thee in the warres,andtooke 
Deepe skarres to ſave thy life; even for the blood 
That then T loſt for thee,now grant me Inſtice. 

CMer. Fat. Vnleſſe the feare of death doth make mee 
dote,I ſec my ſonne eAntiphols and Dromio, 

E.eAnt. Tuſtice (ſweet Prince) againſt that woman 
She whom thou gav'it to meto be my wifez (there : 
That hath abuſed and diſhonoured me, 

Eveninthe ſtrength and height of injury ; 


{ Beyond imagination is the wrong 


That ſhe thisday hath ſhameleſfſe throwne on me. 
Dake. Diſcover how,and then ſhalt finde me juſt. 
E.2Ant. This day (great Duke ) ſhe ſhut the doores 

upon me. I... 

Whilſt the with Harlots feaſted in my houſe. _ | 
Duke. A grievous fault : ſay woman didſt thou ſo? 
ed. No,my good Lord. My ſclfe,he,and my Siſtcr, 

To day did dine together : ſobefallmy ſoul, 

As this is falſe he burthens me withall. If 

Lxc.Ne're may Tlooke on day,nor fleepe on night, 

But ſhe tels to your Highneſle ſimple truth. 

Gold. O perjur'd woman | They are both forſworne, 

In this the Mad man juftly chargeth them. 

E.eAmt. My Licge,I am adviſed what I ſay, 

Neither diſturbed with the effe of Wine, 

Nor heady-raſh provok'd with raging ire, 


Albeit my wrongs might make one wiſer mad. 


SY 


This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner ; 
That Goldſmith there,were he not pack'd with her, 
Could witneſſe it : for he was with me then, 
Who parted with me to goc fetcha Chaine, 
Promiſing to bringitto the Porpentme, 
Where Balthaſ@ and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not comming thither, 
] I went toſeeke him. In the ſtreet I met him, 
And in biscompany that Gentleman. 
There did this perjur'd Goldſmith fivcare medowne, 
That Ithis day from him receiv'd the Chaine, 
Which God he knowes, I ſaw nor. For the which, 
Hedid arreſt me withan Officer. 
| Idid obey,and fetit my Peſant home | 
| For certaine Duckets : he with none return'd, 
| Then fairely I beſpoke the Officer 
| To go: in perſon, with me to my houſe. 
By'th'way,we met my wife, her ſiſter, and a rabble more 
Of vilde Confederates : Along with them ; 
They brought one Pixch,a hungry leanc-fac'd Villaine ; 
A meere Anatomy a Mountebanke, 
Athred-bare Iugler,and a Fortune-teller, 
A negdy-hollow=ey'd-ſharpe-looking-wretch 
| Aliving dead man. Thispernicicus ſlave, 
Forſooth tooke on him as a ConJurer : 
And gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulſe, 
And with no-face(as t'were)out-facing me, 
Cryes out, I waspoſſeſt. Then alrogether 
They fell upon me,bound me ,bore me thence, 
Andin a darke and dankiſh vaultathome 
There left me and my man,both bound together, 
Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds aſunder, 
T'gaind my freedome ; and immediately 
Ran hither to your Grace, whomI betcech 
To give me ample ſatisfaRion 
For theſe deepe ſhames,arid great indignitics- 
”* Gold, My Lord,in trath,thus farre I witneſſe with him: 
That he din'd net at home,but was lock'd out. 
Daks. But had he ſuch a Chaine of thee,or no ? 
Gold. He had my Lord,and when he ran in here, 
4 Theſepeople ſavy the Chaine about his necke. 
Aer. Beſides, T will be ſworne thele earesof mine; 
Heard you confeſſe you had the Chaine of him, 
After you firſt forſwore iron the Marr, 
And thereupon Idrew my ſword on you : 
And then you fled intothis Abbey here, 
From whence I thinke you are come by miracle. 
E.Ant. I never came within theſe Abbey wals, 
Nor ever didſt thou draw thy ſword on me : 
I never ſaw the Chaine,ſo helpe me heaven : 
And thisis falſe you burthen me withall, 
Deke. Why what an intricate impeach is this ? 
Ithinke you all have drunke of Czrces Cup : 
If here you hous'd him, here he would have been. 
If he were mad he would not pleade ſo coldly : 
You fay he din'd at home;the Goldſmith here 
Denies that ſaying. Sirra,what ſay you ? 
E. Dro. Sir hee din'd with her there; at the Potper- 
tine. 
Cr. He did,andfrom my finger ſhatche that Ring- 
E. Ant. Tis true(my Liege) this Ring I had of her, 
Dake. Saw'ſt thou him enter at the Abbey heere ? 
Gurt. As ſure (my Leige) as 1 doe ſee your Grace. | 
. Duke. Why thisis ſtrange: Goe call the Abbeſſe hi- 
ener. 
| I thinke you areall mated, or ſtarke made, 
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Exit one to the eMbbeſſe. 


Fa, Moſt mighty Duke,vouchſafe me ſpeakea word: 
Haply I ſee a friend will fave my life, 

And pay the ſumme that may deliver me. : 

Dake. Speake freely Syracuſan what thou wilt. 

Farh, Is not your nameſir call'd Antipholi ? 

And is not that your bondman Dromis ? ; | 
E.Dro. Within this houre I was his bondman ſir, 

Bat he I thanke hia gnaw'd in two my cords, 

Now am I Dromio,and his man,unbound. 

Fath, Tamſure both of you remember me. 

Dro, Our ſelves we doe remember fir by you : 
Forhatcly we were bound as you are now 
You are not Finches Patient,are you fir ? 

Father, Why looke you ſtrange on me? you know | 
me well. 

E, Ant, 1 never ſaw you in my life till now. 

Fai Oh! griefe hath chang'd me ſince youſaw me laſt, 
And carefull houres with times deformed hand, . 
Have written ſtrange defcatures in my face : 

But tell me yer,doſt thou not know my voyce? 
Ant. Neither. 
Fat. Dromio,nor thou. 
Dro, No truſt me fir,nor I; 

Fat, Tam ſure thou doſt? 

E.Dremio. I ſir,but T am ſureI doe not , and whatſo- 
evera man denies,you are now bound to beleeve him. 
Fat. Not know my voyce ! ohtimes extremity, , 

Haſt thou ſo crack*d and {plitted my poore tongue 
In ſeven ſhort yeares,that here my onely ſonne 
Knowes not my feeble key of untun'd cares? 
Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In ſap-conſuming Winters drizled ſnow, 

And all the Conduits of my blood froze up : 
Yet hath my night of life ſome memorie : 

My waſting lampes ſome fading glimmer left ; 
My dull deafe eares a little uſe to heare ; 

All theſe old witnefles, I cannot erre, 

Tell me,thou art my ſonne e-Lntephotis. 

Ant, 1 never ſaw my Father in my life. 

Fa. But ſeven yeares ſince,in Syacuſa Boy, 
Thou know'ſt we parted,but perhaps my ſonne, 
Thou ſham'ſt toacknowledge me in miſery. 

eAat. The Duke,and allthat know me in the City, 
Can witnefſe with me that itis not ſo. 

I ne're ſaw Siracuſain my life. 

Duke. 1tell thee Siracuſan,twenty yeares 
Have I been Patron to Anripholy, 

During whichtime he ne're ſaw Syracnſa : 
I fee thy age and dangers make thee dote. 


— 


Enter the Abbeſſewith Antipholu Siramſan, 


and Dromie Sir. 


Abbeſſe. Moſk mighty Duke , behold a man much 
wrong'd, 
All gather to ſee them, h 
eAdr. I ſeetwo husbands,or mineeyesdeceive me. 
Duke. One of theſe men is genixs to the other : 
And fo of theſe, which is the naturall man, 
And which the ſpirit ? Who deciphersthem ? 
S.Dromio.I Sir am Dromio,command him away. 
E. Dro.* I Sir am Dromo,pray let me ſtay. 


| Which accidentally are met together. 


. That floated with thee on the fatall rafte. 


S.A4nt. Fgeon artthou not ? or elſe his ghoſt. 


S. Drom. Oh my old Maſter , who hath bound him 
heere?. | 


Abb. Whoever bound him,I will looſe his bonds, 
And gainea husband by his liberty : | 
Speake old Fygeor,if thou bee'ſt the man 
That had*{t a wife once call'd £m1/ia, 

Thar bore thee at a burthen two faire ſonnes®Þ 
Ohif thou bee'it the ſame Zpeon,ſpeake ; 
And ſpeake untothe ſame -Emwaia;, | 

Dake. Why heere begins his Morning Rory right : 
Theſe two Antiphols,theſe two ſolike, 

And thoſe rwo Dromio's,one in ſemblance : 
Beſides her urging of her wracke at ſea, 
Theſe are the Parentsto theſe children, 


Faz. If Idreame not,thou art c/Emitia, 
If thou art ſhe,tell me, where is that ſonne 


Abb. By men of Epidaminm,he,and1I, 
And the twin Dromso,all were taken up ; 
But by and by,rude Fiſhermen of Corinth 
By force tooke Dromio,and my ſonne from them, 
And me they left with thoſe of Epidaminm. 
What then became of them, I cannot tell : 
I,to this fortunethat you ſee me in. 
Duke. eAntipholi thou cam'ſt from (rinth firſts 
S. Ant. Nofir,not I,I came from Siraceſe. | 
Duke. Stay,ſtand apart, I know not which is which. 
E. Awt. I came from Corinth my molt gracious Lord, 
E,Dre. AndI with him. | 
E: Ant. Broughtto this Towne by that moſt famous 
Warriour, | 
Duke Meraphon,your moft renowned Vncle. 
Adr. Which of youtwo did dine with me to day ? 
S. Ant, I,gentle Miſtris, | 
Aar, And are not you my husband ? | 
E Ant. No,lI ſay nay to that. | 
S.Ant. And ſo doe I;yert did the call meſo : 
And this faire Gentlewoman here 
Did call me brother. What I told you then, 
I hope I ſhall have leiſure tomake good, | 
If this be not adreameT ſee and heare. i 
Geldſmiub. That is the Chaine fir , which you had of 


mee. | 
S. Ant. Ithinke it be fir,I deny it not. 
E, Aut. Andyou fir for this Chaine arreſted,me, 
Gold, Ithinke I did fir,I deny itnor. 
Aar. I ſent you money fir to be your baile 
By Dremio,but 1 thinke he brought it not: 
E.Dro, No,none by me. 
$, Ant. This purſe of Duckets I receiv'd from you, 
And Dromio my man did bring them me : 
I ſee wee ſtill did meeteach others man, 
And I was tane for him,and he for me, 
Andthereupon theſe errors are aroſe, 
E. Ant. Theſe Duckets pawnel for my Father here. 
Dwhke. It ſhall not need,thy father hath his life, 
* Cur. Sir I muſt have that Diamond from you. 
E: 4nt. There take it;and muchthankes for my good 
cheere. | | 
Abb. Renowned Duke, vouchſafe to take the paines 
To goe withus into the Abbey here, 
And heare at large diſcourſed all our fortunes , 
And allthatareaſſembled in this place : 
Thar by this ſimpathized one dayeserror, 
Have ſuffered wrong. C_ us company. 


And | 
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And we ſhall makefull ſatisfaQtion. Come, goe with us, we'll looke to that apon, 
Thirty three yeares have I beene gone in travell » Embrace thy brother there,rejoyce with him. Exit, 
Of you my ſonnes;and till this preſent houre = S.Dro. Thercis a fat friend at your Maſters houſe, 
| My heavy burthensare delivered : That kitchin'd mefor yento day at dinner : 
The Duke my husband,and my children both, She now ſhall be my fiſter,not my wife. 
1] And you the Kalcnders of their Nativity, | E.D. Me thinkes you are my glaſſe, and-not my bro. 

Goe to a Goſſips feaſt and goe with me, I ſee by you,T am aſweet fac'd youth, | (ther : 
After ſo long griefe ſuch Nativity. - Will you walke imtoſee their Goffipping ? 

Dake. With all my heart, Ilc Goflip at this feaſt. S.Dro, Not Ifir,yon are my Elder. 
$7 LET E.Dro. That's a queſtion, how ſhall I cry it, 

Exeunt omnes, CManet the two Dronyv's and $.Dro. Wee'll draw Curs for the Sigmor , till then, 
twe Brothers. OY; ] leade thou firſt. 

S.Dro. Maſt.ſhall fetch your fluffe from ſhipboord? | E.Drs, Nay then thus : ; 
E. Au, Dromio,what ſtuffe of mine haſtthou imbark'd; | We came into the world like brother and brother :. 
S.Dre.Your goods hat lay at hoſt fir in the Centaur. | And now let's goe hand in hand, not one before another. 
S.efnt. Heſpeakesto me,I am your Maſter Dromis. E xennt, 


| 
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Much adocabourN othing. 


WAS 


eAthus Primus, Scena Prima, 


Dy — 


Enter Leonato Governour of Meſſina, Innogen his wife, Hero 
ba daughter,and Beatrice his N cece, with a Meſſenger. 


Leonato, 
Learne in this Lerrer, that Dos Peter of Arragon 
comes this night to Meſſina. 
Meſſ. He 1s very necre by this ; he was not 
three Leagues off when I left him, 

Leow, How many Gentlemen have you loſt 1n this 
ation ? 

Meſ. Bur few of any ſort,and none of name. 

Leon, A victory is twice it{elfe, when the atchiever 
brings home full numbers : I find heere , that Dox Perer 
hath beſtowed much honour on a yong Florentine , called 
Clandin, 

Meſ. Much deſerv*d on his part, and equally remem- 
bred by Don Pedre, he hath borne himſclte beyond the 
promite of his age, doing in the figure of a Lambe , the 
feates ofa Lyon, he hath 1ndeed better bertred expectatie 
on,than you mutt expect of me totell you how. 


Meſ. Thave already delivered him Letters, and there 
appearcs much joy in him , evento much that joy could 
not ſhew it ſelte modcit enough, without a badge of bit- 
terneſſe. 

Lee. Did he breake out 

Mef. In great mcaſure. 

Leo. A kinde overflow of kindenefle : there are no fa- 
cestruer,then thoſe that are ſo waſh'd, how much better 
151t to weepe at joy,then to joy at weeping ? 

Bea, I pray you, is Signior founterto return'd from 
the warres,or no ? 

Meſ. 1know none of that name, Lady, there was none 
fuch inthe Army of any ſort. | 

Leo, What is hethat you aske for Neece? 


into teares ? 


CMeſ. O he's return'd, andas pleaſant asever he was. 

Bear, He ſet up his bils heere in Meſſina,and challeng'd 
Cupid at the Flight : and my Vncles foole reading the 
Challenge, ſubſcrio'd for Cupid, and Challeng'd him at 
the Burboit. Ipray you, how many hath hee kill'd and 
caten intheſe warres? But how many hath he kill'd ? for 
indeed, I promis'd to cate all of his killing. 
Leon, *Faith Neece, you taxe Signior Benedicke too 
much, but heell be meet with you, doubr it not. 
Hef. He hath done good ſervice Lady-inthole wars. 
Aeſ. You had muſty victuall, and hee hath holpeto 
eate it: hee'sa very valiant Trencher-man ; hee hathan 
excellent ſtomacke. 


U————————— 


| Leo. Hehathan Ynckle here in CHeſſa , will be very 
much glad of 1t. 


Hero, My Coutin meanes Signior Beneadicke of Padua. 


Aﬀeſ. Anda good fouldier too Lady. 
R — a good ſouldicr to a Lady.But what is he to a 
ora ? 


Meſ. ALordtoa Lord, a Man toa Man, tuft with all 
honourable vertues, 


Beat. Itis1o indeed,he is no lefle thena ſtuft man ; but 


for the ſtuifing well, we are all morrall. 

Leon, You mult not (fir) miſtake my Neece, there is a 
kinde of merry War betwixt Signior Benedicke and her : 
= never meet , but there's a skirmiſh of wit betweene 
them, 

Bea. Alas,he gets nothing by that. In our laſt con- 
flict,foure of his five wits went halting off,and now is the 
whole man govern'd with one : ſo that if hee have wit 
enough to keepe himſelfe warme , let him beare it for a 
difference betweene himfſelte and his horſe : For it is all 
the wealth that he hath left , ro be knowne a reaſonable 
creature. Whois his Companion now ? He hath every 


montha new ſworne brother. 


Ateſ. I'st poſſible ? 

Beat.Yery calily poſſible: he weares his faith bur as the 
faſhion of his hat, it ever changes with the next blocke. 

Mef. I tee ( Lady ) the Gentleman is not in your 
bookes. 

Beat. No, and he were, I would burne my ſtudy. Burt 
I pray you who is his companion ? Is there no young 
ſquarer now,that will make a voyage with him to the Dt- 
vell? 

_ Aﬀeſ. He is moſt in the company of the right noble 
Clanaio. 

Beat. O Lord, he will hang upon him like a diſcaſe: he 
is ſooner caught then the Peltilence , and the taker runnes 
preſently madde. God helpe the noble Clardvo, it he have 
caught the Benedicke, it will coſt him a thouſand pound 
ere it becur'd, F- 

Meſ, I will hold friends with you Lady. 

Beat. Doe good friend. 

Leo. You'llne'rerun mad Necce. 

Bea. Nognot till a hot Ianuary. 

Aeſc Don Pedro is approach'd. 


Enter Don Pedro,(laudio,Benedicke, Balthazar, 
and [ohn the baſtard. 
Pedro. Good Sigaior Leonato , you are come to meete 


| your trouble : the taſhion of the worjg is to avoyd coſt, 


and you encounter it. 


Leen, Never came trouble to my houſe in the likeneſle - 
of your Grace : for trouble being gone,comfort ſhould re- | 


maine : but when you depart from me , ſorrow abides, 
and happineſſe takes his leave. 


\ I 3 Peayo. 


\ 4 


| thinke thisis your 


_— 
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Pedro. You imbrace = charge more willingly : I 

CI 

Leo. Her mother harh many times told me ſo. 

Ber. Were youindonbt that youaskt her ? 

Leo. Signior Benedicke, no, for then were you a 
childe. : | » 

Pedro. You have it full Benedicke, wee may gheſle by 
this, what you are, being a man , truely the Lady fathers 
- ſelfe : be happy Lady, for you are like an honourable 
father. 

Ben. If Signior Leonato be her Father, ſhee would not 
have his head on her ſhoulders for all Me/5w#4,as like him 
as ſhe Is. : 

Beat. I wonder that you will ſtill be talking , Signior 
Benedicke,no body markes you. 

Ben. What my deare Lady Diſdaine! are you yet li- 
ving ? | 

Beat, Is it poſſible Diſdaine ſhould die,while ſhee hath 
ſuch meet food to feed it , as Signior Benedicke ? Conrte- 
fie itſelfe muſt convert to Diſdaine, if you come in her 
preſence. 

Bere. Then is Colttrteſie a turne-coat , bnt it 1s cer- 
taine Tam loved of all Ladies, onely you excepted : and 
I would I could findein my heart that I had not a-hard 
heart,for truely I love none. _ 

Beat. Adccre happineſſe to women , they-woild elſe 
have beene troubled with a pernicious Sator , I thanke 
God and my cold blood, lam of your humour for that, I 
had rather heare my Dog barke at a Crow, then a man 
ſweare he loves me 

Ben. God keepe your Ladiſhip ſtill in that minde, 
ſoſome Gentleman or other ſhall ſcape a Predeſtinate 
ſcratcht face. | 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worſe , and 'twere 
ſucha faceas yours were. | 

Ben, Well,younre a rare Parrat-teacher. 

Beat. A Bird of my tongue , is better then a beaſt of 
yours. | | 

Bez. I would my horſe had the ſpeed of your tongue, 
and ſo good a continuer, but keepc your way a Gods 
name;,l have done. 

Beat, Youalwaycsend with a Iades tricke , I know 


| you of old, 


Pedro, This is the ſumme of all : Leonaro, Signior (Va- 
die, and Signior Benedrckg ; my deare friend Leonato , bath 
invited you all, I tell him we ſhall ſtay here, attheleaſt 
a moneth ,and he heartily prayes ſome occaſion may de- 
taine us longer : I dare {weare hee is no hypocrite, but 
prayes from his heart. | | 

Leon, If you ſwearc, my Lord, you ſhall not bee for- 
ſworne, let me bid you welcome , my Lord , being re- 
_ to the Prince your brother: I 'owe you all 

tie. | 

[obx. I thanke you, Iam not of- many words, butI 
thanke you. EE 

Leon. Pleaſe it your Gtaceleade on? | 

Pedro, Your hand Leenato,we will goe rogether, 

Exennt. JAanet Bentadiche and Clandio, 

Clan, Benedicke,didſt thou note the daughter of Signi- 
'or hronato? 

Bey. I noted her pot,butT look on her. 

Clax. Is ſhe not a modeſt yong Ladie 7 

Ber. Doe you queſtion me as an honeſt man ſhould 
doe,for my ſimple true judgement ? or would you have 
meſpcake after my cuſtome;as being a profeſſed tyranero 


" d_ 


Clas, No,I prethee ſpeake in ſober judgement. 

Zen, Why yfaith methinkes ſhee's too low for a hie 
praiſe,too browne for a faire praiſe , and too. little for a 
great praiſe,onely this commendation I can affoord her, 
that were ſhe other than ſhe is, ſhee were unhandſome, 
and.being no other butas ſhe is,I doe not like her. - 

(av. Thouthink'ſt I am in ſport, I pray thee tell mee 
truely how thou lik'{t her. 

Ber. Would you buy her,that you enquicr after her > - 

Clax. Can the world buy ſuch a Iewell ? 

Zen, Yea,and a Caſe to put it into, but ſpeake you this 
with a ſad brow ? Or doe you play the flowting Iacke,to 
tell us Cupid is a good Hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare 
Carpenter : Come,in what Key ſhall a man take you to | 
goe 1n the ſong? 

Clap, In mine eye,ſhe is the ſweeteſt Ladie that ever 1 
lookt on, 

Zen. I can ſee yet without SpeRacles, and I ſee no 
ſuch matter : there's her Coſin, and ſhe were not poſſelt 
with a fury , exceedes her as much in beautie,as the firſt 
of May doth the laſt of December : but I hope you have 
no intent to turne husband, have you? | 

 Clax, I would ſcarce trult my ſelfe , though I had 
ſwornethe contrary,if Hero would be my wife. 

Zex, 1ſt come tothis? in faith hath not the world one 
man but he will weare his cap with ſuſpition ? ſhall I ne» 
ver {ce a Batchellor of threeſcore againe ? goe to yfaith, 
and thou wilt needes thruſt thy necke intoa yoke , weare 
the print of it,and figh away ſundayes : looke Don Pearo 
is returned to ſeeke you. | 


Enter Don Pedro,John the Baſtard. 


Pear. What ſecret hath held you here , that you fol- 
lowed not to Leovatoes ? 

Bened, IT would your Grace would conſtraine mee to 
tell. 

Pedro, I charge thee on thy allegeance. 

Ben. You heare, Count Clendio, I can be ſ{ecret as 2 
dumbe man, I would have youthinke fo ( but on my al- 
teageance , marke youthis, on my allegeance ) hee is tn 
love, With whom ? nowthat is your Graces part : marke 
how ſhort his anſwer is, with Hero, Leonatoes ſhort 
daughter. 

Clax, If this were ſo,ſowere it uttred. 

Ben. Like the old Tale,my Lord, itis not ſo, nor 'twas 
not ſo : but indeed,God forbid it ſhould be fo. 

(ax. If my paſſion change not ſhortly, God forbid it 
ſhould be otherwiſe. 

Pedro. Amen,if you love her,for the Lady is very well 
worthy, 

(las. You ſpeake this to fetchme in,my Lord: 

Fearo. By my troth I ſpeake my thought. 

Clax, And in faith, my Lord,I ſpoke mine. 

Ben. And by my two faiths and troths, my Lord, 1 
ſpeake mine. 

Clax. That I love her,l feele; 

Fed. That ſhe is worthy, I know: 

Bey, That I neither fecle how ſhee ſhould bee lo- 
ved, nor know how ſhe ſhould be worthy , is the 
opiniorthar fire cannot meltout ofme,I wildic in itatthe 
ſtake. 

Fed. Thou waſt ever an obſtinate Heretique in the dc- 
ſpight of Beauty. : 

Clas. And never could maintaine hispart , but in the 


4 . 


| force of his will. 
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ought me up, I likewiſe give her moſt humble 
_ a that L will have a rechate winded in my 
forchead, or hang my bugleinan inviſible baldricke, all 
women ſhall pardon me : becauſe I will not doe them the 
wrong to miſtruſt any, I willdoe my {elte the right to 
:raſt none: and the fineis,(for the which I may goe the 
fincr) I will live a Batchellor. ; 
Pedro, I ſhall ſeether ere I dye, looke pale with love. 
Fene. Withanger, with fickeneſſe, or with hunger, 
my lord, not withlove : prove that ever I looſe more 
blood with love, then I will get againe with drinking, 
icke out minc eyes with a Ballet-makers penne, and 
bang me up atthe doore of a brothel-houſe for the figne 
of blind Cupid. | EE 
Pedro. Well, if ever thou dooſt fall frem this faith, 
thou wilt prove a notable argument. 
Bene. If doz, hang me by bottle like a Cat,and ſhoot 


der, and cal'd Adam. | 

Pedro, Well, as time ſhall try: In time the ſavage 
Bull doth beare the yoake. 

Bene. The favage bull may, but if ever the ſenſible 
Benedicke beare it, plucke off rhe bulles hornes, and ſet 
them in my forehead , and let me be vildely painted,and 
in ſuch great Letters as they write, heere is good horſe 
to hire ; let them ſignifie under my ſigne, here you may 
ſee Benedicke the married man. 

Clan, If this ſhould ever happen, thou wouldſt bee 
horne mad. «- _ 
Pedro, Nay, if Cupid have not ſpent all his Quiver in 
Venice, thou wilt quake for this ſhortly. | 
Beve. I looke for an carth quake too then. . 
Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the houres, in 


»atoes, commend me to him, and tellhim I will not faile 
himat ſupper, for indeed he hath made great preparati- 
ON. 
Bene. T havealmoſt matter enough in me for ſuch an 
Embaſlage, and ſo I commit you. : 
- Clas, Tothe tuition of God, From my houle, if I had 
lt, 
Pedro, The fixt of In/y. Your loving friend,Benedicke. 
Bene. Nay mockenot, mocke not ; the body of your 
diſcourſe is ſometime guarded with tragments, and the 
guardes are but ſlightly baſted on neither, ere you flout 
old endsany further, examine your conſcience, and fo I 
leave you, | Ex. 
-* My Leige, your Highneſſe now may doe mee 
200d. 
Pearo, My love is thine to teach, teach it but how, 
And thou ſhaltſee how apt it isto learne 
Any hard Leſſon that may doe thee good. 
Clas. Hath Leorato any ſonne wy lord ? | 
Fedro. No child but Hero, ſhe's his onely heire. 
Doſt thou affect her Clawdio ? 
Claz, O my lord, 
When you went onward on this ended ation, 
I look'd upon her witha ſouldierscye, 
That lik'd, but had a rougher taske in hand, - 


8 


Rene. That 2 woman conceived mezl thanke her : that | 


at me, and he that hit's me ,let him be clapt on the ſhoul-' 


the meane time, good Signior Benedicke, repaireto Leo- | 


| queſtion hi your {elte, | 


Thanto drive liking to the name of love : 

But nowT amreturn'd, and that warre-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant : in their roomes, 
ome thronging ſoft and delicate deſires, 
Allprompting me how faire yong Herois, 

Saying lik'd her ere I went to warres. 


CE —— 


Y TY 


Pears, Thou wilt be like alover preſently, 
And tire the hearer with a booke of words : 

If thou doſtlove faire Hers, cheriſh it, | 
And I will breake with her : waſtnot to this ed, 
Thar thov beganſt to twiſt ſo fine a ſtory ? 

C!au. How ſweetly doe you miniſter to love, 
That knoy lovesgriefe by his complexion ! 
Butleft my liking might too ſodaine ſeeme, | 
I would have falu'd it with a longer treatiſe. « 

Pedro. What need the bridgemuch broder then the 
The faireſt grant is the neceſſity : (flood? 
Looke what will ſerve,is fit: "tis once, thou loyelt, 
And I will fit thee with the remedy, 

I know we ſhall have revelling to night, 

I willaſſume thy part in ſome diſguiſe, 

And tell faire Hero Iam Claxdio, 

And in her boſome lleunclaſpe my heart; 

And take her hearing priſoner with the force 

And ſtrong incounter of my amorous tale ; 

Then after, ro herfather will I breake, 

And the cencluſion is, ſhe ſhall bethine, 

In practiſe let us pur it preſently; Exeuht. 
Enter Leonato and an old man, brother to Leonato, 

Leo. How now brother, where is my coſen your ſon : 
hath he provided this muſicke ? 

O14. He is very buſie about it, but brother, I cantell 
you newes that youyet dreamtnot of. 

Lo. Arethey good? 

O44. Asthe event ſtampesthem, but they have a good 
cover : they ſhew well outward: the Prince and Count 
Claudio walking in athicke pleached alley inmy orchard, 
were thus over-heard by a man of mine : the Prince diſ- 
covered to Claxdio that he loyed my neece your daugh+ 
ter, and meant ro acknowledgeit this night in a dance, 
and if he found her accordant, he meant to take the 
-—— time by the top, and inſtantly breake wich you | 
of it, 

Leo, Hath the fellow any wit thattold you this? 

Old, A good ſharpe fellow, I will ſend tor him, and 


Zeo, No, no : we will hold it asa dreame,till it appeare |- 
it ſelfe : but Twill acquaint my daughter withall, that ſhe 
may be the better prepared for anſwer, if peradventure 
this betrue : goe you and tell her of it : cofins, yon ktiow 
what you have to doe, OI cry you mercy friend, goe 
you with me and I willuſe your $kill, good coin have 
acarethis buſie time. Exenm, 
Enter Sir John the Baſtard, and { ow ade his companion, 
Con. Whatthe good yeere my Lord, why are youthus 
out of meaſure ſad ? 
Tohn, There isno meaſure inthe occaſionthat breeds, 
therefore the ſadneſſe is withourlimir. 
(7. You ſhould hearereaſon. ee, | 
ſohs, And when 1 have heard ir, what bleſſing brine 
geth it? 
Cor. If nota preſent remedy, yet a patient ſufferance. 
Toh. I wonder thatthou (beingas thou ſaiſt thou art, 
borne under Sarzrs:) goelt aboutto apply a mortall ime- 
dicine, toamortifying miſcheife : I cannot hide 'whatT 
am ; Imuſtbe ſad when I have cauſe; and fmile at no 
mans jeſts; cate when I have ſtomacke, and wait for no 
mans [ciſure : ſleepe when Iam drowſie, and tend on no 
mans buſinefſe;laugh when I am merry, and claw no man” 
in his humour, | | ; 
(on. Yea, but youmuſt not make the fulll ſhow of this | 
| 


| till you may doe 1t without controllment, you have of 


late | 
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late ſtood our againſt your brother, and he hath tane | 
you newly into his grace, where. it is impoſſible you 
ſkouldtake root, but by the faire weather that you make 
your ſelfe,itis needfullthat you frame the ſeaſonfor your 
owne harveſt. hs: 

Tobn. I had rather bea canker in a hedge; then a roſe 
in his grace, andir better firsmy bloud to be diſdain'd of 
all, rhen ro faſhion a carriage torob love from any:in this 
(though I cannot be ſaid to be a flattering honeſt man) 
it muſt not be denyed but I ama plaine dealing villaine, I 
amtraſted with a muſſell, and enfranchiſde with a clog, 
therefore I have decreed, not to ſing in my cage : if T had 
my mouth, I would bite : if © had my liberty; 1 would do 
my liking : in the meane time, let me be that'T am, and 
:ſceke not to alter me. : 
(on, Can you make no uſe of your diſcontent ? 

lohn. I will make all uſe of it, for I uſe it onely. 

Who comes heere ? what newes Borachio. 


| Enter Borachio. : 

- Boy. I] came yonder from a great ſupper, the Prince 
your brother is royally entertained by Zeonato, and 1 can 
give you intelligence of an intended marriage. — 
Tohn. Will it ſerve for any Modell to build miſcheife 
on? What is he for a foole that betrothes himſelfeto nn- 
quictnefle ? 
Bor, Marry itis your brothers right hand. 
lohn. \N ho, the moſt exquiſite Clawdio? 
Bor, Even he. | 
Tohn: A proper ſquier,and who, and who, which way 
lookes he ? 
Bor, Marry on Hero, the daughter and Heire of Leo- 
vato. 
lebs. A very forward March-chicke, how come you 
to this ? | 
Bor, Being entertain'd for a perfumer, asI was ſmoa- 
| King a muſty roome, comes me the Prince and Claxdio, 
hand in hand in fad conference :; I whipt behind the Ar- 
ras, and there heard it agreed upon,that the Prince ſhould 
wooe Hero for himſclfc, and having obtained'd her,give 
her to Count (audio. | 

Tohn. Come, come, letus thirher,this may prove food 
to my diſpleaſure, that young ſtart-up hath all the glory 
of my overthrow : if i cancroſſe him any way, I bleſſe 
my ſelfe every way; you are both ſure, and wall afliſt 
me? - | 

{ »«r. To the death my Lord. 


mind : ſhall we goc prove what's to be done ? 
Ber. We'll wait upon your lordſhip. 
E xennt. 


lohn, Let us to the great ſupper, their cheere is the 
greater that I am ſubdued, would the Cooke were of my: 


Afﬀus Secundus. 
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Beatrice his neete , aud akinſman. 


Teora. Was not Count John here at ſupper ? 
Brot. Ifſaw him not. 


ſce him, but I am heart-burn'd an houre efter. 
Hero. He is of a very melancholy diſpoſition. 


Emter Leonato, his brother, his wife, Hero his daughter, aud 


Feat. How tartly that Gentleman lookes, I never can 


| 


— 


—— 


Beat. He were anexcellent man that were made juſt in 
the mid-way betwcene- him and Benedicke, the one is too. 
like an image and fayes nothing, and the other too like 
my Laates eldeſt ſonne, evermore tatling; 

Leon. Then halfe Signtor Benedickes tongue 1n Count 
Tehns mouth, and halfe Count Johns, melancholy in Sig- 
nior Benedickesface | 

Beat, Withagood legge, anda goottfootunckle, and 
money enoughin hispurie, {uch a man would winne any 


Woman 1n the world, if he could get her good will. 


Leon. By my troth Neece, thou wilt never get thee a 
husband, if thou be ſo ſhrewd of thy tongue. 

Brot. Infaith ſhe's too curſt. | 

Beat. Too curl} 1s morethen curſt, I ſhall lefſen Gods 
ſending that way : for it is ſaid, God ſeads a curſt Cow 

ſhort hornes, but to a Cow too curſt he ſends none. 

Leon, So, by being too curſt, God will {cnd you ng 
hornes. 

Beat. Tuſt, if he ſend me no husband, for the which 
bleſſing, Iam at him upon my knees every morning and 
evening : Lord, I could not endure a husband with a beard 
on his face, I had rather lye inthe wodlien. 

Leona. You may light apon a husband that hath nv 
beard: | | EY 

Bear. What ſhould I doe with him? drefſe him in 
myepparell, and make him my waiting gentlewoman? he 
that hatha beard, is more thena youth : and he that hath 
no beard, isleſſethen a man : and he that 1s more then a 
youth, 1s not for me : and he that islefle then aman,I am 
not for him : therefore I will even take fixepence in ear- 
neſt of the Berrord, and leade his Apes into hell. 

Leou, Well then, goe you into hell. 

Beat. No, but tothe gate, and there will the Devill 
meete melike an old Cuckold with hornes on his head, 
and fay, get youto heaven Beatrice, get you to heaven, 
heere*sno place for you maids, ſo deliver I up my Apes, 
and away to Saint Peter : for the heavens, he ſhewes me 
where the Batchellers ſit, and there live we as merry as 


the day is long. 
Brot. Well neece, I lan be rul'd by your fa- 
ther. 


Beat. Yes faith, it is my coſens duty to make curt- 
fie, and ſay, as itpleaſe you: bur yettor all that coſin,let 
him be a handſome fellow, or cl{e make an other curtſie, 
and ſay, farher, as it pleaſes me. 

Leon, Well neece,l hope to ſee you one day fitted with 
a husband, | 

Beat, Not till God make men of ſome other mettall 


then earth, would it not grieve a woman to be overma- 
ſtred witha peece of valiant duſt? romake account of 
her life to aclod of wayward marle ? no uncle, ile none : 
Adams ſonnes ate my brethren, and truly I hold it a (inne 
ro match in my Kinred, | | 

Leon. Danghter;, remember what I told you, if the 
Prince doe ſolicit you in that kind, you know your an- 
{wer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the muſicke cofin, if you 
be not wood in good time : if the Prince be roo impor- 
tant, tellhim there is meaſure in every thing, and ſo dance 
out the anſwer, for heare me Hero, wooing, wedding,and 
repenting, isasaScotch jigge, a meaſure, and a cinque- 
pace : the firlt faite is hotand haſty like a Scotch jigge 
(and full as fantafticall) the wedding mannerly modeſt, 
(as a meaſure) ful of ſtate and aunchentry,and then comes 
repentance, and with his bad legs rails into the cinque- 


es, 


pace faſter and faſter, till he {inkes into his grave. 
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| Bene. Which 1s one ? 


<M; ach adoe about Nothing, | 


195 


Leonees. Cofin you apprebend paſſing ſhrewdly, 
Beatrice, Thaveagoud eye unckle,I can ſee a Church 
by daylight. 
Hoon The 
rooM<. 


revellers-are entring brother, make good 


Enter Prince, Pedro,( laudio,and Benedickg, and Balthazar, 
or dumbe lohn, Makers with a drum. A 
Pedro. Lady, will you walke about with your friend ? 
Hero. Soyou walke ſoftly, and looke ſweetly, and ſay 

nothing, 1am yours forthe walke, andeſpecially when 1 

walke away . | 
Pedro, With me in your company, 

Here. I may fay ſo when 1 pleaſe. 
Pedro, And when pleaſe you to fay'fo ? 
Hero. When I like your tavour, for God defend the 

Lute ſhould be like the caſe. 

Pedro. My viſor is Poilemonsroofe, within the houſe 
islove. 
Hero. Why then your viſor ſhould bethatcht, 
Pedro, Speake low if you ſpeake Love. 
Bene. Well, I would you did like me. 


many ill qualities. F 
Mar. I fay my prayers aloud. | 
Bexe. I love you the better,the hearers may cry Amen. 
Mar. God match me with a good danccr. 

Batt. Amen, 


dance is done : anſwer Clarke. 

Bal. No more words, the Clarke 1s anſwered. 

Vr[ala. I know you well enough, you are Signior 4#- 
ono. 

fAnth, Ataword,] am not. 

V-ſula. T know you by the wagling of your head. 

Anth. Totell you true, I counterfer him. 

Vrſ#. You could never doc him ſo ill well, unlefe yo: 
were the very man : here's hisdry hand up and done, 
youare he, youare he. 
| ethos. Ata wordTam not. . 
| Pr/ula. Come, come, doe you thinkelI doe not 'kno1y 
you by your excellent wit ? can vertue hideit felfe ? goe 
to, —_ you arc he, graces will appeare, and there's 
an end, ; 

Beat. Will yoa nottell me whotold you ſo? 

Bexe, No, you ſhall pardon me. 

Beat, Nor will you tell me who you are ? 

Bene, Not now. 

Beat. That I was difdainefull, andthat I had my good 
witoutof the hundred merry tales : well, rhis was Signi- 
or Benedicke that ſaid ſo, | 
Bene. What's he? 

I am ſure you know him well enough. 

Bene, Not I, beleve me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene, I pray you what 1s hee 

Beat. Why he is the Princes jeaſter, a very dull foole, 


onely his gift is, in deuifing impoſſible flanders, none 
but Libertines delight in him, and the commendation is 
cot in his wit, but in his villany, for hee both pleaſerh 
men and angers them, and then they laugh at him, and 
beat him; I am ſurc he is in the Fleet, 1 would he had 
boorded me. 

Bene, When I know the Gentleman, Ile tell him what 


you ſay. 


A ———. 


Mar. And 'God keepe himout of my ſight when the 


| Mar. Sowould not I for your owne fake, for I have | 


| 


—_—_— 


— 


© Beat. Doe, doe, heel but breake a compariſon or two 
on me, whichperadventure (not markt, or not laugh'd 
at) ſtrikes him into melancholly, andthen there'sa Par- 
tridge wing ſaved, for the foole willeate no ſupper thar 
night. We muſtfollow the Leaders. 
| Bene, Incvery good thing. | 
Bea. Nay, if they leade to any ill, I will leave them art 
the next turning. Exennr, 
| Atnſcke for the dance. | 
Tohs. Sare my brother is amorcus on Hero, and hath 
withdrawne her father to breake with himabour it : the 
Ladies follow her, and but one viſor remaines. 
Bora, Andthatis (landio, I know him by his bea- 
ring. 
lohn. Are not you ſignior Benedicke ? 
(ar. You know me well, 1 am he. 
Tobn. Signior, you are very neere 'my brother in his 


part of an honeſt man in it, 
(as, How know you he loves her ? 
Tobn. I heard him 1weare his affeRion ; | 
Bora. So did I too,and he ſwore he would marry her 
to night. 
Toby. Come, let usto the banquet. Exit. maner. Clay, 
(as, Thusaniwer I in name of Benediche, 
But heare theſe ill newes with the cares of Claudio : 
'Tiscertaine fo, the Prince wooes for himfſelte : 
Friendſhip is conftant in ail other things, 
Save inthe Oilice and affaires of love ; 
Theretore all hearts in love uſe their owne tongues, 
Let every eye negotiate for it ſclte, 
And truſt no Agent: for beauty isa witch, 
Againſt whoſe charmes, faith mciteth inco blood : 
This isan accident of hourely proofe, 
Which I miſtruſted not. Farewell therefore Hero. 
Enter Ben:aicke. 
Bene. Count Claudio. 
Clan, Yearhe lame. 
Bene, Come, will you goe with me ? 
(lan. Whither ? 
Bene, Even tothe next Willow,about your owne bu- 


land off ? About your necke, like att Viurersebaine? Or 
under your arme, like a Lieurenants ſcarfc ? You muſt 
weare it one way, for the Prince hath gor your Hers, 
Clar. I wiſh him joy of her. 
Bene. Why that's ſpoken like an honeſt Drovier, fo 


—_._—_— 


| 


— 


they ſell Bullockes : but did youthinke the Prince would 
have ſerved you thus ? 

Clax. I pray you leave me. 

Bene. Ho no ! you ſtrike like the blindman, 'twas the 
boy that ſtole your meate, and you'll beatthe poſt. 

(ax. If it will notbe, Ile leave you. Exit, 

Bene. Alaspoore hurt ſoule, now will he creepe into 
ſedges : but that my Lady Beatrice ſhould know me,and 
not know mee: the Princes foole ! Ha 7 It may bel goe 
under thattitle, becauſe 1 am merry : you but fo I am 
apt to doe my ſeclfe wrong :1 am net ſo repated, it is the 
baſe (though bitrer) diſpoſition of Beatrice, that pur's 
the world into her perſon, and ſo gives me out ; well, le 
be revenged as I may. 


Enter the Prance, 
Pedro. Now Signior, where's the Count, did you ſee 
him ? | 


Bex. 


love, he is enamor'd on Hero, I pray you diflwade him | 
from her, ſhe is no cquall for his birth : you may doethe | 


ſinefſe, Count. W hat faſhion will you weare the Gar- 


” 


—_—_ 


— 


Fame, I found him heere as melancholly asa Lodge in a 


| gar 
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| euch adve about nothing. q 


_ 


DD ———_——_ 


Bone. Troth my Lord, I have played the part of Lady 


Warren, I told him,and1 thinke, told him true,that your 
acc had gotthe will of this young Lady, and I offered 
im my company to a willow tree, either to make him a 
, as being forſaken, ortobind himarod, as be- 
worthy to be whipt. 
Pedro. Tobe whipt, what's his fault > _ | 
Bene, The flat tranſgreſſion of a Schoole-boy, who 
being over-joyed with tinding a birds neſt, ſhewes it his 
companion, and he fteales it. 
Pedro. Wilt thou make a truſt, a tranſgreſſion ? the | 
tranſgreſſion isin the ſtealer. + 
Bene. Yer it had not beene amiſſe the rod had beene 
made,and the garland too, for the garland he might have 
worne himſelfe, and the rod he might have beſtowed on 
yop, who (as I take it) have ftolne his birds neſt, 
Pedro, I will but teachrhemto ſings and reſtore them 
tothe awner. 
Bene, If their ſinginganſwer your ſaying, by my faith 
you ſay honeltly. 
Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel{- to you, the 
Gentleman that danſt with her, told her ſhe is awch 
wrong'dby you. | | | 
Bene. O ſhe miſuſde me paſtthe indurance of a blocke: 
an oake but with one greene leafeon it, would have an- 
ſwered her : my very viſor began to aſſume life, and ſcold 
with her : ſhe told mee, not thinking I had beene my 
ſelfe, that I was the Princes Iefſter, and that I was duller 
then a great thaw, hudling jeſt upon jeſt; with ſuch im- 


—_—_——— 


ſ 


poſſible conveiance upon me, that I ſtood like a man ata 
marke, with a whole army ſhooting at me : ſhe ſpeakes 
poynyards, and every word ſtabbes : ifher breath were | 
as terrible as terminations, there were no living neere 
her, ſhe would inte& to the north ſtarre : I would not 
marry her, though ſhe were indowed with all that Adaw 
had left him before hetranſgreſt, ſhe would have made 
Hercnles have tarnd ſpit, yea, and have cleft his club to 
make the fire too : come, talke not of her, you ſhall find 
her the inferna!l Ate in good apparell. I would to God 
ſome ſchoiler would conjure her, for certainely while ſhe 
ishcere, a man may live as quiet 1n hell,as ina ſanftuary, 
and people finne upon purpoſe, becauſe they would goc 


| thither, ſo indeed all diſquier, hozror, and perturbation 


followes her. 


Emter Claudio, and Beatrice, Leonato, Hero, 

Pears. Looke heere ſhe comes. 

Bene. Will your Grace command me any ſervice to 
the worlds end ?I will goe on the ſlighteſt arrand now 
to the Antypodes that yon can deviſe to ſend me on: I 
will fetch you a tooth-picker now from the furtheſt inch 
of Afia : bring you the length of Preſter [ohns foot : fetch. 

ou a haire off the great Chazys beard : doe you any em- 
baſlage to-the Pigmics, ratherthan hold three words 
conference, withthis Harpy : you haveno employment 
for me? | 

Pedro. None, but to defire your good company. 
Bene. O God fir, heeres adiſhT love not, I cannot in- 


dutethis Ladyesrongue. | Exit. 
Pedro; Come Lady, come, you haveloſt the heart of 
Signior Benedickz. 


Beat. Indecd my lord, he lent it me a while; and 1 
gavehimuſe for it, a double heartfor a ſingle one, marry 


| once before he wonne it of me,with falſe dice, therefore 


your Grace may well ſayI have loſt it. 


| 


Rn pn r———y 


Pedro. You have put him downe Lady, you have put | 
1m downe, . 

Beat, So I would not he ſhould doe me, my lord, leſt 
I ſhould preove the mother of fooles: -1 have brought 
Count Claudio, whom you ſent me to ſecke. 

Pedro, Why how now Count, wherefore are you ſad? 

(far. Not {ad tny lord. 

Pearo, How then ?ſicke? 

Claes. Neither, my lord, | 

Bear. The Count is neither fad, nor ficke, nor merry, 
nor well : but civill Count, civill as an Orange,and ſome- 

thing of a jealous complexion. | 

Pedro. Ifaith Lady, I thinke your blazon to be true, 
though I be ſworne, if he bee ſo, his conceit is falle ; 
heere {tandio, T have wooed in thy name, and faire Hers 
1s won, I have broke with her father, and his good will 
obtained, name the day of marriage, and God give thee 
JOY s 

Leons. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my fortunes: his grace hath made the match,and all grace 
ſay, Amen to it, | 

Beat. Speake Count, tis your Qu. | 

Clas. Stlenceis the perfeeſt Herault of joy, I were 
but little happy if I could ſay, how aucb? Lady, as you 
are mine, Iamyours, I give away my ſclfe for you, and 
doat upon the exchange. | 

Beat. Speake coſin, or (if you cannot) ſtop his month 
with a kifle, and let not him ſpeake neither. | 

Fearo. Infaith Lady you have a merry heart. 

Beat. Yeamylord Ithanke it, poore foole it keepes 
on the windy fide of carc, my coſin tells him in his care 
that he is in my heart: 

(las. Ando ſhedoth colin. 

Beat, Good lord for alliance : thus goes every one 
tothe world but I, and I am ſun-burn'd, I may fit in a cor- 
ner and cry, heigh ho for a husband. 

Pedro, Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Feat, T would rather have one of your fathers getting: 
hath your Grace ne're a brother like you ? your father 
gotexcellent husbands, if a maid could come by them. 

Prince, Will you have me? Lady. 

Beat. No, my lord, unleſſe I might have another for 
working-dayes, your Grace istoo coſtly to weareevery 
day : but I beſcech your Grace pardon me, I was borne 
to ſpeake all mirth, and no matter. 

Prince. Your flence moſt offends me, and to be mer- 
ry, beſt becomes you, for out of queftion,you were borne | 
in a merry houre. 

Beat. No ſuremy lord, my mother cryed, but then 
there was a ſtarre danſt, and under that was I borne : co- 
ſins God giveyou joy. 

Sm Necce,will you looketo thoſe things I told:you 
or ? | 

Beat. I cry yoa mercy Vncle,.by your Graces pardon. 

Exit Beatrice, 

Prince, By my trotha pleaſant ſpirited Lady. 

Leon, There's little ofthe melancholy element in her 
my lord, ſheisnever ſad, but when ſne ſleep, and not 
ever fad then :for I have heard my daughter fay,ſhe hath 
often dreamt of unhappineſſe, and wakt her ſelfe with 
laughing. 

Pedre. Shee cannot indure toheare tell ofa husband. 

Leox. O, by no meanes, ſhe mockes all her wooers out 
of ſuite. 

Prince. She werean excellent wife for Benedicke. 


Leona. O lord, my lord,it they were buta weeke » wr 
ried, 


ur 


_—— 
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! maried, they would talke themſelves mad. 

Prince, Count (audio, when meane you to goe'to 

Charch? - | 
7a. Tomorrow my Lord, Time goes on. crutches, 

till Love have all his rites. | | SY 

| Exond. Not till monday, my deare fonne, which. is 

hence ajuſt ſeven night,and a time too briefe toogto have 

all things anſwer mind. | 

Prinze, Come, you ſhake the head at ſo. long a. brea- 
thing, but I warrant thee C/azdvo, the time ſhall not goe 
dally by us, I willin the s#terim, undertake one of Her- 
cules labours, which is,to bring Signior Benedrcke and the 
Lady Beatrice into a mountaine of affetion, thi'one with 
th'other, -1 would faine have it a match, and I doubt not 
but to faſhion it, if you three will but miniſter -ſach afli- 

{tance as I ſhall give. you direftion. 

Leona.- My lord, I am for you, though itcoſt me 'ten 
nights watchings. 

Clan. Andi my lord. 

Prin, And you too gentle Here ? 
Hero. 1 will doe any modeſt oxfice, my lord, to helpe 
my coſin to a good husband, 

Prin. And Benedicke 1s not the unhopefulleſt husband 
that I know : thus farre can Ipraiſe him, he is of a noble 
ſtraine, of approved valour,and confirm'd honeſty. I will 
teach you how to humour your colin, that ſhe ſhall fall 
in love with Beredicke, and I, with yourtwo helpes, will 
ſo pratiſe on Beneaicke, that in deſpight of his quicke 
wit, and his queaſic {tomacke, he ſhall fall in love with 
Beatrice : if we cando? this, (wpid is no longer an Ar- 
cher, his glory ſhall be ours, for weare the onely love- 
gods, goc1n with me,and I will tell you my drift, Exenr. 

| Enter John and Borachio.” 

Toh. Tt is ſo, the Count ( lardio ſhall marry the daugh- 
ter of Leona to, 

Bora. Yea my lord, but I can crofleit. 

Tobn. Any berre, any croſſe, any impediment, will be 
medicinable to me, I am ſicke indifpicaſure ro him, and 
whatſoever comes athwart his affection, ranges evenly 
with mine, how cant thou crofle this marriage ? 

Bor. Not honeſtly my lord, but {o covertly, that no 
diſhoneſty ſhall appcare in me, 

loh. Shew me briefely how. 

Bor, Ithinke I told your loxdſhip a yeere ſince, how 
much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting gentle- 
woman to Hero. : 

John. T remember, 

' Bor, Tcanatany unſeaſonable inſtant of the night; ap- 
point her to looke out at her Ladies chamber window. 

 tohn, What life is in that, to be the death of this mar- 
riage ? - 

Bor, Thepoyſon of that lyes in you to temper, gee 
you tothe Prince your brother,ſparenot to tell him,that 
he hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
Claudio, whole eſtimation doe you mightily hold up,to 2 
contaminated ſtale, ſuch a one as Hero, 

lohn, What proofe ſhall I make of that? 

Bor. Proofe enough; ro miſuſe 'the Prince, to vexe 
(landio,to undoe Hero,and kill Leonato, looke you for a- 
ny other jſlue ? | 
= Onely to deſpight them, I will endeavour any 
tning, | 
Bor, Goethen, find me a meecte houre, to draw 01 
Pedroand the Count (laudio alone, tell them that you 
know that Heroloves me, intend a kind of zeale both 
to the Princeand Claudio(as in a love of: your brothers 


As hulht on purpoſe to grace harmony. 
We'll fit the kid-foxe with a penny worth. 


To flander muſicke any aorethen once, = 


of a maid,that you have diſcover'd rhus: they will ſcarce- 
ly beleevethis without triall : otfer them inſtances which 
ſhall beare no leſſe likelychood, than to ſee me at her 
chamber window, heare me call Mergarer, Hero; heare 
Margaret terme me Clandio, and bring them to ſee this 
the very night before the intended wedding, for in the 
meane time, I will ſo faſhion the matter, that Hero ſhall 
be abſent, and there ſhall appeare ſuch ſeeming truths of 
Heroes diſloyalty, that jealoufie ſhall be call'd aſſurance; 
and allthe preparation oucrchrowne. 

Tohn. Grow this to what adverſeiflue it can, I will put 
it in practiſe : be cunning in the working this, and thy 
fee is athouſand ducates. 

Bor. Bethou conſtant inthe accuſation, and my cun- 
ning ſhallnot ſhame me. - 

Tobn, I will preſcntly goe learne their day of marri- 
age. E xt, 


Enter Benedicke alane. 


| Bene. Boy. 

Boy . Sigitor- 

Bene. Inmy chamber window liesa booke, bring it 
hither to me in the orchard. | 

Boz. I am heere already fir. . . Eavt- 

Bene. I know thar; but I would bave thee hence, and 
hecreagaine, I doe much wonder, that on? man. ſceing 
how much another manis a foole, when he dedicates his 
bebaviours to love, will after he hath laught at ſuch 
ſhallow follies in others, become the argument: of his 
owne {corne, by falling inloveand ſuch a man 18 Claudio, 
I have knowne when there was no muficke with him but 
the drum and the fife, and now bad he rather heare the 
taber and the pipe : I have knowne when he would have 
walkt ten mile a foot, to {ce a good armor,and now will 
he lye ten nights awake carving the faſhion of a new dub- 
lct :he was wont to {peake plaine,and ro the purpole(like 
an honeſt man and a ſouldier) and now 1s he turn d ortho- 
graphy, his words are very fanta{licall banquer, jult ſo 
many ſtrange diſhes: may 1 be ſo converred,and fee with 
theſeeyes? I cannot tell; I thinke nor ; I wiil not bee 
ſworne, but love may transforme metoan oylier,but Ie 
take my oath on it, till he have made an oylter of me, he 
ſhallnever make me ſuch a foo!e : one woman is faire;yet 
Iam well : another is wiſe, yet Tam well: another verru- 
ous, yetT am well: butrill all graces be in one woman, 
one woman ſhall not come in my grace : rich ſhe ſhall 
be, that*scertaine : wiſe, or Ile none ; vertuous, or Ile 
never cheapen ker: faire,or Ile never looke on her:milde, 
or come not neere me : Noble, or not foran Angell : of 
good diſcourſe : an excellent Muſitian, and her haire ſhall 
be of what colour it pleaſe God , hah! the Prince and 
Monſieur Love, -I will hide me inthe Arbor. 


Enter Prince, Leonato, (landio, and I acke WVil{on, 
Princ.  Coine,ſhall we heare this muſicke ® _ 
Clad. Yea my good lord : how ttillthe evening 1s, 


+ SEDMP 
Pris, See you where Benedicke hath hid himlelfe ? 
Clan. O very well my lord : the muſicke ended, 


Frizc. Come Balthazar, we'll heare that ſong agame. 
Balth. O good my lord, taxe not ſobad a voyce, 


1 


A. 4 


honor who hath made this match) and his friends repu- | 
tation, whos thuslike to be coſen'd with the ſemblance 


5 Prince. | 
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Much ade about nothing. a 


LE” ea 


{-: Princte/ It is the witneſle (till of excellency, 
"To puta ſtrange face on his owne perfeRtion, 
. I pray thee ſing,.and let me wooe no more. _ 


Bakh, Becauſe youtalkeof wooing, I will fing, 


| Since many a wooerdoth commence his ſhit, 
| Toberhe thinkes not worthy, yet he wooes, 


Yet will be ſweare he loves, 
Prinze. Nay pray thee come, 


| Orifcthou wilt hold longer argument, 
; Dae in notes. 
|. - Bath. Nate this before my notes, 
There's not anote of mine that's worth the noting; 


Prince. Why theſe are very crotchets that he ipeakes, 
Note notes forſooth, 'and nothing. 
Bene; Now divine ayre, now 15 bis ſoule raviſht, is it 
env" ea ſheepes guts ſhould hale ſovles out of 
mens bodies ? well, a horne for my mency when all's 


| done. 


The $ ng: 
Sigh no more Ladies, figh 0 more; 


Men were deceivers ever, 

. One foote in Sea, and one on ſhore, 
To onething confFant never: 
Then figh not ſo, but let them got, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all yours ſounds of woe, 
Into bey nony, nony. 


Sing no more ditties, ſing no more , 

Of dumps ſo aull and beavy, . 
T he frandof men were ever ſo, 

Smce ſummer firſt was leavy, 

T hew ſigh not ſo,c. 


. Prince, By mytroth a good ſong. 

Batlth. An1 an ill ſinger, wy lord: * 

Prince, Ha, no, no, faith, thou ſingft well enough for 
a ſhift. 

Bene. And he had beene adog that ſhould have how!'d 
thus, they would have hang'd him, and I pray God his 
bad voyce bode no miſchicte, I had as leite have heard 
the night-raven, come what plague could have come afe 
ter It. 

Prince. Yea marry, doſt thou heare Balthazsr? I pray 
thee getus ſome excellent mulick : for tomorrow night 
we would have it atthe Lady Heroes chamber window. 

Balth. The beſt I can my lord, Exit Balthazar. 

Prince, Poe ſo, farewell. Come hither Leonato, what 
was it you told me of to day, that your Niece Beatrice 
was inlove with Signior Benedicke? 

O1, ſtalke on, {talke on, the foule ſits, I did ne- 
ver thinke that Lady would baveloved any man. 

Leon, No, nor I neither, but moſt wonderfull, that ſhe 
ſhould ſodote on Signior Benedicke, whom ſhe hath in 
all outward behaviours ſeemed ever to abhorre. 

Bene. Is poſſible ? firs the windin that corner? 

Leer. By my troth my lord , 1 cannot tell what to 
thinke of it, bur that ſhe loves him with an inraged affc- 
Rion, it is paſt the infiniteof thought. | 

Prince. May be ſhe doth but counterfeit. 

Claxd. Faithlike cnough. 

Len. O'God ! counterfeit ? there was never counter- 
feit ofpaſſion, came ſo necre the life of paſſion as ſhe dil- 
coverSIt. 


— 


| 


a. 


Pronce., Why whateffeRs of paſſion ſhewes'the 2? 
-'Claxd, Bait thehooke well, the.fiſh will bite. + 

Leon. Whateffe&ts my lord? ſhe will {it you, you 
heard my daughter tell you how. | 

(aud. She did indetd. | 

Frin. How, how I pray you? you amaze me, I would 
have thought her ſpirit had beene invincible againk all 
aſſaults of affection. 


. Zee. T would have ſworteithad; my lord,! eſpecially 


againſt Bexediche. | 

Bene. I ſhould thinke thisa gulls butthat the white- 
bearded fellow ſpeakes it ; knavery cannot ſure hide him- 
{elfe in ſuch reverence. 

Cland. He hathtaneth'infeQion, hold it up. 

Prince. Hath ſhe tnade her affection 'knowne to Bene- 
aicke? 

Leonato, No,atid ſweares ſhe never will,that's her tor- 
ment. . 

Clad. 'Tis true indecd,ſfo your daughter ſayes : ſhall 
1,fayes ſhe,that have ſo oft encountred him with ſcorne, 
write to himthat I love him ? 

Leo This fayes ſhee now when the is beginning to 


| write to him,for ſhee'll be up twenty times a night, and 


there will ſhe ſit in her ſmocke, till ſhe have writ a ſheet 
of paper : my daughter tells us all. 

Cla, Now you talke of a ſheet of paper, I remember 
a pretry jeſt yourdauehter teld us of. 

Zcon. O when the had writ it, and was readipg itever, 
ſhe found Bexedicke and Beatrice betwecne the ſheete. 

Clax, That. 

Leon, O ſhetorethelctter intoa thouſand halfpence, 


| raild at her ſelfe, that ſhe ſhoujd be ſo immodeſtto write, 
to one that ſhe knew would flout her: I meaſure him, | 


layes ſhe, by my owne ſpirit, for I ſhould flout him if he 
writto me, yeathough I love him, 1 ſhould. 


Clax. Thendowneupon her knees ſhe ifalls, weepes, | 


ſobs, beats her heart, teares her hayre, prayes,curſes, O 
ſweet Benedicks, God give mepatience. 

Leon, She doth indeed; my daughter ſayes ſo, andthe 
extaſfie hath ſo much overborne her, that my daughter is 
ſometime afeard ſhe will doea deſperate cut-rage to her 
ſelfe, it is very ttue. —_ 

Princ. It were good that Benedicke knew of it by ſome 


] other, if ſhe will not diſcoyer it. 


(ax. To what end ? he would but make a ſport of it, 
and tormentthe poore Lady worſe. X 

Prin, And he ſhould, it werxean almes to hang him, 
ſhe's an excellent ſweet Lady, and (out of all ſuſpirion,) 
ſhes vertuous. 

Clas. And ſhe is exceeding wile, 

Prin, Inevery thing, butin loving Beredicke. 

Leow. O mylord, wiſedome and bloud combating in 
ſo render a body, we haveten proofes to one, that bloud 
hath the viRory, I amſory for her, as I have juſt cauſc; 
being her Vncle,and her Guatdian. 

Prince. I would ſhe had beſtowed this dotage on me, 
I would have daft all other reſpeRts, and made her halfe 
my felfe : I pray you tell Bemeaicke of it,and heare what 
he will ſay- 

Leon. Were it goodthinke you? | 

Ca. Herothinkes ſurely ſhe will dyc,for ſhe ayes ſhe 


will dye, if he lovehernot, and ſhe will dye ere ſhee } 
' make her love knowne, and ſhe will dye if he wooe her, 


rather than ſhe will bate one oreath of her accuſtomed 
crofſencſſe. Fi ie} 
Prin. She doth well, if ſhe ſhould make tender of her 
love, 
| 
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lous, tis very poſſible hel ſcorn it,for the man(as you 
know all)hath a contemptible ſpirit. 
an. He 1s a very proper man. BEE 
Prin. He hath indecda good outward happines. 
Clan. * Fore God,and in my minde very wiſe. 
Prm; He doth indeed ſhew ſome ſparkesthat are like 


pep 9 And I take him tobe valiant: : 

Prin. As Heflor, I aflure you, and in the managing of 
| quarrels you may {ce he is wite , for cither hee auoydes 
them with great diſcretion , or vndertakes them with a 
| Chriſtian-like fteare» 


peacezif-hee breake the peacc , hee ought to enter into a 
quarrell with feare and trembling. 
Prix. And 1o will he doe, for the man doth fear God, 
' kowloever it ſeemes notin him , by ſome large icaſts he 
will make' : well, I am ſorry for your niece , ſhall we go 
lee Benedicke, and tell him of her louc? | 
{ - {aud Neuer tell him, my Lord, let her weare it out 
| with good counſell. | 
Leon. Nay that's impoſſible, ſhe may weare her heart 
out firſt. 

Prin.” Well, we will heare further of it by your daughe 
ther, let it coole the while. Iloue Benedicke well , and I 
could with he would modeſtly examine himſelfe;to {ce 
how much he is vaworthy to haue ſo good a Lady. 
| Lov. My Lord, will you walke?dinner is ready. 
| (tas. If hedo not doat on her vpon this, I will never 
truſt my expectation. {ik 

Prin. Let there be the ſame Net ſpread for her,and that 
muſt your daughter and her gentlewoman carry: the 
ſport will be, when they hold onean opinion of anothers 
| dotage,and no ſuch matter,that's the Scene that I would 
ſee, which will be meercly adumbe ſhew:let vs ſend her 
to call him into dinner. Exean:. 

Bene. This can be no tricke, the conference was ſadly 
borne,they haue the truch of this trom Here,they ſecme 
to pitie the Lady : it ſecmes her affections have the Full 
bent : love me? why it mult be requited : I heare hoyy I 
{ am cenſur'd, they {ay I will beare my ſelfe proudly , if I 
perceiue'the love come'trom her : they ſay too,that ſhe 
will rather die than giueany ſigne of affetion;I did ne- 
ver thinke'to marry ,1 mult not ſeeme proud, happy are 
they that heare their detraRtions , and can put them to 
mending : they fay the Lady is faire ,'tis a truth, I can 
bearethem witneſle ; and vertuous,tis ſo, I cannot re- 
prooue it, and wiſe, but for louing mezby my troth-it is 
noaddition to her witte, nor no great argument of her 
folly;for wil be horribly in love with her, I may chance 
haue ſome odde quirkes' and remaines of witte broken 
on me , 'becauſc Lhaue rail'd ſo long againit marriage; 
but doth not the appetite alter?a man loves the meat in 
his youth, that he cannot indure in his age. Shall quips 
and ſentences, and theſe paper bullets of the braineawe 
a man from the careere of his humour ? No, the world 
| muſt be peopled. When ſaid I woulddie a batchelcr,I' 
didnot think I ſhould line till I were maried:here comes 
| Bearricetby this day, ſhee's a faire Lady;F'doe ſpite fome 
markes gf loue in her. 


Enter Beatrice, 
Beat. Againſt my will Iarn {cnt to bid yon comie'in to 


&ene. Faire Beatrice, T thanke you for your paines. 


Leow. If hee doe feare God, a muſt neceſlarily keepe | 


Beat, Itooke no more paines for tlioſe tharikes; then | 
you take paines to thanke-me 


would not haue come. 

Bene. You take 

| Beax. Yeajuſt ſo muchas 

point, and choakea daw wi 
{igntor, fare you well. 

Bene. 


of her I ama villaine, 
will go get her piture, 


* 
- 


it had beene painctull ; 


pleaſure then in the meſſage, - | 
you may take upona-knives | 
thall ; you have no ſtomacke | 


Ha, againſt my will I am ſent to bid you 
in to dinner : there's a double meaning in that : I tooke 
no more paines for thoſe thankesthen | 
to thanke me, that's as much as to ſa 

take for you is as caſie as thankes : i 


you tooke paines 
any paints that I 
I do not take pitty 
if I do not love her Iam a lew, I 


EE A. 


| 


« 


Exh, 
come 


hy m— 


Exit. 


Q—————_ 


eA tus T ertins. 


Emter Hero and two Gentlemen, Margaret,anid Urſula, | 


Hero, Good CAeargaret runne thee to the parlour, 


There ſhale thou finde my Colin Bearrice, 
Propoling with the Prince and (ewdio, 
W hiſper her care, and tell ber I and Ur(uls 


Walke in the Orchard, and our whole diſcourſe 


Is all of her, ſay thatthou over-heardit vs, 
And bid her ſteale into the-pleached bower, 
W herc hony-ſucklesripencd by the ſanne, 
Forbid the ſunne ro enter : like favourites, 


Made proud by Princes; that aduance their pride, 
Againſt that power that bred it, there will ſhe hide her; 


To liſten to ourpurpoſe, this isthy office, 
Beare thee well 1n it, and leave us alone: 


CMarg. Ile make her come I warrant preſently, Exit, | 
Hero. Now V+ſala, when Beatrice doth come, 


As we do trace thisalley up and downe, 
Our tatke muſt onely be of Bexedicke, 


' When I doname him, ler it bethy part, 


To praiſe him morethen ener Man did merit; 


My talke to thee muſt be how Zenedithe 
Is ſicke in love with Beatrice : of this matter, 


Is little Capsds crafty arrow made, 
That onely wounds by heare-ſay:now begin, 


-  Etter 
For looke where Beat 


caIviICE 


ea Lapwing runs 
Cloſe by the ground, to heare our conference. - * 
Vr/. The pleaſant'ft angling is-to ſec the fiſk - 


Cut with her goldenores the ſiluer ſtreame, 
And greedily devovrethe treacherous baite: 
So angle we for Beatrice, who even now, 
Is couched in the wood-binecoverture, 


is 


Her. Then go we neare herthart 


| Feare you not my pare of the Dialogue. 
her care 


loſe 


Of the falſe ſweetebaite that we lay for it: 
No trucly Frſ#/s,ſhe is roo diſdainfall, 


I know her ſpirits arcas coy and witde, 


As Haggerds of the rocke: 
Ur/ula. But are yon ture, 


Thar Benedicke loves Beatrice 


Her. So fates the Princeand/my'new t 
V+(: Anddid they bid'you'tell-her of ir;Madatn® 
Her: They did intreate me toatquainther: of it; 


ſointitcly? 


cotlied:Lord- 


Bur I perſwaded chemyif 7” LaHAsn 


nothing, 


| 


. 
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eAFach atloe about nothing. 


_ 


To wiſh him wraftle with affection; 
Apd never-tolet Beatrice know of it. 
|. Pr/aia. Why did you fo, doth notthe Gentleman 
Deſerve as full as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Beatrice ſhall couch upon? | 
'. Hero. O God of love! I know he doth deſerve, 
' Asmuch as may beyeelded to a man; 
'Bur nature never fram'd a womans heart, 
: Of prowder ſtuffe then that of Beatrice : | 
: Diſdaine and Scorne ride ſparkling in her eye, * 
Miſ - prizing what they looke on, and her wit 
Values it ſelte ſo highly,that to her 
All matter elſe ſeemes weake:ſhe cannot love, 
Nor take no ſhape nor proictt of affection; 
Shee is ſo {elfe indeared. 
V/ſula. Sure I thinke ſo, 
And therefore cerrainely it were not good 
She knew his loue, leſt ſhe make ſport at it, 

Hero, Why you ſpeake truth, Inever yet ſaw man; 
How wiſe;how noble, yong, how rarely featur'd, 
But ſhe would ſpell him backward: if faire fac'd, 
She would ſweare the gentleman ſhould be her ſiſter: 
If blacke, why Nature drawing of an anticke, 

Made afoule blot : if tall, a launcel-headed: 

If low,an agot very vildlie cut: _ 

If ſpeaking,why a vane blowne with all windes, 

If falent, why a blocke-moved with none. 

So turnes ſhe every man the wrong fide out, 

And never givesto Truth and Vertue,that 

Which ſimplenefſe and merit purchaſeth. 
Urſz.Sure, ſure,ſuch carping is not commendable. 
Hero, No, not to be ſo -odde; and from all faſhions, 

As Beatrice is,cannot be commendable 

But who'dare tell her ſo ?.if I ſhould ſpeake, | 

She would mocke me'intoayre,O ſhe would laugh me 

Out of my ſelfc,preſſe me to death with wit. 

| Therefore let Bencaicke like couered fire, 

Conſume away in fighes, waſte inwardly: 

It were a bitter death,to dic with mockes, 

Which is as bad as die with tickling; 
V+ſ#, Yet tell her of itheare what ſhe will fay. 
Here. No,rather I'will goe to Benedicke, 

And counſfaile him to fight againſt his paſſion, 

And truly Ile deviſeſome honeſt {landers, | 

To ſtaine my cofin with, one doth nat know, 

How muchan:ill word may impoiſonliking. 
Urſiz. O doe not do yeur colinſych a wrong, 

She cannot be ſo muck without truegudgement; - - 

Having ſo ſwift and excellent a wit: !- | 

As ſhe is priſde to havezas to refuſe _ 

So rare a Gentleman as ſignior Benedicke. 

Hero. He isthe oncly:nianof Italy, 

Alwaies excepted, my deare Clandio::.. * hot 

Vrſ#.T pray yowbe-not angry with me;Madame,. - 
Speaking my fancy: Signior Benedicke, Ts 
Far ſhape, for bearing-argument and valour; 

Goes formoſt in report through Italy; - - {43160 

Here. Indecd he hath anexcellent good name. - 

| Y+ſs. His excellence did carne iterehe had it:  - 
| Whenar&you married Madame?z. ;); . » 
Hero. Why every day to morrow,come goc in, - 


Ile ſhew thee ſome attires, and have thy counſel; . - 


Whickis the beſt to furniſh meto morrow.- 
 FrſaShee'stane I warrantyou, | 

We have caught her e291; x 

Hero, If it prove ſo,then loving gocs by haps, 


—— 


Some (pidkills with arrowes, ſome with traps: Zxþ, 
Beat. W hat fire is in mine earegcan this be true? 

StandI condemn'd for. pride and ſcorne ſo much? 

Contempr, farewell,and maiden pride , adew, 

No glory lives behinde the backe of ſuch. 

And Benedickg,love on, I will requite thee, 

Taming my wilde heart to thy loving hand: 

If thou doft love, my kindeneſle ſhall incite thee 

To binge our loves up ina holy band. 

For others ſay thou doſt deſerve,and I 

Belecye it better then reportingly, Exit, 


Emer Princi, Clandio;Benedicke,and Leonato. 

Prince.1 do but ſtay till your marriage be conſummate, 
and then go I toward Arragon. _ | 
. Citax; Ne bring you thither my Lord , if you'l youch- 
ſafe me, | 

Prin. Nay, that would be as great a ſoyle inthe new 
gloſſe of your marriage, as to fſhew a childe his new coat 
and forbid him to weare it ; I will onely bee bold with 
Benedicke tor his companie ; for from the crowne of his 
head,to the ſole of his foot, he 1s all mirth,he hath twice 
or thrice cut Cwpids bow-ſtring , and the little hang-man 
dare not ſhoot athim, he hath a heart as ſoundasa bell, | #* 
and his tongue is the clapper, for what his heart thinkeg, | 7 
his tongue ſpeakes: ” 

Zene; Gallants, Iam not as I have bin. 

Lee. So ſay I; methinkes youare ſadde 

Clan. I hope he be in love. 

Prin, Hang him truant 
in himto be truly toucht with [0 
money: 

Bene. I have the tooth-ach: 
Prin. Draw it. 
Bene. Hang it. | 

(tax. You muſt hang it firſt,and draw it afterwards. 

Prin. W hat ? ſighfor the tooth-ach- 

Leox. W here is but a humour or a worme. 

Bene. Well, every one cannot mailter a griefe,but hee 
that has it. | "are | 

Clan: Yet ſay Ihe is in loves: 

Prin. There 1s noappearance of fancie in him , unleſle 
it bea fancy that he hath to ſtrange diſguiſes ,as to beea 
Dutchman to day,a Frenchihan to-morrow ; unleſſe hee 
have.a fancy to this foolery,as it appeares hee hath , hee 
no foole for fancy, as you would have it to appcare 

e his- | h 

(tar. If he benot in love with ſome woman , there 1s 
no beleeving old-ſignes , a bruſhes his hat amornings; 
What ſhould that. bode? _ | 

Prin. Hath any.man ſcene hum art the Barbers? 
-{laws Noygbut the Barbers man hath beene ſeen with 
him. z:and the old ,ornament of his cheeke hath. alreadic 
ſtuft-tennis balls. | IF 

. Leon, Indeedhe looks yorger then he did, by the loſſe 
of abeard-  -: - - 

. - Prin, Nay a tubs himſclfe with Cjuit , can you fine1l 
bim out by that? | 

Clay. That's as muchas tofay, the ſweet youth's in 
love. 

Prin. The greateſt note of iris his melancholy. 

Clas, And when was he wontto waſh his face? 
Prin. Yea,or to paint himlelfe ? for the which I heare 
what they ſay, of him- OR WIAT, 
Ces. Nay, but his jeſting ſpirit, which is now crept 
into lute-ſtcing,and now govern'd by ſtops, 


re's no trye drop of bloud | 
fa he wants as 


Print. | 


TY 
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Much adoe about Nothing. 


- »= 


he is tn love- IT 165 
{lax Nay, but I know who loves him. 


Prin, That would I know too, I warrit one that knows 
him not. 
; Clas. Yes,and 
dies for him. ' ; 
Prin. Shee ſhall be buried: with her face upwards. 
Bene. Yet is this no charme for the tooth-ake, old ſig- 
nior , walke aſide with mee, I have ſtudied eightor nine 
wiſe words to ſpeake to you; which theſe hobby-horſes 
muſt not heare- Wo 
Prin. For my life to breake with him about Beatrice. 
Clan. Tis even ſo, Heroand CHargwet have by this 
played their parts with Bedtrice,and then the two Beates 
will not bite one another when they meete, 


his ill conditions,and in deſpight of all; 


Enter Iohn the Baſtard. 

Baff. My Lord and brother, God ſave you. 

Prin. Good den brother, 

Baft. If your lciſure ſerv'd, I would ſpeake with you, 

Prin. ln private? 

Baft. 1t it pleaſe you , yet Count Clawadzo may heare, 
for what I would ipeake of, concernes him. 

Prin. What's the matter? 

Baſts. Meanes your Lordſhip to be married to mor 

row? | 
Prin. You know he does. 
Faſi, I know not that when he knowes what I know. 
Claw. If there be any impediment , I pray you diſco- 
yer 1t+ T 
Baft. You may thinke 1 love you not, let that appeare 
hereacfter, & ayme better at me by that I now wiil ma- 
nifeſt, for my brother(I thinke,he holds you well,and in 
deareneſſe of heart ) hath holpe to effect your enſuing 
marriage:ſurely tute 11; ſpent,and labour ill beſtowed, 
Prin. Why, what's the matter? 

Baſt. I came hither to tell you, and circumſtances 
ſhortned ,( for ſhe hath beene too long a talking of) the 
Lady is diſloyall. 

(ew. Who! Hero? 
Baſt. Even thee , Leonators Hero, your Hero,cvery 
mans Hero. 
Clan, Dilloyall? 
Baſt. The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
neſſe, Icould ſay ſhe were worſe, thinke you of a worſe 
title, and I will fit her to it: wonder not till further wars 
rant: goebut with mee to night, you ſhall ſee her cham- 
ber window entred , even the night beforc her wedding 
day, if you love her , then tomorrow wed her : but ir 
would better fir your honour to change your minde. 
Clas, May this be ſo? 
Pris. I will not thinke it. 
Baf!. If you dare not truſt that you ſee , confeſſe not 
that you know : if you will follow mee, I will ſhew you 
enough, and when you have ſcene more, & heard more, 
proceed accordingly. : 
| Claws, If I ſeeany thing to night, why I ſhould not 
marry her to morrow in the congregation, where I ſhold 
wedde, there will I ſhame her. 
Prin, And as I wooed forthee to obtaine her , I will 
Joyne with thee to diſgrace her. 
Ba#t. I will diſparage her no farther , till youare my 
witneſſes , beare it coldly but till night, and lerthe iſſue 
ſhew it ſelte, 


"Fran. Indeed that tels a heavy tale for him:conclude; 


] none of the Princes ſubies. 


_ hay hands on him? TY 
Dog. Truly by your othee you may , but Ithinke they 


(as. O miſchicfe ſtrangely thwarting! : 
Baſt. O plague right well prevented 1 fo will you fay; 
when haveſcenc thefequele. Exennr. 


Enter Dogbery and bis compartner with the watch, 
Dog. Are you good menand true? | 


ſaluation body and ſoule. 2 4 
| Dog. Nay, that werea puniſhment too good for them, 
if they ſhould have any allegiance in them, being-choſen 
for the Princes watch- » . os 4i'3 t3big G8 
Yerg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour Dog» 
Dog. Firſt, who thinke-you-:the moſt defartlefſeman 
tobe Conſtable? 1; ./ - re of fi2 2 PHO! 
Watch. t. Hugh Ote-rake ſir, or George See-coale; for 
they can write and reade. ji | 
Dog. Come hither neighbour Sea-coale , God hath 
bleſt you with a good name: to be 4 wel-tayoured man, 
is thegitt of fortune, but to writeand reade , comes by 
Natur Sx: £f1 4 þ Bt-3 1 
Watch, 2. Both which Maſter Conſtable 
Dog. You have : 1 knew it world bee your anſwere: 
well,for your favour fir, wby give God thankes,& make 
no boaſt of it, and for your writing and reading, Jet that 
appeare when there is no neede of ſuch vanity , you are 
thought hcere to be the molt ſenſlefle and fit man. for the 
Conltable of the watch : therefore beare you the lan- 
thorne : this is your charge : You ſhall comprehend all 
vagram men you ate to bid any man ſtand inthe Prins 
Ces name. | | 
Watch. 2. How if a will not ſtand? | 
Dog. Why then take no note of him, but ler him go, 
and preſently call the reſt of the Watch together , and 
thanke God you are riddeofa knave. | 
Uerg. If he wiil not ſtand when he is biddes, hee is 


Dog. True , and they are to meddle with none but 
the Princes ſubjects : you ſhall allo make no noiſe inthe 
{treetes : for, for the Watch ro babble and talke, is moſt 
tollerable, and not to be indured- 

Watch. We will rather ſleepe than talke , wee know 
what belongs toa Watch. | 

Dog. Why you ſpeake like an ancient and moſt quiet 
watchman,for I cannot ſee how: {leeping ſhould oftend: 
only have a care that your bills be not ſtolne : well, you 
are to call at all the Alehouſes , and bid them that are 
drunke get them to bed. | | 

Watch. How if they will not? | 

Dog. Why then let them alone till they are ſober, if 
they make you not then the berter aniwere,you may fay, 
they are notthe men you tooke them for. | 

Watch. Well ſir. | 

Deg. If you meet a theefe, you may ſuſpeR him , by 
vertue of your office, to be no true man : and: for ſuch 
kinde of men, the letle you meddle or make wi.h them, 
why the more is for your honelty. [227 9% 

Watch. if wee know him to be a thiefe, ſhalt wee not 


- 


that tuuch pitch wilt be defil'd : the moſt peaceable way 
for you ,if you do take a theefe,is,to ct him ſhew him- 
ſelfe what he is;and ſteale out of your company. . - 
Ver. You have bin al:yaics cal'd a mercifull ma parrner: 
Dog. Iruely 1 wouid not hang a dog by my will,much 


Prin. O day untowardly turned? | 


fr II 
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Uerg. Yea; orell(e it were pitty but they ſhould ſuffer | 


_— 
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& Uerges. If 5a edclild crie tithe night;you muſt 
call tothe nurſe, and bid her ill it.» 


.- #atsh. How if the nurſe be aſleepe'and-will notheare 


4 us? F, 
- Dop:**W hy, then depart in peace , and let the childe 
| ——_—_ 


with crying:, for the ewe that will not-heare 
her Lambe when itbacs, will never anſwer acalte when 
he bleates. | | 
Ferges: 'Tis very true. be oy aol yth7 
= /Deg-;This is the end of the charge : you conſtable are 
to preſent the Princes owne perſon , if you mecte the 
Princeinthe night,you-may Raic him. | 
Ferges. Nay birlady that I thinke a cannot. | | 
Dog.” Five ſhillings to one on't with any man that 


| knowes the Statutes, he may ſtaie him, marry not with- 


out the prince be willing, for indeed the watch ought to 


offend no man . and it is an offence to ſtay a man againſt 


his wall.) ; 4422 57 Ss 
Ferges:Birlady I thinke it beſo. | 
Dog. Ha,ah ha,well maiſters good night, and there be 
any matter of weight chances,call-up me,keepe your fel- 


lowes counſailes,and-your:owne, and good night, come 


\ neighbour. ' | 


. Watch. Well maiſters , we heare our charge, let us go 
= here upon the Church bench till rwo, and then all.to 


Dog.. One word more, honeſt neighbors. I pray you 
watchabout ſignior Leoxatoes doore,for the wedding be- 
ing there to morrow , there is a great coile to night, a- 
Glewbe vigilant 1 beſeech you.- - Eeant. 

: | Enter berathio and( onrade. 

Bor.'W hat,( onrade? | 

Watch. Peace,ſtir not: 

Por. ( onrade | ſay, 

Con. Here man, Iam q* thy elbow. 


Bor. Mas and my elboxy itch, I thought there would 


| a ſcabbe follow, | 
(or. TI will owe thee an anſyere for that,and now for- 


ward with thy tale. 


Boy. Stand thee cloſe then under this penthouſe, for it - 


drifſels raine,and I will,likea true drunkard , utter all to 
thee. | 

Watch. Some treaſon mailters, yet ſtand cloſe. | 

Bor. Thercfore know , I have earned of Don lohn a 

thouſand Ducates. | 

Con. Is it poſſible that any villanie ſhould be ſo deare? 

Boy. Thou ſhould'ſt rather aske if it were poſlible any 
villanie ſhould bee ſo rich ? for when rich villains have 
neede of poore ones , poore ones may make what price 
they wlll. 

on. I wonder at it. | 

Bor, That ſhewesthou art unconfirm'd, thou knoweſt 
that the faſhion of a doublet, or a hat,or a cloake , is no- 
thing to a man. 

+ Con. Yes, it is apparell. 

Boy. T meane the faſhion. 

Con. Yes the faſhion is the faſhion. 

Bor. Tuſh, I may as well aythe foole's the foole , but 
ſeeſt thou not what a deformed theefe thisfaſhion 1s? 

Watch. 1 know thatdeformed, a has bin a vile theefe, 


| this vii. yeates,a goes up and downe like a gentle-man:1 


remember his name. | 

Zor. Did'ſ{t thou not heare ſome body? 

Con. No, *twas the vane on the houſe. | 

Bor. Seeſt thou not ( I fay ) what a deformed thiefe 
this faſhion is , how giddily a turnes abourtall the Hot- 


Aid —_ 
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blouds, betweene fouretcene &fiue & thirty; ſometime, 
faſhioning them like Pharves ſouldiours in the rechis 
painting, lometime lik god Bels prieſts in the old Church 
window,{omtime like the ſhaven Herenles in the {mircht 
worm-eaten tapelſtrie , where his cod-pecce ſecmes ag 
maſlie as his club. | 

Cox. All this1 ſee;and ſee that the faſhion weares our 
moreapparell then the man ; but art not thou thy ſelfe 


giddic with the faſhion too that thou haſt ſhifted out of | | 


thy tale into telling me of the faſhion? 

Bor, Not ſoneither, but know that I have to night 
woocd argaret theLady Heroes gentic-woman , by the 
name of Hers,ſhe leanes me out at her -miftris chamber. 
window,bids me a thouſand times good night:I tell this 


tale vildly. Tſhould firſt tell thee how the Prince Claw. |! 


dio and my Maiſter planted,and placed , and poſſeſſed by 
my Maiſter Dos Jobs , ſaw a far off in the Orchard this 
amiable incounter. 

Cov. And thought thy Margaret was Hero? 

Bor. Two of them did,the Prince and Clawdis,but the 
divell my Maiſter knew ſhe was Margarer,and partly by 


his eathes, which firſt poſſeſt them , partly by the darke | 
night which did deceive them, but chicfely,by my villa. | © 
me, which did confirme any ſlander that Dor lon had | 7 
made , away went Claudio enraged, ſwore hee would | Þ 


meete her as he was apointed next morning at the Tem- 
plce,and there, before the whole congregation ſhame her 
with what he ſaw o're night , and ſend her home againe 
without a husband. 

Watch. 1. We charge you in the Princes name ſtand. 

Watch, 2. Call up the right maiſter Conſtable, we have 

here recouered the moſt dangerous peece of lechery,that 
ever was knowne in the Common-wealth. 

 Watch.1. And one Deformcd is one of them,T know 

him, a wearesa locke. 

Con, Mailters, maiſters. | 

Watch.2. Youle be made bring deformed forth I war- 
rant you, þ | 

Con. Maiſters,never ſpeake , we charge you, let us o- 
bey you to go with us. 
Bor. We are like to prove a goodly commodity,being 
taken up of theſe mens bils. 
Cox. A commodity in queſtionT warrant you,come 
weele obey you. Excnnt, 
Enter Hero and Margaret,and Urſula. . 

Hero: Good Urſuls wake my cofin Beatrice, and defire 
her to riſe. | 

Urſ#. I will Lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Urſ. Well: 

Mar. Troth I thinke your other rebato were better. 

Bero. No pray thee good Meg, lle weare this. 

Aar. By my troth's not ſo good , and I warrant your 
coſin will {ay fo- 

Bero. My cofin's a foole , arid thou art another , ile 
weare none but this: 

Mar. like the new tire within excellently,if the haire 
were a thought bruwner: and your gown's a moſt rare 
faſhion yfaith , I ſaw the Dutcheſlſe of HUaizes gowne 
that they praiſe ſo. x | 

Bero. O that exceedesthey ſay, 

Car. By my troth's but a night-gowne in reſpedt of 
yours,cloth a gold and cuts,and lac'd withfilver,ſet with 
pearles,downe ſleeves, ſide ſleeves, and skirts,round un- 
derborn witha blewiſh tinſel,but for a fine queint gracc- 
fulland excellent faſhion, yours is worth ten on't. 

Ec Bero. God 
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Hero, God give mee joy to were it, for my heart 1 
a " o V N | 
os Fol be heavier ſoone, by the waight ofa 

Alt. 
F Hero. Fie upon thee, art not aſham' d? | 4 
Marge. Of what Lady ? of ſpeaking honourably ? 18 
not marriage honourable in a beggar? is not your Lord 
honourable withoat marriage > I thinke you would have 
me {ay, ſaving your reverencea husband : and bad thin- 
king do not wrelt trueſpeaking , Ile offend no body , 15 
| there any harme in the heavier for a husband ? none [ 
thinke, and it be the right husband, and the right wite, 
| otherwiſe'tis light and not heavy,aske my Lady Beatrice 

elſe, here ſhe comes. - SR 


- Enter Batrice. 
| Here. Good marrow Coze. 
Li Bear. Good mocrow ſweet Hers. © 
£1 Hero, Why how now? do you ſpeake in the fick tune? 
Ei Beat. Tam out of all other tune, me thinkes. - 


j Afar. Claps into Light a love , (that gocs withouta 
kurden,) do you ſing it and Ile dance 1t. ; 

p Bear. Ye light alove with your heeles ,then if your 

2H husband have ſtables enough , you'll looke he ſhall lacke 

no barnes.. 

uf my hceles. ; 

ready,by my troth I am exceeding ul, hey ho. 

Mar. For a hauke,a horſe,or a husband? 

Beat. For the letter that begins themall,H, 

Mar. Well , and you be not turn'd Turke, there's no. 
more failing by the ſtarre. 

Feat, What meanes the foole trow? . 

, Mar. Nothing I, but God ſend every one their hearts 
clire. 
Hero, Theſe gloves the Count ſent mec, they arc an 
| excellent perfume. 

Beat. I am ſtuft cofin, I cannot {mell. 

_ A maid and ſtuft! there's goodly catching of 
colde. | 

Beat. O God helpe mc, God helpe me, how long have 
you profeſt apprehenſion? F 

Mar. Ever ſince youlcft it, doth not my wit become 
me rarely? Sy 
Beat. It is not ſcene enough, you ſhould weare it in your 
| | cap, by my troth Iam ſickc, | 
| Mar. Get you ſome of this diſtilFd Cardais benedifiu 
and lay it to your heart,it is the onely thing for aqualm. 
Hero, Theere thou prickſt her with a thiſlell. 
Beat. Benediftus , why benediftus ? you have fume mo- 
rall in this benediftns. 

Har. Morall 2 noby my troth, Ihaveno moral] mea- 
ning , I meant plaine holy thiſſell, you may thinke per- 
chance that I thinke you are in love,nay birlady I am not 
ſuch a foole tothinke what I liſt , nor I liſt not to thinke 
what I can,nor indeed I cannot thinke,if 1 would thinke 
my hart out of thinking,that you arein love , or that you 
will be in loye, orthat you can be in love: yet Bawedvcke 
was ſuch another,and now is he become a man,he ſwore 
hee would never marry , and yet now indeſpight of his 
heart he eates his meat withoutgrudging , and how you 
may be converted I know not,but me thinkes you looke 
with your eyes as other women do. 
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Mar. O illegitimiate conſtruction ! I ſcorne that with. 


Beat. *Tis almoſt five a clocke coſin,*tis time you were 


—_ 


Mar. Nota falſe gallop. - 
Emer}: ſula. 


are come to fetch you to Church. 
Vrſwula. 

Emer Leonato, and the Conflable, and the Rehdborongh, 
bour? 

Conf. Dog. Mary fir I would haye ſome confidence 


with you, that decernes you nearcly. 
Leoy. Bricte I pray you; for you ſee itis a buſie time 


| with me. 


 Conft. Dog. Mary this it is fit 
Feaab. Yes intruth it is fir. : 
Leon, What isit my good friends 


matter , an old man fir, and his wits are not {c blunt, as 
God helpe I woulddefire they were, but infach hocit 
as the skin betweene his browes. 

Head. Yes Ithanke God, I amas honeſt asany ian li- 
ving, that is an old man; and no honeſtes the 1. - 


bour Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

Con. Dog, Itpleaſes your worſhip to ſay ſo,but we are 
the pooce Dukes Officers, but rruly for minc owne part, 
if I were as tedious asa King,T could find in my heart to 
beſtow itall of your worſhip. 

: Leon... All thy tediouſneſle on me; ah ? 


(9#. Dog, Yea, and *twere athouſand times more than 


of any mann the City,and though I be but a pocre man,I 
am glad to heare it. | | 
Head. find foam I. 
Leon, I would faine know what you have to ſay. 


worſhips preſence, haye tane a couple of as arrant knaycs 
as any in Meſſina. 

Con. Dog, Agood old man fir, he will be talking as 
they ſay, when the age is in the wit is ont, God Helpe us, 
it isa world to ſee: well ſaid yfaith neighbour Yerger, 
well, GoJ's a good man, and two men ride of horſe, 
one muſt ride behind, an honeit ſoule yfaith fir, by my 
troth he is, as ever broke bread, bur God is to be wor- 
ſhipt, all menarenot alike, alas good neighbour, 

Leoy, Indeed neighbour he comes too ſhort of yous. 
Con. Dog. Gifts that God gives: 

Leon. 1 muſt leave you. ki | 

(on. Dog. One word fir, our watch fir have indeed 


them this morning examined before your worſhip. . 
Leon. Taketheir examination your: ſelfe, and bring it 
me, Iam now in great haſte, as may appeare ihto you. 

C oft; It ſhall be ſujigance. 500975 — Ta 
= Drinke _ ag _— goe : fare you is , 
Ateſſ. My Lord, they ſtay for you to give your dayg 
ter to her husband. © Fay Robes | 
Leon. Ile waituponthem; I am ready. 


- - : 


we are now to examine thoſe men. * © [ 
Yerges. And we mult doe it wiſely. 


Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keepes: 


Dogh, Wee will fpare for no wi 


—— _— 
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7+/#. Madam, with draw, the Prince,the Coun, figs 
mor Benedicke, Don lohs,and all the gallants of the towne 


Hero, Helpe todreſle me good coze,good Heg,good 


comprehended twoaſpitious perſons,and we would have | 


| 


—_— 
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Leonato, What would you with me, honeſt neigh- | 


Con. Dog. Goodman Verges fir ſpeakesa little of the | 


98. Dog. Compariſons are odorous, palabras, neigh | 


——— 


| "tis,for I heare as goodexclamatioa on your Worſhip as | 


Head. Marry fir our watch tonight , excepting your | 


Dogh. Coe good partner, goc get youto Francis See- | 
ry,» him bring hispen and inkehornetothe Gaole: | 


— 


Much adoe about Nothing. 


heere's that ſhall driue ſome of them to.@ non-come, On- 
ly get the learned writer to.fet downe our excommunt- 
cation, and meet me at the Iaile. Exemnt- 


 eAtlus Quartus. 
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Enter Prince, Ballard, Leonato, Frier Claudio, Benedicke, 
' Hero, and Beatrice. 


Leo. Come Frier Francz,be briefe, onely tothe plaine 
forme of marriage, and you ſhall recount their particular 
duties afterwards. ; 
Fran. You come hither,my Lord, to marry this Lady. 
Clan. No. | ? 
. Leo. Tobe maricd to her ; Frier, you come to marrie 
cre | 
Frier, Lady , you come hither to be married to this 
Count. 
Hero. T doe. | ; FO 
Freer, If cither of you know any inward impediment 
why you ſhould notbe conjoyned, I charge you 0n your 
{oules to utter it. | 
Clan. Know you any, Hero? 
Hero. None my Lord: | 
Frier. Know you any,Count? 
Leon. I dare make his anſwer,None- | 
Cas: O what men dare do! what men may do! what 
men daily do! Ry | | 
Bene. How now | interje&tions ? why then,ſome be 
of laughing as ha,ha, he: | | 
Cas. Stand thee by Frier, father,by your leave, 
Will you with free and vnconſtrained foule 
Give me this maid your daughter? 
Leon. As freely ſonne as God did give her me. | 
Clan. And what have I togive you back,whoſe worth 
May counterpoile this rich and precious gift? 
ri. Nothing,unlefle you render her againe. 
Cle. Sweet Prince , you learne me noble thankfulnes: 
There Leonaro, take her backe againe, 
Give not this rotten Orenge to your friend, 
Shee's but the ſ{igne and ſemblance of her honour: 
Behold how like a maid ſhe bluſkes heere! 
O what authority and ſhew of truth 
Can cunning ſinne cover it ſelfe withall! 
Comes not that bloud,as modeſt evidence, 
To witneſle ſimple Vertue ? would you not ſweare 
All you that ſee = that ſhe were a maide, 
By theſe exterior ſhewes ? But ſhe is none: 
She knowes the heat of a luxurious bed: 
Her bluſh is guiltinefſe,not modeſtic. 
Leo. What do you meane,my Lord? 
Clax. Not to be marricd,: 
Not knit my ſoule toan approved wanton. | 
Leon. Deere my Lord,if you tn your owne proofe, 
Have.yanquiſht the reſiſtance of her youth, 
And madcdefeat of her virginity. - .« (her, 
_ Clan. | know what you would ſay:if I have knowne 
You will fay, ſhe did imbracemeaga husband, 
And ſocxtenuate the forehand finne: No Leonato, 
| I never tempted her with ward tao large, 
But as a brother to his ſiſter, ſhewed 
Baſhfull ſincerity and comely loue. 
Here. And ſem'd I ever otherwiſe to you? 
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Cas. Out on thee ſeeming, I will write againſt it, 
Youſeeme to me as Diane in her Orbe, 
As chaſteas is the budde ere it be blowne: 
But you are more intemperate in your blood, 
Than Ven, or thoſe pampred animalls, 
That rage in ſavage ſenſuality. 
Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth ſpeake ſo wide? 
Leon. Sweete Prince,why ſpeake not you? 
Prin. What ſhould I ſpecke? 
I ſtand diſhonour'd that havegoneabour, 
To linke my deare friend to a common ſtale. 
Leon. Arethelſe things ſpoken, or do I bur dreame? 
BaF. Sir, they are ipoken, and theſe things arc true, 
Bene. This loukes not like a nuptiall. 
Hero. True, O God! 
(ax. Leonato, ſtand I here? 
Is this the Prince ? is this the Princes brother? 
Is this face Heroes? are our eyes our owne? 
Leos. All this is ſo, but what of this my Lord? 
Clas. Let me but move one queſtion to your daughter, 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, 
That you have in her, bid her anſwer truly. 
Leon. I charge thee do ſo asthou art my childe. 
Hero. O God defend me, how am I betcr, 
What kinde of catechizing call you this? 
Lee. Tomake you anſwer truly to your name. 
Here. Is it not Hero2:who can blot that name 
With any juſt reproach? 
Claw. Marty that can Hero, 
Hero it ſelfe can blot out Heroes vertue. 
What man was he; talkt with you yeſternight, 
Out at your window betwitxt twelve and one? 
Now if youare a maid anſwer to this. 
Here. Italkt with no manat that howre my Lord- 
Prin. Why then youare no maiden. Leonato, 
Lam ſorry you muſt heare : upon mine honor, 
My ſelfe, my brother, and this grieved Counr 
D1d ſee her, heare her,at that howre laſt nighr, 
Talke with a rwHan at her chamber window, 
W ho hath indeed molt like a liberall villaine, 
Confeſt the vile encounters they have had 
A thouſand times in ſecret. | 
lohn. Fie, fie,they are not to be named my Lord, 
Not to be ſpoken of, | 
There is not chaſtity enough 1n language, 
Withour offence to utter them:thus pretty Lady 
I ami ſorry for thy much miſgovernement. 
Clas. O Hero|what a Hero hadſt thou beene 
If halfe thy outward graces had beene placed 
About thy thoughts and coanfailes of thy heart? 
But fare thee well,moſt foule,moſt faire, farewell 
Thou pure impiety,and impious purity, 
For thee Ile lockeup all the gates of Love, 
And on my eie-lids ſhall Conjecture hang, 
Toturne all beauty into thoughts of harme, 
And never ſhall it more be gracious. 
Leo. Hath no mans dagger here a point for me? 
Beat. Why how now coſin, whertore fink you down?- 
Baft.Come,let vs go:thelc things come thus to light, 
Smother her ſpirits up. | | 
Zene. How.doth the Lady? 
Beat, Dead I thinke,helpe vncle, 
_ Hero, why Hero, ncle,Signor Beredicke,Frier. 
Leo. O Fate | take notaway thy heauy hand, 
Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame 


Thar may be wiſht for. | 
; Beat. How 
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Beat, Hoxw now colin Here? 
Fri. Have comfort Lady. 
Les. Dolt thou looke up? 
Fri, Yea,wheretore ſhould ſhe not? 
Cry ſthamic upon her ? Could ſhe heere denie 
The ſtorie that 1s printed in her blood? 
Do not live Hero, do not ope thine eyes: 
For did I thinke thou wouldlt not quickly die, 
Thought Ichy ſpirits were ſtronger then thy ſhames, 
My {cite would an the reareward of reproaches 
Stcike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one? 
Chid1, for that at frugall Natures frame? 
One too much by thee : why had I one? 
Why ever was't thou lovely 1n my eies? 
Why had I not with charicable hand 
Tooke up a beggars iflue atmy gates, - 
Whotmecred thus, and mir'd with infamie, 
I might have 1aid,no part of it is mine: 
This ſhame derives it tcelte from unknowne loines, 
But mine,and mine 1 lov'd, and mineT prais'd, 
And mine that I was proud 0n,mine ſo much, 
ThatI my telte, was ro my felte not mine: 
Valewing ot her,why ſhe, O ſhe 1s falne 
Intoa pit of inke,that the wide ſea 
Hath drops roo few to wath her cleane againe, 
Aad {alt too littie, which may 1catoh give 
To her. foute tainted fleth. 

Bene. Sir, ſir, be patient : for my part,l am ſo attired 
in wonder, I know not whatrto ſay. 

Bea. O on my 1oule my coſin 1s belted. 


Bea. No truly:not,although vntill laſt night, 
I have this rwclvemonth bin her bedfellow. 

Leon, Confirm'd,confirm'd, O that is ſtronger made 
Which was before barr'dup with ribs of iron. 

Would the Prince lie,and { /audio would he lie 
Who loy'd hec ſo,that ſpeaking of her foulneſle, 
Waſh'd it with teaces 2? Hence from her,let her die. 

Fri. 'Heare mea little , for I have only bene filent fo 
long, and given way vnto this courſe of fortune, by no- 
ting of the Lady,I have markt 
A thouſand bluſhing apparitions, 

To ſtart into her face, a thouſand innocent ſhames, 
In Angel whitnefle beare away thoſe bluſhes, 

And in her eie there hathappear'd a fire 

To burne the errors that theſe Princes hold 

Againſt her maiden truth. Call me a foole, 

Trult not my reading, nor my obſeruatiens, 
Which with experimentall ſcale doth warrant 

The tenure of my booke : truſt not my age, 

My reverence,calling,nor dininity, - 

If this ſweet Lady lye not guiltleſle heere, 

Vnder ſome biting error: ' 

Leo. Friar, it cannot bes 
Thou ſceſt that all the Grace that ſhe hath left, 

Is, that ſhe will not adde to her. damnation 

A ſinne of perjury, ſhenot denies it: 

Why ſeck'{t thou then to cover with excuſe, 

That which appcares in proper nakednefle? 

Fri. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 
Hero. They know that do accuſe me , I know none: 


If I know more of any man alive 


Then thar which maiden modeltic doth warrant, 
Let all my ſinnes lacke mercy. O'my Father, 


Prove you that any man with me converſt, 


Ce 


Lee. Wheretore? Why doth not every carthly thing 


Bexe. Lady, were you her bedfcllow laſt night? N, y 


At houres unmeete,or that 1 yeſternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 
Refuſe me, hate me,torture me to death — _ 

, Fri. There is ſome ſtrange miſpriſion in the Prince. 

| Ben. Tmoof them have the very bent of honor, 
And if their witedomes be miſled in this: 
The practiſe of it lives in oh» the baſtard, 
Whoſe ſpirits roile in frame of villanies. +. 

Leo. 1 know not:if they ſpeake buttruth of her, . . 
Theſe hands ſhall teare her: if they wrong her honour, 
The proudeft of them ſhall well heare of it 
Time hath not yet ſo dried this bloud of mine, 

Nor age ſo cate up my invention, 

Nor Fortune a ſuch havockeof my meanes, 
Nor my bad life reft me ſo much of friends, 

But they ſhall finde,awak'd in fucha kinde, 
Both itrengrh of limbe, and policic of minde, 
Ability in meanes,and choiſe of friends, 
To quit me of them throughly. 

Fri. Pauſe awhile, 

Andlct my counſell ſway you in this caſe, ' 
Your daughter heere the Princeſle(left for dead) 
Let her awhile be ſecretly kept 1n, | 
And publiſh it, that ſhe is dead indeed: 
Maintaine a mourning oſtentation, 
And on your Familics 01d monument, 
Hang mournfull Epitaphes,and doall rites, 
Thar appertaine vnto a burial}. | 
Leo, What ſhall become of this? W hat will this do? 

Fri, Marry this well carried, ſhall on her behalfe, 
Change ſlander ro remorſe, that is ſome good, 

But not for that dreame I on this ſtrange courſe, 
But on this travaile looke for greater birth; 

She dying, as it muſt beſo maintain'd, 

Vpon the inſtant that ſhe wasaccus'd, 

Shall be lamented,pittied,and excus'd 

Of every hearer : tor it ſo fals out, | 

That what we have, we prize notto the worth, 
W hiles we enjoy it; but being lack'd and loſt, 
Why then we zacke the yalue,then we finde 
The vertue that poſſeſſion would not ſhew us 

W hiles it was ours, ſo will it fare with Claudio: 
When he ſhall heare ſhe dycd upon his words, 
Th'Idea of her life ſhall ſweetly creepe 

Into his ſtudy of imagination. 

And every lovely Organ of her life, 

Shall come apparel'd in more precious habite: 
More moving,delicate,and ful of life, 

Into the eye and proſpect of his ſoule 

Than when ſhe liv'd indced : then ſhall he mourne; 
If ever Love had intercſtin his Liver, 
And wiſh he had not ſo accuſed her: 

No,though he thought his accuſation true: 
Let this be ſo,and doubt not but ſucceſfe 

Will faſhion the event in _ ſhape, 
Then I can lay it downeinlikehhood. 
Bur if allayme but this be levelF'd falle, 
The ſuppoſition of the Ladies death, 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy- 
Andi it ſort not well,you may conceale her, 
As beſt befits her wourided reputarion, 
In ſome recluſive and religious life, 4 
Out of all eyegtongues,mindes ar injuries: 
| Bene. Signior Leonato,, let the Frier adviſe you, 
And though you know my inwardneſit and love 
Is very much ynto the Prince and (lawdio, 


——_— 
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et, by mine honor,T will deale in this, 
As ſecretly andjuſtly, as your ſoule 
Should with your body. 
Leo. Being that I flow in grecfe, 
The ſmalleſt twine may leade me. 
Frier, Tis well conſented,preſently away, 
For to ſtrange ſores, ſtrangely they ſtraine the cure, 


Come Lady,die to live, this wedding day 


Perhaps is but prolong'd, have patience & endure. Exit. 
Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this whule? 
Beat. Yea,and I will weepe a while longer. 

Bene. I will not deſire that. 

Beat. You have no reaſon,I doe it freely. | 

Bene. Surely i do beleeve your fair coſin is wrong'd. 
Bear. Ah, how much might the man deſerve of mee 


Bene. Is there any way to ſhew ſuch friendſhip? 

Beat. A very even way,but no ſuch friend. 

Bene. May a man doe it? _ 

Beat. It is a mans ojhce,but not yours. : 
Bene, 1 dolove nothing in the world ſo well as you,ts 


| notthat ſtrange? 


Beat, As {trange as the thing I know not, it wereas 


| 7 an for me to ſay,T loved nothing ſo well as you,but 


leeve me not,and yet 1 lie not , Iconfeſle nothing , nor 


| I deny nothing, I-am ſorry for my couſin. 


Bene. By my ſword Beatrice thouloy'{t mc. 
Beat. Do not ſweare by it and eat It. 
Behes T will ſweare by it that you love mee,and I will 


| make bimeart it that fayes Ilove not you. 


Beat. Will you not eat your word?  . _ 
Bene. With no ſawce that can be deviſed toit, I pro- 


] teſt I love thee. 


Beat. Why then God forgive me. 
Bexe. W hat offence ſweet Beatrice? 

Beat. You have ſtayed me in a happy howre; I was a- 
bout to protelt I loved you: | A 
Bene, And doit with all thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with ſo much of my 
isleft to protelt. Wo 

Bene. Come, bid me doany thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill (landio. . 

Bene. Ha, not for the wide world. 
. Beat. You kill me todenie, farewell. 

Bene. Tarric ſweet Beatrice. , 7 

Beat. Tam gone, though Iam heere, there is noloye in 
yOu, nay I pray you let me go. , 

Bene. Beatrice: 

Beat. Infaith I will go. 

Bene. Wee'llbe friends firſt, | 

Bear. You dareeaficr be friends with mee , than fight 
with mine enemy. | 

Bene. Is { lavdiothine enemy? | | 

Beat. Is a not approved inthe height a villaine; that 
hath ſlandered, ſcorned,diſhonoured my kinſwoman? O 
that I wece a man ! what, beare her in hand untill they 
come to take hands , and then with publike accuſation 
uncovered ſlander, unmittigated rancour ? O God that T 
werea man !I would cat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene, Heare me Beatrice. | 

Bear. Talke with a man out at a window, a proper 
ſaying. ; 

Bene. Nay bur Beatrie, 

Beat. Sweet Hero, ſhe is wrong'd,ſhee is ſlandered, 
ſhe is vndone, 

Zene. Bett? 


heart ,that none 


| eMuchadee about Nathing. 


{ - 


| 


| 


—— 


Beat. Princes and Counties | ſurely a Princely teſti- 


mony, a goodly Count - Comfe& , a ſweet Gallant ſure. | 


ly, O thatT were *a man for his ſake ! or thatT had any 
friend would be a man for my ſake!But manhood is mel. 
ted into ciutfies , valour into complement, and men are 
onely turned into tongue, and trim ones roo: he is now 
as valiant as Hercales,that onely tels a lie, and ſweares it: 
I cannot be a man with wiſhing, therfore I will die a wo- 
man with grieving. | 
Zene: Tarry good Beatrice,by this handI lovethee. 


Bear. Vie it for my love ſome other way then ſwea- 


ring by it. 
Bened. Thinke you in your ſoulc the Count Clandio 

hath wrong'd Here? 

Beat. Yea, as ſurcas I have athought, or a ſoule. 

Bene. Enough , I am cngagde, I will challenge him ; I 
will kifſe your hand,and ſo leave you : by this hand {las- 
dio ſhall render me deere account ; as you heare of me, 
ſo thinke of me : go comfort your cooſin, I muſt ſay ſhe 
is dead, and ſo farewell: Exent. 


Enter the Conſtables, Borachio, and the Towne Clerks | 


In LOWBES. 


Keeper. Is our whole difſembly appeard? 

Cowley. O a ſtoole and cuſhion tor the Sexton, 

Sexton. W hich be the malcfactors? 

e-2ndrew,Marry that am1T , andmy partner. 

Cewley. Nay that's certaine , wee have the exhibition 
tO-Cxamine. 

Sexton. But which arc the offenders that are to be ex- 
amined,letthem come before maſter Conſtable. 

Kemp. Yea marry , let them come before mee, what is 
your name friend? 

Bor. Borachio, | 

Kem.Pray write downe Borachio. Yours firra. 

Cox. I am a Gentleman ſir,and my name is Conrad. 

Kee. Write downe Maſter gentleman Conrade : mai- 

 ſters; do you ſerve God: mailters, it is proved already 
that you are little better than falſe knaves, and it will go 
neere to be: thought ſo ſhortly, how anſwer you for your 
ſelves? 

Con. Marry ſir, we ſay we arenone. 

Kemp. A marvellous witty fellow I aſſure you, but I 
w1ll go about with him : come you hither firra, a word 
1n your careſir, Ifay to you, it isthought you are falſe 
knaves« | 

Bor. Sir, Iſay to you,we are none- 

Kemp. Well, ſtand aſide , fore God they are both in a 
tale:have you writ drowne that they are none? 

Sext. Maiſter Conſtable , you go not the way to ex- 
amine, you muſt call forth the watch thatare their ac- 
cuſers. 

Kem. Yea marry , that's the efteſt way,let the warch 
come forth:maſters, I charge you in the Princes name, 
accuſe theſe men; 


Watch t. This man ſaid fir , that Dor Tobuthe Princes | 


brother was a villaine, 
Kemp. Write down, Prince Jobn a villaine:why this is 
fat perjuric,tocall a Princes brother villaine, 
Bor. Maiſter Conſtable. 
Kew. Pray thee fellow peace, I do notlike thy looke,1 
promiſe thee. 
Sexton. What heard you him ſay elſe? 
Watch 8. Mary that he had received a thouſand Du- 


kates of Dos John , for accuſing the Lady Hero wrong- 
fully. ; oy, Kew . 


—— 


Lu 
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Xemp: Flat Burglarie as ever was committed. 
Cont.” Yea by th' maſſe that it 1s. 
Sexton. W hat elfe fellow? | 24 
'Watch. 1. And that Count Claudio did meane upon his 

words, to difgrace Herobefore the whole aſſembly ; and 

not marry her. ; 464 | 
Kemp. Q villaine! thou wilt be condemn d into ever- 
laſting redemption for this. 
Sexton, W has elſe? 
Watch. T his isall. | 
Sexton.” And this is more maiſters then you can deny, 

Prince ob» is this morning ſecretly ſtolnc away : Hero 

was in this manner accus'd, in this very manner refus'd, 

and uponthe griefe of this ſodainely died: Maiſter Con- 
ſtable , let theſe men be bound, and brought to Leonato, 

I will goe before,and ſhew him their examination . 
Conſt, Come,let them be opinion'd. 

Sex. Let them be in the hands of Coxombe, 
Kem. Gods my life, where's the Sexton?let him write 
downethe Princes Orticer Coxcombe : come, binde them 
thou natghty varlet. 
(onuley. Away, you are an aſſe, you are an afle. 
Kemp. Doſt thou not ſuſpe& my place? dolt thounot 
ſuſpet my yeeres? O that hee were heere to write mee 
downe an affe! but maiſters,remember that I am an aſfe: 
though it be not written down, yer forget noty Tam an 

afle:No thou villaine, Y art full of piety as ſhall be prov d 

upon thee by good witnefſe, I am a wiſe fellow , and 

which is more,an orficer,and which is more, a houſhoul- 
der, and which is more,as pretty a peece of ficth as any 1n 

Meſſina,and one that knowes the Law, goe to,andarich 

fellow enough,goto , and a fellow that hath had lofles, 

and one that hath two ,gownes, and every thing hand- 
ſome about him: bring him awayzO that I had becn writ 
| downe an aſle ! 


- 


_ 


—— — 
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eA (Tus Quintus. 


Enter Leonato and hu brother. © 
Brother. Tf you goc on thus,you will kill your ſelfe, 
And'tis not wiſedome thus to ſecond gricte, 
Againſt your ſelfe. | 
Leon. I pray thee ceaſe thy counſaile, 
Which falls into mine cares as profitleſic, 
As water in a fiue : give not me counlalle, 
Norlet no comfort els delight mine care, 
| But\uch a one whoſe wrongs doth ſute with mine. 
Bring me a father that ſolov'd his childe, 
Whoſe joy of her is over-whelmed like mine. 
And bid him {j pcake of patience, 
Meaſure his woe the length and bredth of mine, 
And letit anſwere every {traine for ſtraine, 
As thus for thus, and ſuch a griefe for ſuch, 
In every lincament,branch,ſhape,and forme: 
It fucha one will ſmile and ſtroke his beard, 


Patch griefe with proverbs, make misfortune drunke, 
_ With-candle-waſters : bring him yet tome, 

' And Tof him will gather patience: 

. But there is no ſuch man, or brother, men 

 Cin counſaile,and ſpeake comfort tothatgricfe, 

' Which they themſelves not feele, but caſting it, 


And forrow,wagge,cric hem,when he ſhould grone, 


' Their counſaile turnes to pailion, which before; 


0 EEE 


Exit« | 


| Save this of hers, fram'dby thy villanie. 


"And ſheliesburied with her anceſtors: 


—— 


| Would give preceptiall medicine to rage, 

Fetter ſtrong madnefle in a ſilken thred, | 

Charme ache with ayre,and agony with words. 

No,no,'tisall mens office,to ſpeake patience 

To thoſethat wring vnder the load of ſorrow: 

But no mans vertue nor ſufficiencie 

To be ſomorall, when he ſhall endure _ 

The like himſelfe : thereforegive meno counſaile, 

My griefs cry lowder then advertiſement. | 

Broth, Therein do men from children nothing differ. 

Lee. I pray thee peace,T will be fleſh and blond, 

For there was never yet Philoſopher, 

That could cndure the tooth-akepatiently, 

How everthey have writ the ſtile of gods, 

And made a puſh at chance and ſafferance. 
Broth. Yet bend notallthe harme upon your ſclfe, 

Make thoſe that doe offend you,ſuffer too. 

Leon. There thou ſpeak'ſt reaſon,nay I will doe ſo, 
My ſoule dothtell me, Hero -is belicd, | | 
And that ſhall C/andio know,ſo ſhall the Prince, 

And all of them that thus dithonour her. , 


Enter Prince and Claudio. © | 
Bror. Here comes the Prince and Clandio haſtily. 
Prin, Good den,zood den. 
Claz. Good day to both of you. 
Leon. Heare you my Lords? 
Prim. We have ſome haſte Leonato. | 
Leo.Some haſte my Lord!well,fare you well my Lord, 
Are you ſo haſty now?\yell.,all js one. | 
*Pris. Nay,do notquarrell with us, good old man. 
Broe. It he could right himſeife with quarrelling, 
Somevf us would ly low, 
Clan, Who wrongs him? 
Leon.Marry thou doſt wrong me;thou difſembler,thou: 
Nay, neverilay thy hand upon thy ſword, 
I feare thee not. 
(/as. Marry beſhrew my hand, 
If it ſhould give your age ſuch cauſe of feare, 
Infaith my hand meant nothing to my ſword. 
Leo. Tuſh,tuſh,man,never fleere and jelt at me, 
I ſpeake not like a dotard,nor a foole, 
As under priviledgeof age to bragge, 
W hatI have done being yong,or what would doe, 
Were Inot old, know Cixdzoto thy head, 
Thou haſt ſo wrong'd my innocent childeand me, 
That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by, 
And with grey haires and bruiſe of many daies, 
Doe challenge thee to triall ofa man, 
I fay thou haft belied mine innocent childe. 
Thy flander hath gonethroughand through her heart, 


O in a tombe where never ſcandall flepr, 


Clas. My villany? | 

Leon. T hine Clandzo, thine I ſay. 

Prin. You ſay notright old man. 

Leon. My Lord,my Lord, 

Ile prove it on his body if he dare, . 
Deſpight his nice fence,and his ative pracite, 
His Mate of youth, and bloome of luſtihood. 

_ Clan. Away,T will not have todo with you. | 
Leo. Canſt thou ſo daffe me? thou haſt kild my child, } 
If thou kilſt me boy, thon ſhalt kill a man. 
Bre.He ſhall kill two of us,and men indeed, 


But that's no matter let him kill one firſt: : 
© OIL Win | 


| 


| Come follow me boy,comelir boy; co 
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Win me and weare me, let him anſwere me, 7 
follow me 
Sir boy, ile whip you trom- your foynung fence, 
Nay,as I atn ageiuleman, 1 will. 
Leon. Brother. : : | 
Bro. Content your ſelfe,God knows I lov'd my neece; 
Andſhe is dead,ſlander'd to death by villaines, 
Thardareas well anſwer a man indeed, 
As I dare take a ſcrpentby the tongue. 
Boyes,apes,braggarts, Iackes,milke-ſops. 
, Leon. Brother eAnthory. 
Prot, Hold you content, what man?I know them,yea 
And what they weigh,even tothe vemolt ſcruple, 
Scambling,out-facing,faſhion-mongring boyes,1 
Thar lye,and cog,and flout,deprave,and ſlander, 
Goeantiquely and ſhow outward hidiouſneſle, 
And ſpeake of halfe a dozen dang'rous words, 
How they might hurt their encmics;if they durſt; 
And this 1s all: ef, 

Leon. But brother Anthony. 

Ant.Come, *rtisno matter, _ , 
Donot you meddle, let me dealc in this. NON 

Prs, Gentlemen both,we will not wake your patictice, 
My heartisſvry for your daughters death; = 
But on my honour fie was charg'd withnothing 
But was true,and very full of proofe. 

Leon. My Lord,my Lord. 

Prom. I will not heare you. y 

A | Emer Bexedicke. 
Leo. No! come brother,away, I will be 


* 


— 


heard.;. -, . 

HS tbe 5 Exeunt ambo. 
Bro. And ſhall; or ſonie of us will ſmart for it. .... + 
Prin. See,(ee,here comes the man we went to fecke,. 
(as. Now ſignior, what newes? | 
Ben, Good day my Lord: 
Prin. Welcome fignior ; you ar 

almolt a fray. | 

Clax. Wee had like to have had our two 

of with two old men without teeth. - 

Prin. Leonato and his brother , what think'it thou?had 

wee fought, I doubt we ſhould have beene too yong tor 
them, 

' Ben. In afalſe quarrell theres no true valour , I came to 


e almoſt come to part 


noſes ſnapt 


| ſeeke you both. 


(ar. We have beene up and downe to ſecke thee, for 
weare high proofe melancholly,aad would faine haye it 
beaten away,wilt thou uſe thy wit? | 

Ben. It is ih my ſcabberd,ſhall I draw it? 

Prin. Doeſt thou weare thy wit by thy ſide? | 

{las, Never any did ſo,though very many have beene 
beſide their wit , I will bid thee draw,as we dothe min- 

ſtrels,draw to pleaſure us. 
Prin, As Iaman honeſt man helookespale , art thou 
ſicke,or angry? 
(tas, What 
' cat, thou haſt mettle enough in thee to kill care. 
Ben. Sir , I ſhall mcete your wit inthe careere , and 
you chargeit againſt me , I pray you chule another ſub- 


jet 
b 


. Nay then give him another ſtaffe, thislaſt was 
e croſle. ' 
Pron. By this | 
hebe angry indeed: et gh | 
| Clan. Ifhe be, he knowes how to turne his girdle. 
Ben. Shall I ſpeakea \ 


ghtyhe changes more and more,[ think 


word in your care? 


from a chailenge. 


Clan, God bleſſe me 


- 
mw 


! courage inan : what though care kil'd a | 


| on the ſenſible Benedichs head? 


Ben. You arca villaine, I jeſt not;] willmake it good 
how yow dare, with what you dare,and when youdare: 
do me right, or I will proteſt your cowardiſe : you have 
kilPd a {weete Lady , and her death ſhall fall heavy on 
you, let me heare from you. NES. 
Clas. Well, I will nieete you, fo I may haye good 
cheare. TOEF | 
Prin. What, a feaſt? ITY 
Clax. I faith I thanke him , he hath bid me to a.calves 
head and a Capon , the which if Ido not carve.moit cu- 
riouſly, ſay my knife's naught, ſhall I not findeawood- 
cocke too? ng =—_— 7 
Bev. Sir,your witambles well, it goes eaſily.  _ 

Prin. lle tell thee how Beatrice prais'd thy wit the 0- 
ther day : I ſaid thou hadiſt a fine wit:true faies ſhea fire 
little one: noſaid I, a great wit : right ſaies ſhee, a great 
groſle one : nay ſaid I, a good wit :,juſt ſaid ſhe, 1t hurts 
no body : nay ſaid 1, the gentleman is wiſe : certain ſaid 
ſhe, a wiſe gentletinan : nay ſaid 1 j he hath the tongues: 
thatI belecye ſaid ſhee, oe hee ſwore a thing to me on 
munday night , which he forſwore on tueſday morning: 
there's a double-touge , there's two tongues : thus did 
ſhee an_howre together tranſ-ſhape thy particular ver- 
tues; yet at laſt ſhe concluded with a nigh ,thou waſt the 
propreſt man in Italy. 

(an, For the which ſhe wept heartily , and ſaid ſhee 
car*d not. & 

Prin, Yeathat ſhe did, bur yet for all that, and if ſhee 
did not hate him deadly, ſhe would love him dearely,the 
old mans daughter told us all. 

Clas. All, all, and moreover , God ſaw him when hee 
wa$Shid in the gaiden- | | 

Prin. But when ſhall we ſet the ſavage Bulls hornes 


Clav. Yea and text vnd.r-neath, heere dwells Bene- 

dicke the married man» | 

Bene. Fare you well, Boy, you know my minde, I will 
leave you now to your goſflep- like humor , you breake 
jelts as braggards dotheir blades, which God be thank- 
ed hurt not : my Lord, for your many courteſies I thank 
you , I muſt diſcontinue your company , your brother 
the Baſtard is fled from Meſſi-a: you have among you, 
kilfd a ſweete and innocent Lady : for my Lord Lacke- 
beard there , he and 1 ſhall meetc, and till then peace be 
with him. 

Prin. He is in eatneſt. 

Clan. In moſt protound carneſt 
for the love of Beatrice: 

Prin, And hath challeng'd thee. 

Claw, Molt ſincerely. | 

Prin. W hat a pretty thing man is, when he goes in his 
doublet and hoſe, and leaves oft his wit. 


, aud Ile warrant you, 


Enter Conſtable, Conrade, and Borachio« 


Clay, Heis then a Giant to an Ape,but then is an Ape 
a Dotorto ſuch a man. | 
Pris. But {oft you,let me ſee, plucke up my heart,and 
be ſad,did he not fay my brother was fled? 
Conft. Come you fir, if juſtice cannottame you ,ſhee 
ſhall ne'ce weigh more reaſons in her ballance,nay , and 
you bea curſing hypocrite once,you mult be lookr to. 
; Prin. How now, two of my brothers men bound? B«- 
rachio one, 
Clas, Harken after their offence'my Lord. 
Prin. Officers; what offence have theſe men done: 


Coy. Marrie 


— 


_ _—_ 


'| ſhall ſerve,that I am an. Ale. 


the Sexton too. 


| That when l note another man like him,. 
I mayavoide him : which of theſe is he? 
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Mach adorabout Nothing. 


— 

Conſt, Marrieſir ; they have committed falſe report, 
moreover they have ſpoken untruths , ſecoudarily they 
are ſanders , ſixt and laſtly , they have belyrd a Ladie, 
thirdly,they have verified unjuſt things,and to conclude 
they are lying knaves. - vol 

Prix. Eirſt I aske thee what they have done , thirdly 
T aske thee what's their offence;ſixt and laſtly why they 
| are committed , and to conclude , what you lay to their 
charge. 0G iy | 

Claz. Rightly reaſoned , and in his owne divifion,and 
by my troth there's one meaning wellſuted. 

Prin, Whom have you offended maiſters,that youare 
' thus bound to your anſwer? this learned Conſtable 1s tov 
cunning to be vnderſtood, what's yoyr offence? | 

Bor. Sweete Prince ,let me go no farther to mine an- 
fiyere : do you heare me , and let this Count kill mee : I 
have deceived even your very eyes : what your wiſc- 
domes could not dilcoyer, theſe ſhallow tovles have 
| broughtto light,who in the night overheard me confel(- 
fingto this man , how Do» John your brother incenſed 


the Orchard, and ſaw me-court Afargeret in Heroes gar- 
ments, how: you diſgcac'd-her when you ſhould marrie 
her ; my villanie they have upon. record, whieh I had ra- 
ther ſcale with my death,then repeate over:tomy ſhame: 
| the Lady is dead upon mine and my maiſters falſe accu- 
fation : and briefely , I defire nothing but the reward of 
| avillaine. - , : 
Pris. Runs not this ſpeech like yron through your 
| bloud? 

Clans, I have drunke poiſon whiles he vtter'd it. 

Pris, But did my Brother ſet thee on'to this? 

Bor. Yca,and paid me rich for the praRtiſc of it. 

Prin, He is coinpos'd and fram'd of treachery, 
And fled he is upon this villary. fu; 

| Clax. Sweet Hero,now thy image doth appeare 

In the rare ſemblance that L loy'd it firſt. TT 

Conft. Come,bring away the plaintiffes , by this time 
our Sexton hath retormed Signzor Leonato of the matter: | 
and maiſters,do not forget to tpecific when time-& place 


(on. 2. Here, here comes maiſter Signior Leonate , and 


Enter Leonato. 


Leon, Which is the villaine?let me ſee his eyes, 


Bor.If you woul know your wronger,looke on me. 
Leon, Art thou art thou the Nlave that. with thy breath 
haſt kild*mine innocent childe? 

Bor, Yea, even I along-.. , 

Zezon, No,not ſo villaine,thou belieſt thy ſ{tlfe, 

Here ſtand a paire of honourable men, -. - 

Athird is fled that had a hand in it: 

I: thanke you Princes for my daughters death, 

Recard it with your highand werthy decdes, 
'Twasbravely done; if you bethinke you of it. 

Clan. T know not how to pray your patience, 

Yet I muſt ſpeake,chooſe your revenge your (elfe; 
Impoſe meto what penance your invention 

Can lay upon my ſinne,yet find I not; 

But inmiltaking, | 

Prin, By niy ſoule nor I, 


meto flander the Lady Hero,how you were brought into | 


I would bend vnder any heavy waight; 
That heele enjoyne me to. 

. Leon, I cannot bid you daughter live; 
That were impoſſible but I praie you both; 
Poſlefle the people in Meſſina here, 

How innocent ſhe died;and if your love 
Can labour aughtin ſad inyention, 

| Hang her anepitaph upon her toomb, 
And fing it to her bones,fing it to night: 


And ſince you could not be my ſonnein law, 


Almoſt the copie of my childethar's dead, 
And ſhealone 1s heire to both of us, 


And ſo dies my revenge. 
| (an. Onoble fir! 


I do embrace your ofter, and ditpoſe 
For henceforth of poore Clarndjo. 


To night I take niy leave:this naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margarer, 


Hired to it by your brother. 
Bor. No by my ſoule ſhe was tior, 


But alwales hath bin juſt and vertnous, 
In anything that I do know by her. 


["_ 


you examine him upen that point. 


reverendyourh, and 1 praiſe God for you: 
Leen. There's for thy paines. 
{onft. God ſave the foundation: 


thanke thee- 


bour. - 


rLowWs | ' 
Prin. We will not faile: | 
Cas. : Tonightile:mourne with Hero, 


» 


fellows. . 


- Enter Benediche and Margaret: 


krice. $15 +4b34%+ 


And yet to latisfiethis good old man; 


| 
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Leon. I thanke thee for thy care and horeſt 
Corft. Your worſhip ſpeakes like a molt thankefull & 


Couff, I leave.an arrant knave with your 
| which I beſeech your worſhip to corre& your ſelfe, 

the example of others : God keepe your worſhippe, 1 
{ wiſhyour worſhip well, God reftore you to- health, - 
.| Thumbly give you leave to deparr, and if a merrie mee- 
ting may bee wiſht, God prohibite it : come neigh- 


well at my hands, byhelping meto the fpeech 


| To morrow morning come you to my houſe; 


WhoI belceve was packt in all this wrong, 


Bret, Farewell my Lords, vvee looke for you 


Be yet my Nephew : my brother hath a daughter; 
Give her the right you ſhould havegiy'n her coſin, 


Your overkindneſſe doth wing teares from me, 


Nor knew not what ſhe did when ſheſpoke tome, 


Leon, Vntilltomorrow morning,Lords, farewell. 


Leon.To morrow then I will expe& your comming, 


Conft, Moroever fir,which indeed is not under white 
and blacke, this plaintifte here,the offendour did call mee 
aſle , I beſceech you let it be remembred in his puniſh- 
ment, and alſpthe watch heard them talke of one Defor- 
med,they ſay he weares a key in his eare and alock hang- 
ing by it, and borrowes mony in Gods name , the which 
he hathus'd ſolong,and never paied,that now men grow 
hard-harted .and will lend nothing tor Gods fake : praie 


Paincs. 


Leon, Goe, I difcharge thee of thy priſoner and 1 
for 


-Exenm. 
to-moOr- 


Leon. Bring you theſe felloweson, wee'l talke with 
Margaret, how her acquaintance grew with thistewd 


J 281 " , 
2K 


Ben. Pray thee ſweete Miſtris Margaret, deſerve 
of *Fega. 
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Mar.Will | 
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| hath legges: 
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i Mews. Will yoathen writte me a Sonnet in praiſe of | 
my beautie? " 
| - Bene. In ſo higha ſtile Margaret , that no man living 


* 7x4 over it ,for in moſt comely truth thou deſer- 
veſt it. | 
CHMar: To haye no man come over mewhy, ſhall T al- 


{ waies keepc below ſtaires? 


- Bene: Thy wit is as quicke asthe grey-hounds mouth, | 
it catches. ; 
Mar: And yours,as blunt as the Fencers foiles , which 
hit, but hurt nor. 

Bene. A moſt manly wit CHergerer, it will not hurt a 
woman and fo 1 pray thee call Beerrice , 1 giue thee the 


| bucklers. 


Mer. Give us the ſwords, wee have bucklers of our 
owne: 

Beris: If you uſe them e {«rgarer,you mult put in the 
pikes with a vice , and they are dangerous weapons for 


Maides: 


Mar. Well; I will call Bearriceto you, whol thinke 

| Exit Margerite. 
Bene. And therefore will come. The god of love that 
ſits above,and knowes me, and knowes me, how pittifull 
I deſerve: I meane in ſinging , but in loving, Leander the 
good ſwimmer , Troilous the firſt imployer of pandars, 
anda whole booke full of theſe quondam carpet-mon- 


ofa blanke verſe, why they were never ſo truely turned 
over as my -poore ſelte jn love : marry I cannot ſhew it 
rime, I have tricd , I can finde out no rime to Ladie but 
badie an innocents rime : for ſcorne;liorne; a hard rime: 
for ſchoole foole,a babling rime : very ominousendings, 
no, I was not borne ynder a riming Plannet , for I cannot 
wooec in felſtivall tearmes: - 
Enter Beatrice. 

Sweete Beatrice would'ſt thou come when I-cal'd thee? 

Beat. Yea Signior,and depart when you bid 'me, 

Bene. O (tay but till then. "WE Koa 


ing what hath paſt betweene you,and Clandio: 

Bere. Qnely foule words , and thereupon I will kifſe 
thee. | 

Beat. Foule words is but foule wind , and: foule winde 
is but foulec breath;and foule breath 1s noiſome, therefore 
I will depart unkilſt. o 
_ Bene. Thou haſt-frighted the word out of his right 
ſeneegfo forcible is thy wit., but I muſt tell thee plainely, 
Clandso wndergocs my challenge,and cither Imult ſhort- 


I pray thee now tell me, for which of my bad parts.didft 
thou firſt fall in loye with me? + ++ 


licique aſtate of evill; thar they will not admitany good 


good parts did you firit ſuffer loye for me? 

Beme. Suffer love !'a good epithite, Idoſuffer love in- 
deede, for I love thee-againlt my will. 

Berz. Ih ſpight of your heart I thinke, alas poore heart, 


I willnever love that which my friend hates. 
7 Bened. Thou.and: I arc too'.wiſt to: wooe peacea- 
- Beat, It appearegnet in this confelion, there's not one 


ned 


wiſe man among twenty that will prailE himſclfe. 
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gers , Whoſe'name yet runne ſmoothly inthe even rode |- 


Beat, Then,is ſpoken : fare you well now,and yet ere: | 
T go,let me go with that I came, which is, with know-. 


ly heare from him, or I will ſubſcribe him a coward,and 


Beat. For them all together , which maintain'd ſopo-.: 


part to intermingle with them: but for which of my | 


if you ſpight it for my ſake, will ſpighr it for yours,for 


Bene. An old, ariold iriſtance Beatrice, that liv'd in 
the time of good. neighbours , if a man doe notere& jn 
this age his owne tombeecre he dies , hee ſhall live no 
longer in nionuments, then the Bels ring,and'the Wid. 
dow weepes. "EY 
Beat. And how long is that thinke you? 

Bene, Queſtion, why an hower in clamour and a quar- 
ter in rhewme,therfore is it moſt expedient for the wite, | 
if Don worme( his conſcience ) finde no impediment to 
the contrary, to be the trumpet of his owne yertues, ag 
Iam to my ſelfeſo much for praiſing my ſelfe,who I my 
ſelfe will beare witneſſe is praiſe worthy , and noyy rei} | 
me how doth your coſin? 
Beat. Very ul. 

Bene. anbians do you? 
Beat. Veryall tOO, p 


Enter Viſula. 


Bene, Serve God,love me,and mend, there will I leave 
you too, for here comes one in haſte. 

Urſ. Madam, you muſt come to your Vacle, yonders 
old coileat home, it is proved my Lady Hero hath bin 
falſely accuſde , the Princt and Claudio mightily abuſde, 
and Dox Jobw'isthe author of all , who is fled and gone; 
will you come preſently? Ce 

Bear. Will you go heare this newes Signior? 

Bene. I will live in thy heart, dic in thy lap,and be bu- 
ried 1n thy eyes : and moreover , I will goe with theeto 
thy Vacles. | Exenn, 


Enter Claudio, Prince, and three or foure withTapers. 


Clas. Ts this the monument of Leonato? 
Lord. It is my Lord. Epitaph. 
Dene to death by flanderous tongues, 
Was the Hero that here lies: 
Death in guerdon of ber wrongs, 
Gives hey fame which never dies : 
So the life that died with ſhame, 
Lives in death with glorious fame. 
Hang thoyi there upon the tombe, 
Praifing her when | am dombe. 
Claw. Now mulick ſound and fing your folemne hymne. 


Song. 
P ardon goddeſſe of the night, 5 
T hoſethar ſlew thy virgin knight, 
For the which with ſongs of woe, 
Ronnd about ber tombe they gbe: 
Midnight affift onr monte uſyo v1to figh 
Heanily beauty. 27195; | 
Son Jawne and yeelae your dead, 


 % 


and grone. 


% 


it death be vitered, 
Hegvenly heavanh, 
| | | (this right. 
Lo. Now untothy bones good night, yeerely will 1 do 
Prin. Good morrow maiſters, put your Torches out, 
The wolves have preied,and looke,the gentle day | 
Before the wheeles of Phezbus,round about. 
Dapples the drowfie Eaſt with ſpots of grey: 
Thagks to you all,and leave wel 9p you well. 
_ Clav. Good morrow maiſters,cach his ſeverall way. 
' #rin. Comeletus hence,and put on other weedes, 
And then to Leonateeswe will goe. 
Ciis.And Hymen now withluckier iſſue ſpeed; 


Then | 


—_— 
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Aduch adoe dou Nothing. 


Therithis for who:n we rendred up this woe. = Extwnr. 
Enter Leonato, Bene. Marg, Urſula,old man, Frier, Hero. 
Frier, Did I not te'l you ſhe was innocent ? | 
Teo, So arethe Prince and Claudio whoaccus'd her, 
Vpon theerrour that you heard debated, 

But Heargaret was in ſome fault for this; 

Although againſt her will as it appeares, 


Tnthe'rrue courſe of all the quettton, 


Od. Well, Iam glad that all things ſort ſo well. 

Ben, And foam I,being elle by taith enforc'd, 

To call yong {audio ro a reckoning tor it. 

Leo. Wcll daughter,and yong Gentlewomenall, 

Withdraw intoa Chamber by your ſelves, 

And when [ſend for you,come hitler mask'd ; 

The Prince and C/a#dio promis'd by this houre 

To viſit me,you know your orice Brother, 

You muit be father to your Brothers daughter, 

And give her to yong Clardro, £ xennt Ladies. 
01d. Which I willdoe with confirm'd countenance» 
Zen, Frier,[ muſt intreat your paines, Ithunke. 
Frier, Todoe what Signtor ? 

Ben, To binde me,or undoe me,one of them : 

Signior Leonaro,truth it is good Signior, 

Your Neece regards me with an eye of favour. 

014. That eyc my daughter lent her,'tis moſt true. 
Ben. And 1 doe withaneyc of love requite her. 
Leo, The tight whereof [ chinke you had from me, 

From {xd and the | rixce,but what's your will ? 

Ben. Your anſwer (iris Enigmanicall, 


| But for my will,my will 1s, yeur geod will 


May ſtand with ours, this day to be conjoyn'd, 
I'th ſtate of honourable marrizge, 
In which good Frier I ſhall ceurc your helpe. 
Leo. My heaitis with your liking, 
Fryer, And my helpe. 
Enter Prince and Clatedio with attendants. 
Prin, Good morrow to this faire aflembly. 
Leo, Good morroiww Prence, vood morrow Claudio, 
We here atrend yougare you yet determin'd, 
Today to marry with iny brothers daughter ? 
Clax. Ile hold my minde were the an Ethiope. 
Les. Cali her torth brother, heres the Fricr ready. 
Prin.Good morrow Benedicke, why what's the matter? 
That yea have ſucha February face, 
So full of froſt, of (torme, and clowdineſle. 
(as. I thinke he thinkes upon the ſavage bull : 


Tuſh, fearenot man, we'll tip thy hoines with gold, 
And all Exropa ſhall rejoyce at thee, 
As once Emrepa did at iuſty love, 
When he would play the roble beaſt in loves 

Ben. Bull 7ove fir, had an amiable low, 
And {ome ſuch ſtrauge bull leapt your fathers Cow, 
A got a Calfe in that tame noble feat, 


| Muchlike ro you, for you have juſt hisbleat. 


Enter br other, Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, Vrſula. 

Cls. For this I owe you : here comes other recknings. 
Which is the Lady I muſt ſeize upon ? | 

Leo. This ſame is ſhe, and 1 doe give you her. 

(la. Why then ſhe's mine, ſweet let meſee your face. 

Leon, No thatyou ſhallnor, till you take her hand, 
Before this Frier, and ſweare to marry her. 

(av, Give-me your hand before this holy Frier, 
Iam your husband it you like of me. 

Here. And when [ liy*d I was your other wife, 
And when youlov'd, you were iny other husband, 

Clay. Another Hero ? 


| He o. Nothing certainet; 
One Hero died, but I doe live; 


| And ſurely as 1 live;I amy maid. 


Prin, | he former Hero, Hero that isdead. 
Leon. Shcedicd my Lord, but whiles her flandet liv'd, 
Frier. All this amazement canIqualific, | 
When after that the holy ritesare ended; 
Ie tell you largely of faire Heroes death : 
Meanctime let wonder ſceme familiar, 
Andto the chappell ter us preſently. 
Ben. Soft and taire Frier,which is Beatrite? 
Beat. | anſwer to that name,what is your will ? 
Bene. Doenot youlove me? 
Sea'. Why no,no more then reaſon. 
Bene, Why then your Vncle,and the Prince,% Clandio, 
have becne deceived,they ſwore youdid, 
Beat. Doe not you love me ? 
Zeze. Troth no,no more then reaſon. 
Beat. Why then my Colin Afargarer and Urſula 
Are much deceiv'd, for they did ſweare you did. 
Bene, They {wore you were almoſt {icke for me« 
Beat. They ſwore you were wel-nye dead for me. 
Bene. ' Tis nomatter,then you doe not love me? 
Zear. Notruly,but in friendly recompence. 
Leon, Come Colin, 1am ſure you love the gentleman, 
Clan, And Ile be {worne upon't that he loyes her, 


For heres a paper written in his hand, 


A halting fonnvet of his'o.,yne pure braine, 
Fathioned to Beatrice. 

Hero. And heeres another, 

Writ in my colins hand,ſfiolne from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Benedicke, 

Bene. A miracle, here's our owne hands againſt our 
hearts; come 1 will have thee, bur by this light I rake 
thee for pittic. 

Beat. I would not denie you, but by this good day, I 
yeeld upon great perſwaſion, and partly to fave your life, 
for I was told,you were in aconfumption. 

Leon. Peace 1 will (top your mouth. 

Prin. How doſtthou Zenedickethe married man? 

Bene Tietell thee what Prince : a Colledge of wittc- 
crackers cannot flout mee out of my humour, doſt thou 
thinke I care for a Satyre or an Epigram ? nozit a man will 
be bezten with braines, a ſhall weare nothing handſome 
about him : in bricfe,fince 1 do purpoſe to marry, I will 
thinke nothing toany purpote that the world can ſay a- 
gainſt it; and theretore never flout at me, for T have ſaid 
againſt it : for man isa giddy thingy and this is my conclu- 
fon : for thy part Claw, I did thinke to have beaten 
thee, but in thatthou art like to be my kinſman, live un- 
bruis'd,and love mycofin. 

(74:1 had well hop'd Y wouldeſt have denied Beatrice, y 
I might have cudgel'd thee out of thy ſingle life, to make 
thee a double dealer, which out of queſtion thou wilt be, 
if my Couſin do not looke excecding narrowly to thee- 

Bene. Come, come, weare friends, let's have a dance 
ere we are marricd,that we may lighten our own hearts, 
and our wives heeles. L 

Leow. Wee'll havedancing afterwards. 

Zene,Firſt,of my word, therefore play muſicke.Prince, 
thou art (ad, get thee a wife, gettheea wife, there is no 
ſtaffe more reverend then onetipt with norn. Enter Meſ. 

| Meſſen. My Lord,your brother /oh» 1sranc in flight, ' 
And brought witharmed men backe to CHeſſina. 

Bene. Thinke not on him till to morrow, ile deviſe 

thee brave puniſhments for him: ſtrike pp Pipers.Davce. 
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eAtus Primus, Scena Prima. 
| Which T hope well is not enrolled there. 
Enter Ferdinand King of N.gvarre,Biron,Lovgavile,and | Otheſe are barren takes, toohard to keepe, | 
Damaines Notto ſee Ladies, ſtudy ,faſt;notleepe. 
| Ferd, Your oath is paſt to paſſe away from theſe. 
Z OOME. Ferdinand. Biron, Let me ſay no my Liege,and if you pleaſe, 
SE D2Et Fame,that all hunt after in their lives, I onely {woreto ſtudy with your Grace, 
11-5 Live regiſtred upon our brazen Tombes, And {tay here in your Court for three yeares ſpace. 
S228 And then grace usin thediſgrace of death': Long. You ſwore to that Biren;and tothe reſt. 
w* © When ſpightof cormorant devouring Time, Bir. By yeaand nay ſir,then I ſwore in jeſt, | 
Th'endevour of this preſent breath may buy What isthe end of ſtudy;let me know ? 
That honour which ſhall bate his Sythes keene edge, Ferd. Why that to know which clſe wee ſhould not 
And makeusheires of all eternitic. know. = (fenſe, 
Therefore brave Conquerors(for ſo you are) Bir. Things hid and bard(you meane)from common 
That warre againſt your owne affeAtions, Ferd. I,that is ſtudies god-like recompence. 
And the huge Army of the worlds deſires ; Bir. Come on then,1I will ſweareto ſtudy ſo, 
Our late Edi ſhall ftrongly ſtand in force, To know the thing I am forbid to know : 
Navarre ſhall be the wonder of the world: Asthus,to ſtud y where I well may dine, 
Our Court ſhall be a little Academe, When to faſt expreſly am forbid, 
Still and contemplativeinliving Art. Or ſtudy where to meet ſome Miftreſſe fine, 
You three,Biron, Dumaine,and Longavile, When Mifſtrefles from common ſenſe are hid. 
Have ſworne for three yeeresterme to live with me, Or having ſworne too hard a keeping oath, 
My fellow Schollers,and to keepe thoſe ſtatutes Study to breake it,and not breake my troth« 
That are recorded in thisſcedule here. If ſtudies gaine be thus,and this be ſo, 
Your oathes are paſt,and now ſubſcribe your names : Study knowes that which yet it doth notknow, 
That his owne hand may ſtrike his honour downe, . Sweare meto this,and I will ne're-ſay no. 
{ That violates the ſmalleſt branch herein : Ferd, Theſebe the ſtops that hinder ſtudy quite, 
If yonare arm'd to doc,as {worne to doe, And traine our intelle&sro vaine delight. 
Subſcribe to your deepe oathes,and keepe them to. Bir. Why ? all delightsare vaine,and that moſt vaine, 
Long. lam reſolv'd, tis but athree yeeres faſt : Which with paine purchas'd,doth inherit paine, 
Theminde (hall banquet,though the body pive, As paincfully topoareupona booke, 
Fat paunches haveleane pates : and dainty bits, _ Toſteke the light of truth,while truth the while 
Make rich the ribs,but bankerout the wits. Doth falſly blinde the eye-ſight of his looke : 
Damais. My loving Lord, Damaine is mortified, Light ſeckinglighr,doth light beguile : 
The grofſer manner oftheſe worlds delights, So ere you find where light in darkneſle lics, 
He throwes upon the grofſe worlds baſer ſlaves : Your lighe growes darke by loſing of your eyes, 
To lovezto wealth,to pompe, [I pincand die, Study me how to pleaſe the eye indeed, | 
Withalltheſc living in Philoſophy. By fixing it upon a fairer cye, 
Biron. Ican bur ſay their proteſtation over, W ho dazling ſo, that eye ſhall be his heed, 
So much(deare Liege) have already ſworne, And give him light that it was blinded by. 
That is,to live and ftudy here three yeeres- Study 1s like the heavens glorious Sunne, 
Bur there are other ſtrict obſervances : That will not be deepeſearch'd with ſawcy lookes : 
As not toſee a woman in that terme, | Small haye conrinuall plodders ever wonne, 
Which I hope well is notenrolled there: Save baſe authoritie from others Bookes. 
And one day ina weeketo touch no foode : Theſe carthly Godfathers of heavens lights, | 
And but one meale on every day beſide ; That give a name to every fixed ſtarre, Wi 
The which I hope is not enrolled there. A Have no more profit oftheir ſhining nights, Z 
And then to ſleepebur three houres inthe night, . Then thoſe that walke,and wot not what they are; 
And notbe ſceneto winke of all the day. Too much to know,is to know nought but fame : | 
When I was went tothinke no harme all night, And every Godfather can give a name. 8 
And makea darke nighttoo of halfe the day : Ferd, How well hee's read,to reaſon againſt reading. L 
| & | ' Dam, >. 


wo 


a Loves Latour sloft, —” 423 


Dum. Procecded well,to ſtop all good proceeding. 
Lon, He weedesthe Carne,and ſtill lets grow the wee- 
ding» ' of 
Tir. The Spring is neare when Greene Geeſe are a 
breeding: 
Dx#m. How tollowesthat ? 
Bir. Fit in his place and time. 
Dum. In reaſon nothing. 
Fr. Something then 1n rime. 
Ferd. Bironis like an envious ſneaping Froſt, 
That bites the firſt borne Infants of the Spring. _ 
Bir. Well,ſay I am,wby ſhould proud Suguner boaſt, 
Before the Birds have any cauſe to ſing ? 
Why ſhould 1 joy in any abortive birth? 
At Chriſtmas 1 no more defire a Roſe, 
Than wiſh a Snow in Mayesnew fangled ſhowes : 
But like of each thing thar in ſeaſon growes. 
So you to ſtudy now 1t 15 too late, = ; 
That were toclymbe orethe houſe tunlocke the gate. 
Fer, Well,ſit you out : goe home Biros : adue. 
_ Bir, No my good Lord, I have ſwornto ſtay with you- 
And though I have for barbariſme ſpoke more, 
Then for that Angell knowledge you can ſay, 
Yetconfident Ile keepe what 1 have ſwore, 
And bide the pennance of cach three yeeres day. 
Give me the Paper.let me reade the ſame, 
And tothe ſtri&'{t decrees Ile write my name. 


of my Court. 

Hath this been proclaimed ? 
Long. Foure dayesagoc. 
Bir. Let's ſee the penalty. 

| Onpaine of looſing her tongue. 

| Who devis'd this penalty ? 

'] ;Lon. Marry thatdid 1. 

Bir, Sweer Lord,and why ? 

Lon. Tofright them hence with that dread penalty, 

| A dangerous Law againit gentility. 

| temIt any man belceneto talke with a woman with» 

| in'the tearme of three yeares , hee ſhall endure ſuch 

| publique ſhame as the reſt of the. Court ſhall poſſibly 
| deviſe. 

I | Bir. This Article my Liege your feife muſt breake, 

For well you know here comes in:-Embaſlie 

The French Kings daughter,with your {clfe to ſpcake3 

| A Maide of Grace and compleat Majeſty, 

About ſurrender up of Aquitaine : 

To her decrepit,ficke,and. bed-rid Fatber. 

Therefore this Article ts made in vaine, 

Or vainely comes the admired Princefle hither. 

Fer, What ſay you Lords? 

Why,this was quite forgot, | 

Bir. So ſtudy evermore is overſhot, 

Whit it doth ſtudy to have what it would, 

It doth forgettodoe thething it ſhould : 

And whea it hath the thing it bunteth moſt, 

\ Tis won as Townes with fire,ſo won,ſoloft. | 

Fer, We mult of force diſpence with this Decree, 

; She muſt lic here on meere neceſlity. 

| | _ Bir. Neceſlity will make us all forſworne 

WW | Three thouſand times within thisthree yeares ſpace : 

For every man with his affects is borne, 

Not by might maſtred, but by ſpeciall grace. 

If Lbreake faith, this word ſhalt breake for me, 

Tamforſyorneon meere neceſlitie- 


| | 
| Fer. How well this yeclding reſcues thee from ſhame. 
| +. Bir. /tem. Thatno woman ſhall come within a mule | 


— 


| 


.| Have choſe as vmpire of their murinie. 


| Standsin atrainder of eternall ſhame. 


Sotothe Lawesat largeI write my name, 
And he that breakes them in the lcaſt degree, 


Suggeſtions are to others as to me : - 

Buc I beleeve although 1 ſeeme ſoloth,. _ 

Iam the laft that will laſt keepe his oath. 

But is there no quicke recreation granted? . _ 
Fer, Ithatthere is,our Court y ou know is haunted 

With a conceiced Travailer of Spaine, 

A man ioall the world new faſhion planted, 

That hath a mint of phraſes.in his braines 

One,whom the mulicke of his ownevaine tongue, 

Dothravifh like inchanting harmony : 

A man of complements,whom righr and wrong 


This childe of fancie that Armade hight, 
Forinterim toour ſtadics ſhall relate, | 
In bigh-borne words the worth of many a Knight : 
From tawny Spaiveloſt inthe worlds debate, 
How youdelight my Lords,T know not I, 
But I proteſt I loveto heare himlie, 
-And I will ufe him for my Minſtrelfie. - 
Bir. eArmaao isa moſt illuftrious wight; ; 
A man of fire,new words,Faſhions owne _ 
Lon, Coſterdthe ſwaineand he ſhall be our ſport, 
And foto ſtudie,three yeeres is but ſhort. - 


Emer a Conſtable with Coftard witha Letter, 


a 


, high words. 


j ofa man toſpeake to a Woman , for the Forme in" fome 


| fleſh. 


Conft Which isthe Dukes owne perſon. 

Bir. This fellow, What would'ſt ?. 

Con. 1 my ſelfe reprehend his owne perſon , for T am 
his Graces Tharborough: But 1 would ſee his owne per- 
ſon in fleſh and bloud. 

Bir. This 1she. 

Con. Signior Arme, Arme commends you : 

There's villany abroad, this letter willrell you more. 


mee. 
Fer. A letter from the magnificent efr114ab. 
Bir. How low ſaever the matter , Ihope in God for 


Lon. A high hope for alow heaven, God grant us p- 
tience. Wn 
Bir. Toheare, or forbeare hearing. ; 
Lon. To heare meckely fir, and to laugh moderately, 
or to forbeare both. TD 
Bir, Well fir, be it asthe ſtile ſhall give us cauſe to | 
clime in themerrineſle. 7 70 1 Lane 
_ (low. The matter is tome fir,as concernint” Taqwouerre | 
The manner of it is,I wastaken with the manner. © | 
Bir, In whatmanner ? ' 1 
Clow.In manner and forme following fir allthoſerhtee. 
I was ſeene with her in the Mannor houſe, fitring with | 
her upon the Forme, and taken following her ineo the 
Parke : which put together , is in manner and--forae 
following. Now fir: far the Manner ;. Is the' manter 
forme. : | obs ty 
Bir. :For the following fir. 5:15) + OV and 
(tow, Asit ſhall follow in my corre&tion , and God 
defendthi right. 7 oo 2257 x7 
Fer. Will you heare this Letter with attention? > 
Bir, As we would heare an Oracle. SHIERY 


Clo. Suckiisthe ſimplicity of man to-hearken after"the 


1 


Clow. Sir, the Contemprs thereof are as touching | 
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5: 11 Ferdinand, 

'© Reat Deputy the Welkins Vicegerent , and ſole domina- 
ror of Navarte, #y ſontes earthes God, and bodies fo- 

ſtring Patrone : S's | 

oe. Not a word of Coftard yet. 

Ferd. Soit ts. 

Coft. It may be {o : but if heſay iris ſo,heis intelling 
true: but 10. 

Ferd. Feace, | 

Clow. Be ro me,and every man that dares not fight. 

Ferd. No words, | | 

Clow, Of other mens ſecrers Ibeſeech you. 

Ferd. So it tv, b:fieged with ſable coloured melancholy, I 
. did commend the blacks oppreſſing bumonr to the moſt whole- 
ſome Phyſicke of thy health-giomg ajre: eAnd as I am a Gen- 
tlemin berooke my ſclfe to walks : the time When? about the 
fext hours When Be «Hs moſt greaſe, Biyas beFt perkt; and men 
fit downe to that nouriſhment which u« called Supper : So mach 
for thetime When, . Now for the ground Which ? which [ 

meane I walt npon, it u yeliped, Thy Parkg. Then for the 
Place Where t where | meane | dad enconneer that obſcene end 

moſt prepofteros event that draweth from my ſnow:white Fen 

the Ebox-colowred Inke , which heere thow vieweft, beholde#F , 
ſurvayeſt or (eeft. But to the place Where: It ftandeth 

N th Noth-E aft and by Exft from the Welt corner of thy 
Curious knotted Garden, There.did [ ſee the low ſpotted 
Swaine, that baſe Minow of thy my-th, ( Clowne. Mee? ) 
that unlettered ſmall-hnowing ſoule, ((low-me? ) that ſhallow 
vaſſal*(Clow.Still M:2)which as I remember hight Coſtard, 
({*0w.O me) /or1ed and conſorted concrary to = 3 eff abliſhed 
proclaimed Edit and { ontinent Canon : Whichwith,O with, 
but with this I pafſiontoſay wherewith : 

Clo. With a Wench. 

Ferd. With a child: of onr Grandmather Eve, a female; 
or for thy more nnderitanding a woman : him, i ( as my ever 
eſteemed dmiie prickgs me on) have ſent to thee, to recerve the 
meed. of puciſoment by the ſweet Graces Officer Anthony 
Dull,s 2249 of good reprte carriage, bearing,and eſt umation. 

Amh.Mc,an'c ſhall pleaſe you? I am e-L:thoxy Dell. 

Ferd. For Taquenetta(ſo # the weaker veſſel called which 


] apprebended with the aforeſaid Swain, 1 keep ber as a veſſeh of 


thy Lawes fury and ſhalt at the leafÞ of thy ſw:er notice', bring 
ber to triall. Thine in ali complements of d:voted and heart- 
burning heat of autiz. 
= - Don Adriana de Armado. 


"= Bir. This isnotſo well as I looked for , but the beſt 
| thatever T heard, !' 


Ford, 1 the beſt for the worſt. But firra,Whatſay you 


tothis? ; 11110334, ry. 
Che. Sir I confeſſe rhe Wench: 
Fer. Did you heare the Proclamation ? 


# 


.,Cls.'Idocconfeſſemicch of the hearing it, but little of 


. "Ford." It was proclaimed a yeeres impriſonment to bee 


| -» Glox Ir was taken with none fir, I'wasraken witha 

| Fed. Well,it was proclaimed Damoſell. | 

| C/. This was no Damoſcllneither fir, ſhefwas a Vir- 
i ” £3 m1ge IT 7 CEO LAs 1 64 INEL 7 OT HSHIH EET. - 

4} Sed. It isfo varied too, for it was'proclaimed Virgin. 

| Clo: Wit were, I'deny her Virginitie: I was taken with 


1} For. This Maide will not ſerve your turne fir../ 
| Cho. This Maide will ſerve my turne fir. 


Fer. Sir I will pronounce your ſentence? You ſhall 
faſt a Weeke with Branne and Water: 


(70. I had rather pray a Moneth wich Mutton and Por: | 


rigde; 


. Ferd, And Don Armado ſhall be your Keeper: 
My Lord Bron, ſee him deliver*dore, 
And goe we Lordsto put in practice that, 
Which eachto other hath ſo ſtrongly ſworne, - Errum, 
Bir. Ile lay my head toany good mans H-t, 
Theſe oathes and Lawes will prove an idlc ſcorne. 


Sirra,come on.* 


(to. 1 ſuffer for thetruth fir : for trac it is, I was ta. 
ken with /[aquenttia,and /aquenerta is a true Girle , and 
therefore welcome the ſowre cup ot proſperity,afficion 
may one day {mile againe, and untili then fit downe ſor 


row. 


Emer Armado a Brag gart,and Moth his Page. | 
Brag. Boy, W hat figue 1s it when a man of great ſpirit 
growes mcelancholly > 
Boy. A great ſigne fir,that he will looke ſad. 
Brag. Why? fadnefle is one and the {clfe-tame thing 


deare Im 


Boy. - = O Lord fir no. 

Brag. How canſt chou part ſadnefſe an 
my teader /uvenah ? 

Boy. By afamiliar demonſtration'of the working , my 


tough Signior. 


Brag. Why tough Signior ? Why tough ſignior ? 
Boy. Why tender [wvenall? Why tender [uvenall ? 
Boy. I ſpoke it tender [nveral,, asa congruent epithe- 
ton,appertaining to thy yong dayes,which we may nomi- 
nate render. 
Boy, And I tough Signior , as an appertine 
your old time,which we may name tough. 
Brag. Pretty and apt. 
Boy. How meane you fir,I pretty, and my ſaying apt? 
; or I apt,and my ſaying pretty ? 
Brag. Thou pretty, bc cauſc little. 
Bop. Little pretty, becauſc little : wherefore apt ? 
Brag. And theretoic apt,bc cauſe quicke. 
Boy. Speake you this in my praiſc Maſter ? 
Brag. In thy condigne praile. | 
Soy. I will praiſe an Eele withthe ſame prailc. 
Brag. What? thatan Eele is ingenuous, 
Boy. That an Eele is quicke. 
Brag I doe 1a 
heat'it my blood. 
Boy. Iam anſwer'd fir. 
Brag. I love nottobe croſt. : 
Boy.He ſpeaks the clean contrary,croffes love not him. 
Br.I have proausd to ftudy iij yeeres wjth the Duke. 
Boy. You may doe it in an houre fir, 
Brag. |mpoſlible, : 
Boz How many1s one thrice told ? 
Brag, lamill at reckning,it fits the ſpirit of a Tapſter, 
Boy. You are aGentleman anda Gamelſter ir. 
Brag. I confeſſe both , they are both the varniſh ofa 


compleat man. 


Boy. Thcn Tam ſure you know how much the groſlc 
ſumme of deuſ-afe amounts to, 
B ag. It dothamount ro ene morethentwo, * 
Boy. Which the baſe vulgar call chree. 
Boy. W hy fir is this ſuch a peece of ſtudy? Now here's 
three (tudied;ere you'il thrice winke, and how eaſe 1t1s 
to put yearesto the word three,and ſtudy 'three yeeres 1 
ewo words,the dancing horſe willtellyou 


Fry 


d melanchol} y, 


nttitle to 


y thou art quicke in anſweres. Thou 


Br.T rue. |: 


— 


Ext. 


Brag, h 
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Loves Labour eloft, 
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Brag. A molt tine figure. | 
Boy. To Prove youa Cypher. OF'L 
Brag. I will bereupon confeſſe I am in love : and as 
it is bale for a Souldierto love ; ſoaml in love with a 
baſe Wench, If drawing my ſword againſt the humour 
of affection, would deliver mee from the reprobate 
thought of it, I wouldrake Deſire priſoner, and ranſome 
him co any French Courtier for a new devisd curteſic I 
thinke ſcorne to figh , meethinkes I ſhould out-{weare 
Cupid, Comfort me Boy, What great men have beene 
inlove? 

Boy. Hercules, Maſter. : 

Brag. Molt ſweet Herewles: more authority deare Boy, 
name more ; and ſweet my childe let them bee men of 
good repute and carriage. « ) 

| Boy. Sampſon,Maſter,he wasa man of good carriage, 
great carriage : for hee carried the Towne-gates on his 
backe like 2 Porter : and he was inlove. 

Brag. O well-knit Sampſon, ſtrong joynted Sampſon ; 
[docexcell thee in my Rapier,as muchas thou didit mce 
in carrying gates. I amin love too, Who was Samplons 
Love my deare Moth ? - 

Boy . A woman, Maſter. 

Brag. Of what complexion ? 

Boy. Ofall the toure,or the three,or the two,or one of 
the foure. - : 

Brag. Tell me preciſcly of what Complexion? 

Boy. Ofthe Sea-water Greene ir. : 

' "Frag. Isthat one of the foure complexions ? 

Boy, As 1 have read fir,and the beſt of hem too. 

Brag. Greene indeed is the colour of Lovers; but to 
havea Love of that colour, me thinkes Sampſon had ſmall 
reaſon for it, He ſurely afte&ed her for her wit. 

Boy. It was ſo fir,for ſhe had a greene wit. 

Brag, My Love is molt immaculate whiteand red. 

Bey. Moſt immaculate thoughts Maſter,are mask'd un- 
der ſuch colours. 

Brag. Define,define, well educated infant. 

Boy. My fathers witte, and my mothers tongue affiſt 
mee. | 

Brag. Sweet invocation of a childe, moſt pretty and 
patheticall. 

Boy. "If ſhe be made of white and red, 


_ 


1 Herfaults will ne're be knowne : 


For bluſhing cheekes by faults are bred, 
Andfeares by pale white ſhowne : 
Then if ſhe feare,or be to blame, 
Bythis you ſhallnog know, 
For (till her cheekes poſizile the ſame, 
Which native ſhe dorh owe : 
A dangerous rime Maſter againſt the reaſon of white 
and redde, 
, Brag. Is therenot a Ballet Boy , of the King and the 
cgger ? | 
Boy. The world was very guilty of ſacha Ballet, ſome 
three Ages.ſince,burt Ithinke now 'tisnot to be found 2 or 


if it were,it would neither ſerve for the writing , nor the 


my example my digreffion by ſome mighty preſident, 
Boy.I doe love that Countrey Girle that I tooke”in the 
_ with the 

well. y 


Maſter." 


Brag. Sing Boy,myſpirit growes heavy in love; 


a 


| 


Brag. I will have that ſubje& newly writ ore , that 1 | 


rationall' Hinde Cofard's ſhee deſerves | 
1 & 197 Þ | | whole yolumes in folts: ' , 
Boy. Tobe whip'd : and yet a better Love then my | "I 
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Boy. And that's great marvell,loving a light Wenc 
Brag. I ſay ling. 4 
Boy. Forbcare ull this company bepaſt. 


Enter (/lowne,Conſt able aud Wench, 


Conft, Sir, the. Dukes pleaſure, is that you keepe-Co- | 
ftardafe,and you muſt let him take no Chien toy no | 
pennance, but he muſt taſt three dayes.a-weeke : for this ' 
Damlell,I'muſt kcepe herat the Parke,ſhce is allow'd tor 
the Day-woman. Fare you well. Ex. | 

Brag. Idoe betray my ſcife with bluſhing : Maide: 

Maid. Man. | 

Brag. I will viſit thee at the Lodg. 

Maid. That's here by, 

Brag. I know whereit is ſituate. 

Maid. Lord how wiſe you arc ! 

Brag. I willtell thee wonders. 

Maid. With that face? 

Brag. I love thee. 

Maid. So T heard you ay, 

Brag. Andſo farewell. 

Maid. Faire weather after you. 

Come laquenettaaway. Exemm. 

Brag. Vilaine,thou ſhalt faſt for thy offencesere thou 
be pardoned, 


Clo, Well fir,l hope when Idoe it, I ſhalldoe it ona 
full tomacke. 

Brag. Thou ſhalt be heavily puniſhed. 

C/. Iam more bound to you then your fellowes , for 
they are bur lightly rewarded. 

(on. Take away this Viilaine,ſhut him up. 

Boy. Come youtranſgrefling ſlave,away. 

(!op. Let menor be pentup fir , 1 will be faſt being. 
oole. 

Boy. No fir, that were faſt and looſe : thon ſhalt to | 
priſon. 

Clow. Wcil,if ever Idoe ſeethe merry dayes of deſo- 
lation that I have ſcene, ſome ſhall ſee. 

Boy. Whar ſhall ſome lee ? 

Clow, Nay nothing, Maſter oth, but what they 
looke upon. It 1s not for priſoners to be flent in their 
words,and therefore I will ay nothing : I thanke God, I | 
have as little patience as another man and therefore I can 
be quiet. 7 

Brag. I docaffe& the very ground ( which is baſe) 
where her ſhooe ( which is baler ) guided by her foote 
(which 1s baſeſt)doth tread. I ſhall be forſworne(which 
18a great argument of falſhood ) if I love. And how can | 
that be true love,which is falſly atrempred? Love is fa- 
miliar, Love isa Divell.- There is no evil Ange!}-bur 
Love,yet Sampſon was fotempted , and hee had an execl- 
lent ſtrength : Yet was" Satoworn'{o feduced , and heehad * 
a very good wit, Cwpids But-ſhaft is roo hard for Hey- | 
cules Clubbe , and therefore roo ratch oddes for a Spa- | 
niards Rapier : The fifit and fecond*canſe\yill not ſerve | 


yt 


my turne: the. Paſſads hee teſpetts not-;the Duellohee 


regards not z his diſgrace isto bee called Boy, but his * 
men, Adne Valour , rift Rapter , bee 


for your manage yes; bee lore 


} nanager is inlove ; ctr 
Aſſt mefome extemporaltgodof Rime ; for'f amifarc 1 
ſhall raxne Sonnet. Devile Wit, write Pen, for Famfor 
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Enter the Printeſſe of France, with three attending Ladies, 
: and three Lor, as. 


-. : Bojet: Now Madam ſummonup your deareſt ſpirits, 
| Conſider whem the King your Father ſends: 
Te whom he ſends,and what's his Embaſlie. 
| Your ſclfc,held precious in the worlds eſteeme, 
| Toparlee with the ſole inheritour 
Of all perfections thata man may owe, 
' | Matcleſſe Navarre : the plea ofno lefle weight 

| Than Aquizaine,a Dowric for a Queene. 
_ | Benoyy asprodigall of all deare grace, 
As Nature was in making Graces deare, 
When ſhe did ſtarve the generall world befide, 
And prodigally gave themall to you. 

Prin, Good L.Bojet,my beauty though but meane, 
Needes not the painted flouriſh of your praiſe : 
Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye, 

Not uttred by baſe ſale of Chapmens tongues ; 
I amleſſe proud to heare you tell my worth, 
Then you much willing to be counted wiſe, 

In ſpending thus your wit in praiſe of mine. 
Butnozy to taske the tasker,good Boyer, 

You are not ignorant,all-telling fame 

Doth noyſe abroad Navarre hath madea vow, 
Til painefull ſtudy hall oyr-wearethree yeares, 
No woman may approach his ſilent Court : 

{ Therefore to's ſeemeth it a needfull courſe, 
Before we enter his forbidden Gates, : 

| To know his pleaſure,and in that bebalfe 

Bold of your worthineſſe, we ſingle you, 

As our beſt moving faire Soliciter : 

Tell him the Daughter of the King of Frexce, 
On ſerious buſineſſe,craving quicke diſpatch, 
Imporcunes perſonall conference with his Grace. 
Haſte,ſfignific ſomuch, while weattend, 

Like bumble viſag'd Sutors his high will. 


_ Boyer. Proud of iwployment,willingly I goe. Exit. 


. Prin. Allprideis willing pride,and your's is ſo : 
Whoarethe Votaries my loving Lords , that are yow- 
fellowes with this vertuous Duke ? 


by OS. PEI IIS 


Isa 
Whoſe edge hath power to cut,whoſe will tillwils, 
that come within his power. - 
ingLord belike,iſt ſo? 
that moſt his humors know. 


| | 2.Led.The yong D, 


_—_ 


amine, well accompliſh'd youth,} | 


—ER 


Of all that Vertue love,for Yertue loved. 
Moſt power to doc moſt harme,leait knowing ill : 
| For he hath yyittomakean ill ſhape good, 


| And ſhape to win grace though he had no it: 


I ſaw himatthe Duke Alanzeeconce, 
And much too little of that good I ſaw, 
Is my report to his great worthineſſe. 

Roſa. ' Another of theſe Students atthat time, 
Was there with him,as I have heard atrurh. 
Birone they call himgbuta merrier man, ' 
Withinthe limit of becomming mirth, 

I never ſpent an hourestalke withall. 
His eye begets occaſion for wit, 
Forevery obje& thatthe one doth catch, 
| The other turnesto a mirth-moving jeſt. 


{ Which his faire tongue(conceits Expoſitor) 


Delivers1n ſuch apt and gracious words, 
That agedeares play Trewantat his Tales, 
And yonger hearings are quite raviſhed. 
So ſweetand voluble 1s his diſcourle, 
Prin. God blefle my Ladies,are they all in love 7 

Thar every one her owne hath garniſhed, 
With ſuch bedecking ornaments of praiſe, 

Ma. Heere comes Boyet. 


Enter Bojet, 


Pris. Now, what admitrance Lord? | 
Boyet. Navarre had notice of your faire approach; 
And he and his Competitors in oath, | 
Wereall addreft, to meete you gentle Lady 
Before I came : Marry thus I have learnt, 
He rather meanes to lodge you in the field, 
Like one that comes heere ro beſiege his Court, 
Than ſecke a diſpenſation for his oath : 


| Tolet yon enter his unpeopled houſe: 


Enter Navar ,Longavile, Dumaine and Birone; 


| Heere comes Naverre. 
N av. Faire Princeſſe, welcometothe Court of Naver. 
Prim, Faire Igive you backe againe , and welcome 1 
havenot yet : the roofe of this Court istoo high to bee 
yours, and welcome to the wide fields , too baſe to bec 
mine. | 
Nav. You ſhall be welcome Madam to my Court. 
Prin. I will be welcome tken;Condud me thither. 
Nav. Heare me deare Lady,T have ſwarne an oath- 
Frin. Our Lady helpe my Lordhee'l be forſworne. 
Nav. Not for the world faire Madam,by my will. 
Prin. Why,will ſhall breake it will,and nothing ele. 
Nav. Your Ladiſhip is ignorant what itis. 
Pris. Were my Lord ſo,his ignorance were wile, 
Wherenow his knowledge muſt prove ignorance. 
I heare your Grace hath ſworne out Houſ-keeping : 
'Tisdeadly ſinneto keepe that oath my Lord, 
And ſinne to breake it : | 
But pardon me,I am too ſodaine bold, 
To teacha Teacher ill befeemeth:me. 


| Veuchſafero readethe purpoſe of my comming, 


And ſodainely reſolve me in my ſuite. 
Nev. Madam,T- will,if ſodainly I may. 
Prin. You will theſooner that I were away, 
For you'll prove perjur'd if you make me ſtay. 
Bir. Did not I'dance with you in Brabant once ? 
? 


Roſa, Did not Idance with you in Brabant once 


Bir. 1] 
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| © Bir. Iknowyoudid, | Boz. Lady, I will commend you to my owne hearts |- 
| Roſa, How "Ledlefſe was it thento aske the queſtion ? La. Ro. Pray you doe thy 96. ern __ | 

Bir. You muſtnor be ſoquicke. | I would be gladto ſee it. _ | 

Ro. *Tis long of youthat ſpur mee with ſuchqueſtions. Boy. I would you heard it grone. | 

Bir. Your wit'stoo hot it ſpeedstoo faſt , *tyill tire. La. Ro. Is the ſoule ſicke ? 

Raſo. Not till it leave the Rider in the mire. | Boy. Sicke atthe heart. 

Bir. What time a day ? Ls. Ro. Alacke, let it bloud- 

Roſa. The houre that fooles ſhould aske. | Boy. Wouldthat doe it good? 

Bir. Now faire befall your maske, La. Ro: My Philicke fayes I. 

Roſa. Faire fall the face it covers. | Zo. Will your prick't with youreye. 

Bir. And ſend you many lovers. La. Ro. No poynt; with my knife, 

Roſs. Amen, ſo you be none, Boy. Now God ave thy life. 

Bw. Nay then will I be gone, _, | Za. Ro. And yours from long living. 

Fer. Madame, your father heere doth intimate, Bir. I cannot ſtay thankſgiving. Exit. 
The paiment of a hundred thouſand Crownes, 

-Being but th'one halfe, ofan intire ſumme, h Enter Dumaine. gels 
Disburſed by my father in his warres. Dam. Six, I pray you a word ; what Lady isthatfame? 
But ſay that he, or we, as neither have | Boy. The heire of Alanſon, Roſalin her name. | 
Receiv'dthat ſumme ; yet there remaines unpaid Dum. Agallant Lady, Mounſter fare you well. Ex. 

| A hundred thoufand more : in ſurety ofthe which, | Enter gee ' | 
One part of Aguiraive is bound to us, Loyg. I beſeech youa word : what is ſheinthe white? 
Although not valued tothe moneys worth. Boy. A woman ſometimes;if youu ſaw her in the light, 
If tken the King your father will reſtore Long. Perchancelight inthe light : I defire her name. 
But that one halfe which is unſatisfied, Boy. She hathbut one for her ſflfe , 

We will give up our right in Aquitaine, To deſire that were a ſhame. / 

And hold faire friendſhip with his Majeſty : Lon. Pray you fir, whoſe daughter? 

Bur that ic ſcemes he lictle purpoſeth, Boy. Her mothers, I have heard. 

For here he doth demand to have repaid, Long. Gods bleſſing a your beard. 

An hundred thouſand Crownes, and not demands | Foy. Good firbenot offended, 

One paiment of a hundred thouſand Crownes, She is an heire of Fawlconbridge. 

To have his titlelive in Aquitaine, Wh: Loyg. Nay, my choller is ended ; | 
Which we much rather bad depart withall, Shee ts a moſt feet Lady, Exit. Longe 
And haye the money by our father lent, | Boy. Notunlike fir, that may be. 

Then Aqnitaine, ſo guelded as itis. Enter Firone, 

Deare PEincefſe, were not his requeſts ſo farre _  S#s,, What's her name in the cap. 

From reaſons yeelding, your faire ſelfe ſhould make ' Boy, Katherineby good hap. | 
A yeelding *gainſt ſome reaſon in my breſt, | Bir. Is ſhe wedded, or no: 

And goe wellfatisfied to France againe. | Boy. Toher will (ir, orſo. 

Prin, You doe the King my Father too much wrong» Bir. Youare welcome fir, adiew . | | 
And wrong the reputation of your name, Boy. Fare well tome ir, and welcome to you. . Ex. 
Inſounſeeming to conteſle receit . La. 248. That laſt is Birone, the mery mad-cap Lord. 
Ofthat which hath ſo faithfully beene paid, Not a word with him; but a jeſt. 

Fer. I doe proteſt I never heard of it, | Boy. Andevery jelt but a word. 

And if you prove it, Ile repay it backe, Fri, It was well done of youtotake himat his word. 
Or yeeld up eAquitaine, Boy. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to boord. 

Prin. Wearreſt your word : Lad. Ma. Two hot Sheepes mary ; wo 
© Bojet, you can produce acquittances | And wherefore not Ships ? (lips. 
| Þ Forſuchaſumme,from ſpeciall Odicers, Boy. No ſheepe (ſweet Lamb) ulefle we feed on your 
Of Charles his Father. La. Y ou ſheepe and I paſture: ſhall chat finiſh the jeſt? 

Fer. Satisfieme (0. Boy: So you grant paſture for me. 

1 Bojet. So pleaſe your Grace, the packet is not come La. Notſo gentle beaſt. , A En 
Where that and other ſpecialties are bound, My lips are no Common, though ſeverallthey be. | 
To morrow you ſhall have a fight of them. Boy. Belonging ro whom? 

Fer, It ſhall ſuifice me-3 at which enterview, La. Tomy fortunesand me. a 

| Allliberall reaſon would I yeeld unto: Prin. Goed wits will be jangling; but gentles agree. 
Meane time, receive ſuch welcome atmy hand, This civill warre of wits were much better uſed | 
As Honour, without breach-of Honor may On X.averand his bookemen, for heere'tis abus'd. 

Make tender of, to thy trugworthineſle. - Boy. If my:obſervation (which very ſeldome lyes 
You may not come faire Princeſſe in my gates, By the hearts ſtill rhetoricke, diſcloſed with eyes) 
But heere wichoat you ſhall be ſo receiy'd, Decetve me not now, N@varis infected. | 
AS you ſhall deeme your ſelfe lodg'd in my heart, Prin. With what 2. 
Though ſodeni'd farther harbour in my houſe : Boy. With that which we Lovers intitle affefted.. 
Your Owne good thoughts excuſe me, and farewell, Prin, Your reaſon. EN ONT TEETH IN” 
Tomorrow we ſhall viſit. you againe. « Boy, Why all his behavidursdoe maketheir retire, 


Prin.Sweet health and faire deſires conſort your grace; | To the court of his cye, peepingthorough deſire, | 
Fer, Thy owne wiſh, wiſh I thee, in every place. Exit. | His heartlikean Agot with your privt impreflcd, 
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Prond with his forme, in his cye pride expreſſed, 
His tongue all impatient to ſpeake and not ſee, 


{ Didſtumble with haſte in biseye-ſight tobe, 


All ſenſes to that ſence did make their repaire, 
To fecle onely looking on faireſt of faire : 
Me thougktall his ſences were lockt in his eye, 
As Tewels in Chriſtallfor ſome Princeto buy. (glaſt; 
W ho tendring their owne worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paſt. 
H1s faces owne margent did coate ſuch amazes, 
That all eyes ſaw his eyes inchanted with gazes» 
Ile give you efquitaine,and all that iShis, _ 
And you give himfor my fake, but one loving kifle. 
\ Prin, Cometo our Pavillion, Boyer is diſpoſde. 

Boy. But to ſpeake that in words, which his eye hath 
T onely have made a month of hiseye, (diſcloſ'd, 
By adding a tongue, which I know will not lye. 

Lad. Ro. T houart an old Love-monger, and ſpeakeſt 
$killfully. | 

Lad. Ma. He is Cupids Grandfather, and learnes news 
of him. | 

Lad.2. Then was Venus like her mother, for-her fa- 
ther is but grim. 

Boy. Doe you heare my mad wenches? 

Lad. 1. No 

Boy. Whatthen, doe you ſce? 

Lad. 2. 1,our way to be gone. 


Boy. Youare too hard for me. E xeunt ones. 


o 
Og—————— 


eAflus T ertia. 


_ — 


Ent:r Braggart, and Boy. 
SONg- 

Bra. Warblc child, make paſſionate my ſenſe of hea- 
ring. 

by. Concolinell.—— | 

Brag. Sweet Ayer, goe tenderneſſe of yeares : take 
this Key, give enlargement to the ſwaine, bring him fc- 
Rinatly hither : I muſt imploy him in a letter to my 
Love. 

Boy. Will you win yourlove witha French braule ? 

Brag. How meaneſt thou ,brauling in French ? 

Boy. No my compleat maſter, but to jigge off a tune 
atthe tongues end, canary to it with the feete, humour 
it with turning up your eye : figha note and ſing a note, 
ſometime through the throate : if you ſwallowed love 
with ſinging, love ſometime through the noſe, as if you 
ſnuft up love by ſmelling love, with your hat penthouſe- 


| like ore the ſhop of your eyes, with your armes croſt on 
| your thinebclly doublet, (like a Rabber on a ſpit) or your 


hands in your pocket, like a man after the 'old painting, 


and keepe not too long in one tune, but aſnip'ahd away : 


theſe are complements,thele are humours, rheſe betray 
nice wenches thar would be betraicd without theſe, and 
make them men of note :doe younote menthat molt are 
affected to rheſe? (4. 

Brag. How haſt thou purchaſed this experience ? 

Boy. By my penne of obſervation- 

Brag. Bat O, but O. | 

Zoy. The Hobby-horſe 1s forgot. 

Brag. Cal thou my love Hobbi-horſe. 

Boy. Mo Maſter. the Hobbi-horſe is bur a Colt, and 
your Love perhaps, a Hackny : 


| Bur have you forgot-your Love ? 


| 


| 


Brag. Almoſt 1 had. 

Boy. Negligent ſtudent; learre her by heart: 

Bray. By heart,and in heart Boy. . 

Boy. Andont of heart Maſter : all thoſe three I yill 
prove. 

brag. What wilt thou prove ? 

Boy. A man, if Tlive (andthis) by, in, and wichout,up- 
on the inſtant : by heart you love her, becauſe you heart 
cannot come by her : in heart youlove her, becauſe your 
heartis in love with her tand out ofheart youlove her, 
being out of heart that you cannot enjoy her. 

Brag. I amall theſe three. 

_ And three times as much more, and yet nothing 
at all. 

Brag. Fetch hither the Swaine, he muſt carry me alet- 
tre | 

Boy. A meſſage well ſimpathiz'd, a Horſe tobe embaſ- 
ſadour for an Aſle. 

Brag. Ha, ba, What ſayeſt thou ? 

Boy, Marry fir,you mult ſend the Aſſe npon the Horſe, 

for heis very flow gared : but I goe. 
Brag. The way is but ſhort, away. 
Boy. As ſwift as Lead lir. | 
Bra. Thy meaning pretty ingenious, is not Leada met- 
tall heavy, dull, and flow? 
Boy. Minime honeſt Maſter, or rather Maſter no. 
Brag. I ſay Lead is flow. 
Boy. Yeuare too ſwift fir to ſay ſo. 
Is that Lead flow which is fir'd from a Ganne ? 
Brag. Sweet ſmoke of Rhetorike, 
He reputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet that's he : 
.T ſhoote theeat the Swaine. 
Boy. Thump then, and I flee. Ex. 
Brag. A moſt acute Iuvenal, voluble and free of grace, 
By thy favour ſweet Welkin, I mult ſigh in thy face, 
Moſt rude melancholly, Valour givesthce place. 
My Herald is return'd. 


Enter Page, and Clowne. 


Pag. A wonder Maſter,chere's a ( oftard broken in a, 
ſhin. E462” 
e-/rm. Some enigma , ſome riddle , no Lenwoy be- 


g1N. 

(0. No cgma, no riddle, no Lenvey, no ſalve, in the 

male fir. Or fir, Plantan, a plaine Plantan : no Lexvsy,no 

Lenuoy, or Salve fir, buta Plantan. 4 
Arm, By vertue thou .inforceſt laughter, thy filly 


- thought, my ſpleene,the heaving of my lunges provokes 


me to ridiculous ſmiling: O pardon me my ſtarres,doth 
the inconſiderate take ſalve for Lenuoy,and the world Len- 
voy for a ſalve? 
Pag. Doe the wiſe thinke them other, is not Lenwoy a 
ſalve? (plaine, 
Arn, No Page, it isanepilogue or diſcourſe to make 
Some obſcure precedence that hath tofore beene faine. 
Now will I begin your morrall, and doe you follow with 
my Lenvoy, SEED 
The Foxe, the Ape, and the Humble-Bee, 
Were {till at oddes, being but three. 
Pag. Vntill the Gooſe came out of doore, 
Staying the oddes by adding foure. . 
A good Lenvoy, ending inthe Gooſe : would you dc- 
ſire more? 37 
(7s. The Boy hath ſold nim a bargaine, a Gooſe, that's 


flat 
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Sir; your penny-worth is good, and your Gooſe be fat. 
Tocil a bargaine well isa5cunning as faltand1oole ; 
Let mc ſeea tat Lenvey, I thar'sa tar Gooſe. 

eArma, Come hirher, come hither : 
How didchis argument begin ? gs; 

Boy. By ſaying that a Cofard was broken itia ſhins 

Then cal'd you for the Lenvoy, 

Cw, True, and I for a Plantan : 


' Thus came your argument 1n : 


Then the Boyes far Lenvoy, the Gooſe that you bought, 
And heended rhe marker. LR 

Arma. Bur tell me ; How wasthere a Coftard broken 
ina ſhin e 

Pag. I willtell youſencibly. 

C{ow. Thou halt no feeling of it oth, 

I wilt ſpeake that Lenvoy. 
I Cofard running out, that was ſafely within, 
Fell over the threſhould, and broke my ſhin. 

eArm, We will talke no more of this matter- 

Clow. Tillthere be more matter in the ſhin. 

eArm. Sirra Coftard, [ will infranchiſe thee. 

Chw. O, marry me to one Francs, I {mell ſome Zen- 
voj, ſome Goole 1nthis, | 

Arm. By my ſweet ſoule; I meane; ſetting thee at liber- 
ty. Enfreedoming thy perſon ; thou wert Immured, re- 
{trained, captivated, bound. | : 

{ow, True, true, and now you will be my purgation, 
and let me looſe. 

Arma, 1 give thee thy liberty, ſet thee from durance . 
and1n liey thereof, impoſe on thee nothing bur this : 
Beare this ſignificant to the country Maide laquenerea : 
there is remuneration, for the beſt ward of mine honors 
isrewarding my dependants. oth, follow. Exit. 

Pag. Like the {equell I. 

Signeur Coſtardadew. Exit. 

Clow, My ſweet ounce ofmansfleſh, my in-cony Iew: 
Now will I looke to his remuneration, 

Remuneration, O, that'sthe Latine word for three-far- 
things ; There-farthings remuneration, What's the price 
ofthis yncle ? i.d.no, Le give you aremuneration: Why? 
It carriesit remunezation : Why? It isa fairer name then 


UCrowek I will never buy and ſell our of this 
WOrde 


Exter Birone. 


Bir, Omy good knave {oſtard, exceedifgly well met. 
Clow, Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon may 
a man buy tor a remuneration ? 
Bw. What is a remuneration ? 
Coff. Marry fir, halfe penny farthing; 
i Bw, O, Why then three farthings worth of Silke. 
(oft. Ithanke your worſhip, God be wy you. 
Bir. O ſtay ſlave, I muſt employ thee: 
Asthou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Doe one thing for me chat I ſhall intreate. 
Clow, When would you have it done fir ? 
Bir. O thisafter-noone. 
(ow. Well, I willdoeirfir : Fareyou well. 
Bir. O thou knoweſt not what it is. 
C/o, T ſhall know ſir, when I havedone it. 
Bir. Why villaine thou nwſt knoyy firſt. : 
(7.1 will come to your worſhip tomorrow morning. 
Br. Tt muſt bexlone this after-noone, 


Harkeflave, it is but this : | 


The Princeſſe comes to hunt herein the Parke, 


o 
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Andin her traine there is a gentle Lady : Be ot 

When tongues ſpeake ſweetly, thenthey name her name, 

And Roſatsne they call her, aske for her : 

Andto her white band ſee thou doe commend 

This ſcad upcounſaile. There's thy guerdon : goes 
C/o. Guerdon, O ſweet guerdon, better then remune- 

ration, a levenpence-farthing better : moſt ſweet guer- 

don. I will doe it fir in print : guerdon, remuneration. 

PLS E xn. 

Bir. O ! and I forſoothin love, 

I that have beene loves whip ? $4} £1 

A very Beadle toa.humerous ſigh: A Criticke, 

Nay, a night-watch Conſtable. 

A domineering pedant orethe Boy, 

Then whom no mortall ſo magnificent. 

This wimpled, whyning, purblind waiward Boy, 

This ſignior Iwnios gyant dwarfe,don Cupid, 

Regent of Love-rimes, Lord of folded armes, 

Tlrannointed ſoveraigne of ſighes and groanes : 

Licdge of all loytercrs and malecontents: 

Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpeeces; 

Sole Emperator and great general 

Of trotting Parrators (O my little heart.) 

And I to bea Corporall of his field; 

And weare his colours like a Tumblers hoope >. 

What? I loye !I ſuc !Iſkeke awife, 

A woman, that 1s likea Germane Clocke, 

Still a repairing : ever out of frame, 

And never going a right, beingbur a Watch : 

But being watcht, that it may ſtill gee right. 

Nay, ta be perjurde; which is worit of all : 

And among three, to love the worſt of all, 

A whitly wanton, with a velvet brow. 

With two pitch bals ſtucke in her face for eyes. 

T, and by heaven, one that will doethe deed, 

Though eArg# were her Eunuch and her guarde. 

And Ito ſigh tor her } to watch for her | 

To pray for her, goe tO: it tsa plague 

Thar Czpid will impoſe for my neglect, 

Of his almighty dreadfull little might. 

Well, I will love, write, ſigh, pray, ſue, and grone, 

Some men muſt love my Lady, and ſome ore. 


_— 
7" 


Aﬀus Quartus. 


- <tc” 


Enter the Princeſſe, 4 Forrefter, her Ladies, and 
her Lords. 4 


Prin. Was that the King that ſpurd his horſe ſo hard, 
Againſt the ſteepe unriſing of the hill ? 
Boy, I know not, but 1 thinke it was not he. 
Prin. Who cre a was, a ſhew'da mounting mind : 
Well Lords; today we ſhall have our diſpatch, 
On Saterday we will returne to Fravce. 
Then Forreſter my friend, W hete is the Buſh - 
That we mult ſtand and play the murtherer 10? 
For. Hereby upontheedge of yonder Coppice, 
A Stand where you may make the faireſt ſhoote. 
Pris. I thanke my beauty, I am faire that ſhoots; 
And therenpon thou ſpeak'f the faireſt ſhoote. 
For, Pardon me Madam, for I meant not {o. _ 
Prin, What, what? Firſt praiſe me;thenagaine fay n0. 
O ſhoreliv'd pride. Not faire Falacke — Cnay 
or. 


» 
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For. Yes Madain faire. did he ſee ? to overcome. To whom: came he? to the 
Begger. What ſaw he ? the Begger. Who overcame 


Pren. Nay, never paint menow, | 
- Where faire is nor, praiſe cannot mend the brow: he? the Begger. The concluſions victory : On whoſe 
ſide ? the King : the captive isinricht : On whoſe ſide > 


; Here (good my glafle) take this for telling true : 
| Faire paiment tor toule words, is more then due. the Beggers. The cataſtrophe isa Nuptiall ; On whoſe 
- For. Nothing but faireis that wbich you inherit. fide ? the Kings : no, on both in one; or one 1n both. I am 
Privy, See, ſee, my beauty willbe ſay'd by merit- { theKing (for ſo ſtands the compariſon) thou the Beg- 

O herefic in faire, ft for theſe dayes, ger, forſowitneſſeth thy lowlinefle. Shall I command | 
A giving hand, though foule, ſhall have faire praiſe. thy love? I may. Shall 1 inforce thy love? I could, | 
But come, the Bow : Now Mercy goes to kill, Shall Tentreate thy love ? I will, What, ſhalt thou ex- 
And ſhooting well, is then accounted 1ll: change for ragges, roabes : fortittles titles, for thy ſelf 

' Thus will I fave my credit inthe ſhoote, me. Thus expeRing thy reply, I prophane my lips on 
Not wounding, pitty would not let me do't : thy foote, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart on thy 


—— 


« - 


If wounding, then it was to ſhew my $kill, every part. 
' That more tor praiſe, than purpoſe meantto kill. Eh $7 
And out of queſtion, ſo it is ſometimes : T hine in the deareſt deſighe of indatry, 


Glory growes guilty ofdeteſted crimes, 

When for Fames fake, to praiſe an cutward part, 

We bend to that, the working of the heart. 

As I for praiſcalone now ſecke to fpill 

Thepoore Deere blood, that my heart meanes no ill. 

| Boy. Dce not curſt wives hold that ſelfe-ſoveraignty 
Onely for praiſe ſake, when they ftrive to be 

Lords ore their Lords? 
Prin. Only for praiſe, and praiſe we may afford, 

To any Lady that ſubdewes a Lord. 


Enter { lowre, 


Don Adrianade Armado, 


Thus doſtthou hearethe Nemean Lion roare, 

Gainſt thee thou Lambe, that ſtandeſt as his prey: 

Submiſſive fall his princely feete before, 

And he from forrage will inclineto play. | 
But ifthou ſtrive (poore ſoule) what artthouthen ? 
Food tor his rage, repaſture for hisden. x 


Prom, What plume of feather is he that inditgd this 
Letter > What vaine ? What Wethercocke ? Did you 
ever hearebetter ? 
Boy. I am much deceived, but Iremember the ſtile. 
Prin, Elſe your memory is bad, going ore it erewhile. 


Boy. Herecomesa member of the commen-wealth. 
Ch. Goddig-you-denall, pray you which is the head 


Lady? Boy. This Armado is a Spaxiard that keeps herein court 
| ®Prin.Thou ſhalt know her fellow,by the reſt that have | A Phantaſme, a Monarcho, and one that makes {port 
no keads. ; To the Prince and his Booke-mates 


Prix. Thou fellow a word; 
Who gavethee this Letter ? 
Cow. I told you, my Lord. 
Pra. To whom ſhould" thou give it ? 
Clow. From my Lordto my Lady. 
Prin, From which Lord, to which Lady ? 
(ow. From my Lord Berowne, a good maſter of mine, 
To a Lady of Fraxce, that he call'd Roſalie. | 
Prin. Thou haſt miſtaken his letter, Come Lords away. 
Here ſweet, put up this, *rwill be thine another day. 
Exennt, 
Boy. Who isthe ſhooter ? Who is the ſhooter ? 
Roſa. Sha!] I teach you to know. 
Boy. I my continent of beauty. 
Reſa. Why ſhe that beares the Bow. Finely put off. 
Bey. My Lady goesto kill hornes, bur if thou marry, 
Hang me by the necke, if hornesthat yeare miſcarry. 
Finely put on. : 
Roſa, Well then, Iam the ſhooter. 
Boy. And who is your Deare? | 
Roſa. If we chooſe by hornes, your ſelfe come not 
| neare. Finely put on indeed: 
Mari, You ſtill wrangle with her Boyer,and ſhe ſtrices 


{t, Which is the greateſt Lady, the higheſt ? 

Prin. Thethickeſt, andthe talleſt, 

Cle. Thethickeſt, and theralleſt: it is ſo,truth is truth. 
And your waſte Miſtris,wereas {lender as my wit, 

One a theſe Maides girdles for your waſte ſhould be fit. 
Are not you the chicte women? Youare the thickeſt here, 
Prin. What's your will fir ? What's your will? 
Clo. I have a Letter from Monfier Birone, 
Toone Lady Roſalize, 

Priv. Othy letter, thy letter : He's a good friend of 
Stand aſide good bearer. (mine. 
Boyet, you can Carve, 

Breake upthis Capon, 
Boy. I am bound tolerve. 
' This Letter is miſtooke : it importeth none here : 
It is write to /aquenetta. | 
' Prin, We will readeit, I ſweare. 
Breakethe necke ofthe Waxe, and every one give care. 


Boyer reades. 


BY heaven, that thouart faire, is moſt infallible :rrue 
that thou art beauteous, truth it {cife that thou art 


Gy 


lovely : more fairer then faire, beamifull then þcautious, at the brow. 
truerthentruth it ſelfe : have comiſerationon thy heroi- | Boy. But ſhee her ſelfe is hit lower 
call Vaſlall. The magnanimous and moſt illuſtrate King | HavelI hit her now. | 


Cophetua let eye the pernicious and indubitate Beg- 
ger Zenclophes he it was that might rightly fay Fx 
#, vidi, ici : Which to Anatomize in the vulgar, O 
baſcand obſcure vulgar ; videlicet, He came, Saw, and 0- 
vercame : he came one, ſce;' two; covercame three. 
Who came ? the King. Why did he come ?to ſee. Why 


Roſa. Shall I come upon thee with anold ſaying, that 
wasa man when King Pippin of France was a little boy ,as 
touching the hir it. 

© Boy. So1 may auſwer thee with one as old, that was 
a woman when Queene Guinover of Britaine was A little 


wench, as touching the hut it. 
Roſa 


—_— 


-_ 
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Roſe, Thou canſtnot hitit, hir it, hit it, 

Thoucanſt not hit it my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot + — 

And 1 cannot; another can. Exit 

Clo. By my troth moſt pleaſant, how both did hit it. 

' Mar. Amarke marveilous well ſhot, for they both 

did hit. | 
Boy. A marke, O marke butthat marks : a marke ſayes 

i np IaAys LG Eos 

Let the marke have a pricke in't,to meate af,if iv may be. 

AMar. Wide 2th bow hand, yfaith your hand is our. 

Cle. Indeed a'muſt ſhoote nearer , or hecle ne're hit 
the clout. ; INT 

Boy, And if my hand be out, then belike you hand is 


ft : 

Clo. Then will ſhe get the upſhoot by cleaving the 
. Pin. 

* Mar. Come, come,yuntalke greaſely, your lips grow 
foule. 

Cho, She's too hard for you atpricks, 
to boule. 


Qule. 

Ch. By my ſoule a Swaine, a moſt ſimple Clowne. 
Lord, Lord, how the'Ladies and I have part him downe- 
O my troth molt ſweete jefts, molt incony vulgar wit, 
Whenit comes ſo ſmoothly off, ſo obſcenely, as 1t were, 

ſo fit. | 
eArmado ath to ſide, Oa moſt dainty man. 
To ſee him walke before a Lady, and to beare her Fan. 
To ſee him kife his hand, and how moſt ſweetly a will 
{weare: 
And his Page at other fide, that handfull of jyit, 
Ah heavens, 1t1s a moſt patheticall nit. 
Sowla, ſowla. | Exeunt. 
Showte within. 


Enter Dull, Holofernes, the Pedant, and N athazicl, 


Nath, Very reverent ſporttruely ,and done in the teſti- 
mony ofa good conſcience. 

Ped. The Dearc was (as you know) ſanguis in blood, 
ripeasaPomwater, whonow hangeth like a Iewell in 
the care of Ceo the sky : the welken the heaven, and a- 
non falleth like a Crab on the face of Terra, the ſoyle,the 
land, the earth. 
| Carat, N ath. Truly Maſter Hohfernes,the epythites are 


ſweetly varicd like a ſchollerart the leaſt : bur ſir Iafſure 
yee, it wasa Bucke of the firſt head, 

Hel. Sir N athaniel, haud creas. 

Dul. *Twas nota haud credo, *twasa Pricket. 

Hol. Moſt barbarousintimation : yet a kind of infi- 
nuation, as it were in 944, in way of explicarion facere :as 
it werereplication, or rather oftentere,to ſhow as it were 
his inclination after his undrefſed,unpoliſhed, uneduca- 
ted, unpruned, untrained,or rather unlettered, or rathe- 


| reſtuncontirmed faſhion, to inſert againe my baud credo 


for a Deare, 
Rog I faid the Deare was not a hagd credo, *twas a Pris 
cker. | 
Hol, Twice ſod ſimplicity, bi cou, O thou mon- 
ſter ignorance, how deformed dooſt thou louke? 
XN 4th. Sir he hath never fed of the dainties that are 
bred in a booke. | 
He hath not cate paper as it were : 


. 
eu c— 


He hath not drunke inke. 


fir challenge her | 
Bop. I feare too much rubbing : good night my good | 


"+ 


| 


His intelle& is not repleniſhed , he is onely an ial 
_— ſenſible in theduller 
are 


ts: andſuchbarren | 


more then he; 


For as 1t would ill become me to be vaine, indiſcreet, or | 


afoole; 


So were there a patch ſeton Learning, to ſee hin it a 


School: 
But one bene{ay I, being of an old Fathers mind, -* - 
Many can brooke the weather, that love not the wind: 

Dal. Youtwo are book-men : Can you tell by your 
wit, What wasa month old at (ave birth, that's not 
five weekes old as yer ? | - 
Ky Ditti/ima goodman Dull , Diitifimma goodman 

Duel. What is difloma? 

Nath. A title to Phebe, to Lund, to the Adoone. 

Hol. The Moone wasa month old when Adem was 

no more. (ſcore. 
And wrought not to five-weekes when he came to fives 
Thallufien holds in the Exchange. ws 

_= 'Tistrue indeed, the Collufion holdsin the Ex- 
Change. ſts: 
Hel. God comfort thy capacity,I ſay thyalluſion holds 
in the Exchange. | 

D#l. And 1 faythe poluſion holds in the Exchange : 
for the Moone is never but a month old : and I ſay be- 
fide that,'twasa Pricket that the Princeſle kild, 

Hol. Six Nathaniel , will you. heare an extemporall 
Epytaph on the death of the Deare , andzto humour 
_ ignorant call'd the Deare, the Princeſſckill'da Pric- 
ets 

Nath. Perge, good Maſter Holofernes, perge, ſo it ſhall 
pleaſe youtoabrogateſcurility. ; 

Hel, 1 will ſomething affect the letter, for it argues 
facility. 


The praysfull Princeſſe prarſs andpricke 
a pretty pleaſing Pricket, 

Some ſay a Sore, but not aſore, 
rillnow made ſorewith ſhooting. - 

The Dog ges did yeh, put ell to Sore, 
then Sorell jumps from thickst : 

Or Pricker-ſore, or elſe Sorelt , 
the people fall a hooting. 

If Sore bee ſore, than ell to Sore, 
makes fifty ſores O ſorelt : 

Of one ſore [ an hundred maks 
by adding but one more L; 


Nath. A raretalent. | X | 

Dl. Ita talent be a claw, looke how he clawes him 
with a talent. 

Nath. This is agiftthatI have ſimple : ſimple, a foo- 
Iiſk extravagant ſpirit, full of formes, figures, ſhapes,ob- 
jects, Ideas, apprehenfions, motions, revolutions. Theſe 


are begot in the ventricle of memory, nouriſht in the | 


wombe of primater, and delivered upon the mellowing 
of occaſion : butthe giftis good in thoſe in whom it is 
acute, and I am thankefull for it. 1 

Hol. Sir, Ipraiſe the Lord for you, and fo may my 
pariſhioners, for their Sonnesare well tutor'd by you, 
and their Daughters profit very greatly under you ; you 
area good member ofthe comman-weelth. . 

Nath. Me hercle, If their Sonnes be ingeanous, - they 


n 


animall, 
plants 
et before us,that we thankefull ſhould bes which we | 
taſte and feeling ,are for thoſe partsthat doe fructibe in us 


—_—_— 


ſhall 


| Study hisb 
Whereall t 


- Nath. Fanſte precor gelide, quando, pecuus onme ſub 
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Loves Labour Soft, 


hall wane no inſtruQion : TIftheir Daughters be capable, 
L will putit to them. But Yr ſaple qus parcs loquitnr, a 
{oule Feminine faluteth us. 


Emter Iequenetta, and the (Yowne. 


Taque.God give you good morrow Maſter Parſon. 
_ Nath. Maſter Parſon, quaſi Perſone? And if one ſhould 
be perft, Which is the one? | | 
Clo. Mary Maſter Schoolemaſter, he that is likelt to 
a hogſhead.. | | : 
| Bm Of perfing a Hoglhead, a good luſter of conceit 
in a turph of Earth, firc enough for a Flint, Pearle enough 
for a Swine : *tis pretty, it is well. 
. Tags. Good Maſter Parſon be ſo as roade me this 
Letter, it was given me by Ceffard, and ſent me from 
Don eArmatho : 1 beſeech yau reads it» 
VP 
bra, ruminat, and ſo torth. Ah good old CMantuaen, I 
may.ſpeake of thee as the traveller doth of Yenice, Vent- 
chi, venachea,qui nin te vide, # non te piarch. Old Man- 
tran, old Mantuan. Who underſtandeththee not, vt re 
fol ta mi fa. Vnder pardon fir, What are the contents?or 
rather as Horrace ſfayes in his, Whart ! my ſoule verics, 
Hol.. T ſir,and very learned. 
Nath. Let me heatea ſiaffe, a ſtanza, a verſe, Lege do- 
mine. 
If Love make me for[worne, how ſhall I ſweareto loue ? 
Ahneuer faith could hold if not to beautic vowed. 
Thoughto my ſelfeforſworne, tothee Ile faithfull proue. 
Thoſe = <: to me were Okes, to thee like Ofiers 
bowed: RS 
leaves, and makes his booke thine eyes. 
= ſepleaſurcs live, that Art would compre- 
hend, 
If knowledge be the marke, to know thee ſhall ſuitjce, 
Well learned isthat tongue, that well can thee commend. 


] All ignorant that ſoule, that ſees thee without wonder. 
' Which is to me ſome praiſe, that thy partsadmire ; 
'Thy eye /oves lightning beares, thy voyce his dreadfull 


thunJer. | 
Which not to anger bent, is muſique, and ſweet fires 
Celeſtiall as thouart, Oh pardonlove this wrong, 
That ſings heavens praiſe, with {uch an earthly congue. 


Pedro. You find netthe apoſtraphas, andſo miſſe the 


accent. Let me ſiperuiſe the cangenet. 

Nath. Here are onely numbers ratified, but for the 
elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poeſic care? : Os 
Side Nao wasthe man.” And why in deed N 4/@, but 
for ſmelling out the odoriferous floures of fancy ? the 
jerkes of invention imitary 1s nothing : So doth the 
Hound his maſter, the Ape his keeper, the tyred Horſe 
his rider : But Damoſelia Virgin, Was this direed to 

ou? 
f lague. T ſir from one, mounſier Zerowne, one of the 
ſtrange Queenes Lords. | 

| Nath. 1 will overglance the ſuperſcript. 
Tothe ſnow-white hand of the moſt beantions Lady, Roſaline. 
I will looke againe on the intelle of the Letter, for 
the nominationof the party, written to the perſon writen 


unto. | 
Towr Ladiſhips in all defired imployment, Berowne. 

Per. Sir Holefernes, this Berowneis one of the Votaries 
with the King, and heare he hath framed a Letter to a ſe- 


quent of the {franger Qu! 
by the way of progrefiion, hath miſcarricd. Trip and 


veenes : which accidentally, or | 


goc my ſweet, deliverthis Paper into the hand of the 
King,jr may concernemuch : ſtay notthy complemene 1 
forgive thy duety, adue.. _ is 
Maid. Good (oftardgoe with me; | 
Sir God {ave your bfe. ; 
Ce#, Havewih thee my girle. Exit, 
Hel. Sir you have done this in the feare of God very 
religioufly : and as a certaine father faith ——. - | 

Ped. Sir tell not me of the father, I doe feare colours. 
ble colours. But roterurne to the Verſes,Did they pleaſe 
you lir I athaniel? | A 

Nath, Marveilous well for the pen. 

Pega. I doe dine to day at the fathers of a certaine Py- 
pili of mine, where if (being repaſt )it ſhallpleaſe youto 
Sratifie the table witha Grace, I will on my priviledge1 
have with the parents of the foreſaid Child or Pupil, 
undertake your bien vernto, where I will prove tholc 
Verlesto bce very unlearned, neither favouring of Poe- 
try, Wit, nor Invention. I beſeech your Society, 

Nath. And thanke you to : for ſociety (faith the text) 
15 the bappineſle of life, | 
Pear. And certesthe text moſt infallibly concludes it. 


Sir I doe invite youtoo, you ſhall not ſay me nay: pace | 


verba. 5 
Away, the gentlesare at their game, and we will to our 
| recreation, 
. Excant, 


Enter Birone with a Paper in his hand, alone. 


Biro. The King he is hunting the Deare, 
I am courſing my ſclfe. 

They have pitcht a Toyle, I am toyling ina pytch, 
pitch that defiles ; dehile, a foule word : Well, ſer thee 
downe ſorrow _; for ſothey ſay the foole ſaid, and ſo ſay 
I, andIthe foole : Well proved wit. By the Lord this 
Love is as mad as 4x, it kils ſheepe, it kils me, 1a 
ſheepe ; Well proved againe a my ſide. I will not love, 
if I doc, hang me: yfaich1willnot. O bat her eye : by 
this iighr, but for her eye,;I would not love her ; yes, for 
her twoeyes. Well, I doe nothing in theworld bur lye 
and lyein my throate. By heaven I doe love, and it hath 
taught meto Rime, and to be mallicholy : and here is 
part of my Rime, and heere my mallicholly. Well, ſhe 
hath one a'my Sonnets already, the Clowne bore it, the 
Foole ſent it, and the Lady hath it :{weer Clowne, ſwee- 
ter Foolc, ſweeteſt Lady. By the world, I would nor care 
apin, if the other three were in. Here comes one witha 
paper, God give him grace to grone. 

He fanas afiae. 

Kins Ay me | 

Bir. Shot by heaven : proceed ſweet (%pid, thou halt 
thumpt him with thy Birdboit under the left pap:in faith 
ſecrets. 

King. Soſweet a kiſſe the golden Sunne gives not, 
To thole freſh morning drops upon the Roſe, 

As thy eye beames when their freſh Rayes have ſmot 
The night of dew that on my cheeks downe flowes. 
Nor ſhinesthe filver Moone one halfe fo bright, 
Through the tranſparent boſome of the deepe, 

As doth thy face through teares of mine give light : 
Thou ſhin'ſt in every teare that I doe weepe, 
Nodrop,but as a Coach doth carry thee, 

Sorideit thou triumphing in my woe, 

Doe bur behold the tearesthar ſwell in me, 

And they thy glory through my griefe will ſhew : 


The King entreth, 


But 


—_— 
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Loves Labour s oft. 


Butdoe not love thy ſelfe, thenthou wilt keepe 

My teares for glaſles, and ſtill make me weepe- 

O: Queene of Queenes, how farredoſt thoucxcell, 
No chought can thinke, nor tongue of mortall tell. 
How ſhall ſhe know my gricfes? Ile drop the paper, 
Sweet leaves ſhade folly. Who is he eomes heere ? 


Enter Longavile. The King fleps aſide. 
What ! Longavil/ | and reading : liſten care. | 

Bir. Now in thy likenefſe, one more foole appeare. 
Lovg. Ay me, Iam forſworne. | 
Bir. Why he comesin like a perjurd, wearing papers. 
Loxg. Inlove I bope, ſweet fellowſhip in'ſhame. 
Bir. One drunkard loves another of the name. 
Lon. Am I the firſt thathave bin perjur'd ſo? (know; 


Thou makeſt the triumphery, the corner cap of ſocicty, | 
The ſhape of Loves Tiburne, that hangs up ſimplicity. 
Low. I feare theſe ſtubborne lines lacke power to move. 
O ſweet Maria, Empreſſe of my love, 
Theſe numbers will I teare, and write in proſe. - 
Bir. O! Rimes are guafdson wanton Cupids hoſe, 
Disfigure not his Shop. 
Lon. This fame ſhall poe. He reads the Sonnet. 
Did net the heavenly Rhetoricke of thine eye, 
"Gainit whom the world cannot hold argument, - 
Perſwade my hears to thu falſe perjury? 
Uowes for thee brokg deſerve not puniſhment, 
A Womanl forſwore, but I will prove, 
Thou b:ing a Goddeſſe, I forſmwore not thee. 
My Vow was eartbly, thok a beaventy Love, 
Tby grace being gain'd, cures all diſgrace in'me, 
Uowes arebut breath, and breath a vapour #1, 
Then thou [aire Stun, which on my earth doeft (hint, 
Exhal ſt this vapor-vow, in thee it #4; ©. 
If broken then, it i no fault of mine 
If by me broke, What foole « not ſo wiſe, 
To looſe an oath, to win a Paradi/e? | 
Bir. This isthe liver veine, which makes fleſh a deity, 
A greene Gooſe, a Goddeſle, pure pure Idolatry. 
God amend us, God amend, weare much out o'th'way- 


| | Enter Dumaime. | 
Ton. By whom ſhall I ſend this 1 (company 2?) Stay. 
Br. All hid, all hid, an old infanctplay, 
Like ademy God, here ſit I inthe sky, 
And wretched fooles ſecrets heedfully ore-cyes 
More Sackes to the myll 1O heavens Lhave my wiſh, 
Damame transform'd, foure Woodcocks ina diſh. 
* Dum, Omoſtdivine Kate, _- 
Bo. O moſt prophane coxcombe. 
Dum, By heaven the wonder of a mortall cye+ 
Bir. By carth ſhe isnot, corporall, there you lye. +. 
{ Dum. Her Amber baires for foule/hathamber coted. 
| 8s. AnAmber coloured Ravenwas well noted. 
Dum, As upright asthe Cedar. 
Bir. Stoope I ſay, her ſhoulder is with- child; 
Dum, As faireas day. 
Bir, T as ſome dayes, but then no ſanne muſt ſhine. 
Dum. O that I had my wiſh ? 
Zong. And I had mines 
Kt. And mine too good Lord, --.; | 
Bir, Amen, (o'T had mine: Is not that agood.word ? 
Dam, I would forget ber, buta Fever ſhe JH 
Raignes in my bloud, and will remembred be. 


— 


Bir. 1could put thee in comfort, not by two thatT | 


| 


—— 


1 And markt you both, and for you both 


Bir. A Fever inyourbloud ! why then inciſion | 


Ah good it 


i 
mes... 


Would let her out in Sawcers, ſweet miſpriſion. 
Dum, Once more Ile rcad the Ode that I have writ. . 
Bir. Once more Ile marke how Love can varry Wit 


Duaumainereades bis Sonnet." 


On 4 day, alacke the day : ES 
Love, whoſe Month 1s every May, 
Spied « bloſſome paſſing faire, 

F laying in the wanton ajres 
Through the Velvet, leaves the wind, 
e Al nuſcenc, can paſſace 

That the Lover hers yur ; 
Wiſh'd bimſelfe the heavens breath. 
Are (quoth he) thy checkes mey blow, 
Are, would 1 might triumph ſo. 

But alacke my hand u ſworne, 

Ne're to plucke thee from thy throne; 
Vow alacke for youth nnmeete, 

Yonth ſo apt toplucke aſweet. 

Doe notcallit ſinne in me, 

That 1 am forſworne for thee. 

Thox for whom [ove wonld ſweare, 
Tuno but an </Ethiop were, 

e-1:d deny bimſelfefor Tove, 

Turning mortall for thy Love, 


This will I ſend, and ſomethivg elſe oidre plaine. 
That hall cxprefſe my true-loves faſting paine, 


j O would the King, Birone, and Longavile, 


Were Lovers too, ill to example ill, 
Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note z 
For none offend, where all alikedoe dote. 

Long. Dumaine,thy Loveis farre from charity, 
That in Loves griefedeſir'ſt ſociery : 

You may looke pale, but I ſhould bluſh I know, 
To be ore-heard, and taken napping ſo. 

King. Come fir, you bluſh : as his, your caſe is ſuch, 
Youchid at him, offending twiceas much. « 
You doenbt loye Marie? Longavile, 

Did never Sonnet for her ſake compile z 

Nor never lay his wreathed armes athwart 

His loving boſome, to keepe downe his heart- 

I had beenecloſely ſhrowded in thisbuſh, , 
did bluſh. 

I heard your guilty Rimes, obſeru'd your faſhion ; 
Saw ſighes recke from you, noted well your paſſion, 
Aye me, ſayes one |. O /ove, the other cries! - 

Her haires were Gold, Criſtall the others cyes- 

You would for Paradiſe breake faith and troth, 


- And Jeve for your Love would infringe an oath. 


W hat will Birone ſay when that he ſhall heare 


A faith infringed, which ſuch a zeale did {weare- 


How will he icorne? how will he ſpend his wit 2 
How will hetriumph, leape, and laugh ar it ? 

For all the wealth at ever I did fee, i 

not have him know ſo much by me. 

ow ſtep 1 forth to whip hypocriſie. 

y Liedge, I pray thee pardon me» 
Good heatt, W hat grace haſt thouthus to reprove. 
Theſe wormes for loying; that aremoſtin loye?-...';! 
Your eyes doe make no couches in your Teares. ......: 
Thereis no certaine Princeſſe that appeares. .. 

You'll not be perjur'd,*tis a hatefull thirg : 


| Tuſh; none but Ninſtrels like of Sonnertwg-.; ON 


But are you not aſhiam'd ? nay,are you 71. // 
| M All - 


{ 
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Bir. Sweet Lords, ſweet Lovers; O let us imbrace; 
As true we areasfleſh and bloud can be. 


—__— 


 Allthree of you, to-bethus much ore ſhot ? SOS | | 
' You ford his Moth, the King your Moth did ſee : 


But-FaBeame doe find incach ofthree, - The Seca will ebbe and flow, heaven will ſhew his face; 
O what a Scene of fool'ry have I ſcene, . Young bloud doth not obey anold decree. 
| Ofſighes, of grones, of forrow, and of teene - We cannot crofſe the cauſe why weare borne : 
| J O me, with what ſtrit patience have 1 fat, Therefore of all hands muſt we be forſ{worne. | 
 Tolee a King tranformed roa Gnat ?_ King. What, did theſe rent lines ſhew ſome love of 
To ſce great Herenles whipping a Gigge, ; thine? ( Roſaline, 
| And profound Sa/omon tuning a lygge? | Bir. Did they, quoth you ? Who ſees the heavenly 
| And Neflor play at puſh-pin with the boyes, That (likea rude and ſavage man of /nde.) 
And Critticke T ymez laugh at-idletoyes. Ar the firſt opening of the gorgeous Ealt, _ 
Wherelies thy griefe? O tell me good Daumaine. Bowes not his vaflall head, and ſtrooken blind; 
And gentle Longavile, where lyes thy paine ? Kifles the baſe ground with obedient breaſt? 
And where my Liedges? all about the breſt, -. W hat peremptory Eage-ſighted eye 
A Candle hoat * © Dareslooke uponthe heaven of her brow, 
Kin. Too bitteris thy jeſt, That isnot blinded by her Majeſty ? ; ME 
Are we betrayed thus to thy oyer-view? _ Kis. What zeale, what fury, hath inſpir'd thee now? 
Bir, Not you by tne; but I betrayedto you My Love (her Mifſtris) is a gracious Moone, 
I that atn honeſt, I that hold it finne. She (an attending Starre) ſcarce ſeene alight. 
Tobreake the vow I am ingaged in; Bir. My eyesare then noeyes,nor I Birone. 
I am betrayed by keeping company O, but for my Love, day would turne tonight, 
With men, like men of (rang inconſtancy. Of all complexions the cul'd ſoveraignty, 
When ſhall you fee me write athing in rime? Doe meectasata faire in her faire cheeke, 
' Or grone for Toaze ? or ſpend a minutes time, Whereſeverall Worthies make one dignity, 


| In pruning me, when ſteal you heare thatI will praiſe a | Where nothing wants, that want it ſcltedoth ſecke. 
hand, a footza face, awveye :a gate,a ſtate,a brow, a breſt, | Lend me theflonriſh of all gentle tongues, 
a waſte, a legge, a limme. | | bye png RethorickefO ſhe netds itnot, 
| £. Soft, Whither away ſofaſt? A Tothi ngs of ſale, a ſellers praiſe belongs : 
c 


' Atrue man, ora theefe, that gallops ſo. | ] Shepaſlcs praiſe, then praiſe tooſhort doth blot. 
| Bir. I poſtfrom Love, good Lover letme go» | | Awithered Hermite, ftiveſcore winters worne, 
+2 | | Might ſhake off fifty, looking itther eye : 
' ' Enter Jaquenetta, and(lownee | Beauty doth varniſh Age, asifnew borne, | 
| Laque. GcdbleſſetheKing, 4 And gives the Crutch the Cradles infancy. 
| XK. WhatPreſent haſt thou there > * 7 O 'tisthe Sormethar maketh all things ſhine. 
j Cl. Somecertaine treaſon. SA FP King. By heaven, thy Love is blacke as Ebony 
Kin, What makes treaſon heere e is a Bir. Is Ebony like her ? O word divine? 
 - Cl, Nayit makesnething fir. ons =: 1-8 A wifeof ſuch wood werefelicity- 
Kin, Tfit marrenothing neither, 7: 2 -. + 5 O whocan give an oth? Where is abooke? 
| Fhetreaſonand yon goe inpeace together; © -: /-' 'That1 may ſweare beauty doth beauty lacke, 
Tagne. I beſeech your Grace letthisLttterbe read, | Ifthat ſhe learnenot'of her eye to looke : 
Our perſon miſdoubts it : it was treaſon he ſaid.” No face-is faire that is not full: ſoblacke. 
Kin. B wone,reade it over. Hereade} the Letter. | Kin. O paradoxe, blacke 1s the badge of hell, 
| Where hadſtthou it. INES The hue of dungeons, and the Schoole of night : 
Iaque. Of Coftard. | And beauties cxeſt becomes the heavens well. 
| MK. Where hadſtthou it ? Bir. Divels ſooneſt tempt reſembling ſpirits of light. 
Coft. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. Oitf in blacke my Ladies browes be deckt, 


Kin. How now,what is in you? why doſtthoiu teare ie? | It mournes, that painting an vſurping haire 
Bir. Atoy my Liedge, atoy : your grace needs not Should ravifh doters with a falſe aſpe& : 
feare it. * 9 And therefore is ſhe borne to make blacke, faire« 
| Long. It did move him to paſſion, and therefore kt's | Her favourturnesthefaſhion of the dayes, 
heare it, : _ x For native bloud iscounted painting now : - 
Dum. It is Birones writting, and heere is his name. | And thereforered that would avoyd diſpraiſe, 
Bir. Alyou whorefon loggerhead, you were borne | Paintsit felfe blacke, to imitate her brow. 


{ to doe tne ſhame. y | . Dum. Tolookelike her are Chimny-ſiveepers blacke: 
Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confefle, I confeſle. i Lon. And ſince her time; are Colliers counted -bright 
| Xig. What? | [3 ?: King. And Aethiops of their ſweet complexion crake: | 


. Bir. Tharyouthree fooles; lackt me foole; to make | Dum. Darkeneeds no Candlesnow,for darke is light: 


up the meſle. 4 1/1 1 Zr. Your miſtrefſesdarenever comein raine, 
He, he, and yon '7and you'my Liedge, and T;v '* | Forfeare their colours ſhould be waſht away. 
Arepicke-purſesiti Love, and we deſerve todye. Kzy. *T were good yours did ;forfir to tell you plaine, 
] Odiſmifſe thisaudienco, and I ſhall tell you more. le find a fairer face not waſht to day. | 
% | Dam. Nowthetumber is even. 3X _ Bir. Ile prove her faire, or talke rill dooms-day here. 
Bir. Truc;true, we are foure: Will theſe Turtles be | » Ksz.. No Divell will fright theethen ſo mich as he. 
] gone? eb ee 10435 + 944.47 j| Drum. Incver knew manboldvileſtuffe ſodeere- 
1 Ks. Hencefirs; away. © 505 (Exit. | Lon, Looke, bere's thy love;tmy footand her face ſee- 
Clo, Walkeafidethe true folke,and letthetraytors ſtay. | Bir. Oifthe ſtreets were paned with thine eyes, - 
: | er 
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EF. Loves Labonr's loſt. 135 


Her feet were much too dainty for ſuch tread. 


The ſtreet ſhould ſee as ſhe walk'd over head. . 
Kin. But what of this, are we not all in love ? 


Our loving lawfull, and our faith not torne. 
Leng. O ſomeauthority how to proceed, 


Dam. Some ſalve for perjury. 

Bir, O 'tis more then neede. 
Haveat you then atfetions menat armes, 
Conſider what you firſt did ſweare unto : 
Tofaſt, to ſtudy, and to ſee no woman : 
Flat treaſon gainſt the Kingly Rate of youth- 
Say, Can you faſt ? your ſtomackes are too young ; 
And abſtinence ingenders maladies: 
And where that you have vow'd to ſtudy (Lords) 
In that each of you have forſworne his Booke- 
Can you ſtill dreame and pore, and thereon looke? 
For when would you my Lord, or you, or you, 
| Have found the ground of ſtudies excelence, 
Without the beauty of a womans face ; 
From womens eyesthis Dodtrine I derive, 
They are the Ground, the Bookes, the Academs, 
From whence doth ſpring the true Promerhean fircs 
Why, umverfall plodding, poyſons up 
The nimble ſpirits in the arteries, 
As motion and long during action tyres 
The finnowy vigour of the travaller. 
Noi for not looking ona womans face, 
You have in that forlworne the ule of eyes : 
And ſtudy too, the cauſer of your vow. 
For where is any Author in the world, 
Teaches ſuch beauty asa womanseye : 


And where we are, our learning likewiſe is. 

Then when our {elves we ſce in Ladieseyes, 

Doe we not likewiſe ſee our learning there ? 

O xe have made a Vow to ſtudy, Lords, 

And inthat vow we have foiſworne our Bookes : 

For when would you ( my Leige) or you, or you? 

Inleaden contemplation have found our 

Such fiery Numbersas the prompring cyes, 

' Of beauties tutors have inrich'd you with : 

| Other low Artsintirely keepe the braine : 

And therefore finding barraine praQtizers, 

Scarce fhew a harvelt of their heavy toyle« 

But Love firſt learned in a Ladies eyes, 

Livesnot alone immured in the braine : 

| But withthe motion of all clements, 
| Courſes as ſwift as thought in every power, 
And gives to every power adouble power, 

Above their fun&ions and their offices- 

Itaddes a precious ſeeing to the eye : 

A Lovers eyes will gaze an Eagel blind. 

A Loverseare will heare the loweſt ſound- 

When the ſuſpicious head of theft is ſtopt, 

Loves feeling 15 more ſoftand ſenſible, 

| Then are thetender hornes of Cockled Snayles. 
Loves tongue provesdainty Bachws, groſle in taſte, 

For Valour, 15net Lovea Hercules ? 

Still climing trees in the Heſperides. 

Subtillas Sphinx, as ſweerand muſical, 

Asbright Apolo's Lute, ſtrung with his haires 


Om. 


Dim. O vile, then as ſhe goes what upward lyes ? 


Bir. Nothing ſo. ſarc,and thereby all forſworne. 
King Then leave this chat, and good Birenenuw prove 
Daw. I marry there, ſome flattery for this evill. 


Sometrickes, ſome quillets, how to cheat the divell, 


Learning is but an adjunct to our ſelfe, #-* 


As bright Fpolo's Lute, ſtrung with his haire. 
And when Love ſpeakes, the voyce of all the gods, 
Make heaven drowſie withthe harmony, - 
R o_ os touch a pen to _ 

/nt1ll his Inke were tempred with Loves fighes : 
O then his lines would raviſh ſavage eares by 
And plant in Tyrants mild tumility, 
From womens eyesthisdorineI derive. 
They fparcle ſtill the right Powetheas fire, 
They are the Bookes, the Arts, the Academes, 
Thar ſhew; containe, and nouriſh all the world. 
Elſe noneat allig.ought proves excellent. 
Then fooles yautWere theſe women to forſweare : 
Or keeping wit is fworne, you will prove fooles. 
For Wiſedomes fake (a word that all men love) 
Orftor Lovesſake, »word that loves all men. 
Or for Mensſake, the author of rheſe Women: 
Or Womensſake, by whom we men are men. 
Let us once looſe our oathes to find our ſelves, 
Orelſe we looſe our ſelves, to keepe our oathes ; 
Itis religion to be thus forſworne. 
For Charity it ſelfe fulfills the Law : 
And who can ſever love from Charity? _ 

Ks. Saint C#pidthen, and Souldicrsto the field. 

Bir. Advance your ſtandards, and upon them Lords, 
Pell, mell, downe with them : but be firſt advis'd, 
Inconfliſh thar you get the Sunne of them. 

Lon. Now toplaine dealing, Lay theſe glozes by, 
Shall we reſolve to wooe thele girles of France ? 

Kin, And winnethemtoo, therefore let usdeviſe, 
Some entertainment for them intheir Tents. 

Bir. Firſt from the Parke let us conduR them thither, 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Ot his faire Miftrefſe, in the afternoone | 
We will with ſome ttrange paſtime ſolacethem : 
Such asthe ſhortneſle of the time can ſhape, 

For Revels, Dances, Maskes, and merry houres, 

Fore-runne faire Love, ſtrewing her way with floyres. 
Kim. Away, away, notime ſhall be omitted, 

That will be time,and may by us be fitted. 

Bir. Alone, alone {owed Cockell, reap'd no Corne, 
And Iuſtice alwayes whirles in equall meaſure : 
Ln Wenches may prove plagues to men forſworne, 
If ſo, our Copper buyes no better treaſure. 


E xennt, 


— 


Aftus Quartus. 


— —— pm m——_— — ——— 


Enter the Pedant, Curate, and Dull, 


Peda. Satis quid ſuſficit. 

Cur. I praiſe Godfor you ſir, your reaſons at dinner | 
have beene ſharpe and ſententious:pleaſant without ſcur- 
rillity, witty without ffeQation audacious without im» 

dency, learned without opinion, and ſtrange without 
hereſic : I did conuerſcthis quondam day with a compa- 
nion of the Kings, who is intituled, nominated, or called, 
Don Adriano de Armatho. © | 

Ped. Novi hominuns tanquam te, His bumout is lofty, | 
his diſcourſe peremptory : his tongue filed, his eye am- 
birious, his gate majcſticall, and his generall bebavi- 


| our vaine, ridiculous, and thraſonicall. He is too picked, 


too {pruce, too affcRed, too odde,as it were, too pere- 
grinate, as I may callit, | | 
M 2 | (rat. 


. 
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Tour Zabees bf. Pt | | 


Carat; A moſt ſingular and choiſe Epithar, 

| | _- Draw = his Table-hooke, 

Ped. Hedraweth outthe thred of his verboſity, fi- 
ner then the ſtaple of his argument. I abhor ſuch pha- 
naticall phantafims , ſuch inſociable -and poynt deviſe 
companions, ſuch rackers of ortagriphy, as to ſpeake 
dout fine,when he ſhould {ay doubt; det, when he ſhenld 
pronounce debt; debt, nor det: be clepeth a' Calte, 
Caufe : halfe, haufe neighbour vocarwr nebour; neigh a- 
breviatedne : this isabhominable, which he would call 


{| abhominable : it infinuateth meof infamy : ne inte/igss do- 


mize, to make franticke, lunaticke ? 
Cura. Lau deo, bene tntelligo. F 
Peda. Bome boon for booy preſcian, ; 
ſerve. 


 , 
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tle ſcarch , *twill 


Enter Braggert, Boy. 


(/rerat. Uides-ne quis venit ? 

Peas, Video, & gandio, 

Brag « Chir Tas 

Peda. Qmuare Chirra, not Sirra ? 

Brag. Men of peace well incountred. 

Fedla. Moſt millitary fir, falutation, | 

Boy. They have beenceat a great feaſt of Languages, 


| 
and ſtole the ſcraps. 


Clow. O they have liv'd long on the almes-basket of 


words. I marvell thy M. hath not eaten thee for a word, | 


for thou art notſo long by the head as honorificabilitu- 
dinitatibus : Thouart eaſier ſwallowed then a flapdra- 
ON « 
L Page. Peace, the peale begins: | 
Brag. Mounſier, are you not lettered ? 
Fage. Yes, yes, he teaches boyes the Horne-booke : 
What is Ab ſpeld backward with the horne on his head ? 
Peda. Ba, preritia witha horne added. L 
Pag. Ba moſt ſcely Sheepe, with a horne: you heare his 
learning. pr 
Ped. uu qun, thou Conſonant ? 
Peg. Thelaſtof the five Vowels if You repeat them, 
or the fift if I. | 
Ped. I will repeatthem : a eI. 
P ag. The Shcepe, the other twoconcludes it ou. 
Brag. Now by the ſalt wave of the mediterancum, a 
ſweet tutch,aquicke venewe of wit,ſnip ſnap,quicke and 
home, it rejoyceth my intelle&, true wit. _ ; 
Page. Offered by a child to a3 old man ; which is wit- 
old. 
Peda. What is the figure > What isthe figure ? 
Page. Hornes. 
Peda. Thoudiſputes't like an Infant : goe whip thy 
Gigge. 
Fag. Lend me your Horne to make one, and I will 
_ about your Infamy vn«m citaa gigge of a Cuckolds 
1OrNEs 
Clo. And I had but one penny in the world , thou 
ſhouldſt have it to buy Ginger bread : Hold, there is the 
very Remuneration I had of tay maſter, thou halfpenny 
urſe of wit, thou Pidgeon-egee of diſcretion. O and the 


| 295d were ſo pleafed, thatthon wert but my Baſtard ; 


Whara joyfull father wouldſt thou make me ? Goe to, 

thou haſt it ad dv»gi/, at the fingers ends, as they ſay. 
Peda. Oh 1 ſmell falſe Latine, dwnghel for vnguem. 
Brad. Art/-man preambulat, we will be fingled from 


the barbarous. Doc you not educate youth at the Charg- 


houſe on the top of the Mountaine ? 
Peas. Or Monsthe hill. 


as At your ſweet pleaſure, forthe Monitaine, 
Peaa, I doe ſans queſtion. | 
Brag. Sir,itis the Kings moſt ſweet pleaſure and f. 
feion, to ——_ Princefſeat her Pavilion, jn 
the poſterzors of this day, which the rude multitude ca 


. the after-noone. 


Ped. The poFerior of the day, moſt generotnis fir, is liz. 
ble, congruent, and meaſurable for the after-noone: the 
word is weliculd, choiſc, ſweet, and apt I doe aſſure you 
fir, Idoeaflure. 

Brag. Sir, the King isa noble Gentleman, and ny fa 
milar, I doeafſure ye very good friend: for Whatisin. 
ward betweene us, let it paſſe. I doe beſcech thee te 
member thy curteſie, I beſcechthee apparell thy head: 
and ameng other importanate and moſt ſerious defignes, 
and of great import indeed too : but let that pafle, tor] 
mult tell thee it will pleaſe his Grace (bythe world) 
ſometime to leane upon my poore ſhoulder, and with 
his royall finger thus dally with my excrement, with my 


-| muſtachio ; but ſweet heart let that paſſe. By the world 


I recount no fable, ſome certaine ſpeciall honours it 
pleaſerh his Greatneſſe to impartto eArmado a Souldier, 
a man of travell, that hath ſcene the world : but let that 
paſſe ; the very all of all is : butſweet heart, I doe in- 
plore ſecrecy, that the King would have me preſent the 
Princefſe (ſweet chucke) with ſome delightfull oftents- 
tion, or ſhow, or pageant, or anticke, or fire-worke: 
Now, underſtanding that the Curate and your ſweet (elfc 
are goodat ſuch eruptions, and ſodaine breaking our of 
myrth (as it were) I haveacquainted you withall, to the 
end to crave your aſſiſtance. 

Peas, Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the Nine Wor- 
thies. Sir Hotsfernes, as concerning ſome entertainment 
of time, ſome ſhow in the poſterior of this day, to bee 
rendred by our aſliſtantsat the Kings command : and this 
maſt gallant, illuſtrate and learned Gentleman, before 
the Princeſle ; Ifay none ſo fit as to preſent the Nine 
Worthies. . 

Curat, Where will you find men worthy enough to 
preſent them ? t 

Peada. Toſua, your ſelfe : my ſelfe, and this gallant gen- 
tleman I»das Machabers ; this Swaine (becauſe of his 
great limme or joynt) ſhall paſſe Pompey the great, the 
Page Hercules, 

Brag. Pardon fir, error : He is not quantity enough 
for that Worthics thumbe, he isnot ſo big as rhe end of 
his Club. 

Peaa, Shall T haveaudience ? he ſhall preſent Hercs- 
es 18 minority ; his enter and exit ſhall be ſtrangling a 
Snake ; and I will have an Apology for that purpoſe. 

Pag. Anexcellent device: ſo if any of the audience 
hiſſe, you may cry, Well done Hercules, now thou cru- 


ſheſt the Snake , that is the way to make an offence gra |- 


cious, though few have the grace to doe it, 
5 For the reſt of the Worthies ? 
Peaa, I will play three my ſelfe. 
Pag. Thrice worthy Gentleman, 
Brag. Shall I tell youa thing ? 
Peda. We attend. 
Brag. We will have, ifthis fadge nor, an Antique. 1 


'beſeech you follow, 


Ped. Via good-man Dwf,thou haſt ſpoken no word all 
this while. | 
Dull. Nor underſtood none neither fir. 
Ped. Alone, we will employ thee. 
Dull. Tle make one in a dance, or ſo: 'or 1 will play 
on 


et 


| » 


{ I-werethe faireſt goddeſſe on the ground. 
j O he hath drawne my picture in his letter. 
| Ka, Faireasatext B. jna Coppy booke. 


| Othat your face were full of Ocs. 


| TheLetter istoo long by halfe a mile. | 
' | Prix. Tthinke no lefſe : Doft thonnot with in heart 
| The Chaine were longer, and the Letrer ſhort? þ 
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onthe raberxoithe Worthies,and let theta dance the hey 
Ped; Moſt: Dl, honeſt Dwl,toour ſport away. Exit- 


+7 "Enter Princeſs and Ladiess 
Pin. Sweet hearts, we ſhall be rich crewe depart, 
Iffairings come thos plentifally in. - {4 CAT 
A Lady wal'dabout with Diamonds: looke you, what 1 
have fromthe loving King. | WER 
Roſa. Madarty, came nothing elſe along with that ? 
Prin. Nothing but this : yesas muchlove 18 Rime, 
As would be cram'd up ina fhe&tof paper 
Writ on both fides the cafe, margent and ali, 
| That he was ſaine to ſcale on (p45 name. } 
Roſa, That was the way to make his god-head wax ; 
For he hath beene five thouſand yeeres a boy. 
Kath. I, anda ſhrewd unhappy gallowes too. 
Roſa.You'll ne*re be friends with him,a kild your ſiſter. 
Kath, He made her melancholy, fad, and heavy, 
And © ſhe died : had ſhe becne light like you, 
Of ſuch a merry nimble ſtirring ſpirit, 
She might a beene a Grandam ere ſhedicd. 
Andſo may you ; For alight heart lives long. 
| Roſe. What's your darke meaning moule, of chis light 
1 word? 
| K#h. Alight condition ina beauty darke. | 
1 © Roſe, We need more light to find your meaning our. 
1 Kar. You'll marrethe hght by raking it in ſnufte : 
{ Therefore le darkcly end the argument. 
| Rof.-Looke what you doe, youdoe it ſtill i'th darke. 
| -K#. So doenot you, for youarea light Wench. 
Roſa, Indeed 1 waigh not you, and therefore light. 
-Ka, You waigh me not, O that's you care not for me, 
Ref. Great reaſon : for paſt care, 1s ſtill paſt care. 
4 Prin. Well bandicd both, a ſet of Wit well played, 
| But Reſale, you have a Favour too ? | 
- Who ſent it ?and what is it ? 
Rof. T wovld you knew. 
| Andifmy face were bur as faire as yours, 
My Favour were as great, be witneſſethis. 
Nay, 1 have Verſes too, I thanke Birone, 
The numbers true, and were the numbring too, 


I am compar'd to twenty thouſand faires. 


Prin, Anything like? 

Roſ. Much 1a the letters, nothing inthepraiſe. 
Prim, Beauteous as Incke : a good concluſion» 
. Roſe. Warepenfils. How ? let me not dye your debtor, 
My red Dominicall, my golden letter. 


Prin, A Pox of that jeſt, and I beſhrew all Shrowwes ; 
But Katherme, what was ſent to you 

From faire Dumaine ? 

Kath, Madam, this Glove. 

Prin, Did he not ſend you twaine ? 

Kath, Yes Madam : and moreover, 

Some thouſand V erſes of afaithfull Lover 

A huge tranſlation of hypocriſic, _ 
Vildly compil'd, profound ſimplicity. 


Mar. This, and theſe Pearls, to me ſent Longavile. 


Mar. 1, or I would theſe hands might never part. 


* Prin, Wearc wiſe girlestomocke our Lovers ſo, © 


4 And waitthe ſcafon, andobſcrvethe times, 


th 


— 
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- That fame Biroreile tortureerel goc. © 
O that I kneyy he were but in by th'weeke, | | 
How I wonktmake him fawne, andbeg, and ſecke, 

And ſpend hisprodigallwitsin boorelesrimes-' | 

And ſhape his ſerviccalltomybeheſts,” _ | 

And make him proudto make me proud ith jeſts. 

So pcrtauhrt fike would To refway his ſtate, 

That he ſhould be my foolezand I hisfare. 


La 


As Wit tarn'd foole: folly in Wiſcdome hatch'd, 


 Hath wiſedomes warrant, andthe helpe of Schoole, 


And Wits owne rc to gracea learned Foote ? 
Ref. The bloud of youth burnes not with 
As graviticsrevolt to wantonefle. | 
er. Folly infooles beares not ſo ſtrong anote, 
As fool ry inthe Wiſe, when Wir doth dore : 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
Toprove by Wit, worth in ſimplicity. 
Emer Bojet. © 


' - Prin. Heere comes Boyer, and mirth inhis face. 


Boy. Ot am ſtab'd with laughter, Wher's her Grace? 

Erin, Thy newes Boyet ? wk 

Boy. Prepare Madame, prepare. ___-_ 
Arme Wenchesarme, incot:nters moitited arc, | 
Againſt your Peace, Love dothapproich, diſguis'd : 
Armedin arguments, you'll be ſupriz'd. -' 
Muſter your Wits, ſtand in your owne defence, - 
Or hide your heads like Cowards, and fiye hence. - 

Prin. Saint Denns,to S. Cupid : Whit are they, 


| That chargethcir breath againſt us? Say ſcout ſay. 


Boy. Vnderthecoole ſhade of a Siccamore, ' 
Tthought tocloſe mine eyesſome halfeanhoure : 
When loe tointerrupt my purpos'd reſt, 

Toward that ſhade I might behold addreſt, 

The King and his companions : warily 


I ftole into a neighbour thicker by, 


And over-heard, what you ſhall over-heare : 
That by and by diſguis'd they will be heere. 
Their Herald 15a pretty knaviſh Page : 

That well by heart bath con'd his embaſſage, 
Action 2nd accent did they teach him therc. 
Thus mult thouſpeake,and thus thy body beare. 
And everand anon they madea doubt, 

Preſence majeſticall would put him cut :; 

For quoth the King, an Angell ſhall thou ſee : 
Yet feare not thou, but ſpeake audaciouſly. 


| TheBoy reply'd, an Angell is not evill: 


I ſhould havefear'd her, had ſhe beene a devill, 

Wirh that all laugh'd, arid clap'd him-on the ſhoulder, 
Making the bold wagge by their praiſes bolder., 

One rab'd his elboethas, and flecr'd, and ſwore, 

A better ſpeech was never ſpoke before. 

Another wirh his finger, and his thumb, 

Cry'd via, we will doo't, come what will come. 

The third he caper'd and cried, All goes well. 

The fourth turn'd on the toe, and downe he fell : 
Withthat they all did tumble ontheground, 

With ſuch a zealous laughter ſo profound, 

That in this ſpleene ridiculous appeares, | 
To checke their folly paſſions, ſolemne teares. 

Prin, But what, but what, come they to viſitus? 
Boy. They doe, they doe ; andare apparel'd thus, 
Like A1#ſcovites, or Ruſſiaxs, or I geſle. 
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Their purpoſe isto partce, to court, and dance, 
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Reſas They ate works foolesto purchift mocking fo. | 


Prin.. None arc {c frelycanght, when they are catcht, 
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And one his Love-fcat will advance, | | 


Vnto his {everall Miſtreſſe ; which they'll know 
1 By favours ſeverall, whichthey 


Prin. And will they ſo > the Gallants ſhall be taskt 


| ForLadics ; we willevery onebemackt, 


And nota man ofthem ſhall havethe grace 
Deſpight of ſaute, to ſce a Ladies face. 
Hold Rofalive, this Favour thou ſhalt weare, 


1 Andthenthe King will court thee for his Deare : 


Hold, take thou this my ſweet, and give methine, 

Soſhall Bironetake me for Reſaline. 

And cbange your Favours too, fo ſhall your Loves 

Wooecontrary, deceiv'd by thele removes. 

- Roſa, Come on then, weare the favours moſt in fight. 
Kath. Butin this changing, What is your intent? | 

' ' Pris. Theeffe&t of my intcutisto crofle theirs ; 

They doe itbut.in mee free merriment, 

And mockefor mocke is onely my intent. 

Their ſeverall counſels they unbofome ſhall, 

To Loves miſtooke, and ſobe mockt withall. * 

Vpon the next occaſion that we meetr, 

With Viſages diſplayed totalke and greete. 

- Roſs. But ſhall we dance, if they deſire ustoo t? 
Pris. No, to the death we will not movea foot, 

Nor to their pen'd ſpeech render weno grace : 


| Bur while "tis ſpoke, cach turne away her face. 


Bo. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his part, | 
Prix. Therefore I doc it, and I make nodoubr, 
Thereſt will ac're come in, if he be out. th 
There's no ſich ſport, as ſport by ſport orethrowne : 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our owne, 
So ſhall we ſtay mocking entended game, _- 
And they wellmockt, depart away with ſhame. Sound. 
Boy. The Trumpet founds, be maskt, the maskers 
Come. 


Enter Black, moores with wmuſicke, the Boy with a fpeech, 
and the reft. of the Lords diſgniſed. 


Page. All haile, th: richeft Beanties on the earth . 
Bi, Beauties no richer then rich Taffata. 
Pay. eA holy parcell of the faireſt demes that ever tarn'd 
thrir backes to mortall viewes. 
The Ladies turnctheir backes to him. 
Bir. Their eyes villains, their eyes. | 
Pag. That ever turu'd their ejes tomertall viewes, 
Ont 
= . True, out =: fo "R 
ap. Ont of yorr favours hea? Tit voncbſafe 
Note Fi wh 
Bir. Once to behold, rogue. 
' Pag. Once to behold with your Sunne beamed eyes, 
Sunnebeamed eyes. 
Bir. They will notanſwer to that Epythite, 


| You were beſt call it Daughter-beamedeyes. 


Pag. They doc not marke me, and that brings me our, 

Bir. Isthis your perfeQneſſe ? be gon youTogue. 

Roſa. What wouldthele ſtrangers ? 
ker" ey 9 - ABR il 

t ake our » fi$Our Wi | 
That Ros Nene man recounttheir purpoſes. | 
Know. what thy would ? 

Boy. What would you withthe Princes > | 

Bir. Nothiag but peace, and gentle viſitation. | 
 Rof. What would they, fay they ? | 

. , or 
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| Thou now requetts but Mooneſhine in the waters 


| 


Methegline, W ort, and Malmſcy ; well runne dice; 


Boy. Nothing but peace, and gentle viſitation, 

Roſa. Why that they have, and bid them ſo be gone, 

Boy. Sheſayesyou have it, and you may be gone. 

Kin. Say'to her we have meaſur'd many milcs, 

To tread a' Meaſure with you onthe grafle. 
Boy. They ſay that they have meaſur'd many a mile, 
To tread a Meaſure with youon this grafle.. 
Roſa. Itisnotſo. Askethem how many inches 
Is in one nule? . If they have meaſur'd many, 
The meaſure then of one iscaſly told. 

Boy. It tocome hither; you have meaſur'd miles, 

And many miles: the Princeſſe bids you tell, 
How many inchesdoth fill up one gule ? 

Z#r. Tell her we meaſure them by weary ſteps.) 

Boy. She hearecs her ſelfe, 

Roſa. How many weary ſteps, 

Of many weary miles you have orc-gone, | 
Are nutnbred in the travell of one mule? : | 

Bir. We number nothing that we ſpend for you, 
Our duty is ſo rich, ſo infinite, _ _ . 

That we maydocit ſtill withoutaccompr. 
Vouchſafe to ſhew the ſunſhine of your face, 
That we (like ſavages) may worſhip it. 

Roſa. My face is but a Moone andclouded too- 

Kin. Bleſſed are clouds, to doe asfuch clouds does. 
Vouchfafe bright Moone, and theſe thy ſtarresto ſhune, 
(Thoſecloudsremoved) upon our watery eyne; 

_ Roſa, O vaine peticioner, bega greater matter, 


Kin, Then jn our meaſure, vouchſafe but one chavge. 
Thou bidſt me beg, this begging isnot s 
. Roſa. Play muſickethen : nay you muſt doe it ſoone, 
Not yet no dance - thus change 1like the Moone. 

Kin, Will you not dance : How come you thus c- 
ſtranged ? | 

Roſa. You tooke the Moone at full, but now ſhee's 
changed ? 

Kin, Yet ſtill ſhe is the Moone, and I the Man: 

Roſa. The mulicke playes, vouchſafe ſome motion to 
it : Our eares vyouchſafe it- | 

Kin. But your legpes ſhould doe it, | 

Ro. Since you are ſtrangers, and come here by chance, 
We'll not be nice, take hands, we will not dance. 

Kin. Why take you hands then? 

Roſa. Onely to part friends. 
Curtſie ſweet hearts, and ſo the Meaſare ends. 

Kin. More meaſure ofthis meaſure, benot nice. 

Roſa. We canafford no more at ſuchaprice. 

Rin.Priſe your ſelves then : what buyes your company? 

Roſa. Yourabſence onely. 

Kin, That can never be. | 

Roſa. Then cannot we be bought: and ſoadue, 
Twice to your Yiſor, and halfe once to you. 

Kin. If you deny to dance, Ict's hold more chat. {+ 

Roſ. In private then. 

Kis, Tam beſt pleaſld with that. 

Bir. White handed Miſtris, one ſweet word with thee. 

Pris, Hony, and Milke, and Suger :thereis three. 

Bir. Nay then two treyes, and if you grow ſonice 


There's halfea dozen ſweets. 

Prey. . Seventh ſweet adue, ſince you can cog, 
Ile play no more with you. 

Bir. One word in ſecret. 

Pris. [ct it notbe ſweet. 


Bir. Thou greev'ſt my gall, 
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BAY Loves Labour's loft. ; | —_ 


| Prin, Gall, bitter. | ] Prin, Willthey returne ? = | 
Boy. They will they will, God knowes, . 


| Bir Therefore meete. : ns | 
D#. Will you youchlafe with me to change a word ? | And [capefor joy, thoughthey are lame with blowes ? 
Mar. Name it. Therefore change Favours, and when they repaire, 
| Dam. Faire Lady : : | | Blow like ſweer Roſes, in this ſummer aire. 
' - Mer, Say you ſo? Faire Lord ; , Prin. How blow? how blow? Speake to be under- | 
Take you that for your faire Lady: Sa. . | | 
Daw. Pleaſc it youz *% Boy. Faire Ladies maskt, are Roſes intheir bud : 
As much in private, and Ile bid adieu. _ | Ditmaskc, their damaske ſweet commixture ſhowne, | 
Mar. What, was your vizard made withouta tongue? | Are Angels yailing clouds, or Roſes blowne. | 
Long. I know the reaſon Lady why you aske. Prin. Avant perplexity ; What ſhali we doe, 
Mar. O for your reaſon, quickly fir, Ilong-. If they returne intheir owne ſhapesto wooe ? _ 
Leng. You have adouble tongue within your maske-. Roſa. Good Madam, if by me you'll beadvis'd, 
And would affoord my ſpeechlefle vizard halfe. Let's mocke them ſtill as well knowne asdiſguis'd ; 
Mar. Vealequoth the Dutch-man: is not Veale a | Letus complaine to them what fooles were heare; 
'- 7 i Diſguis'dlike Muſcovites in ſhapeleſle geare : | 
| Leng, A Calfe faire Lady ? And wonder what they were, and to whatend | 
| Mar. No, a faire Lord Calfe. Their ſhallow ſhowes;and Prologue vildely pen'd, 
» Let's part the word. , And their rough carriage ſo ridiculous, 


Mer. No, Ile not be your halfe : + Should be pretented at our Tentto us, | 
Takeall and weane it, it may provean Oxe- Boy. Ladies, withdraw : the gallants arg at hand. 
Long. Looke how you butto your ſcife. intheſe ſharpe | Prin. Whip toour Tents, asRoes ranney-ore Land. 


<——_——_—_— _— 


mockes. | rc: 

Willyou give hornes chaſt Lady ? Doe not ſo. Enter the King and thereſt. 

© Hex. Then dyea Calfe before your hornesdoe grow. | 
Lex. One word in private with youere I-dyc- King. Faire fir,God ſave you. Wher's the Princeſle ? 
Car. Bleat ſoftly then, the Butcher heares you cry- Boy, Goneto her Tent. ___—_ 
Boy. The tongues of mocking wenches arc as keen | Pleaſe ir your Majeſty command me any ſervice toher? 

As is theRazors edge, inviſible : King, That ſhe vouchſafe me audience for one word. 

Cutting a ſmaller haire then may be ſcene, . Boy. I will, and ſowill ſhe, I know my Lord. ' Exit« 

| Above the ſenſe of ſence ſo ſenſible : | Bir. This fellow pickesup wit as Pigeons pealſe, | 
Seemeth their conference, their conceits have wings, And utters it againe; when /ovedoth pleaſe. | 


''| Flerter then arrows, bullets, wind,thought,twifter things | He is Wits Pedler, and retailes his Wares, | 
| Not one word more my maides,breake off, breake | At Wakes,and Waſſels, Meetings, Markets, Faires | 


PR Y 
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4 of. RW - And wetharſell by grofle, the Lord doth know, | 
4 3x. By heaven, all dry beaten with pure ſcoffe. Have notthe grace to grace it with ſuch ſhow. | 
| Ki. Farc-well madde Wenches, you have ſimple | This Gallant pins the Wenches on his ſleeve. 
wits. Excunt. | Had he bin Adam, he hadtemprted Eve. 
. Prin, Twenty adicus my frozen Muſcovits. He can carve too, and liſpe ; Why thisis he, 
Aretheſe the breed of wits fo wondred ar ? TharkiR away bis hand in courteſie. 


Boy. Tapers they are, with your ſweet breathes puft | Thisis the Ape of Forme, Monſieur the nice f 
outs. That when he playesar Tables, chidesthe Dice 
Roſa, Wel-liking wits they nave, groſle, groſle, fat,fat. | In honorable tearmes : Nay he can ſing 


—————_kwcct. CC. 


Prin. O poverty in wit, Kingly poore fiout. A meane moſt meavly, ard in V ſhering 
Will they not (thinke you) bang themſelves to night ? Mend him whocan : the Ladies call him ſweet. 
Orever but in vizards ſhewy their faces : | Theſftaires as hetreads on them kiſle his feete. 
This pert Birone was Out of count'nance quite» This is the flower that ſmiles on every one, 
Rof. O | They were all in lamentable caſes. To ſhew bis teethas white as Whale is bone. | 
- | The King was weeping ripe for a good word. | And conſciences that willnot dye in debt, | 
Prin. Birone did {weare himſclic out ofall {uite. Pay bim the duty of hony-tongued Boyer. - 
CMar. Dumaine wasat my ſervice, and his ſword; | Kin. Abliſteron his {weet rongue with rfiy heart, 
| Nopoint (om I :)my ſervant ſtraight was mute. That put Armadees Page our of his part. | 
Ka, Lord Longavile {aid I came ore his heart ; | 
And trow you what he call'd me ? | Enter Ladies. 
| Frin. Qualme perhaps. FT | PER 3 
Kat. Yes in good faith. _ Bir. See where it comes. Behaviour what wer't thou, 
Prin, Goe licknefle as thou art. Till this madman ſhew'd thee? And what artthounow? 
Ref. Well, better wits have worne plaine ſtatute caps, | Kin. All hiile ſweet Madam,and faire time of days 


But will you heare ;the King is my love ſworne- Prin, Faire in all Haile is foule, as I CONCEIVE. 
Prin. And quicke Birone Tath plighted faith to me, | Ki, Conſiruemy ſpeechesbetrer, if you may« 
Kat. And Longavile was for my ſervice borne. Prin, Then wiſh me better, I will give you leave, 


Mer. Dumaine 1$ mine as ſure as barke on tree; Kin. We cameto viſit you, and purpoſe now 
Boy; Madam, and pretty miltreſſes give care, Tolcade you to our Court, vouchſafe it then, | 
Immediately they will againe be heere Prin. This field ſhall bold me, and ſo hotd your vow : 
4 Intheir owne ſhapes : Sr itcannever be, Nor God, nor I, delightsin per jur'd men. _ | 
They will diſgeſt this harſh indignity. | Kin. Rebuke menotfor that which youprovyoke: EY 
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{Thevertue of your eye muſt breake my oath. © | 
; Pr.You nickname vertue : vice you ſhould have ſpoke: 
' For vertues office never breakes men troth. 
| Now by my maiden honor, yet as pure 
' As the unſullied Lilly, I proteſt, 
A world of tormentsthough I ſhould endure, 
'T would not yeecld to be your houles guelt : 
: So much Ihate a breaking cauſe tobe 
| Of heavenly oathes, vow'd with integrity. 
Kin. O you haveliv'd in detolation heere, 
Vnſcene, unviſited, much to our ſhame. 
Prin. Notſo my Lord, it is not fo 1 {weare, 
' We have had paſtimes hecre, and pleaſant game, 
. A meſſe of Ruſſians left us bur of late. 
Kin, How Madam ? Ruſlians ? 
Pra, 1intruth, my Lord. | 
Trim gallants , full of Courtſhip and of ſtate. 
Roſa. Madam ſpeake true. 1tisnot fo my Lord : 
My Lady (to the manner of the dayes) 
In curtelie gives undeſerving praile. 
We fourc indeed confronted were with foure 
In Ruffianhabit : Heere they ſtayed an houre, 
| And talked apace : and in that houre (my Lord) 
They did not blefſe rs with one happy word. 
I dare not call them fooles ; but this I thinke, 
' Whenthey are thirſty, fooles would faine have drinke. 
j 38. Thisjeſt isdry to me. Faire gentle ſweet, 
Your wit makes wiſe things fooliſh,when we greete 
Witheyes beſdſceing, heavens fiery eye : 
By light weloſe light : your capacity 
Is of that nature, that to your huge ſtore, | 
{ Wiſe things ſeeme fooliſh, and rich things but poore. 
Rof. This proves you wiſe and rich : for in my cyc- 
Bir. I ama foole, and full of poverty. 
Ro/. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to ſnatch wordsfrom my tongue. 
Bir. O, Iam yours and all that I poſſefle. 
Rof. All the foole mine. 
Bir. I cannot give youleſſe. 
Ref. Which of the Vizards was it that you wore ? 
Bir. Where ? when? What Vizard? 
Why demand you this ? i f 
Roſ. There, then, that vizard, that ſuperfluouscaſe, 
That hid the worſe, and ſhew'd the better face. 
Kin. Wearc diſcried, 
They'l mocke us now downeright. 
Dwk, Letus confeſle, and turne it to a jeſt. 
Prix, Amaz'd my Lord ? Why lookes your Highneſlc 
ſadde? | 
Roſ.; Helpe hold his browes, hee'l {wound :why looke 
you pale? 
Sea-licke Ithinke comming from Muſcovy. 
Bir,Thus poure the ſtarres downe plagues for perjury. 
Can any face of breſle hold longer out ? 
Heere ſtand I, Lady dart thy skill at me, 
Bruiſe me with ſcorne, confound me witha flout. 
Thruſt thy ſharpe wit quite through my ignorance. 
Cut meto peeces with thy keene conceit: 
And I will wiſh thee never more to dance, 
Nor never more in Ruſſian habit waite. 
O ! never will I truſt ts ſpeeches pen'd, 
Nor tothe motion ofa Schoole-boyes tongue, 
Nornever come jn vizard to my friend, 
Nor wosinrime like a blind-harpers ſongue, 
Taffata phraſes, filkentearmes preciſe, 
_ | Three-pil'dHyperboles, ſpruce affeftion ; 
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| Your oath once broke, you force not to forſweare. 


Figures pedanticall, theſe ſummer flyes, 
Have blowne me full of maggot oſtentation. 
I doe forſweare them, and I heere proteſt, | 
By this white Glove (how white the hand God knoys) 
Henceforth my wooing mind ſhall be expreſt © 

In ruflet yeas, and honeſt kerſic noes. | 

And tobegin Wench; ſo God helpe me law, 

Myloveto thee is ſound, ſaws cracke or flaw. 

Roſa. Sans, ſans, I pray yous | 
Br, Yetl haveatricke | 

Of the old rage ; beare with me, I am ficke. 

Ile leave it by degrees : ſoft, letus fee, © 

Write Lord hate mercy ons, on thoſe three, 

They are infected, in their hearts itlyes : _ 

They have the plague, and caught it of your cyes z 

Theſe Lordsare viſited, youare not free : 

For the Lords tokens on you doe I ſec. | 
Prin. No, thiey are free that gavetheſe tokens to us. 
Bir. Our ſtates are forfeit, ſeeke not to undoe us. 

Ref. It is not ſo ; for how canthis betrue, 
That you ſtand forfeit, being thoſethat ſue. | 
Bir, Peace, for I will not have to doe with you, 
Ref. Nor ſhall not, if 1 doe as]I intend. 
Be. Speake for your ſelves, my wit isat an end. 
King. Teach ns{weet Madame, for our rude tranſgre(- 
fion, tome faire excuſe. | 
Pris. The faireſt is confeſſion. 

Were younot heere but even vow, diſguis'd? 
Kin, Madam, I was. | 
Prin, And were you well advis'd ? 

Kin, I was faire Madam. 
- Prin. When you then were heere, 

W hat did you whiſper in your Ladies eare ? oy 
Kin. That more then all the world I did reſpeR her. | 

. Prin. When ſne ſhall challenge this, you wall reject 
cr. 

Kin. Vpon mine Honor no. 
Priz. Peace, peace, forbeare : 


f 


| Kin, Deſpiſe me when I breake this oath of mine. 
Prix. I will, and therefore keepe it. Roſazimne, 
W kat did the Ruſſian whiſper in your care ? 

Roſa. Madam, he ſwore that he did hold me deare 
As precious eye-ſight, and did value me 
Above this World : adding there moreover, 

That he would Wed me, or cle dye my Lover. 

Prin, God give thee joy of him : the Noble Lord 
Moſt honorably doth uphold his words | 

Kin, W hat meane you Madame? 
By my life, my troth, 

I never ſworethis Lady ſuch an oath. 

Roſe. By heaven you did ; and toconfirmeir plaine, 
you gave me this : But take it fir againe. 

Kimg. My faith and this, the Princefſe I did give, 
I knew her by this Tewell on her ſleeve. 

Prin, Pardon me fir, this Iewell did ſhe weare, 
And Lord Bren: (1thanke him) is my deare. | 
What ? Will you have me, or your Fearle againe ? 

Bir. Neither of either, I remit both twaine. 

I ſce the tricke on't ; Heere was a conſent, 

Knowing aforchand of our merriment, 
To daſh it like a Chriſtmas Comedy. | 
Some carry-tale, ſome plcaſe-man, ſome ſlight Zany, | 
Some mumble-newes, ſome rrencher-knight, ſome Dicke | 
That ſmiles his cheeke in yeares, and knowes the tricke 
To make my Lady laugh, when ſhe's diſpos'd ; a | 
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1 Told our intents before : which oncediſclos'd, 
The Ladiesdid change Fayours, and then we 
Following the ſignes, woo'd bur the ligne of ſhes 
Now to our perjury, to adde more terrors 
We are againe forſworne in will and error. 
Muchupon thisitis ; and might not you 
Forcſtall our ſport, to make us thusuntrue ? 
Doe not you know my Ladies foot by'th ſquicr ? 
And1laugh uponthe apple of her eye? _ 
And ſtand betweene her backe fir, and the fire, 
Holdinga trencher, jelting merrily ? | 
You put our Page out : goe, youareallowd 
Die when you will, a ſmocke ſhall be your ſhrowd. 
Youlcere upon me; doe you? There's an eye 
Woundslike a Leaden ſword. 
Boy. Full merrily hath this brave manager, this car- 
reere beene runne. | 
Bir. Loeyhe is tilting ſtraight. Peace, I have done, 


Enter Clowne. 


Welcome pure wit, thou part'ſt a faire fray: 
| Ch. O Lord fir, they would kno, 
Whether the chree Worthies ſhall come in,or no; 
Bir.W hat, are there but three ? 
(tow. No fir, butit 1s vara fine, 
For every one purſents three. 
Bir. And threetimes thrice ts nine. 
{v. Notfo fir, under correction fir,T hope it isnot ſo. 
You cannot beg us fir,l canaflure you fir, we know what 
weknow : Ihope ir three times thriceſir; 
Bw. Is not nine. 
(tb. Vander correction fir, wee know where-untill it 


. Bir, By Jove, Talwayestooke three threes for nine, 

Cl. OLord fir, it were pitty you ſhould ger your 
living by reckning fir. | 

Bir, How much 1$1t? 

Clo. O Lord fir, the parties themſelves, the aQors fir 
will ſhew where-untill it doth amount ; for mine owne 
part,Iam (as they ſay,but to perteR one man in one poore 
1 man) Powpion the great fir. | 

Bir. Artthou one of the Worthies ? | 

(6. It pleaſed themtothinke me worthy of Pompey 
the great : for mine owne part, I know not the degree 
of the Worthy, but Iam to ſtand for him. 

Bir. Goe, bidthem prepare. 

Ch, Wewill turne it finely off fir, we will rake fome 


King. Firone,they will ſhame us ; 
Let them not approach. 

Bir, Weare ſhame-proofe my Lord: and *tis ſome 
policy, to have one ſhew worle then the Kings and his 


Kin, I ſay they ſhall not come. 
Prin, Nay my good Lord, let me ore rule younoyw ; 
That ſport beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how. 
Where Zeale ſtrivesto content, and the contents 
Dies inthe Zeale of that which it preſents : 
Their forme confounded, makes moſt forme in mirth, 
| Whengreat things labouring periſhin their birth. 
Brr. A right deſcription of our ſport my Lord. 


Enter Brag gart. 


Brag, Annointed, I implore fo muchexpence of thy 


querot z you willbeſcrap'd out of the'painted cloth for 


royall ſweet breath, ag will vtter a brace of words; 

Prim, Doth this man ſerve God? | | 

Bw, Why aske you? | 

Prin, He ſpeak's notlike a man of God's niaking. | 

Brag. That's all one my faire ſweet hony Monarch : 
For Iproteſt, the Schooimaſter is exceeding fanraſticall: 
Too too vaine, too too yaine. But we will putt (as they 
ſay) to Fortuna delaguar. I wiſh you the peace of mind 
mott royall cupplement. That; BE 

King. Here 18like to-be a good preſence of Wortkies; 
Hepreſents H:&or of Troy, the Swaine Pompey the great, 
the Pariſh Curate ; Alexander, Armadoes Page Herenles, 
thePedant [udas Machabers : And if theſe foure Wor- 
thies in their firſt ſhew thriae, theſe foure will change 
habites, and preſent the other five. 

Ber. There is five 1n the firſt ſhew. 

Kin. Youaredeceived, tis not ſo, [ 

Bir. The Pedant, the Brag gart, the Hedge-Prieſt, the 

Foole, and the Boy. 

A. bare throw at Novum,andthe whole world againe, 
Cannot pricke out five ſuch, take each onein's vaine. 

Kin.The ſhip is under faile,and here ſhe comes amaine. 


Enter Pompey. 


Clo. 1 Pompey am. 
Boy. You lye, youare not he. 
Clo, I Pompey am, 
Boy. With Libbards head on knee, 
Bir. Well ſaid old mocker, 
I muſt needs be friends with thee. | 
Clo.' 1 Pompey ans, Pompey ſurnam' d the big. 
Ds. The great. | = 
Clo. It is great fir : P ſurnam d the great 
That oft in Pn with Tyan Shield, ED 
dard make my foe to ſweat : 
And travailing along thts coaf, 1 heere am "come by chance, 
And lay my eArmes before the legs of thu ſweet Laſſe of 
France. ; 
If your Ladiſhip would ſay thankes Powspey, I had .done. 
Prin, Great thankes great Pompey. 
Ctr. Tis not ſo much worth : butTI hope I was per- 
feat. I made alittle fault in great. | 
Bir. My hat to a halfe-peny, Pompey proves the beſt 
Worthy, * 


Enter Curate, for Alexander. 


| Carat, When in the world 1 liv'd, I was the worlds (,\ 01- 


mander : 
By Eat weft, North,and South, I fpred my conquering might 
My Scutcheon plaine declares that 1 ams Aliſanatr. 
Boy. Your noſe faiesno, you are not: 
For it ſtandstoo right. 
_ Your-nolſe {mels no, in this moſt tender ſmelling f 
Knight. | it: © V4 
Prin. The Conqueror is diſmaid : 
Proceed good Alexander. | 
Cour. When in the world | lived, 1 was the worldes Com- 
mander. IUPY 
Boy. Moſt true, 'tis right : you were ſo Aliſander. 


» Par, Pom the great. 


(o. Your {ſervant and Coſtard. ; fs | 
Bir. Take away the Conqueror take away Alſander. 
Clo. O fir, you have overthrowne Aliſender the con- 


this. 
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'this : your Lionthat holds his Pollax fitting on a cloſe 
 ſtoole, will be given to Ajax.. He will be the ninth wor- 
'thy. A Conqueror, and affraid m_ ? Runne away 
; for ſhame Ali/ander. There an't ſhall pleaſe you : a foo- 
liſh mild man, an honeſt man,looke you, and ſoone daſht- 
He is a marvellousgood neighbour inſooth, and a very 
good Bowlcr : but for Alifander, alas you ſee, how 'tis a 
|ittle ore-parted. But there are Worthies a comming, 
will ſpeake their mind in ſome other ſort, - 

Cle, Stand aſide good Pompey. Exit Clo. 


. Enter Pedant for Indus, and the Boy for Herenles: 


Fed: Great Hercules is preſented by this Impe, 

Whoſe Club kil'd {erberm that three-headed Cam, 

| And when he was ababe, achild, a ſhrimpe, 

| Thusdid he ſtrangle Serpents in his CManwe x 

Snoniam, he ſeemeth in minority, 

| Ergo, I come with this Apology. : 

| Keepe ſome: ſtate in thy Exe, and vaniſh. Exit Boy, 
Ped; Iudas 1 aw. 

Dam. Aludas? 


Ped. N ot Iſcariot fir. 


f Indas 1 aw ycliped Machabert, 


Dian. Indys Machabews clipt, is plaine Indas. = 
Bir. A kiſſingtraitor; How art thou prov'd nds ? 
Ped. Indu 1 am. 

Dum. The more ſhame for you Tndas: 

Ped, What meane you fir? - 

Boy. To make Indus hang himſelfe. | 

Ped. Begin ſir, you are my elder. 

Bir. Well follow'd; Indas was hang'd on an Elder. 
Ped. I will not be put out of coumtenance. 
Bir. Becauſe thou baſk no face: 

Ped. What is this: > 

Boy, A Citterne heads 

Daum. The head ofa bodkin. 

Bir, A deaths face ina ring. Fun] 

Lox. The face of an old Roman coyne, ſcarce ſcene. 
Boy. The pummell of (xſars Faulchion. 

Daum. The cary'd-bone face on a Flaske. 

Bir. Saint Georges halfe cheeke in a brooch: 

Dam. I, and in a brooch of Lead. 

Bir. I, and worne in the cap of a Tooth-drawer. 


0 


1 And now forward, for we have put thee in countenance: 


Ped. You have pur meout of countenance. 
Bir. Falſe, we have giventhee faces. 
Ped. But you have out-fac'd then all. 
Fir. Aud thou wer'ta Lion,: we would doe ſo: 
| Boy. Thercfore ashe is, an Aſſe, lethimpgoe : 
Ando adicu ſweetſude. Nay, why doſt thou ſtay ? 
| Dam. Forthe latter end of hisname. 
| Bir. For the eFſſetothe Inde: give it him. Ind-as a- 


4. WAY. 


» ' Ped. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 
Boy. A light for monſicur [ndas, it growes darke, he 

may . | 

Prin, Alas poore CMachabew , how hath he beene 


| | 'Exter Braggert. 


' Riv. Hide thy head chiles, heere comes Heffor in 
Armes. | 
| . Dum. Though my mockes come homeby ;me, I will 


now-be merry. | 


| 


| King, Helter was buta Troyan in reſpect ofthis. 


mn. 


Boy. But isthis Heftor ? | 

Kin. Ithinke He&or wasnot ſocleane timber'd. 

Lox. His legge is too big for He&or. h 
Dum, More Calfe certaine. 

Boy. Nog heis beſt indued in the ſmall. 

Bir, This can'ot be Heftor. 

Dam. He'sa god or a Painter, for he makes faces. 
Brag. The Armipotens Mares, of Lawnces the almighty, 


gave Hetlor a gift. 


Dum. A gilt Nutmegge, 
Bw. ALemmon. 
Lon. Stucke with Cloves. 
Dum. Nocloven. | 
Brag. The eArmipotent Mars, of Lawnces the almighty, 
Gave Hellor a gift, the heire of Ilion ; | 
A man ſo breathed, that certaine he would fight : yea 
From worne till night, out of his Pavilliom. 
Iam that Flower, 
Daum, That Mint. 
Long, That Cullambine. | 
Brag. Sweet Lord Longavile reine thy tongue. 
| Lon, I muſt rather give it the reine : for it runnesa- 
gainſt Hefor. 
Diwmi. T, and Hefor's a Grey-hound. | 
Brag. The ſweet War-man is dead and rotten, 
Sweet chuckes, beat not the bones 6f the buricd : 
ButI will forward with my device; 


Swect Vi beſtow on me the Sence of hearing. 


Birone fteps forth. £ 
Prin. Speake brave Heftor, we are much delighted. 
Brag. I doe adorethy ſweet Gracesſlipper: » 
Boy, Loves her by the foot. 
Dum, He may not. by the yard. | 
Brag. This Heber farre ſurmonnted Hannibal, 

The party u gone. 

(lo. Fellow Heftor, ſhe is gone ; the is two moneths 
on her way. 

Brag. What meaneſt thou ? 

Clo, Faith unlefſe you play the honeſt Troyan, the 
poore Wench is'caſt away : ſhe's quicke, the child brags 
1n her belly already : tis yours. 

Brag. Doſt thouinfamonize me among Potentares ? 
Thou ſhale dye. | 

(7. Then ſhall Hefor be whipt for [aquenertra that 
ws ors by him, and hang'd for Pompey, that is dead by 

im. 


Dam, Moſt rare Pompey. 

Boy. Renowned Pompey. 

Bir, Greater then great, great, great, great Pompey : 
Pompey the huge. 

Dum. Hellor trembles. 

Bir. Pompey is moved, more Atees more Atces ſtirre 
them, or ſtirre them on. 

Dum, Hedlor will challenge him. 

Bir. 1, if a haveno more mans blood in's belly, then 
will ſupa Flea. 

Brag. By the North-polc I doe challenge thee. 

Cle. I will not fight with a pole likea Northern man ; 
Ile flaſh, Ile doe it bythe ſword : I pray you [ct me bor- 
row my Armes againe, 

D#m. Roome fortheincenſed Worthies. 

(te. Ile doe it inmy ſhirt. : 

Dam. Moſt reſolute Pompey. 

Page. Maſter, let me take you a button hole lower : 


Doe you not ſee Fempey is uncaſing for the combat ; what 
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meane you ? you willloſe your reputation. 

mots Geageipen and Souldiers pardon 
combar in my ſhirt. 
Ds. You may not 
lenge. | 

Brag. Sweet bloods, I both may, and will, 

Bir. What reaſon have you for't? 

Bra. The naked truth of it 1s, I have no ſhirt, 

I goe woolward tor penance. . 

Pop. True, and it was injoyned him in Romefor want 
of Linnen : ſince when, Ile be {worne he wore none, but 
adiſhcloutof [aquenertas, and. that hee weares next his 
heart for afavour. | 


me, I will nov 


_— 


deny ir, Pompey hath made the chal- 


Mi 


Emer a Meſſenger, Monſieur Marrade. 


Mar. God fave you Madam. WOE Turn 

Prin, Welcome arcade, but that thou mnterrupteſt 
our merriment. | RE 

Mere, I am ſorry Madam, for the newes I bring 1s 
| heavy in my tongue. The King your father. Rn 
Prin, Dead for my life. 
Mar. Even ſo: My tale istold, | 
Fir. Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. 
Bra, For mine owne part , I breathe free breath :1 
| have ſeene the day of wrong, through the little hole of 
diſcretion, and I will right my ſclfe like a Souldier.. 

| E xennt Worthies. 


* 


Xin. How-fare's your Majeſty * _ 
Prin. Boyet prepare, I wili away to night. 
Kin. Madam not ſo, 1 doe beſcech you ſtay. ._.. 
Prin, Prepare I ſay. Ithanke you gracious Lords 
For all your faireendeyours and entreats: \” 
Out of a new ſad-ſoule, that you vouchiafe, 
In your rich wiſedome to excuſe, or hide, ' 
Theliberall oppoſition of our ſpirits, 
{ Ifover-boldly we have borne our felves, 
In the converſe of breath'(your gentlenefle | 
Was guilty of it.) Farewell worthy. Lord : 
A heavy heart beares not an humble tongue. 
Excuſe me ſo, comming ſo ſhort of thapkes, 
| Formy great ſait, ſo eaſily obtain'd. ++... .. 
Xin. The extreme parts of time; extremely fornies 
All cauſes to the purpoſe of his ſpeed +. . | 
Andoften at his very loeſe decides 
That, which long proccfſe coutdnot arburate, 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Fotbid the ſmiling curteſic of Love ::... -- 
The holy ſuite which faineit would convince, 
| Yet ſince loves argument was firſt on foote, 
Let not the cloudof ſorrow juſtte it: 25111 + 1 
From what it purpoſed'z ſince to waile frietds oft, © 
Is not by much ſo wholſommeprofitable;: '. | 
Asto rejoyce at friends but newly found." : | 
Prin, I underſtand you not, my greefesare donble. 
Bir. Honeſt plain words,belſt pierce the cares of grictc 
And by theſe badges underſtand the King, 
For your faire ſakes have-we neglected time, / © 1 
Plaid foule play with our oathes : your beauty Ladies ., / 
Hath much deformed us, faſhioning our humors A 
Eventothe oppoſed end of our intents. 
And what in us hath ſecm'd ridiculous: 
As Love isfull of unbefittiag ſtraines, 
All wanton asa child, skipping and vaine . 
Form'd by the eye, and #4 jo like theeye . 


a 


= 


Varying in ſubjeRs as the eye doth roule, 
To every varied obje&tinhis glance : -- - 
Which party-coated preſence of looſe love 
Put on by us, if in. your heavenly eyes, + 
Have milbecom'd our oathes and gravities. 
Thole heavenly eyes that looke intothele faults , 
Suggeited us to make-rherefore Ladies | 
Our love being yours, the error that Love makes 
Islikewiſe yours. 'Weto our ſelves prove falſe, 
By being once falſe; for ever to be rrue: . 
Tothoſethat make us both, faire Ladyes you; 
And even that falſhood init ſelfe a ſinne, 
Thuspurifics itſelfe, and turnes ro grace,” 

Prin. Wehavereceiv'd your Letters, full of Love ; 
Your Favours, the Ambaſſadors of Love. 
And in our maidencounſaile rated them; 
At court{hip, pleafantjeſt, and curtefie, 
As bumbaſt andaslining tothetime ; 
But moredevyout then theſe are our reſpeRts 
Have we not becne, andtherefore met your loves 
Intheir owne faſhion, like a merriment. 


Long. Sodid our lookes. 
Rofa, Wee didnot coate them ſo, 
King. Now at the lateſt minute of the houre, 
_ Grant usyour loves. - 
Prin. Atime me thinkes too (ſhort, 
To make a world-without-cnd bargaine in ; 
No, nomy Lord, your Grace is perjur'd much, 


| Full of deare guilrineſſe, and therefore this ; 


If for my Love (as there is no ſuch cauſe) 

Yeu willdoe ought, this ſhall you doetor me, - 
Your oath I will not truſt : but goe with ſpeed 
To ſome forlorne and naked Hermitage, 

Remote from all the pleaſures of the world : 


} There ſtay, untill the ewelve Celeſtial Signes 


Have brought about their annuall reckomng- 
It thisauſtere inſociable life, 


] Change not. your offer made in heate of blood : 


If frots, and faſts, hard lodging, andthin weedes 
Nip not the gaudy bloſſomesot your Love, 
Bur thatit beare this triall, and laſt love : 


| Thenattheexpirationofthe yeare; 


Come challenge me,challenge me by theſe deſerts, 

And by this Virgin palme, now kiſſing thine, 

I will bethine : and till that inſtant ſhur 3 

My woefull ſelte up ina mourning houſe, 1A 

Raining the teares of lamentation, | __ 

For the remembranceof my Fatliersdeatb. - 

If this thou doc deny, {ct eur handspart, 

Neither intitled-ihthe othets heatts : .-: - 
King. If this, or morethenthis, I-would 

To flatter up theſe powers of mine withrelt, 

The ſodaine hand of death cloſe up mine eye. 

Hence ever then, my heart is inchy dreſt. = = 
Bir. And whatto:memy Love? and'what to me? 
Roſ; You muſt be purge too, yours finnes arc rack'd, 

Youare attaint withfabltand perjury & + 

A twelemonth ftalþyou ſpend 

But ſeeke the weary beds of people ficke, 

_ Dum. But-whatto-me-my love ?but-what to me 2. 
Kat. A wife ?a beard, faire health,and honeſty; 

With three-fold love; 1 wiſh you all theſethree.. 


deny, . b +4 


+ is 


| | Nom. O ſhall I fay, Ithankc you gentle wite ? 
| 3 7 Not ſo my Lord ,atwelvemonth anda day, 


_— - 
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Eull of ſtraying ſhapes, of habits, and of formes 


—— . 


COTE hl 


Ds. Our letters Madam, ſhew'd much more then jeſt. 
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Fi Laves Labour's bf. ; 


Ile marke no wordsthat ſmoothfac'd woocrs ſay. 
Come when the King doth to my Lady.come : 
Then if { bave much love, llegiveyouſome. . 

Dam. Ile ſerve thee true and faithfully rill then. 

Kath. Yerfweare not,leaſt ye be forſworne agen. 
Long. What ſayes Maria ? 
Hari, At the twelve-months end, ow 
Ile change my blacke Gowne, fora fauthfull friend 
Loy, Ile {tay with patience : but the time is long. 
Mari. Theliker you,few tallerare-ſo yoog. 
Bir. Studies my Lady ? Miſiris,looke on me, 
Behold the window of my heart,mine eye : 
W hat humble ſuite attends thy anſwer there, 
Impole ſome ſervice on me for my Love. 

Roſa. Oft have I heard of you my -Lord Birowe, 
Before I faw you : andthe worlds large tongue 
Proclaimes you for a man repleate with mockes, 
Fuil of compariſons,and wounding floutes : 
Which you on all eſtates will execute, 

Thatlie within the mercy of your wit. 
To weed this Wormewood from your fruitfull braine, 


| And therewithallto win me,if youpleaſc, 


Without the which I am not to be won : 
You ſhallthis twelve-month terac from day to day, 
Viſite the ſpeechleſſe ficke,and (till converſe . 
With groaning wretches : and your taske {hall >e, 
Withall the fierce endevour of your wit, 
Toenforce the pained impotent ro ſmile. 

Bir. To move wilde laughter in thethroat of death? 
Tt cannot be,it is impoſſible. | 


| Mirth cannot move a ſoute in agonic. 


Roſe. Why that'sthe way to choke a gibing ſpirit, 

Whoſe influence is begot ofrhin looſe er F 

W hich ſhallow kaughing hearers give to fooles ; 

A jcſts proſperitie,lies inthe care 

Of him that heares ir,never in the tongue 

Of him that makesit : then,if ſickly cares, 

Deaft with theclamors of their owne deare groanes, 

Will heare your idle ſcornes ; continue then, | 

And1I will have you,and that fault withall. 

But if they will not,throw away that ſpirit, 

And I ſhall finde you empty of hae fault, 

Right joyfull of your reformation., abut, 
Bir. A twelve-month ? Well ;befall what will befall 

Ile jeſt a twelve-month in an Hoſpitall. 
Prin, I ſweet my Lord,and fo/I take my leave, 
King. No Madam, we will bring you on your way. 
Bir. Our wooingdoth not end like an old Play : 


{ Tacke hath not Gill-;;theſe Ladies eourteſie 


Might well have made our ſports Cemedie. - . .. 
_—_ fir,it wants a twelye-month and a day, 
And then'twill end.; ra | 
Bw, That's tooJong for a Play. es 


©| . Emzer Braggert. | 
Brag. Sweet Majeſty. vouchſafe mc. 
Prove apa 62 ro SH : 3 
Brag. I will kiflethy Royall-finger,and take leave. 


| Tama Vetiry ;:&:haye yow'd to Jaguerertato hold the 


| You that way ; we this way. 


Plough for her ſweet love three yeeres. But moſt eſtce- 
med greatneſſe;will you heare the Dialogue that the two 
Learned men have compiled, in praiſe of the Owle and 
= Cuckoiw 2 -It ſhobld have followed in the end of our 
EW. 
Kin. Callthem forth quickly ,we will doe fo. 
Brag. HollazApproach. 


, Enter all, 
This fide is Hiews, Winter. | | 
This Yer,the Spring : the one maintained by the Owle, 
The other by the Cuckow. 
Fer,begin. 


The Song. 


when Dafies pied and Violets blew, 
And Cuckow-buds of yellow hew : 

And Lady-ſinecks alt ſilver white, 

Doe paint the Medowes with delight, 
The Cuckow then on every Tree, 
Alockes married men,for thus fings he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow,(nckow : O word of feare, 
Unpleaſing to a married cares 


When Shepheard: pipe on Oaten ftrawes, 
And ine. hr yuh Ploughmens clocks? : 
When T wrtles tread, and Rookes and Dawes, 
And Maiden bleach their ſummer ſmockes«, 
T he Cuckow then on every tree 
Hockes married mas ; for thua fongs be, 
Cnchow. © 

Cnckow,Cackow : O word of feare, 


Vnpleaſing to a married care, 


ben Iicklesb >trng nc 
When Ifickles hang by the wall, 
eAnd Dicke the rl blowes hu naile ; 
And Tom beares Logges into the ge. 
And Milke comes frozen bome 6x paile 
hen blood 1s nipt end wayes be fowle, 
Then nightly ſmgs the ſtaring OwlA 
T «-whit to-who. 

A merry note, 


I hile greafie Tone doth keele the por. 


When all aloud the Wind doth blow, 

And coffe drownes the P arfons Saw : 
And ds ft brooding in the Snow, 
end Marrians Noſe lookes ved and raw - 
When roafted Crabs hiſie in the bowle, 
Then nightly ſings the flaring Owl, 

T u-whit towho: 

. eAmerry not, 

le preafie Tone doth keele the pot. 


Brag. The words of Mercurie, 
Are harſh after the ſongs of Apolbs : 


Exennt omnes, 4 
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Enter T heſeus, Hippolita,with others « 


Theſeus. |. | 
S Ow faire Hippolita,onr:nuptiall houre 
3 Draweson apace:foure happy dates bring in 
6 Another Moon:but oh,me thinks, how flow 
bl» This old Moon wanes ?'She lingers -my de- 
Like to a Step-dame,ora Dowager, 


(fires 
| Long withering out a'yong mins revennews 1/6 127) 
Hip. Foure dates will quickly ſteep theſelves in nights, 


« 


- | Foure nights will quickiy dreame 'away the time: 
| And then the Moone, liketo a filver bow. 
| Nowtbent in heaven,ſhall behold the night 


Of our ſolemaities. 

The, Go Philoftrate, | RAY 
Stirreup the Athenian youth to merriments, 
Awake the pert and nimble ſpirir of mirth, 


| Turne melancholy forth to Funerals: 


The pale companion is notfor our pompe. 
Tn woo d thee with my ſword, 

And wonne thy love,doing thee injuries: 

But L will wed thee in another key, 

With pompe, with triumph, and with revelling. 


Emer Egens and hit danghter Harmia, Lyſander, + 
and Denvtrins. 
Eye. Happy be Theſens,our renowned Duke. 
The. Thanks good Egexs : what's the news with thee? 
Eye. Full of vexation, come I, with complaint 
Againſt my childe,my daughter Hermia: 
Stand forth Demetrius, 
My Noble Lord, 
This man hath my conſent to marry her. 
Stand forth Lyſander: 
And my gracious Duke, 
This hath bewitch'd the boſome of my childe: 
Thou,thou Ly/and:r,thou haſt given her rimes, 
And interchang'd love-tokens with my childe: 
Thou haſt by Moone-iight at her window ſung, 
With faining voice, veries of faining love, 
And ſtolne the impreition of her fantaſte, 
With bracelets of thy haire, rings,gawdes, conceits, 
Knackes,trifles, Noſe-gaies,{weet meats(meſſengers 


Of ſtrong prevailment in vnhardned youth) 


n—_—_ 


_ ” _ 


With cunning baſt thou filch'd my daughters heart, 
Turn'd her obedience(which is No me) 1-7 
To ſ{tubprne-harfhnefſe: Andimy gracious Duke,: /); 
Be it ſo ſhe will not heerebefore your Grace, -!- 
Conſent to marry. with: Dewerrms,-:! ; | 
| _— ancient prxviledge of Athens, 

As ſhe is mine, may'diſpuſe of her;\ -. 

Which ſhall be ejther to this Geheleman, 

Or to her death, accoxding to our Laiw,- 


Immediately providedinthatcaſes;: oe 7 
The. W hatiſay you Hermiatbe advis'd faire Maid: 
To youyour Father ſhould beasaGad; © ///; | -/ 


One that compos'd your beauties; yeaand one +: ,// 
To whom youare butas a forme'in waxe 
By him imprinted.zand within his power, 
Toleave the figure,or disfigure it; 
Demetrins is a worthy Gentleman. 
Her. So is Lyſander; 
The. In himſelte he 1s. 
Bur in this kinde, wanting your fathers yoice | 
The other muſt be held the worthier. | 
Her. I would my father look'd but with my eyes. 
The. Rather your cics muſt with his judgment looke. 
Her. I do entreat your Grace to pardon me, 
I know not by what power I am made bold, 
Nor how it may concerne my modeſtic 
In ſuch a preſence heere to pleade my thoughts: 
But I beſeech your Grace, that I may know. 
The worſt that may befall me tn this eaſe, 
If I refuſe to wed Demerrins. | 
The. Either to dic the death,or to abjure 
For ever the ſociety of men. ', 
Therefore faire Hermia queſtion your deſires, 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood, . 
Whether(if you yeeldnotto Cage fathers choice) 
You canendure the livery of a Nunne, 
For aye to be in ſhady Cloifter mew'd,. 
To live a barren ſiſter all your life, - . 
Chanting faint hymnes to the cold fruitlefſe Moone, 
Thrice bleſſed they that maiſter ſo their blood, 
To undergo ſuch maiden pilgrimage, 
But carthlier happy is the Roſe diſtil'd, 
Then that which withering on the virgin thorne, 
Growes,lives, and dies;in ſingle blefiedueſle. 
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Fammy 
1 As well nn w4 love is more then his: 


| Devoutly dotes, dotesin 
] Vponthus ſpotted and inconſtant man? 


How chance the Roſes there do fade fo faſt? 


ww 
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ill I grow,ſolive,ſodie my Lord, 
k ? $ P > . \ —__ - 


ing bon 
either prepare todie, 
*to you fathers wall, -. 
dy mae 21 hee hould, 
Ac auſterity, and fingle life, 
ww. Relent ſweet Hermia, and Lyſander,yeclde 
crazed title to my certaine rights. | 
Lyf. You have her fathers love, Dewearrivs: 
Let me have Hermiaes:do you marry him: 
Fr Scornfull Lyſa»der,true,hehath my Love; 
nd-whatis mine; my love ſhall render him. 
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| And ſhe is mine, and all my right of her, 


I doeſtate vnto Dewetrins. | 
Lf Lord-,as wellderivd as he, - 
y 


ery way as fairely ranck'd 


| (Ifnot with.vantage)as 
1 An 
'{ Iam beloy'd of beauteons Hermias \ 
| Why 
| Demerrins , Ile auouchtto his head, * 


d(which is more then all theſe boaſts can be) - | 
ſhould not I then proſecute my right? 

Made love to N edars daughter, Helena, | 
And won her {ouletand ſhe _ Lady)dotes, 


Tho:1 mult confeſſe, that I have heard ſo much, 
And with Demerrinsthought to have ſpoke thereof: 


1 Butbeing over-full of ſelte-affaires, 

| My minde did loſe 1; But Demerrins come, 

1 And come Egexs,you ſhall go with me, 

| I have ſome private ſchooling for you both. 

[| For you faire Hermia;looke you arme your {clfe;, 
| To fit your fancies to your Fathers will; 


Or elſe the Law of Athens yeelds-you vp 


| (Which by no meanes we may extenuate) 
1 Todeath,or ro a vow of ſingle life. 


Come my Heppo/ita, what cheare my Jove? 
Demerrins and Egens go along: 
I muſt imploy you in ſome bufineſſe 


1 Againſt our nuptialls,and conferre with you 


Of ſomething, neerely that concernes your ſelves. 
Ege. With dutic and deſire we follow you. Exeunt. 
CManet Lyſander and Hermia. 
Lyſ- How now my love?Why is your cheek ſo pale? 
Her. Belike for wait of raine, which I could well 
Beteemethem, from the tempeſt of mine eyes. 
Ly/. Hermia for ought that ever I could ceade; 
Could ever heare by tale or hiſtory, E 
The courſe of true love never did run ſmooth, | 
But cither it was different in blood. 
Hey. O croſſe!too high to be enthral'd tolove. 
Ly/. Orelſe miſgraffed, in reſpe&t of yeares. 
Her © ſpight/too oldtobe ingag'd to yong. 
Lyſ. Or elſe it ſtood uponthe choiſe of merit. 
er. O hell ] to chooſe love by anothers eye. 
Lyſ: Orif there were a —_—_— in choiſe, 
Warre,death,or fickneſſe, did lay fiege to it; 
Making it momentarie,as a ſound: 


F —_— it isa cuſtomary crofle, 
eto love, as thoughts, 


___—— — 


_—_ 
_— 


Ir ſtandsas an edi in deſtiny: 
Tlivg ler us teach qur triall patience, 


AS. dreames;and ſighes, 
Wiſhes and teares;poore Fancies followers. 


- Ty{. A good periwaſion;therefore heare me Hermia, 
:E have a Widdow Aunt,a dowager, 
*Ofgreat revenhew,and ſhe hath no childe, 


From Athens is her houſe remoy'd ſeven leagues, 
And ſhe reſpe&s me, as her onely ſonne: 

There gentle Hermia,may I marry thee, 

And to that place, the ſharpe Athenian Law 
Cannot purſue us. If thou lov'ſt me,then 


+Steale forth thy fathers houſe to morrow night: 


And in the wood a league without the towne, 
(Wherel did meete thee once with Belen, 
To do obſervance for a morne of May ) 
There will I ſtay for thee. 

Her. My good Lyſander 


|: I ſweare tothee,by Cupids ſtrongeſt bow, 


Byhisbeſt arrow with the golden head, 


By the {implicity of Venus Doves, 


By that which knitteth ſoules,and proſpers love, 
And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage Queene, 
When the falſe Troyan vnder faile-was ſeene, 
By all the vowes that ever men have broke, 
(In number more then ever women ſpoke) 
In that ſame place thou haſt appointed me, 
To morrow truly will I meete with thee. 
Ly/. Keepe promiſe love:looke here comes Helere. 


Enter Helena, _. 
Her. God {prede faire Helena , whither away? 
Hel, Cal you me faire ?that faire againe unſay, 
Demetrixs loves you faire : O happy faire! 
Your eyesarc loadſtarres,and your tongues ſweet ayre 
Moretuneable then Larke to ſhepheards care, 
When wheate 1s 
Sicknefle is catching : O were favour ſo, 
Your words Ide catch, faire Hermia ere I go, 
My eare ſhould catch your voice, my eye,your eye, 
My tongue ſhould catch your tongues ſweet melodic, 
Were the world mine, Demerrins being bated, 
The reſt Ilegive to be to you tranſlated. 
O teach me how you looke, and with what art 
You ſway the motion of Demerrms hart. 
Her. I frowneupon him,yet be loves me ſill. 
Hel. O that your frownes would teach my ſmiles 
ft uch s$kil. 
Her. | give him curſes, yet he gives me love. 
Hel. O that my prayerscould ſuch affetion moove. 
Her. The moreT hate the more he followes. me. 
Het. The more Ilove, the more he hateth me, 
Her. His folly Helena is none of mine. 


Hetl.None but your beauty,wold that fault were mine 


Her. Take comfort:he no more ſhall ſee my face, 
Lyſander and my ſelfe will flie this place. 
Before the time I did Lyſandey (ce, 
Seem'd Athens like a Paradiſe to mee» 


ene, when hauthorne buds appeare, 


- 
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© then, whatgraces in my Love dodwell, 
Thar he hath curn'd a heaveninto hell? 
Lyſ- Helew,to.you our mindes we will vnfold, 
To morrow night,when Phate doth behold: 
Her ſilver viſage,in the watry glaſſe, - :.. 
Decking with Liquid pearlegthe bladed grafle 
(Artiune that Lovers tights doth ſtill conccale) 
Lhraugh Athens gates, have we devis'd to ſeaje. | 
Her. And in the wood,where oftenyou and I, 
Vpon faint Prunrole veds, were wont tolye, 
Emptying our boſomes, of cheir counſell {weld: 
There my Lyſander, and my iclfe ſhall meete, 
And thence from Archers turne away our eyes 
To ſceke new friendsand ſtrange companions, 
Farewell ſweet play-fellow;pray thou tor us, 
And good lucke grant thee thy Demerrin. 
Keepc word Lyſander we mult ſtarve our ſight, 
From lovers toode;till morrow deepe midnight; 


4 
. 


SI Exit Hermia. 
Lyſ-1 will my Hermia. Helenaadicu, EY 
As you on him, Demetrins dotes on yous Exit Lyſanaer. 
Hel, How happy tome,ore otherſome can be? 
Through Atbess 1 am thought as faire as ſhe. 
But what of that ? Demrerivs thinkes not ſo: 
He will not know, what all,but he doth know, 
Andas hee crres, doting on Hermias eyes; 
So 1, admiring of his qualities; 
Things baſe and vildc, holding no quantity, 
ove can tranipole to forme and dignity, | 
Lovelookes not with rhe eyes, bur with the minde, 
And therefore 15 wing'd Czpsd painted blindes 
Nor hath loves minde of any judgement talte: 
Wings aid no eyes,figure,vnheedy haſte. 
Andtherctore is Love taid to be a childe, 
Becauſe in choite he often 1sbeguil'd, 
As waggith voyes in game themſelves forſweare; 
So the boy Love is perjur'd every where. 
For ere Demerrins lookt on Hermias eyne, 
He hail'd downe oathes that he was only mine. 
| And when this Haile ſome heat from Hermzatelr, 
So he difſolv*d,and ſhowres of oathes did melt. 
I will go tell him of faire Hermias flight: 
Then to the wood will he,to morrow night; 
Purſue her ; and for his intelligence, 
If I have thankes,it is a deere expence: 
But heerein meane I toenrich my paine, 
To have his fight thither, and backe againe, Exit. 
Enter Ouince the Carpenter , _ the Toyner , Bottome the 
Weaver, Flute the beliowes-menacr , Snont the Tinker , and 


S tarvelmg the T aytor: 


2a. 1s all our company heere? 

Bot. You were belt to callthem generally , man by 
man, according to the {crip. 
_ 24, Hereis the ſcrowle of every mans nanie, which 
1s thought fit throngh all Athens , to play in our ,Enter- 
lude before the Duke and the Dutches , on his wedding 
day at night. 

Bot. Firſt, good Peter Quince, ſay what the play treats 
on:then reade the names of the Actors : and {o grow on 
to a point. 

Qs. Marry our play is the moſt lamentable Comedy, 
| and moſt cruell death of Pyramms and Thicbie. = 
Bet, A very good peece of worke I aflure you,and a 


eA MM edſommer nights Dreame. . 


merry, Now goed Peter Quince, call forth your Actors | 
by the ſcrowle. Maiſters ſpread your ſelves. -, Is. 

Luince. Anſwere as I call you» Nick, Bottome the 
Weaver, | | _ 
IG Ready ; name what part I am for , and pro- 
cced. In 

Quince. You Nicke Bortome are ſet. downe for Pyra- 
HS. | E #: | 
Bot. What is Pyramas, a lover, ora tyrant? et 
Quince. A Lover that kils himlclfe molt gallantly for 
oVe, SS F: 

. Bot. That will aske ſome teares inthe true perfor 
ming of it : if I do it,let the audience looke to their eies3 
I will mooye ſtormes; I will condole in ſome meaſurc: 
To the reit yet,my chicfe humour is fora tyrant. i could 
play Zrctes rarely , or a part to teare a Cat in,to make all 
iplittheraging Rocks;and ſhivering ſhocks ſhall breake 
the locks of priſon gates , and Fhibbs carre ſhall ſhine 
from farre, and make and marre the fooliſh Fates. This | 
was lofty. Now name the reſt of the Players: This 
8 Ercles eine , a tyrants veine : a lover is more condo- 
ing. 

Qz:1. Fraxcis Flute the bellowes-mender 

Flu. Heere Peter Quince, | | 

Qs. You muſt take Thisbie 6n you. 

Fl. W hat is Thisbie,a wandring Knight? 

Qs. It is the Lady that Pyramms muſt love. 

Flu. Nay faith , letnot mee play a woman, I hayea 
beard comming. | £3 

Qs. That's all one, you ſhall play it in a Maske,and you 
may ſpeake as ſmall as you will. ; 

Bot. And I may hide my face,let me play Thisbietoo: 
Ile ſpeake in a monſtrous little voyce , ThiſneT hiſne; ah 
Freon my lover deare , thy Tbisbre deare, and Lady 

cares). 

Q#t#z. No no,you muſt play Pjramms;and Flute, you 
Thisby. | | 

Bot, Well, proceed. , | 

Qs. Robin Starveling the Taylor. 

Star. Heere Peter Quince, | : 

| Quince. Robin Starveling ,you mult play Thisbies mo- 
ther? 

Tom Snovt, the tinker. 

Snowt. Heere Pecer Quince. \ [TE Op | 

Qz. You Pramas father ; tiny ſelfe, Thiebres father; 
Smegge the loyner, you the Lyous part ; and I hope there 
is aplay fitted. | 

Snug. Have you the Lyons part written? pray you if 
it be, give it me, for I am {low of ſtudie. 

Qs. You may do it extempore , for it is nothing but 
roaring. =: ty 

Boz. Let mee play the :Lyon too, I willroare that I 
will doe any mans heart good to heare me. I will roare, 
that I will make the Duke ſay , Let him roare againe : let 
him roare againe. 

Qs. if you ſhould doe ittoo terribly ; you would 
fright the Dutcheſfle and the Ladies , that they would 
ſhrike, and that were enoughto hang us all. 

All. That would hang us every mothers ſonne. _ 

Bottome. I graunt you friends; if that you ſhould 
fright the Ladies our of. their. Wittes ,-they would 
have no more diſcretion but to hang us :/but I will ag- 
gravate my voyce ſo, that I will roare. you as gently 
as any ſncking Dove ; I will roare and 'twere any Night- | 
ingale. | 


Qsince. You can play tio: part but Piramnis ;for Pires 
N43. ms. | 


a % | 
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mid isa freet-fac'd man: a one han as onefhall ſee in | 
a ſummers day ; a moſt lovely eman-like man,ther- 
' fore you muſt needs play-Pwramms. ; 
| Ber. Well,I will vndertakeit, What beard were Tbeſt 
"to playitin? & 

Quin, Why,what you will. 

] Bot. I will difcharge it, incither your ſtraw-colour 
beard, your orange tawnie beard , your purple 1n gratne 
beard,, or your French-crownecolonr'd beard, your per- 
fect yellow, = - | 

- ©min, Some of yourFrench-Crownes have no haire 
at Al,and then you will play bare-fac'd- But maiſters here 
areyour parts;and'T am to intreat you, requeſt you , and 
defire you;, to con them by to morrow night:and meet 


4. 
- 
. 
. = 
- : 


| Moone-tighr;; there we will rehearſe : forif we mecte in 
the Citie, we ſhalbe dog'd with company, and our deui- 
| ſes knowne. In the meane time, I will draw a bil of pro» 
perties, ſuich'as our play wants. I pray you faile menot. 
Bot. We will mcete, and there we may rehcarſe more 
_ and” conragiouſly. Take paine, be perfect ,a- 
ue -- ;---. 54 | 
xin. At theDukes oakewe meete. 
Bot. Enough, hold or cut boyw-ſtrings. Exennt. 


mt, 


Aus Secundus. 


Enter a Fairie at one doore,and Robin good- 
| fellow at anvther. 
Rob. How iow ſpirit, whither wander you? 
Fi. Over hill;over dale; through buſh,through briar, 
Over parke,over pale, through flood, through fire, 
I do wander every wheregſwifter then} Moons ſphere; 
AndI ſerve the Fairy Queene , to dew her orbs upon the 
The Cowllips tall,her penſioners be, (green. 
In their gold coats;ſpots you ſce, | 
Thoſe be Rubies, Fairic favors, 
In thoſe freckles,live their ſavors, 
I muſt go ſecke ſome dew drops heerc, 
And hang a pearle in every cowſlips care. 
Farewell thou Lob of ſpirits,lle be gon, 
-| OurQueeneand all her Elues come heere anon- | 
Rob. The King doth keepe his Revels here to night; 
Take heed the Queene come not within his ſight, 
For Oberon is paising fell and wrath, 
| Becauſe that ſhe, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy ſtolne from an Indian King, 
She never had ſo ſweet a changeling, 
And jealous Oberen would have the childe 
| Knight of his traine, to trace the Forreſts wilde. * 
|] But ſhe(perforce)with-holds the loved boy, 
| Crownes him with flowers, and makes him all her joy. 
{ And now they never meete ingrove,or greene, 
| By fountaineclecre,or ſpangled ſtar-light ſheene, 
But they do ſquare, that all their Elues for feare 
Creepein:0 Acorne cups and hide them there. 
Fai. Either I miſtake your ſhape and making quite, 
Or elſe you are that ſhrew'd and knaviſh ſpiric 
| Cal'd Robin Good-fellow. Are you not hee, 
That frights the maidens of the Villagree, 
Skim milke,and ſometimes labour in the querne, 
| Andbootlefſe make the breathleſſe huſwife cherne, 


| me it thepalace weod ,"a mile without the Towne, by 


Miſleade night-wanderers,lz ughing at their harme, 
Thoſe that Hobgobtin call yeu;, and fiveer Pucke, 
You dotheir workc,and the y ſhall have good lucke., 
Are not you he?''-—oe— © 
Rob. Thou ſpeak aright: ; 
I am that meg1e wandererof the night: 
I jeſt to ObeFow,and make him ſmile, 
WhenT a fat and beane-fed horſe beguile, 
Neighing in likenefle of a {ily foale, 
And ſometime lurke I in a (3oflips bole; 
In very likeneſfle of a roaſted crabt x 
And when ſhe drinkes, againſt her lips I bob, 
And on her withered dewlop poure the Ale. 
The wiſcit Aunt telling the 1addeſt tale, 
Sometime for three-foot ſtoole,miſtaketh me, 
Thenſlip I from her bum, downe topples ſhe, 
And railour cries,and fals into a coffe. 
And then the whole quire hold their hips,and loffe, 
And waxen in their mirth; and neeze, and tweare, 
A merrier houre was never walted there. 
But reome Fairy,heere comes Oberon. 

Fai. And heere my Miſtris: 
Would that we were gone. 


Enter the King of Fairies at one doore with his traine, 
. and the Dneene at another with hers. 


06. Ill met by Moone-light, 
Proud Tytania. 

2. What, jealous Oberon? Fairy skip hence. 
I have forſworne his bed and company. 

06. Tarrieraſh Wanton;am not 1 thy Lord? 
2s, Then I muſt be thy Lady:bur I know 
When thou waſt ſtolne away fom Fairy Land, 

And in the ſhape of Cor»,fate all day, 
Playing on pipes of Corne,and verſing love 
Toamourous Philida. Why art thou heere 
Come from the fartheſt ſteepe of [ndia? 
But that torſooth the bouncing e5mazon 
Your buskin'd Miſtrefſe,and your Warrior love, 
To Theſes muſt be Wedded, and you come, 
To givethelr bed joy and proſperity. 

08. How canſt thou thus for ſhame Tytarie, 
Glance at my credire,with Hippelita? 
Knowing I know thy love to Theſeus? 


From Peregenis, whom he raviſhed? 
And make him with faire Eagles breake his faith 
With Ariadne,and e-2ntiopa? 

9s. Theſe are the forgeries of jealouſie, 
And never ſince the middle Summers ſpring 
Met weon hillin dale,forreſt,or mead, 
By paved fountaine,or by ruſhic brooke, 
Or 1n the beached margent of the ſea, 
Todance our ringlets to the whiſtling Winde, 
But with thy braules thou haſt diſturb'd our port- 
Therefore the Windes, piping to vs invaine, 
As inrevenge, haveſuck'd up from the ſea 
Contagious fogges:W hich falling in the Land, 
Hath every petty River made ſo proud, 
That they have over-borne their Continents. 
The Oxe hath therefore ſtretch'd his yoake in vaine, 
The Ploughman loſt his {weat,and the greene Corne 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain'd a beard: 
The fold ſtands empty in the drowned field, 
And Crowes are fatted with the murrion flocke, 


| And ſometime make the drinke tobeare no barme, 
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The nine mens Morris is fild up with mud, 
Andthe queint Mazes inthe wantoii greene, 
Forlacke of tread are undiſtinguiſhable. 

The humane mortals want their winter heere, 
No night is now with hymne or caroll bleſt; 
Therefore the Moone(the governeſle of floods) 
Pale in her anger; waſhes all the aire; 


| That Rheumaticke diſcales do abound. 


And thorough this diſtemperature,we {ce 
The ſcaſons alter ; hoared-headed froſts_ 
Fall in the freſh lap of the crimſon Roſe, 
And on old Hyems chinne and Icie crowne, 
An odorous Chaplet of {weet Sommer buds 
Isasin mockry fet. The ſpring, the Sommer, 
The childing Autumne,angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liveries, and the mazed world, 
By their increaſe,now knowes not which is which; 
And this ſame progeny of evills comes 
From our debate, from our difſention, 
We are their parents and originall. 
06. Do you amend it then,it lies in you, 
Why ſhould Tirana crofle her Oberon? 
I do but beg a little changeling boy, 
To be my Henchman. 
Qs.Set your heart at reit, | 
The Fairy land buyesnot the child of me. 
His mother was a Votreſle of my Order, 
Andin the ſpiced Indianaire, by night 
Full often hath ſhe goſlipt by my ſide, 
And ſat with me on Neptwnes yellow tands, 
Marking th'embarked traders on the flood, + 
When we have laught toſeethe failes concerve, 
And graw big bellied with the wavton winde: 
Which ſhe with pretty and with ſwimming gate, | 
Following ( her wombe then rich with my yong ſquire) 
Would imitate,and faile upon the Land, 
To fetch metrifles,and returne againe, 
As from a yoyage,rich with merchandize. 
But the being mortall of that boy did dye, 
And for her ſake I do reare up her boy, 
And for her ſake I will not part with him. | 
06. How long within this wood inttnd. you ſtay? 
2s. Perchance till after Theſess wedding day. 
| If you will patiently dance inour Round, 
And ſee our Moone-light revels, go with us; 
If not,ſhun meand I will ſpare your haunts: . 
06. Give methat boy,and I will go with thee. 
Qsz. Not for thy Fairy Kingdome.Fawies away; 
We ſhall chide downe right,if I longer ſtay: —=Exemyr. 
06.Well,go thy way:thou ſhalt not from this grove, 
| Till Itorment thee for this injury. 
My gentle P«cke come hither ; thou remembreſt 
Since I fat upona promontory, 
And heard a Meare-maide ona Dolphins backe, 
Vttering ſuch dulcet and harmonious breath, 
. That the rude ſea grew civill at her ſong, 
And certaine ſtarres ſhot madly from their Spheares, 
To hearethe Sea-maids muſicke. 
' Ps. 1 remember, > ug 
O06. That very time I ay(butthou couldſt not) 
Flying betweene the cold Moone and the earth, 
("pid allarm'd;a certaine aime he tooke 


þ 


| Ata faire Yeſtall,throned by the Weſt, 


# 


And loos'd his love-ſhaft ſmartly from his bow, 
As it ſhouldpierce a hundred thouſand hearts, 
But I might ſee youg Cupids fiery ſhaft | 


Quencht in the chaſte beames of the. watry Moone; 

| And the imperiall Votreſle paſſed on, 

In maiden meditation, fancy-free. + 

Yet markt 1 where the bolt of Copid fell- 

It fell upon a little weſterne flower: TELLS. 

Betore,milke-white : now purple with loves wound; 

And maidens call it, Love in idleneſſe. - ſh] 

Fetch me that flower;the hearb I ſhew'd thee once, 

The juyce of it,on-ſleeping eye-lids laid, 

Will make or man or wonian.madly dote 

Vpon the next hve creature thar irſees. 

Fetch methis hearbe, and be thou heere againe, 

Ere the Leviathan can ſwim a league. . . 
Pa, Ile put a girdle avout the earth , in forty minutes. 

We v2. ; Exit. 
+ O06. Having onee this juyce, 

He watch Titaniazwhen ſhe is aſlcepe, 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes: 

The next thing when ſhe waking lookesupon, 

Be it on Lyon,Bearc,or Wolfe; or Bull, 

On medling Monkey,or on buſie Ape) 

Shee ſhall purſue it, with the ſoule of love. 

Anderel take this charme off from her ſight, 

} (As I cantake it with another hearbe) 

He make her render up her Page to me. 

Bur who comes heere?I am inviſible, 

And I will over-heare their conference. 


Enter Demetrins, Helena following hins, 


Dem. I love thee not, therefore purſue menot, 
W here is:Lj/ander,and fajre Herma? 
The one lle ſtay, the other ltayeth me... 
Thou toldſt me they were ſtone into this wood; 
And heere am I, and wood within this wood, 
Becauſe I cannot meet my Hermia. 
Hence get thee gone,and follow me no more. 
Hef. You draw me, you hard-hearted Adamant, 
Bur yet you dray not Iron,for my heart 
| Is true as ſeele. Leave you your power to draiy, 
AndT ſhall have no power to follow you. . 
Dem. Dol entice you?doT {peake you faire? 
Or rather do I not in plaineſt truth, - * 
Tell you I donot, nor | cannot loye you? | 
Hel. And even for that dol love thee the more; 
I am your ſpaniell, and Demerrins, 
The more you beat me, I will fawne on you. | 
Vie me butas your ſpaniell;ſpurne me, ſtrike me, 
Neglect me,loſe me;onely give me leaue 
(Vnworthyas Iam)to follow you. | 
What worſer place cancan [I begin your love, 
| (And yet a place of high reſpet with me) 
Then to be vied as you do your dogge? . -:- 
Dem. Tempt not too muchthe hatred of my ſpirit, 
| For # am ſicke when I dolooke onthee. - 
Het. And Iam ficke whenl looke not on you. . 
. Dem. You doe impeachyour modeſty too much, 
To teave the Citty,and commit your ſelfe 
Into the hands of one that loves you nor, 
To truſt the opportunity of night, 
And the ill counſell of a deſert place, | 
With the rich worth of your virginity © 
Hel. Your vertye is my priviledge : for that 
It is nat night when I dorteo your face. 
Therefore Ithinke.I am not inthenight, . ... 
Nor doth this wood lacke _ of company, 
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For youin my reſpeR are all the world. 


-{ Then how can it be ſaid I am alone, 
| Whea all the world is heere to looke on me? 


Dem. Lie cun from thee,and hide meinthe brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wilde beaſts. 

Hel. The wildeſt hath not ſucha heart as you; 
Runne when you will,the ſtory ſhall be chang'd: 
Apollo flies,and Daphne holds the chaſe; 

The Dove purſues theGrifin,the milde Hinde 
Makes ſpeed to catch the Tyger. Bootleſſe ſpeede, 
When cowardiſe purtues,and valour flies. 

Dem. I will not ſtay thy queſtions, ler me go; 
Or if thou follow me, do not beleeve, 
But 1 ſhall do thee miſchicfe in the wood. 

Hel. I,inthe Temple, in the Towne,and Field 
You do me miſchicfe. Fye Demerrins, 


| Your wrongs do ſet a {candall on my ſexe: 


We cannot fight for love, as men may do; 
We ſhould be woo'd, and were not made to wooe. 


| I follow thee,and makea heaven of hell, 


Todie upon the hand 1 love ſo well. Exit. 
06. Fare thee well Nymph,erc he do leave this grove, 

Thou ſhalt fly him, and he ſhallſceckethy love. 

Haſt thou the flower there? Welcome wanderer. 


Enter Puke. 


Pa. I, there It 1s. 

Ob. 1 pray theegive it me, 
I know a banke where the wildetime blowes, 
Where Oxſlips and the nodding Violet growes, 
Quite over-cannoped with luſcious woodbine, 
With ſweet muske roſes,and with Eglantine, 
T here {leepes Ty:ania, ſometime of the night, 
Lu!'d intheſe flowers,with dances and delight: 


i And there the ſnake throwes her enammel'd skinne, 


Weed widecnough to wrap a Fairy in. 

And withthe jayce of this lle ſtreake her eyes, 

And make her full of hatefull fantafies. 

Take thou ſome of ir, and ſceke through this grove; 
A ſweet «thenian Lady is in love 


' Witha diſdainefull youth : annoint his eyes, 


Burdo it when the next thing he ſpies, 
May be the Lady. Thou ſhalt know the man, 
By the «#thenian garments he hath on. 
Effect it with ſome care,that he may prove 
More fond on her,then ſhe upon her love; 
And looke thou meet me ere the firſt Cocke crow. 
Px. Feare not my Lord,your ſervant ſhall do ſo. E xir. 
; Ec:ter Ducene of Fairies with her tragne. 
«. Come,now a Roundell, anda Fairy ſong: 

Then for the third part of a minute hence, 


Some to kill Cankers in the muske roſe buds, 


Some warre with Reremiſe,for their leathern wings, 
To make my ſmall Elves coates,and ſome keepe backe 
The clamorous Owle that nightly hoots and wonders 
At our queint ſpirits:Sing me now aſleepe, 

Then to your oficesand let mereſt, 


Fairies Sing. 


You ſpotted Snakes with double tongue, 
T horny Hedgebogges be not ſeene, 

N ewts and binge wornits done wrong, 
Come not ueere onr Fairy Q weenc. 
Philomele with melodie,” - 


| Wake when ſome vile thing is neere- 


| Lovetakes the meaning, in loves conference, 


Sing tn Jour ſweet Lullaby, | 
Lulla,lulla lullaby talla,tnlla lullaby * 
Never barme,nor ſpell, nor charme, 

Come onr lovely Lady we, 

| $0 good night with Lullaby. 

2. Fairy. Weaving Spiders come not heere, 
Hence you long leg d Spinners hence : 
Beetles blacke approach net neere: 

Worme nor Suayle do no offence. 
Philomele with melody ,&c. 

I. Fairy. Hence away,now all 3s well; 
One aloofe, fland (entinell, Sbee ſleeps, 


Enter Oberon. . 

Ob. What thou ſceſt whenthou doſt wake, 
Do it for thy true Love take: 
Love and languith for his ſake. 
Be it Ounce, or Catte, or Beare, 
Pard,or Boare with briſtled haire, 
In thy eye that ſhall appeare, 
When thou wak'ſt, it is thy deare, 


Enter Lyſander and Hermia: 


Li{:Faire love,you faint with wandering in the wooods 
And to ſpeake troth,I have forgot our way: 
Weell reft us Hermna, it youthinke it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Be it {0 Lyſander:finde you out a bed, 
For I upon this banke will reſt my head. 

Ly{- One turfe ſhall ſerve as pillow for us both, 
One heart,one bed, two boſomes; and one troth. 

Her. Nay good Lyſander, for my ſake my deere 
Lie further off yet,do not lie ſo neere. 
Ly/. O take the ſence ſweet,of my innocence, 


I meane that my heart unto yours is kuit, 
So that but one heart can you make of it. 
Two boſomes interchanged with an oarh, 
So then two boſomes, and a ſingle troth. 
Then by your fide,no bed-roome me deny, 
For lying ſo, Hermia, 1 do not lye. 
Her. Lyſanaer riddles very prettily: 

Now much beſhrew my manners, and my pride, 
If Hermia meant to ſay, Lyſander licd. 
Bur gentle friend, for loveand coutteſic 
Lie further off, in humane modeſty, 
Such ſeparation,as may well be ſaid, 
Becomes a vertuous batchelour, and a maide, 
So farre bediſtant,and good nighti{weet friend: 
Thy love ne're alter,till thy ſweet life end. 

Lyf. Amen,amen,to that faire prayer, ſay T, 
And then end lite, when I end loyalty : 
Heereis my bed,ſleepe give thee all his reſt, . 

Her. With halfethat wiſh,the wiſhers eyes be preſt. 
| Enter Pucke. They ſleepr. 

Px. Through the Forreſt have I gone, | 
But Athenian finde I none, 
On whoſe eyes I might approve 
This flowers force in ſtirring love, 
Nighrtand filence : who is heere? 
Weedes of «Athens he doth weare: 
This is he(my maiſter ſaid) 
Deſpiſed the e-#thenian maide: ry 
And heere the maiden ſleeping ſound, 
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| On the danke and dufty ground:  - | 
| Pretry ſoule,ſhe durlt not lye 


Neere this lacke-love,this kill-curteſie. 
Churle, upon thy eyes I throw 

Allthe power this charme doth owes 
When thou wak'(t,let love forbid 
Sleepe his ſeate on thy eye-lid, 

So awake when I am gone: | 
For I muſt now to Oberon, Exit. 
Emer Demetrius and Helenarunning 


Hel. Say, though thou kill me, {weete Demetrens. 
De. I charge thee hence,and do not haunt me thus. 
Hel. O wilt thou darkling leave me?do not ſo. 
De. Stay on thy perill,L alone will g0. | | 
Exit Demetrms. 

Hel. O Iam out of breath, in this fond chace, 

The more my prayer,the lefler is my grace, 

Happy is Hermia, whereſocre ſhe lies: 

For ſhe hath bleſſed and attractive eyes. _ 

How came her eyes ſo bright? Not with alt tcares- 

If ſo,my eyes are oftner waſht then hers. 

No,no,lam as ugly asa Beare: 

For beaſts that meete me, runne away for feare, 

Therefore no mavalle, though Demetrius 

Do as a monlter,fly my preſence thus, 

What wicked and diflembling glafle of mine, 

Made me compare with Hermias ſphery eyne? 

But who is here? Ly{ander on the ground: 

Deade or aſleepe? i {ce no bloud, no wound, 

Lyſazder, it you live, good (ir awake. 
Lyſ: Andrun through fire I will for thy ſweet ſake. 

Tranſparent Helena,nature here ſhews art, 

That through thy buſome makes me ſee thy heart. 


| Where Demetris ? oh how fit a word 


Is that vile name , to periſh on my {\word! 
Hel. Do not {ay fo Lyſander,fay not ſo: 
Whatthough he love your Hermia?Lord, what though? 
Yet Hermza itill loves you:then be content. 
Ly/. Content with Hermsa? No, I do repent 
Thetedious minutes I with her have ſpent. 
Not Hermia,but Helena now I love: 
Who will not changea Raven for a Dove? 
The will of man is by his reaſon {ſway'd:; 
And reaſon fayes you are the worthier Maide. 
Things growing are not ripe untill their ſeaſon? 
$01 being yong,till now ripe not to reaſon, 
Andtouching now the point of humane skill, 
Reaton becomes the Marſhall to my will, 
Aud leades me to your eyes,where I orelooke 
Loves ſtories, written in Loves richeſt booke. 
Hel. Wherefore was I to this keene mockery borne? 
When at your hands did 1 deſerve this ſcorne? 
Iſt not enough, iſt not enough,yong man, 
That I did never, no nor never can, 
Deſervea ſweetelooke from Demerring eye, 
But you muſt fourmy inſmhiciency? 
Good troth you do me wrong;good-footh you do) 
In ſuch difdainfull manner,me to wooe. 
Bur. fare you well : perforce I muſt confeſſe, 
I thought you Lord of more true gentleneſle. 
Oh, that a Lady of one man refus'd, 
Should of another therefore be abus'd. Exit. 
Ly/. She ſees not Hermia: Hermis ſleepe thou there, 
And never maiſt thou come Lyſander neere: 


*— aw. 


For asa ſurfeit of the ſiyeeteſt things” 
The deepeſt loathing toa ſtomacke brings: 

Or asthe hercſies that men do leave, 

Are hated moſt of thoſe that did deceive: 

So thou, my ſucfcit,and my hereſic, 

Or all be hated: but the molt of me, 

And all my powers addrefle your love and might, 
To honour Heley,and to be her Knight.  Exm 

Her, Helpe me Ly/ardey,helpe me,do thy beſt 

To plucke this crawling ſerpent from my breſt. 

Aye me,for pitty,what a dreame was here? 

Lyſander looke, how I doquake with feare: 

Me-thought a ſerpent eate my heart away, 
And yer fateſmilling at his cruell prey. * 

Lyſander,what remov'd?Lyſander,Lord, 

W hat,out of hearing,gone?No ſound,ne word? 

Alacke where are you?ſpeake and if you heare: 

Speake of all loves:I ſwound almoſt with feares 

No, then I well perceive you are not nye;, 


Either death or you lle finde immediately. Exit 


* _eAtusTentins. 


) Enter the Clowney, 


Bot. Are weall met? 


Lin, Par , pat,and here's a marvailous convenient 
place for our rcheartall. This greene plot ſhall bee our 


do it ination, as we willdoit before the Duke. 
Bot. Peter Quince? 
Peter. W hat ſaiſt thou, bully Botrome? 

Bot. There are things 1n this Cemedy of Piramas and 
Thisby, that will never pleaſc- Firſt, Piramns muſt draw a 
ſword to kill himſclfe : which the Ladies cannot abide. 
How anf{were you that? - 

Snoxt. Berlaken,a parlous feare. | 
Star. I beleeve we mult leave the killing our, when all 
is done, | 
Bottome. Not a whit, I have a device to make all well. 
Write me a Prologue, and let the Prologue ſeemeto ſay, 
we will do no harme with our ſwords , and that Pyramas 
isnot killd indeede : and for the more better affarance; 
tellthem,that I Piramus am not Piramus, but Borrome the 
Weaver; this will put them out of feare. 
Qz. Well, we will have ſuch a Prologue,andit ſhall be 
written in cight and ſixe. | | 
Bet. No , make ittwo more, let it be written in cight 
and eight, 
Snoxt. Will not the Ladies be afcar'd of the Lyon? 
Star. I feare it; I promiſe you. | 
Bet.Maiſters,you ought to conſider with your ſelves, 
to bring in(God ſhield us)a Lyon among Ladies,is a moſt 
dreadfull thing. For there is not a more fearcfull wilde 


tO ts 
Snoxt. Therefore another Prologue mult tell hee isnot 
a Lyon. pa. = 
Bor. Nay, you mult namie his name, and halfe his face 
muſt be ſeene through the Lyons necke, and he himſelfe 
muſt ſpeake through, ſaying thus,or to the ſame defect: 
Ladies; of faire-Ladies , I'would wiſh you, or I would 


{tape,this hauthorne brake our tyring houſe, and we will | 


foule then your Lyon living : and wee ought to looke | 


requeſt 


_—_— 


| 
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'} requeſt you,or 


* And by andby I will to thee appeare. 
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I would entreat you, not to feare , not to 
tremble: my life for yours. If you thinke I come hithec 
asa Lyon , it were pittty of my life. No , I atn no ſuch 
thing, I am a man.as other men are ; and there indeed let 
him name his name, and tell him plainly hee 1s S»»g the 

oyner 
OY Quince. Well, it ſhall be ſo ; but there is two hard 


' things , that is, to bring the Moone-light into a cham- 


ber:tor you know, Pjramns and Thicby mecte by Moone- 
light. - | 
Smeg. Doth the Moone ſhine that night wee play our 

lay? | 
, 2 Fer. A Calender, a Calender,looke in the Almanack, 
finde out Moone-ſhine, finde out Moone-ſ{hine. 

| Emer Pncke. 
Qu#zz. Yes, it doth ſhine thatnight. 


Bot. Why then may you leavea caſcment of the great | 


chamber window(where we play)open, and the Moone 


may ſhine in at the caſement. 


Qs. I, or clſe one muſt come in with a buſh of thorns 
andalanthorne, and fay he co nes to disfigure,or to pre- 
ſent the perſon of Moone-ſhine. Then there 1s another 
thing, we muſt have a wall in the great Chamber; for F+- 
ram and Thisbie (faies the ſtory) did talkethrough the 
chinke of a wall. 

$ns. You can never bring in a wall. What ſay you 
Zottome? 

Bot. Some man or other muſt preſent wall , and let 
him have ſome Plaſter , or ſome Lome, oc ſome rough 
cait about him , to ſignifie wall ; or let him hold his fin- 
gers thus ; and through that cranny, ſhall Pyramas , and 
Thisby whiſper. | | 

#5, If that may be, thenall is well. Come , fit downe 
every mothers ſonne , and rehearſe your parts. Pyremas, 
you begin ; when you have ſpoken your ſpeech, enter 
intothar Brake , and ſo every one according to his cucs 


Enter Robin, 


Rob. What hempen home-ſ] puns have we (waggering 


Ere 
Se neere the Cradle of the Faiery Queene? 


What,a Play toward? Ile be an auditor: 
An Actor too perhaps,if I ſee cauſe. 
Qs. Spcake Pyramns: Thiby ſtand forth. | 
_ Pw.T, Ft ,the flowers of odious favors ſweete, 
Qs«. Odours,odours. 
Pr. Odours favors ſweete, 


| So hath thy breath, my dearecit Thisby deare. 


But harke,avoyce : {tay thou bur here a while, 
Exit. Pire 
Pn, A ſtranger Ppremns,then ere plaid here. 
 Thiſ:Muſt I ſpeake now? Sa8 
Pet. I marry muſt you. For you muſt vnderſtand he 


| goes bur to ſee a noiſe that he heard, and is to come a- 


_ gaanes. 


This. Moſt radiant Piramns, moſt Lilly white of hue, 
Ofcolour like thered roſe ontriumphant bryec, 
Moſt brisky Iunenall,and eke moſt lovely Iew, 
Astrue as trueſt horſe, that yet wouldnever tyre, 
Ile meete thee Piramrs, at zmnies toombe. 
Pet. Ninustoombe man : why, you muſt not ſpeake 


that yet; that you anſwere to Piranm ; you ſpeake all 


your partat once, cucsandall, Piramusenter,your cue is 
paſt; it is never tyre- 


| -: T6;O, as true as trueſt korſe, that yet would never 


And neigh,and barke,and grunt,and rore,and burne, 


The Wooſell cocke, {0 blacke of hew, 


Pir. If I were faire, T hiſby I were onely thine. 
Pet. O monſtrous. O ſtrange. We are hanted ; pray 
maiſters, flye maiſters, helpe. | 
The (lownes all Exenm. 


Pa. Ile follow you, Ile leade you about a Round, 
Through bogge , through buſh,through brake;through 
Sometimea horſe lle be,ſometime a hound: = (bryer, 
A hogge, a headlefſe Beare,ſometimea fire, 


Like horſe, hound, hog, Beare,fire,at every turne. &xx, 
Enter Piramus with the Aſſe head. 


Bot. Why do they run away ? This is a knavery of | 
them tro make meafeard. Enter Snowt, 

Su. O Bortome,thou art chang'd;W hat do I fee on thee? 

Bot, What do you ſec? You fcc an Aﬀſe-head of your 
owne, do you? | 


Emter Peter Duince. 


ed 


Pet. Bleſſe thee Botrome,bleſle thee;thou art rrandated. 

| Exit. | 

Bot. I ſee their knavery ;this is to makean afſe of me, 

to fright me if they Could ; but I will not ſirre from 
this place,do whatthey can. I will walke up and downe 
here,and I will fing that they ſhall heare I am not afraid, 


W ith Orenge-tawny bill. 
The Throſtle,with his note ſorrue, 
The Wren and little quill. 
Tita, W hat Angell wakes me from my flowry bed? 
Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow,andthe Larke, 
The plainſong Cuckow gray; 
W hole notefull many a man doth marke, 
And dares not an{were,nay. 
For indeed, who would ſet his wit to ſo fooliſh a bird? 
Who would givea bird the lye,though he cry Cuckow, 
never ſo? 
Tia. I pray thee gentlemorrtall, ſing againe, 
Mane earc is much enamored of thy note; 
On the firit view to ſay, toſweare Ilove thee. 
So is mine eyeenthralled to thy ſhape. 
And thy faire vertues force(perforce) doth move me. 
Bore, Me-thinkes maiſtreſſe , you ſhould have little 
reaſon for that : and yet to ſay the truth, reaſon and love 
keepe little company together , now-adayes. The more 
the pitty,that ſome honelt neigbours will not mak them 
friends, Nay, 1 can glecke upon occaſion. 
Tyta. Thou artas wile as thou art beautifull. 

Box. Not fo neither : butif I had wit enough to get 
out of this wood , I havecnoughto ſerve mine owne 
turne. 

Tyra. Out of this wood,do not deſire togo, 
Thou ſhalt remaine here,whether thou wilt orno, 
I ama ſpirit ofno common rate: 
The Summer ſtill doth tend upon my ſtate, 
And Ido love thee ; therefore go with me, 
Ile give thee Fairies to attend on thee; 
And they ſhall fetch thee Iewelsfrom the deepe, 
And fing,while thou on preſſed flowers doſt fleepe: 
And I will purgethy mortall groſleneſle ſo, | 
That thou ſhaltlike anauy ſpirit go. 


Emter Peaſe-bloſſome, Cobwed, Moth, Muſtard- 
ſeede, and foure Fairies. 


Fai. Ready ; andI ,and1, and 1, Where ſhall we go? 
Tita, BG 


—_—_— 


- 


—— 
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NY _ to him Elues, and do him curteitess 
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Tita. Be kinde and curteous tothis Gentleman. 
Hop in his walkes,and-gambole in hts cies, | 
Feede him with Apricocks,and Dewberries, = 
With purple Grapes,greene F igs,and Mulberries, 
The honie-bags ſteale from the humble Bees, 
And for night»tapers crop their waxen thighes, 


And lig ht them at the fier te-Glow-wormes cyes, 
| To have my loveto bed, and toariſe: 


Andpluke the wings from painted Butterflies, 
fan the Moone-beames from his ſleeping eies: 


1. Fas. Haile mortall, haile. 

2: Fai. Haile. 

3- Fai. Haile. SY 

Bot.I cry your worſhips mercy hartily;I beſcech your 
worſhips name. 

Cob. Cobwed. 

For. 1 ſhall deſire you of more acquaintance, good 
Maiſter Cobwed:if I cut my finger, [ ſhall make bold with 
Oll» 
Your name honeſt Gentleman? 

Peaſ. Peaſe bloſſome. . 

' Bot. 1 pray you commend mee to miſtreſle Squaſh, 
your mother ; and to maiſter Peaſcod your father. Good 
maiſter Pesſe-bloſſome,1 ſhall deſire of you more acquain- 
tance too» Your name I beſeech you ſir? 

HWuſ. Mnſtard-feede. ; 

Bot. Good maiſter Muſtard ſeede ; 1 know your patt- 
ence well:that ſame cowardly gyant-like Oxe-beefe hath 
devoured many a gentleman of your houſe. I promiſe 
you, your kindred hath made* my eyes water ere now. I 
deſire you more acquaintance , good Maiſter CMuſtard- 
ſera. | Ad. 

Tia. Come waite upon him,lead hini tomy bower. 
The Moone me-thinks,lookes wich a watrie cic, 
And when ſhe weepes,weepe every little flower, 
Lamenting ſome enforced chaſtity. ; 
Tye up my lovers tongue,bring him ſilently. Exit. 
Enter King of Fairies, ſolus. 


06.1 wonder if Tiaviabe awak't; 
Then what it was that next came in her eye, 
Which ſhe mult dote on, in extremity. 


Enter Paucke. 

Herecomes my meſſenger : how now mad ſpirit, 
What night-rule now about this haunted grove? 
Puck. My Miſtris with a monſter is in love, 

Neere to her cloſe and conſecrated bower, 
While ſhe was in her dull and ſleeping hower, 
A crew of patches, rude Mechanicals, 

That worke for bread upon eAthenian ſtals, 
Were met together to rehearſe a Play, 
Intended for great Theſexs nuptiall day: 

The ſhalloweſt thick-skin of that barren ſort, 

W ho Piramns preſented,in their ſport, - 
Forſooke his Scene,and entred ina brake, 
WhenlI did him at this advantage take, 

An Aﬀes nole I fixed on his head. 

Anon his Thiskie muſt be anſwered, 

And forth my Mimmick comes : whenthey him pic, 
As Wilde-geeſe,that the creeping Fowler eye, 


| Or ruſſed-pated choughes, many in ſort 


(Riſing and cawing at the guns report) 


Seycrthem(clves, and madly ſweepe the skye: 


—_—— 


— 
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Soat his fight, away his fellowes flie, | 
Andat our ſtampe;here ore and ore one fals; 
He murther cries,and helpe from Athens cals. _.. 
Their ſenſethus weakeylolt with their fears thus ſtrong, 
Made ſenſcleſſe things begin to do them wrong. | 
For briars and thornes at their apparell ſnatch, _ 
Some-ſleeves,ſome hats,from yeeldersall things catch, 
Hed them onin this diſtracted feare, 
And leftſweete Piramms tranſlated there: 
When in that moment(ſq it came to paſſe) 
Tytania waked,and ſtraight way lov'd an Aﬀe. . 
06. This fals out better then I could deviſe: 
| But haſt thou yet lacht the Athenians eyes, 
With the love juyce,as I did bid thee do? 
Rob .1 tooke him fleeping(that is finiſht too) \ 
And the eHthenian woman by his ſide; : 
That when he wak't,of force ſhe muſt be eyde» 


Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 


Ob. Stand cloſe;this is the ſame eAthenian. 
Reb. This is the woman,but not this the man- 
Dem. O why rebuke you him that loves you ſ0? 
Lay breath ſo bitter on your bitter foe. 
Her. Now I but chide,but I ſhould vſe thee worſe. 
For thou(T feare)haſt given me cauſeto curſe, 
If thou haſt ſlaine Zyſander in his ſleepe; 
Being ore ſhooes inbloud, plunge in the deepe,and kill 
me too: 
The Sunne was not ſo trueunto the day, 
As he to me. Would he have ſtollenawav, 
From ſleeping Hermia? Ile belceve as ſoone 
This wholecarth may be bord,and that the Moone 
May through the Center creepe,and fo diſpleaſe 
Her brothers noonetide,with th' Antipodes. 
It cannot be but thou haſt murdred him, . 
So ſhould a murtherer looke,ſodead,ſo grim. 
Dem.So ſhould the murderer leoke,and ſo ſhould T, |} 
Pierſt through the heart with your ſtearne cruelty: 
Yetyou the murderer looks as bright as cleare, 
As youder Verus in her glimmering ſpheare. | 
Het. What's this tomy Lyſander ® where is he? 
Ah good Demerrins, wilt thou give him me? _ 
Dem, I'de rather give his carkaſſe to my hounds.  . 
Her. Out dog,out cur,thou driv'it me paſt the bounds 
Of maidens patience» Halt thou ſlaine him then? 
Henceforth be never numbred among men. 
Oh, once tell truc,and even for my ſake, 
Durſt thou a lookt upon him,being awake? 
And haſt thou kill'd him ſleeping?O brayetutch: 
Could not a worme, an Adder do fo mach» 
Ang Adder did it: for with doubler tongue 
Then thine(thou ſerpent)never Adder ſtung, . | 
; Dem. You ſpend your paſſion ona miſpris'd mood , 
Tam not guilty of Lyſanaer5 blood: 
Nor 1s hedead for ought that I can tell. 
Her. I pray thee tell methen that he is well. _ 
Dem. And if I could, what ſhould I get therefore? 
Her. A priviledge, never to {ce me more; 
And from thy hated preſence part I : ſee me no more 
Whether he be dead orno. "fig Exit. 
Dem. There isno following her in this fierce veine, 
Here therefore fora while I will remaine. 
So ſorrowes heauineſſe doth heauier grow: | 
For debt that bankrout ſlip doth ſorrow owe, 


——— 


Which now in ſome ſlight meaſure it will pay, 
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If for his tender here I make ſome ſtay. Lie downe. 
Ob. W hat haſt thou done ? Thou haſt miſtaken quite 

And laid the love juyce on ſome true loves ſight: 
Ofchy mitprifion,muſt perforce enſue : 
Some true love turn'd, and not a falſe turn'd true: 

Rob. Thenfate ore-rules,that one man holding troth, 
A million faile, confounding oath on oath. 

Rob. About the wood, goe ſwifter then the winde, 
And Helena of «Athens looke thou finde. £21 
All fancy-ſicke ſhe is,and pale of cheere, 


'Withſighes of love,rhat coſts thefreſh bloud deare. 


By ſome illuſion ſee thou bring her heere, 


| le charme his eyes againſt ſhe doth appeare, 


Reb. I go, I g0,looke how I go, 

Swifter then arrow from the Tartarsbowe. 
O06. Flower of this purple die; 

Hit with Copids archery, 

Sinke in apple of his eye, 

When his love he dotheſpy, 

Let her ſhine as gloriouſly 

Asthe Yeu of the $ ky. 


Exit. 


'-When thou waK'it if ſhe be by 


Beg of her for remedy. 


Emter Packe. 
Pack. Captaine of our Fairy band, 
Helena is hcereat hand, 
And the youth,miſtooke by me, 
Pleading tor a Lovers fee. 


{| Shall we their fond Pageant ſee? 


Lord, what fooles theſe mortals be! 
0b.Stand aſide : the noyſe they make, 


| Will cauſe Demetrius to awake. __=—_ 


Pack, Then will two at once wooe one, 


| That muſt needs be ſport alone: 
And thoſe thingsdo belt pleaſeme, 


That befali prepoſterouſly. 


Enter Lyſander and Helena: 
Lz/. Why ſhould you think y I ſhould weoe in ſcorne? 
Scorne and deriſfion never comes in teares: 
Looke when I vow I weepe,and vowes 1o borne, 
In their nativity all truth appeates. | 
How can theſe things in me, ſeeme ſcorne to you? 
Bearing the badge of faith to prove them true. 
Hel. You doadvanceyour cunning more and more, 
Whentruth kils truth,QO diucliſh holy fray! 
Theſe vowes are Hermias. Will you give her ore? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you wall nothing weigh. 
Your vowes to her and me,(pur in two ſcales) 
Will even weigh,and both as light as tales. 
Ly. T had no judgement, when to her I ſwore. . 
Hel. Nor none in my minde,now you give her ore. 
Lyſ: Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. Awa. 
Dem. © Helex, goddeſſe,nimph,perfe, divine, 
To what, my love,ſhall I compare thine eyne? 
Chriſtall is muddy,O how ripe in ſhow, 
Thy lips,thoſe kiſling cherries, tempting grow! 
That pure congcaled white, high Tawms ſnow, 
Fan'd with the Eaſterne winde,turnestoa crow; 
Whenthou holdſt up thy hand. Olet me kiſle 
This Princeſle of pure whiite, this ſeale of blifſe, 
Hel. © ſpight {© hell !I ſee you are all bent: 
To ſet againſt me, for your merriment: 


If youwere civill,and knew curteſie, 


You would not do me thus much injury. 


—_— 


| Then all yon fiery oecs, and eies of light. 
Why ſeck'ſt thou me ? Could not this make thee know, 


You bothare Rivals,and love Hermia, 


Can you not hate me,as I know you do, 
Burt you muſt zoyne in ſoules to mocke me to? 
If you are men; as men you are-in ſhow, 

You would not vic a gentle Lady fo? 

To vow,and {weare, and \uperpraiſe my parts, 
W hen 1 am ſure you hate me with your hearts. 


And now both Rivals, to mocke Helena. 
A trim exploit,a manly enterprize, 
To conjure teares up 1na poore maids eyes, 
With your deriſion ; none of noble ſort, 
Would ſo offend a Virgin, and extort 
A. poore ſoules patience, all to make you ſport. 
Lyſ. Youare unkind Demerrins;be not ſo, 
For youlove Hermsa ; this you know I know; 
And here with all goed will, with all my heart, 
In Hermias love I yeeld you up my part; 
Andyours of Heleza, tome bequeath, ' 
Whom Ido love,and will do to my death. 
Fel. Never did mockers waſte more idle breath, 
Dem. Lyſander,keep thy- Hermea, I will none: 
If ereI lov'd her, all that love is gone. 
My heart to her,butas guelt-wiſe ſojourn'd, 
And now to Helem It is home return'd, 
There to remaine: 
Lyſ. It is not ſo. | 
De.Diſparage not the faith thou doſt not know, 
Leſt to thy perill thou abide it deare. 
Looke where thy Love comes,yonder is thy deare. 


Enter Hermia. 


Her. Dark night,that'from the eye his funtion takes, 
The care more quicke of apprehention makes, 
Wherein it doth impaire the ſeeing ſenle, 

It pales the hearing duuble recompence. 

Thou art not by mine eye, Zyſander found, 

Mine care(lI thanke it)brought me to that found, 

But wby vnkindly didſt thou leave me ſo? (togot 
Ly/an. Why ſhould hee ftay whom Love doth preſſe 
Her, Whart love could preſſe Lyſander from my {idc? 
Lyſ. Lyſanderslove(that would not let him bide ) 

Faire Helena; who more engilds the night, 


The hate I bare thee, made me leave thee (0? 

| Her. You ipeake not as you thinke;it cannot be. 
Hel. Loe,ſhe 1s one of this confederacy, 

Now [ perceive they have conjoyn'd all three, 

To faſhion this falſe ſport in ſpight of me. 

Injurious Hermia,moſt yngratetull maid, 

Have you conſpir'd, have, you with theſe contriv'd 

Tobaite me, with this foule deriſion? 

Is all the counſell that we two have ſhar'd, 

The ſiſters vowes,the houres that we have ſpent, 

When we have chid the haſty foored time, | 

For parting us ; O and is all forgot? 

All ſchooledaies friendſhip, child-hood innocence? 

We Hermia,like two Artificiall gods, 

Have with our needles;created both one flower, 

Both on aneſampler, fitting on one cuſhion, 

Both warbling of one ſong,both in one key; 

Asif our hands, our fides, voices, and mindes 

Had beene incorporate. So we grew together, 

Like toa double cherry, ſeeming parted, 

Bur yeta vnion 1n partition, 


Two 


- — 
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| Two lovely berries molded on one ſtem, 

$0 with two ſeeming bodies;bur one heart; 

Two of the firltlife,coats in tleraldry, 

Due but to one pa with one creſt. 

And will you rent,gur ancient loveaſunder, _ 
To joyne with men inſcorning your poore ft tend? 
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly. ' 

Our ſexe as well as, may chide you for it, 
Though LI alone do tcele the injurie, 

Her. Lam amazed at your pailionate words; 

1 ſcorne you not z It {ecmes that you fcorne me, 

Hel. Have you not ſet Lyſazder ,ag in ſcorne 
To follow me, and praiſe my cies and face? 

And made your ocher love, Demetrius 

Whoevcn but noiy did ſpurne me with his foote) 
To call me goddefie , nimphydivingand rare, 
Precious, cclc{tiall 2: Wherefore ſpeakes he this 
To her he hates ? And. wherefore doth Lyſander 
Deaic your love(forich within his ſoule) 
And tender me(torſooth) affetion, 
But by your {erting on,by your conſent? 
What though be not ſoin graceas you, 
So hang upon with love,ſo fortunate? 
(But miſcrable moſt,to love vnloy'd) 
| This you ſhould pirty,rather then deſpiſe. 

Her. Lunderſtand not what you meane by this. 

Hel. I, do,perſever,counterteit ſad lookes, 

Make mauthes upon me whea I turne my backe, 

Winkeeach at other, hold the ſweet jeſt up: 

This ſport well carried,ſhall be proumare mf 

If you have any pitty,grace,or manners, 

You would not make me ſuch an argument: 

But fare ye well, 'tis partly mine oune fault, 

Which death or abſence ſoone ſhall remedy. 
Lyſ-Stay gentle Heleva, heare my excule, 

My love,my ſoule, faire Helens, 

Hel. O excellent! 

Her. Sweet,do nut {corne her ſo. 

Dems. If ſhe cannot entreate, I can compell, 

Lyſ. Thou cant compell,no more then ſhe cntreate. 
Thy threats have no more ſtrength then her weak praiſe, 
Helen, T love thee, by my life I doe; 

I ſeare by that which I willleſe for thee, 
To prove him falſe,that ſaies I love thee not- 

Dem, I ſay, I love thee more then he can do. 

Lyſ. If thou ſay ſo; with-draw and prove it too, 

Dem. Quick, come. 

Her.Lyſander,whereto tends all this? 

Lyſ. Away,you Ethiope. 
| Dew. No,no, Sir, ſeeme to breake looſe; 

Take 0nas you would follow, 
But yet come not: you are a tame man,J0s 
Lyſ. Hang off thou cat,thou bur; vile thinglet looſe, 
| OrT will ſhake thee from me like a ſerpent. 
Her, Why are you growne ſo rude? 
What change is this {weete Love? 

Ly/. Thy love? out tawny T artar,out; 

Out loathed medicine;O hated poiſon hence. 

Her. Do you not jeſt? 

Hel. Yes ſooth,and ſo do you. 

Ty[:Demerrins:T will keep my word with thee. 

Dems, I would I had your bond:for I perceive 
A weake bond holds you ; Ile not truſt your word- 

Ly: W hat, ſhould I hurt her, ſtrike her, kill her dead? 
Although I hate her,Ile not harme her ſo. | 

Her. What,can you do me greater harme then hate? 


| 


——_ 


Hate me, wherefore?O me,what newes my Love? 
Am not I Hermsa & Are not you Lyſanaer? 
I am as faire now , as I wasere whule, 
Since night you loy'd mezyet ſince night you left me: 
Why then youleft me (O the gods farbid) 
In earneſt, ſhall I ſay? 
And never did deſire toſce thee inore: 
Therefore be out of hope, of queſtion,of doubt; 
Be ccrtaine,nothing truer: tis nG jeſt, 
That I dohatethee,and love Helena. 
Her. O me,you jugler,you canker blofſome, 
Youtheefe of love; W hat,have you come by night, 


| And ſtolng my loves heart from him? 


Het, Fine ytaith; 
' Have you no modelty,no maiden ſhame, 
No touch of baſhfulnefſe ? W hat, will you teare 
Impatlient anſwers from my gentle tongue? 
Fie, fie,you counterfeit,you pupper, you. 

Her. Pnppet ?why 1o ? 1, that way goes the game« 
Now I perceive that ſhe hath made compare 
Betweene our ſtatures,ſhe hath vrg'd her height, 
And with her perſonageher tall perſonage, 

Her height(forſooth) the hath prevail d with hims 
And are you growne ſo highin hiseſteeme, 
Becauſe I am 1o dwarfiſh,and ſolow? 

Haw lowam I, thou painted May-pole?Speake, 
How low am I? Iam not yetſolow, 

But that my nailes can reach unto thine eyes. 


"—_ 


Hel. I pray you though you mocke me, gentlemen, 
Let her not hurt me; 1 was never curſt: 
I have no gift at alt in ſhrewiſhneſſe; 


4 I ama right maide for my cowardize; 


Let her not {trike me : you perhaps may thinke, 
Becauſe ſhe 1s ſomething lower then my lelte, 
| That I can match her, + 
Her. Lower ? barke againe. 
| Hel, Good Hermia,do not be ſo bitter with me, 
I evermore did love you Hermis, 
Did ever keepe your counſels,neyer wronged you, 
Save that in love unto Demerrins, 
I told him of your ftealthunto this wood. 
He followed you, for love I followd him, 
But he hath chid me hence,and threatned me 
To ſtrike me,ſpurne me, nay to kill me tooz 
And now,ſo you will let me quiet go, 
To sAthezs will I beare my folly backe, 
And follow you no further. Let me go. 
You ſee how ſimple;and how fond I am. 
Her. Why get you Sone:who iſt that hinders you? 
Hel. A fooliſh heart, rhat I leave here behinde. 


Her, W hat,with Lyſavder? 
Her. With Demetrins, 
Lyf. Be not afraid,ſhe ſhall not harme thee Helena. 


Dem. No fir,ſhe ſhall not,though you take her part. 
Hel. O when ſhe's angry,ſhe is keeneand ſhrewd, 
She wasa vixen when ſhe went to ſchoole, 
And though ſhe be but little, ſhe is. fierce. 
Her. Little againe?Nothing but low and little? 
Why will you tuffer her ts flout me thus? 
Let me cometo her. : 
Ly, Get you gone you dwarfe, 
You minimns , of hindring knot-grafſe made, _ 
You bead, you acorne. 
Dew. You are t00 onficious, 


| 


In her behalfe that ſcornes your ſervices. 


—— 


—— 
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i} Let her alone,ſpeake not of Helens, 
| Take not her part. For if thou doſt intend 
| Never ſolittle ſhew of loveto her, 
| Thou ſhalt abideit. . 
Ly/. Now ſhe holds me not, 
Now follow ifthou dar'ſt,to try whoſe right, 
Of thine or mine is moſt in Helena. oe 


_ Exit Lyſander and Demetrins, 
Her. You Miltri$ all this coyle islong of you. 
Nay, go not backe. 
Hel. I will not truſt youT, 
Nor longer ſtay in your curſt company. 
Your hands then mine,arc quicker for a fray, 
My legs are lenger though to runne away- 


| Enter Oberon and Packe- 

O06. This is thy negligence, ſtill thou miſtak'ſt, 

Or elſe commitT'it thy knaveries willingly- 
' Puck. Beleeve me, King of ſhadowes,lI miſtooke, 
Did not you tell me, ] ſhould know the man, 
By the e-LFthenian garments he hath on? 
And to farre blamelefle pzoves my enterprize, 
That I have nointed an Athenians cies, 
And ſo farre am I glad, it ſo did ſort, 
As this theirjangling I eſteemea ſport, - 

06. Thou tectt theſe Lovers ſceke aplace to fight, 
Hie therefore Robin,overcalt the night, - | 
The ſtarry Welkin cover,thou anon, . 3 
With drooping fogge as blacke as Acheror, 
| Andlcad theſe teſty Rivals ſo aſtray, | 
| As one come not within anocthers way. 
Like to Ly{ander,ſomerime frame thy tongue, ': + 
Then ſtirre Demtrins vp with bitter wrong; . | 
And ſometime raile thou like Deretrins ; | 
And from each other looke thou leadethem thus, 
Till ore their browes, death-counterfetting flecpe 
With leaden legs,and Battie-wings doth creepe ; 
Then cruſh this hearbe into Lyſe»ders cle, 

Whole liquor haththis vertuous property, 
Totake from thence all error,with his might, 
And make his eije-bals role with wonted {1ght. 

W hen they next wake, all this derifion 

| Shall ſeeme a dreame,and fruitleſle viſion, 

| And backe to Athens ſhall the Lovers wend 
With league, whoſe date tili death ſhall never end. 
Whiles 1 in this affaire do thee imply, 

Tle ro my Queene,and beg her [nasa» Boy; 

| And then I will her charmed cic releaſe 

From monſters view,andall things ſhall be peace. 


A 


. YO I SIC 


ES 


For nights-ſwft Dragons cut the Clouds full faſt, 

And yonder ſhines e#r0ras harbinger; 

At whoſe approach Ghoſts wandring here and there, 

Troope heme to Church-yards;damned ſpirits all, 

That in crofſe-wajes and flouds have buriall, 

Already to their wormy beds are gone, | 

For feareleaſt day ſhouldlooke their ſhames vpon, 

| They wilfully themſelves cxile from lighr, 

And muſt for aye conſort with blacke browd night. 
06. But we are ſpirits of another ſort: 

| 7, with the morning love have oft made ſport, 

Andlike a Forreſter,the groves may tread, 

Even till the Eaſterne gate all fierie red, 

Opening on Neptune, with faire bleſſed beames, 

Turnes into yellow gold, his ſalt greene treames- 


Dew. Follow? Nay , Ile go with thee cheeke by jowle: 


E xennt. 


Pack. My Fairy Lord , this muſt be done with haſte, 


Telling the buſhes that thou loo 


But notwithſtanding haſte,make no delay: - 


| We may cffe& this buſineſle, yet ere day. > 


Pmxck. Vp and downe,vp and downe,T will ade them 
up and downe: I'am fear'd in field and towne. Gobiin,lead 
them up and downe : here comes one. FOES 

Enter Lyſander. | 
Lyſ: W here art thou; proud Demerrins? 
Speake thou now. - © | --- 
Rob. Here villaine, drawne & readie. Where art thou? 
Ly/. I will be with thee ſtraight. 
Rob. Folfow me thento plainer ground. 
pe; Emer Demetrins. 

Dem, Ly/ander;ſpeake againe; '' © 
[Thou hw way,thou we. er} artthou fled? 

Spcake in ſdme:buſh: W here dot thou hide thy head? 

Rob. T Toon Re ap UIing tothe ſtars, 

ok'i{t for wars, 
And wilt not come ?'Cotne recreant, come thon childe, 
Ile whip thee with a rod: He is defil'd ; 
That drawesa ſword on thee. 
Dem. Yea, artthou there? 
Ro. Follow my voice, we'l try no manhood here. xx, 
Lyf. Hegoes before me, and ftilf dares me on, 
When 1 come where he cals me,then he's gone. 
The villaine is-much lighter heed thenI: 
ſhifting place, 


I followed faſt, burfalicr he did flyc; 
That fallen am I'ihdarke vneven'way, 
And here wil reſt me.” Comethou gentle day: /ye down, 
For if but once thaw ſhew me thy gray light, 
Ile finde Demerrewsr,and revenge this ſpight. 
Emer Robin and Demetrius. 
Rob. Ho,ho;ho,coward,why com'tt thou not? 

Dem. Abide mit thou dar'ſt; For well I wor. 

Thou runſt betore me,ſhifting every place, 
And dar'ſt not ſtanq nor looke me in the'face. 
W here art thou? EEE 
Rob. Come hither,I am here. 
Dem, Nay then thou mock'ſt me ; thou ſhalt buy this 
deere, : 
If ever I thy face by day-light ſee. 
Now go thy way:faitnnefle conttraineth me, 
To meaſure out my length on this cold bed, 
By daies approach looke to be vilited. 
| Enter Helena. | 
Hel. O weary night, O long and tedious night, 
Abate thy houres,ſhine comforts from the Eaſt, 
That I may backe to e-4thens by day-light, 
From theſe that my poore company deteſt; 
And fleepe that ſometime ſhuts up ſorrowes eic, 
Steale me a while from mine owne companic. 
Reb. Yet but three?Come one more, 
Two of both kindes makes up foure. 
Here ſhe comes,curſt and ſad, 
Cupid is a knavith lad, 
Enter Hermia. 
Thus to make poore females mad. 

Her, Never fo wearie,never ſo in woe, 
Bedabbled with the dew, and torne with briars, 
I can nofurther crawle,no further go; 

My legs can keepe no pace with my deſires. 

Here will I reſt me tiilthe breake of day, 

Heavens ſhield Zyfander, it they meane a fray. 
Reb. On the ground fleepe ſound, 

Ie apply your cic,gentle lover,remedy, 

When thou wak'it, thou rak'it 

True delight inthe ſight of thy former Ladies eie, 


Sleepe, 


And 


" 
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the Country Provecbe knowne, 
Oy every mocks take his owne, 
In your waking ſhallbe ſhowne . 
Tacks ſhall have 110 ,nought ſhall goe ill; | 
The man ſhall have his Mare againe, and all ſhall be well, 


They ſleepe all the A 2. 


CO er er i Ge One 


—— 
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eA tins Quartus. 
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Enter Dueene of Fairies, and Clowne, and Fairies, and the 
King behind ther. 


Tita. Come, ſit thee downeupon this flowry bed, 
While I thy amiable cheekesdoecoy, 
And ſticke muske roſes in thy ſlecke ſmoothe head, 
And kiſſethy faire large cares, my gentle joy. 

Clow, Where's Peaſe bloſſoms ? 

Peaſe, Ready. 

Clow, Scratch my head, Peaſe-bloſſomr, Where's Moun- 
fieur Cobweb. | 

{0b.- Ready» | 

Clo. Mounſieur Cobweb,good Mounſicur get your wea- 
pons.in your hand, and kill me a red hipt humble-Bee 
on the top of a thiſtle ; and good Mounſicur bring mee 
the hony bag. Doe nor fret your ſelfe too much 1n the 
ation, Mounſieur ; and good Mounficur have a care the 
hony bag breake not, I would beloth to have you over- 
flowne with a hony-bag ſigniour. Where's Mounſicur 
Muſtardſeed | 

Muſe. Ready. 

Ch. Give me yournewfe, Mounſieur Muftaraſeed. 
Pray you leave your courteſic good Mounheur. 

Maſ. What's your will? | 

Ch. Nothing good Mounſieur, but to helpe Cayalero 
Cobweb to ſcratch. I muſt to the Barbers Mounſieur, tor 
methinkes I am marvellous hairy abont the tace. And I 
am ſiicha tender aſſe,ifmy haire doe but tickle me,I muſt 
{cratch, 
Tita. What, wilt thou heare ſome muſicke, my ſweet 
ove? 

Ch, Thavea reaſonable good eare in muſicke. Letus 
tave the tongues and the bones. 


CMuſcke Tongs, Rirrall Muſicke, 


Tita. Or ſay ſweet Love, what thoudefireſt to cate. 

(to. Truely a pecke of Provender; I could munch 
your good dry Oates. Me thinkes I have a great deſire 
bo a bottle of hay : good hay, ſweet hay hath no fel 
ow. 

Tia, 1 havea venturous Fairy, 

That ſhall ſeeke rhe Squirrels hoard, 
And fetch thee new Nuts» | | 
Cho. T had rather have a handfull or two ef dried peaſe. 
ButT pray you let none of your people ſtirre me, I have 
an expoſition of {leepe come upon me. 
Tyra. Sleepe thou, and I will windethee inmy armes, 
aries be gone, and be aliyvayes away. 
So doth the woodbine, the ſweet Honyuckle, 
Gently entwiſt ; the female Iny ſo 
Enrings the barky fingers ofthe Elme; 


] 


] O how T love thee ! hoy I dote on thee ! 


 Swifter then the wandring Moone. 


Enter Robin goodfellow, and Oberon. 

Ob. Welcome good Kobem ; 
Seclt thou this ſweer ſight ? 
Her dotage now I doe begin topirty, 
For meeting, her of late behind the wood, 
Secking {weert favors for this hatefull foole, 
I did upbraid her, and fail out with her. 
For ſhe his hairy temples then had rounded, 
With coronet of freſhand fragrant lowers. 
And that ſame dw which ſometime on the buds, 
Was wont to ſwell like round and orient pearles ; 
Stood now within the pretry flouriets eyes, 
Like tearesthat did their owne diſgrace bewaile. 
WhenT hadat my pleaſure taunted her, 
And ſhe in milde termes bez*d my patience, 
I then didaske of her, her changeling child, 
W hich ſtraight the gave me, and her Fairy ſent 
To beare him to my Bower in Fairy Land. 
And now T have the Boy, I will undoe 
This batefull imperfection of her eyes, 
And gentle Pucke, take this transformed ſcalpe, 
From off the head ofthis Athenian ſwaine ; 
That he awaking when the other doe, 
May all to Arhens backe againe repaire, 
And thinke no more of thisnighrs accidents, 
But as the fierce vexation of a d:eame, 
But firſt I will releaſe the Fairy Queene, 


Bethon as thou waſt wont to be ; 
See as thou waſt want to ſee. 
Dins bud, or Cuptds flower, 
Hath {ach force and bleſſed power, 


Now my Titania wake you my ſweet Queene: 
Tita. My Gberon, what viſions have 1 (eene | 
Me-thought 1 was enamoured of an Aſſe, 
Ob. There lyes your love. 
Ta, How came thele things to paſſe ? 
Oh, how mine eyes doe lozth this viſage now ! 
O06. Silence a while. Rebmi11.c off his head ; 
Titania, maſicke call, and {tr:&© tnore dead 
Then cammon fleepe ; 67 all thcte, tine the ſenſe, 
Tis. Mulicke, ho muſicke, ſuch as charm: th fleepe. 
| CAHnficke till, 
Rob. When thou awak'f, with thine owne tooles eyes 
PCepe, __ (ms 
O06. Sound muſicke; come my Queene,take hands with 
And rocke the ground whereon thete {lcepers be. 
Now thou and [ are new inamity, 
And will to morrow midnight, ſolemnly 
Dance in Dake The/cus houle triumphantly,; 
And blefle it to all faire poſterity. 


| There ſhall theſe paires of faithfull Lovers be 
| Wedded, with T heſerz, all in jollity. 


Reb. Faire King attend, and marke, 
I doe heare the morning Larke. 

Ob. Then my Queene in ſilenceſad, 
Trip weafter the nights ſhade; 
Wethe Globe can compaſie foone, 


Tita. Come my Lord, and in our flight, 
Tell me how it camethis night, 
That I {|cepingheere was found, 


Sleepers lye flint. 
O 


"—y 


With 
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hornes. 


\ Thereby to have defeated-you and me x 
' Youof your wife, and me of my conſent ; 


458 


A Midſommer nights Dreame.. 


Exeunt. 
mwinde Hornes. 
Enter Theſeus, Egens, Hippolita and all his traine. 
Theſ: Goe one of you, find outthe Forreſter, 
For now our obſervation is perform'd ; 
And ſince we have the vaward of the day, 
My Love ſhall heare the muſicke of my hounds, 
Vncouple in the Welterne valley, let them goe ; 
Diſpatch I ſay, and findthe Forreſter, 
Wewill faire Queene, upto the Mountaines top, 
And marke the muſiczll confuſion 
Of kounds and eccho in conjuntion. 
Hip. 1 was with Hercmlesand Cadmm once, 
When ina wood of Creere they bayed the Beare 
With hounds of Sparta ; never did I heare 
Such gallant chiding. For beſides the groves, 


With theſe mortalls on the-ground.. 


The skies, the fountaines, every region neere, 


Secm'd all one mutuall cry. I never heard 
So muſicall a diſcord, ſuch ſweet thunder. 

Theſ: My hounds are bred out of the Sparean kind, 
So flew*d, ſo ſanded, andrheir heads are hung 
With cares that ſwcepe away the morning dew, 
Crooke-kneed, and dew-lapt, like Theſſaliar Buls, 
Slow in purſuit, bur match'd in mouth like bels, 
Each under each. A cry moretuncable 
Was never hollawed to, nor checr'd with horne, 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor 1n Theſſaly ; 
Indge when you heare. But ſoft, what nimphs are theſc? 

Ere. My Lord, this is my daughter here aſleepe, 
And this Lyſander, this Demetrixs is, 

This Helena, old Nedars Helena, 
I wonder of this being heere together, 
© The. Nodoubt they roſe up carly, to obſerve 


{ The right of May ; and hearingour intent, 


Came heerc in grace of our ſolemnity. 
Bur ſpeake Egems, is not thisthe day 
That Hermia ſhould give anſwer of her choice ? 
Ege. It ismy Lord. 
The Goe bid the huntſ-men wake them with their 


Hornes and they wake. 

Shout within, they all Start up. 

Theſ. Good morrow friends : Saint Valentine is paſt, 
Begin theſe ,wood-birds but to couple now ? | 

Lyſ. Pardon my Lord. 

T heſ. I pray you all ſtand up, 
Tknow you two are Rivallenemies. 
How comes this gentle concord inthe world, 
That hatred is fo farre from jealouſie, 
To ſleepe by hate, and feare no enmity, 

Ly{.. My Lord, I ſhall reply amazedly, 


| Halfe fleepe, halfe waking. But as yet,I {weare, 


I cannottruly ſay how Icame heerc. 
But as I thinke (for truly would I ſpeake) 
And now I doe bethinke me, ſo it is; 
I came with Hermia hither, Our intent 
Was to be gone from 4thens, where we might be 
Without the perill of the eHrhenian Law. = 

Ege. Enough, cnough, my Lord : you have enough ; 
I beg the Law, the Law, upon his head: | 
They would have ſtoine away, they would Demetrius, 


Of my conſent, that ſhe ſhould be your wife. 
Dews, My Lord, faire Helen told me of their ſtealth, 


' Qur purpos'd hunting ſhall be ſetaſide. 


Of this their purpoſe hicher, to. this wood, 


AndTin fury hither followed them ; 
Faire Heleza, in fancy followed me. 
But my good Lord, 1 wot not by what power, 
(But by ſome power it is) my love 
To Hermia (melted as the ſnow) : 
Secmes to me now as the remembrance of an idle gaude 
W hich in my childboog1 did deatupon : ; 
And all the faith, the vertue of my heart, 
TheobjeR and the pleaſure of mine eye, 
Is onely Helena, To her, my Lord, 
WasI betroth'd, ere 1fee Hermia, 
But hke a ſickeneſſe did I loath this food: 
But as1n health, come to my naturall taſte, 
Now doe I with it, love it, long forit, 
And will for evermore betrueto it. 
Theſ. Faire Lovers, you are fortunately met ; 
Of this diſcourſe we ſhall heare moreanon. 
Egaw, I will over-beare your will ; 
For inthe Temple, by and by with us, 
Theſe couples ſhall eternally be knit. 
And for the morning now is ſomething worne, 


Away, withus to Athens ; three and three, 
We'll hold a feaſt in great folemnity. 
Come Hippolita, Exit Duke and Lords, 

Dem. Theſethings ſceme ſmall and undiſtinguifhable, 
Like farre of mountaines turned into Clouds, 

Her, Mc-thinkesI ſce theſe things with parted eye, 
W hen every things ſeemes double. 

Het, So mg-thinkes : 
And I have found Demetrixe, like a jewell, 
Mine owne, and not mine one. 

Dem. It ſcemes to me, | 
That yet we ſleepe, we dreame. Doe Hot you thinke, 
The Duke was heere, and bid us follow him 2? 

Her. Yea, and my Father. 

Hel. And Hippolite. 

Zyſ. And he bid us follow tothe Temple. 

Dem. Why then weare awake ; lets follow him, and 
by the way lerus recount our dreames. 

Bottome wakes. Exit Lovers, 

Clo. When my cue comes, call me, and I will anſwer. 
My next 1s, moſt faire Piramus, Hey ho. Peter Onince ? 
Flatethe bellowes-mender ? Snoxt the tinker ? Starve- 
ling? Gods my life | Stolne hence, and left me aſleepe : 1 
have had a moſt race viſion. 1 had a dreame, paſt the wit 
of man, to ſay, whatdreame it was. Man is but an Ade, 
if he gocabout to expound this dreame. Me-thought1 
was, there 1s no man can tell what. Me thought I was, 


and me-thought I had. But man is but a patch'd foole, | } , 


if he will offer to ſay,what me-thought I had. The cyeof 
man hath not heard, the care of man hath not ſeene, mans 


hand is notable to taſte, his tongueto conceive, nor his 
heart to report, what my dreame was. I will get Peter 
Dince to write a ballet of thisdreame, it ſhall be called 
Bottomes Drerme, becauſe it bath no bottome z and I will 
ſing it inthelatter end of a play, before the Duke. Per- 
adycnture, to make it the more gracious, I ſhall ſing it 
at her death. Exit, 


Enter Duince, Flute, T hiby, Snont, and Sterveling. 
Dus. Have you ſent to Botromes  hauſe? Is he come 


home yet ? ; 
Sra. He cannot be heard of, Ont of doubt he is tranl- 
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forward, doth it ? 


craft man in Athens. 
Paramour, for a ſweet voyce. 


bleſſe us) a thing of naught. 


men. 


houre | 


be 


93. Yeazand the beſt perſon too, an 


_ Enter Snug the loyner. 
Sue, Maſters, the Duke 1s comming tco! 
le, andthereis two or three Lordsand Ladies more mar- 
ried. If our ſport had gone forward, we hadall been made 


Gt. 


Aﬀus Quintus. 


Are of imagination all compa&. 


Hem, 


One (ces more divels then vaſte hell can hold; 

| Thatis the mad man. The Lover, all asfranticke, 
Secs Helens beauty in a brow of E oper. 

he Poetseye in a fine frenzy rolling, | 

Doth glance frem heaven tocarth, from eart 


Thif: Tfhe come nor, then the play ismar'd.It goes not 


9%. Ttisnot poſlible : you have not a man in all A- 
thens, able to diſcharge Piramu but he. 
Thif. No, he hath ſimply the beſt wit of any handy- 


d he is a very 


Thiſ: You mult ſay, Paragon. A Paramour is (God 
from the Tem- 


Tbiſ.. O ſweet bully Bortowe ; thus hath he loſt ſixe- 
pence a day, during hislife; he could not have ſcaped fix- 
pence a day. And the Duke had not given him fixpence 
a day for playing Piramw, Ile be hang'd, He would have 
 deſervedit. Sixpencea day in Psramm, or nothing- 

- Enter Bottome, | 
Bor. Where are theſe Lads? Where aretheſc hearts? 
Qi. Bottome, O moſt couragious day ! O moſt happy 


Bit. Maſters, I amto diſconrſe wonders ; but aske me 
not what, For 1f I tell you, I am no true Athenian. 1 will 
tell you every thing as it fell out. 

Qi, Ler us heare, ſweet Bottoms, 

Bot, Not a word of me : all that I will te you, is, that 
the Duke hath dined. Get your apparell'together, good 
ſtrings to your beards, new ribbands to your pumps, 
meete preſently at the Palace, every man looke ore his 
pot ; for the ſhort and the long is, our play is preferred : 

n any caſe ler Thby have cleane linnen : and let not him 
that playes the Lion, paire his nailes, for they ſhall hang 
out for the Lions clawes. And moſt deare Acors, cate 
' no Onions, nor Garlicke; for we are to utter {ſweet 
breath,and I doe not doubt but to heare them ſay, it is a 
{ſweet Comedy. No more words : away, g0c away 


E xemnnt 


— 


Emer Theſeus, Hippolita, Egeui ana his Lords, 


| 
Hip.'Tis ftrange my Theſeus , that theſe lovers ſpcake of 
Theſ, More ſtrange then true. I never may belceve 
Theſe anticke fables, nor theſe Fairy toyes, 
| Loversand mad men have ſuch ſeething braines, 
Such ſhaping phantaſies, that apprchend more 
Then coole reaſon ever comprehends. 
The Lunaticke, the Lover, and the Poet, 


hto heaven. 
Andas imagination bodies forth the formes of things 
Vaknowne; the Poetspenturnes them to ſhapes, | 

And gives toayrenothing, a locall habitation, 
And a name. Such tricks hath ſtrong imagination, 


W 
% 


——_ 


| 


That if it would but apprehend ſome joy, 
It comprehends ſome bringer of that joy. 
Or in the night, imagining ſome feare 
How eafie isa buſh ſuppos'd a Beare ? 

Hip. Butall the ſtory of the night told over, 
And all their mindstransfigur'd {o together, 
More witnefſeth than fancies images, 

And growes to ſomething of great conſtancy ; 
But howſoever, ſtrange, and admirable. 


Enter Lovers, Lyſander, Demetrina, Hermia, 
and Hel:na. 


The, Heere come the lovers, full of joy and mirth : 
Toy, gentle friends, J0y and freſh dayes of love 
Accompany your hearts, 

Ly/. Morethen to us, 

Waite tn your royall walkes,your boord, your bed. 
, Theſs Come now, what maskes, what dances ſhall we 
ave, 


To weare away this long age ofthree houres: 


| Betweene our after ſupper, and bed-time ? 


W here 1s our uſuall manager of mirth ? 
What Revels are in hand? Isthere no play, 
Toafe the anguiſh of a torturing houre ? | 
Call £gew. 


Ege. Heere mighty Theſes. 


The. Say, what abridgement have you for this eve- 


ning ? 
What maske ? What muſicke ? How ſhall we beguile 
The lazytime, if not with ſome delight ? 
Ege, Thereis a bricte how many ſportsare rife: - 
Make choiſe of which your Highnefle will ſee firſt. 
Lyf. Thebattell with the Centaurs to be ſuvg 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harpe. 
The. We'll none of that. That haye I told my love 
In glory of my kinſman Hercules. 
Lyſ. The riot of the tipfie Bachanals, 
Tearing the Thracian finger, in theit rage ? 
Theſ. Thact isan old device, and it was plaid 
When I from Thebes came laſt a Conqueror. | 
Ly{, The thrice three Muſes, mourning for the death 
of learning, late deceaſt in beggery. ; 
Theſe That is ſome Satire keene and criticall, 
Not ſocting with a nuptiall ceremony. 
Ly/. A tedious briefe Scene of yong Pirammus, 
And his love Thaby ; very tragicall mirth. - 
The. Merry and tragicall ? Tedious, and briefe? That is, 
hot ice, and wondrous ſtrange ſnow. How fhall we find 
the concord of this diſcord ? 
Ege. Aplay there is my Lord, ſome ten words long, 
Which is as briefes as I have knownea play ; 
But by ten words, my Lord, it istoolong ; 
Which makesit tedious. Folin allthe play, 
There is not one word apt, one Player fitted. 


| And tragicall my noble Lord itis: 


For Piramwuthercin doth kill himſclte; 


| Which when I ſaw rehearſt, I muſt confeſſe, 


Made mine eyes water : but more merry tearee, 
The paſſion of loud laaghter never ſhed. 

Theſ: Whatare they that doe play it? | 

Ege. Hard handed men, that worke in Athens heere, 
Which never labour'd in their minds till now ; wha 
And now havetoyled their unbreathed memories 
With this ſameplay, againſt yournuptialls 


The. And wewill heare 1ts | I 
O 2 Phit- 
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Phi. No, my noble Lord, it is not for you-T have heard 
It over, and it js nothing, nothing in the world ; 
Vnleſſe you can find ſport in their intents, 


' Extreamely ſtretcht, and cond with crucll paine, 


Todoe you ſervice. 
Theſ. I will heare that play. For never any thing, 

Can be amifſe, when ſimpleneſſe and duty tender its 

Goe bring them in, and take your places, Ladies. 
Hip, 1 love not toſee wretchedneſle orecharged 3 

And duty in his ſervice periſhing. ; 
Theſ. Why gentle ſweet, you ſhall ſee no ſuch thing. 
Hip. He ſayes, they can doe nothing in this kind. = 
Theſ. The kinder we,to give them thankes for nothing: 

Our ſport ſhall be, to take what they miftake ; 

And what poore duty cannot doe, noble reſpect 

Takes it in might, not merrit. 

Where I have come, great Clearkes have purpoſcd 

Togreete me with premeditatd welcomes; 

Where I have ſeene then! ſhiver and looke pale, 

Make periods inthemidft of ſentences, 

Throttle their praQtiz'd accent in their feares, | 

And in concluſion, dumbly have broke off, 

Not paying mea welcome. Truſt me ſweet, 

Out ofthis ſilence yet, I pickt a welcome : 

And in the modeſty of fearefull duty, 


| I readeas much, asfrom the ratling tongue 


Of ſaucy and audacious clequence. 
Love therefore, and tongue-tide ſimplicity, 
In leaſt, ſpcake moſt, ro my capacity. T 
 Ege. Sopleaſe your Grace, the Prologue is addreſt. 
Dwk. Let him approach. Flr, Trim. 
Enter the-Prologue. Dninco. 
' Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will. 
That you ſhould thinke, we come not to offend, 
But with good will. To ſhew our ſimple skill, 
That is the true beginning of our end. 
Canfiderthen, we come but in deſpight. 
We dee not come, as minding to content you, 
Ourtrue intenv.is. All for your delight, 
We arc not heere. That you ſhould here repent you, 
The AQors are at hand ; and by their ſhow, 
You ſhall know all, that you are like to know. 
Theſ: This fellow doth not ftandupon points. 
Zyſ. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt: he | 
knowesnot the ſtop. A good morall my Lord. It is not 


- enough to ſpeake, but ts ſpeaketrue. 


Hip. Indeed he hath plaid on his Prologue, like a 
child on the Recorder, a ſound, butnor in gevernment. 
Theſ. Hisſpecch was like a tangled chaine ': nothing 
impaired, butall diſordered. Who isthe next ? 
T awyer with a Trumpet before them. 


Emter P yranoms, and Thiby, Wall, Moone-ſhine, and Lyon. 
Pre. Gentles,perchance you wonder at this ſhow, 

But wonder on, till truth make all things plaine. 

This man is P*emw, if you would know ; 

This beautcous Lady, Thiby is certaine.. 

This man withiyme and rough-caſt, deth preſent 

_ : ” _ pl _ Fon _ levers ſunder : 

through walls chinke( oules)they arc content 

To whiſper. At the wich ken man nay 

This man, with Lanthorne,dog, and buſh of thorne, 

Preſenteth moone-ſhine. Forif you will know, 

By moone-ſhine did theſe Lovers thinke no ſcorne 


FI 
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| That badin it a crannied hole or chinke : 


| 


To meetat Nin toombe,there,there to wooe ;- 


Pat as I told you ; yonder ſhe comes. 


This grizly beaſt (which Lyon hight by name) 
Thetruſty Thwby, comming firſt by night, 
Did ſcarre away, or rather $4 affright : 


And as ſhe fled, her mantle ſhe did fall ; | 


Which Lyon vile with bloody month did ſtaine. 
Anon comes Firamm, ſweet youth and tall, 
And finds his gentle Thzbies Mantle,ſlaine ; 
W hercat, with blade,with bloody blamefull blade, 
He bravely broacht his boiling bloudy breaſt, 
And Th#by,tarrying in Mulberry ſhade, 
His dagger drew, and died. For 2ll the reſt, 
Let Lyen, Moone-faine, Wall, and Loyers wwaine, 
At large diſcourſe, while here they doe remaine; 
Exit all but Wall, 

The. T wonder ifthe Lion be toſpeake, 

Dem. No wonder, my Lord : one Lion may, when 
many Afes doe. 

/ Exit Lyon, Thuby, and Mooneſhine, 

Wall. Tnthis ſame Interlude, it doth befall, 
That I, one Smowr (by name) preſent a wall: 
And ſucha wall,as I would have you thinke, 


Through which the Lovers, Pireww and Thiby 

Did whiſper often, very ſecretly. | 
This loame, this rough-caſt, and this ſtone doth ſhe, 
That I am that ſame Wall; the truth is ſo. 

And thisthecranny is, right and ſiniſter, 

Through which the fearefull Lovers are to whiſper. 


Theſ. Would you deſire Lime and Haire to ſpeake bet-4 


ter? 

Dem, It is the wittieft 
diſcourſe, my Lord. 

Theſ. Piramwus drawes necre the Wall, ſilence. 

Emer Pyrauns 

Fir, O grim leokt night, O night with hue fo blacke, 
O night, which ever art, when day is not : 
O night, O night, alacke,alacke, alacke, 
I feare my Thubies promile is fargot. 
And thou O wall, thou ſweet and lovely wall, 
That ſtandes betweene her fathers ground and mine, 
Thou wall, O wall, O ſweet and lovely wall, 
Shew me thy chinke, to blinke through with mine eyne. 


partition, that ever I heard 


Thankes courteous wall. love ſhield thee well for this. | 


But whatſec 1? No Thwby docl fcc. 
O wicked wall, through whom I ſee no bliſſe, 
Curſt be thy ſtones for thus deceiving me. 
Theſ. The wall me-thinkes being ſenſible, ſhould curſe 

againe. - 

"or Noin truth fir, he ſhould not. Deceiving we, 
Is Thisbies cue; ſhe is toenter, and I am to ſpy 
Her through the wall. You ſhall ſee it will fall. 


Enter Thisbies. © 


«2 Thiſ. O wall, tull often haſt thou heard my mones, 
For parting my faire Piramm, and me. 
My cherry lips have often kilt thy ſtones; 
Thy ſtones with Lime and Haire knit up inthee. 
Pyra. I heare a voyce ; now will Ito the chinke, 
To ſpy and I can ſee my Thisbies face. Thisby ? 
Thiſ. Mylove thouart, my Lovelthinke. 
Pir. Thinke what thou wilt, 1 am thy Lovers grace, 
And like Limender am I truſty ftill. | 
Thiſ.. And Tlike He/entill the Fates me kill. 
Pir. Not Shafalus to Proerms, was ſo true. 


} 


Thiſ. As Shalafw to Procym, I to you. 


a. 


Fir. 


ce. 


Rm 
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| way? Bel bore... 
| Zhi. Tide life, tide death, 1 come without delay. 


| Into this place, *rwere pitry of my life. 


\ Thiſ: This is old Nizniestombe : where is my love ? 
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Fir. Okiſſeme through the hole of this vile wall. 
Thiſ. I kifſethe wals hole,' not your lipsatall. 
Fir. Wilt thouat N.;mnies tombe_mecte me ftraight 


wall. Thus have I Wal, my part diſcharged fo; 
And being done, thus Wallaway doth.goe. Exit Clow, 

Dak. Now is the morall downe betweene the two 
Neighoours, | 

Dem. No remedy my Lord, when Walsare ſo wiltull, 
to heare without warning. _ 

Dat.” This is the ſillie(t Kuffe that ere I heard. 

Dsk. The beſt in this. kind are bur ſhadowes, and the 
worſtare no worle if imagination amendthem, 

Dat. It muſt be your imagination then, and not theirs. 


—_— 


| themſelves', they way paſle for.excellent men. Here 
comes two noble beaſts, in a man and a Lion. 


Enter Lyon, and Moone ſhine, 

Lyon. You Ladyes, you (whoſe gentle hearts do feare 
The ſmalle/t monſtrous moule that creepes on floore) 
May now perchance, both quake and tremble heere, 
| When Lion rough in wildeſt ragedoth roare. 

Then know that 1, one S»#g the loyneram 
A Lion fell, nor elſeno Lions damme : 
For if I ſhould as Lioncome in ſtrife 


Ds, A very gentle bealt, and of a good conſcience. 

'Dew. The very beſtat a beaſt, my Lord, that ere I ſaw- 

Lif. This Lion is.a very Fox for his valer. 

Ds. True, and a Goole for his diſcretion. 

Dem, Notſo my Lord : for his valor cannot carry 
his diſcretion, and the Fox carries the Gooſe. 

Ds. His diſcretion I am ture cannot carry his valor : 
for the Gooſe: carries not the Fox. Ir is well; leave 1t to 
hisdiſcretion, and let us hearken tothe Moone. 

; Moon, This Lanthornedoth the horned Moone pre- 
cnt. TRE, 

De. He ſhould have worne the hornes on his head. 

Ds. He isno creſcent, and his hones are inviſible, 
within the circumference. FF, _ 

Moon, This lantnorne doth the horned Moone pre- 
ſent :My ſelte, the manith Moone doth ſeeme to be. 

Ds. This isthe greateſt error of all the reft ; the man 
ſhould be put into the Lanthoxne. How is'it elſe theman 
1th Moone > q | 
Dem. He dares not come there for the candle. 

For you ſee, it is already in ſnuffe. 

_ Iam weary of this Moone; would he would 
change. 

Ds, It appeares by his ſmall light of diſcretion, that 
heisinthe wane : but yet in courtclic, in all reaſon, we 
muſt ſtay the time. 

Lyſ. Proceed Moone. 

Moon. All that I have to fay, is to tell you, that the 
Lanthorne isthe Moone ; 1, the man in the Moone ; this 
thorne buſh, my thorne buſh ; and this dog, my dog. 

Dem. Why all theſe ſhould bein the Lanthorne : for 
they are in the Moone. Bur ſilence, heere comes Thisby, 


Enter Thuby. 
Lyon. Oh. 


The Lien roares, Thuby runnes off. 
Dem, Well roar d Lion. 


| 


Dk. If we imagine no worſe of them then they of | 


Ds#. Well run Thuby. _. 
Dt. Well ſhone Moone. 

Truly the Moone ſhines witha good grace: 
Dx. Well mouz'd Lion. EI 
Dem, And then came Piramus. 

Ly. And fothe Lion vaniſhe. 


Enter Piramw. 


I thanke chee Moone, for Thining now fobright :/ -;, 
For by tby gracious, golden, glittering ſtreames, 
I truſt to taſte of truett Theubies fight, © - 
But ſtay; O ſpight ! but marke, poore Knight, 
W hat dreadfull dolce is heere ? 
Eyes doe you ſee } How:-can itbe ! 
O dainty Ducke : O Deere ! | 
Thy mantle good ; what ſtaind with blood ! 
Approch you Furies fell: 
O Fates | come, come : Cut thred and thrum, 
Qualle, cruſh, conclude, and quell: 
Dx. Thispaſſion, andthe death of adearefricnd, 
Would goe neere to make a manlooke ſad. 
D®t. Beſhrew my heart, bar Ipitty the man. 
Pir. O wherefore Nature, did'ſt thou Lionsframe ? 
Since Lion vild hath heeredeflour'd my deere : 
Which is: no, no; which: was the faireſt Dame” | ..© 
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look'd with cheere. 
Come teares, confound ; Out ſword, and wound 
The pap of Piramw: 
I, that left pap, where heart doth hop; 
Thus dye1, thus, thas, thus. | It 
Now am Idead, now ajnI fled, my ſoule is in the sky, 
Tongucloſe thy light, Moone take thy flight, 
Now, dye, dye, dye, dye, dye. _ - Fo 
Dem. No dye, butanace for him for heis but one. 
Ke Leffe then an ace man-' For he is dead, he is no- 
tninge - | 
Ds. With the helpe of a Surgeon, he might yer reco- 
ver, andprovean Aſle, 2 
Dart. How chance Moone-ſhine is gone before? 
Thauby comes backe, and finds her Lover. 


Enter Thuby. 


Dak. She will find him by ſtarre-light. 
Heere ſhe comes, and her paſſion ends the play. 


ſuch a Piramu : I hope ſhe will be briefe. 


which Th#6y is the better. (eyes. 
Ly/. She hath ſpyed him already, with thoſe ſweer 
. Dem. And thus ſhe meanes, viaelicet. 
Thu, Aſlcepe my Love? Whar, dead my Dove ?._ 
O Pirame arile : 
Speake ,ſpeake. Quite dumbe? Dead, dead ? A tombe 
Muſt cover thy ſweet eyes. . 
Theſc Lilly Lips, this fo noſe, 
Theſe yellow Cowſlip checkes 


' Are gone, are gone: Lovers make mone : 


Hiseyes were greeneas Leckes. 

O ſiſters three, come, come to mee, 

With hands as pale as Milke, 

Lay them 1n gore, ſince you have ſhore 

With ſheeres, histhred of filke. _ b: 
Tongne not a werd : Come truſty ſword : | 


Come blade; my breſt imbrue : 
Aa "W's 


Pyr. Sweet Meone,I-thanke thee for thy ſunny beames, | 


| 


Dr. Me thinkesſhe ſhould not uſe- a long one for | 


Dem, A Moth will turne the ballance, which P:iramme, | 


1 


{ 


| 


bad hd nd ———————— 


_ | Poexcuſe.' Never excuſe ; | 


1 The bta 


| And the Wolfebe 
_ | Whileſt the heavy ploughman ſnores, Ide 
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| _ _ 
And farewell friends, thus Thisby ends ; 
Adieu, adieu, adieu. = =: SN 
Dak. Moon-ſhige and Lion are left to bury the dead. 
Deme. 1, and'Wall too. - © LATE 
Bot. No, I affure you, the wall is downe, that parted 
| their Fathers. Will it pleaſe youto ſec the Epilogue, or 
to —__ a Bergomaske dance, betweene rwo of our com- 
-*D#k. No Epilogue, I pray you ; for your play needs 
foe when the players are all 
dead, there need none to be blamed. axe? if he that 
writ jt had plaid Pirumn, and hung himſelf in Thibies 
garter; it would have beene a fine Tragedy :- and fo it is 
truely, and . very notably diſcharg'd. But come, your 
aske ; let your Epilogue alone. {9s 
Theron tongue of midnight hath told twelve. 
| Loveryto bed, *tisalmoſt Fairy time. | 
I feare wwe ſhall out-fleepe the comming morne, 
As much as wethis night have over-waccht. 
This palpable gfoſſe play hath well begul'd 
e of night; Sweet friends to bed. 
A fortnight hold wethisſolemnity, _ 
In nightly Revels z and new iollity. 
Puck, Nowt worn Lyons cores, 
holds t 


he Moone : 


E xennt. 


Al with weary taske forc-done. 

Now the waſtcd brands doe glow, 
Whil'& the ſcritch-owle, ſcritching loud, 
| Pats the wretch that lyes in woe, 

In remembrance of a fhrowd. 


. | Now it isthetime of night, 
|: Thatthe graves, all gaping wide, 


' Every one lets forth bis ſpright, 
Inthe Church-way paths to glide, 
| And we Fairies,: thardoe runne, 


{ By the triple Hecates teame, 
1 From'the preſence of the Sunne, 


Following darkeneſſe like adreame , 
Now are frollicke ; not a Mouſe 
Shall diſturbe this hallowed houſe, 
Tam ſent with broome before, 


'| Toſweeptheduſt behind the doore. 


-* Emter King and Dueenc of Fairies, with their traine. 
| | 06. Through the houſe give glimmering light, 


—— —— 


By the dead and drowhie fier, 
Every Elfe and Fairy ſpright, 
Hop as light as bird-from brier, - 7 
And this Ditty after me, ſing and dance it tripping 
_ Tx. Firſt rehearſe this ſong by roate, 
To each word a warbling note. + . 
Hand iti hand, with Fairy grace, -- -- - 
Will we ſing and blefle this place; 
The Song. © 
N 9w wntill thebreake of dy, h 
Through this honſe each Fairy tray. 
To the beft Bride-bedwill we, 
Which by us ſhall bleſſed be : 
end the iſſne there create, 
Ever (hall be fortunate : 
So ſhall all the conples three, 
Ever true in loving be : 
eAnd the blots of N atnres hand, 
Shall not intheir sſſue Hand, 
Never mole, harehip, nor ſcarve, 
Nor marke proasgions, ſuch as art 
Leſpiſed in N ativity, + 
Shall upon their children be. 
With this field dew conſecrate, 
Every Fairy take hu gate, 
eAnd each ſeverall chamber bleſſe, 
T rough this Pallace with ſweet peace, 
Ever (rall m ſafety ref, 
e-4r.d the owner of it bleſb. 
Trip away, make no ſtay ; 
Ade: me all by breake of day. 


Reb. Tf we ſhadowes have offended, 
Thinke but this (and all is mended) 
That you have bur flumbred here, 
While theſe viſions did appeare. 
And this weake and idle theame, 

No more yeelding but a dreame, 
Genrles, doe not reprehend. 

It you pardon, we will mend- 
And as Iam an honeſt Pwcke, 

If we have nnearned lucke, 

New to ſcape the Serpents tongue, 
We will make amendserelong : 
Elſe the Pxcke a lyar call. 

So good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we be friewds, 
And Robin ſhall reſtore amends, 


lye. | 


—— — 


—— 
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{ Venice, 


=" 
” 


Atlus Primus, 


—_—_—— 


Enter «Anthonis, Salarino, and Salanio. 


|  Anthonio, 
$269N ſooth I know not why I am fo ſal, 

fe It wearies Mme : you ſay it wearies you z 
@> But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
#5 11 hat ſtuffc 'tis made of, whereof it is borne, 


| Ianito leartie and ſuch a Want-wit fadneffe makes of 


ts. - 
| ThatT have much adoe to know my ſelfe. 


Sal, Your mind is toſſing on the Occan, 


{ There where your Argoſies with portly faile 


Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood, 
Orasit were the Pageants of the ſea, 
Doe over-peere the petty Traihquers 


"That curthe to them, doe them reverence 


As they fiye by them with cheir woven wings. 
Sala. Beleeve me fir, had T ſuch venture forth; 

The better part of my affections, would 

Be with wy hopes abroad. I ſhoald be ſul 

Packing the graſſeto know were lits the winde, 


Peering in Maps for ports, and peers, and rodes : 


And every objec that might make me feare 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubr 
Would make me ſad. 

Sal. My winde cooling my broth, | 
Would blow me to an Ague, when Ithought 


| What harme a wind toogreat might doe art ſeas 


I hoald not (te the ſandic houre-glafle runne, 
But I ſhould thinke of ſnallowes, and of flats, 
And ſee my wealthy Andrew docks in ſand, 
Vailing her high top lower then her ribs - 


To kille her buria!l ; ſhould I goe ro Church 


And feethe holy edifice of tone, 

And not bethinke me ſtraight of dangerons rockes; 
Whichtouching but my gentie Veſſels fide 
Would fatter all her ſpices on the ftreame, 
Enrobethe roring waters with my filkes, 
And inaword, but even now worth tris, 
And now worth nothing: Shall I have the thought 
Tothinke on this, and ſhall I lacke the thought 


S 


Thatſucha thing bechanc'd would make me {ad ? 


But tellnot me, I knoy Anthonio 
Isfad tothinke upon his merchandize. 
enth. Beleeve meno, I rhanke my fortune for it, 


' My yenturesare not 1n one bottome truſted, . 


Norto one place ; nor is my whole eſtate 


eo ccmma——ns, 


PEE 


If worthier friends had not prevented me, 


. You have reo machreſpe&t upon the world : 


| Sleepe when be wakes ? and creepe into the Taundies 


——_ 


Vpon the fortune of this preſent yeere : 
Therefore my merchandize makes me nor fad ; 
Sela. Why then youare inlove. 
Anth. Fie, he. | 
Sola. Not in love neither ! then let us ſay you are fad 
Becauſe youu are not merry ; and *twere ascaſie 
For you to laugh and leape, andfay yauare merry 
Becauſe you are not fad, Now by two-headed ani, 
Nature hath fram'd ſtrange fc llowes in her time : 
Some that will evermore peepe through their eyes, 
And laugh like Parrats at a bag-piper. | 
And other of ſuch vinegar afpec, 
That they'ill not ſhew their ceeth in way of ſmile, 
Though NeFor ſweare the jeſt be laughable. 
Enter Baſſanio ,Lorenſo, and Gratianss 
Sola. Heere comes baſſazio, 
Your molt noble Kinſman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenſs, Faryewell, 
Weleave you now with bctrer company. 
Sala. I would have ſtaid till I had made you merry, | 
Anth. Your worthis very deere in my regard. 
I rake it your owne bufines calls on yon, 
And you emvrace th'occaſion to depait. 
| Sat. Good morrow my good I.ords. (when ? 
Baff. Good figniors both, when ſha'l we laugh? ſay, | 
You grow exceeding ftrange : mult it be fo? 
Sal. Wee'il make our leyſures to attend on yours. 
Exennt Salarins, and Solano, 
Lord. My Lord Baſſanio, fince you have found Anthonio 
Wertywo will leaveyou, butat dinner time | | 
I pray you have in mind where we muſt meete, | 
Baſſ. 1 will not faile you. 
Gratz. You looke not well fignior Anthinio, 


They looſe itthat doe buy it with much care, 
Beleeve me you are marvellouſly chang'd. 

Anth, I hold the world batas the world, Gratzaro, 
A ſtage, where every man mult play a part, 
And mine a fad one. _ ; 

Grati, Let me play the foole, 
With mirth and laughter : let oid wrincklz5 come, 
And let my Liver rather heate with wine, 
Then my heat coole with mortifying grones. 
Why ſhould a man whoſe bloud is wartne within, 
Sitlike bis Grandfire, cutin Alablaſter ? 


By | 
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B ing peeviſh ? I tell theewhat Anthonio, 
I ways Lage > my love that ſpeakes EE 


 Therearea ſort of men; whole viſages . 


Doe creame and mantle like a ſtanding pond, 
And doe a willfull ftilnefle entertaine, 

With purpoſe tobe dreſt in a1 opinion. 

Of wiſedome, gravity, profound conceit; _ 
As who ſhould ſay, Iam fir ari Oracle, 

And when I ope 1ny lips, let no dogge barke- 
O my Anthomo, 1 fs ple of thele 


| Thattherefore onely are reputed wiſe, 


For ſaying nothing ; when I am very ſure 
If they ſhould ſpeake, would almoſt damme thoſe cares 
Which hearing them would call rheir brothers fooles : 
Ile tell thee more of this another time. 
But fiſh not witk this malancholly baite 
For this foole Gudgion, this opinion : 
Come good Lorenzo, faryewell a while, 
Ie end my exhortation after dinner. 
Lor. Well,we will lez've you then till dinner time. 
I muſt be one of theſe ſame dumbe wiſe men, 
For Gratiano never let's me ſpeake. 
Gra. Well, keepe me company but two yeares mo, 
Thou ſhalt not know the ſound of thine owne tongue. 
ent. Fare you weil, lle grow atalker for this geare- 

Gra. Thankes ifaith, for {ilence is onely commendable 
In a neats tongne dri'd, and a maid not vendible. Ext. 

e-Fnt. It is that any thing now- ; 

Baſ. Gratiano ſpeakes an infinite deale of nothing, more 
thenany man in all Venice, his reaſons are two graines 
of wheate hid intwo buſhels of chaffe : you ſhall ſecke 
all day ere you find them, and when you have them they 
are not worth the ſearch. BY, 

Ant. Well: tell me now, what Lady is the ſame 


"To whom you ſwore a ſecret Pilgrimage 


That youto day promis'd totell me of ? 
Baſe. Tis not unknowne to you Anthonio 
How much I have diſabled mine eſtate, 


| By ſomething ſhewing a more ſwelling port 


Then my faint meanes would grant continuance : 
Nor dee I now make mone to be abridg*'d 
From.ſuch a noble rate, but my cheifecare 

Is to come fairely off frem the great debts 
Wherein my time ſomething roo prodigal{ ' 
Hathleft me gag'd : to you eArthonto 

I owethe molt in mony, and 1n love, 

And from your love I have a warranty 


To unburthen all my plots and purpoſes, 


How to get clecre of all the debts I owe. 

Amt. 1 pray you good Baſſanolet me knoyy it, 
And if it ſtandas you your felfe (till doe, 
Withinthe eye of honour, be aſſur'd 
My purſe, my perſon, my extreameſt meanes 
Lye all uniock'd to your occafions- | 

Baſſ. In my ſchdole dayes, whenlI had loſt one ſhaft 
I ſhot his fellow of the ſelfeſame flight 
The felfeſame way, with more aduiſed watch 
To find the other forth, and by adventuring both, 

I oft found both. I urge this child-heod proofe, 
Becauſe whar followes is pure innocence. 

I owe you much, and like a willfull youth, 
Thar which I owe is loſt : but if you pleaſe 

To ſhoote another arrow that ſelfe way 

Which you did ſhoot the firſt, I doe not doubt, 
As I will watch the ayme : Or to find both, 


| Or bring your latter hazard backe againe, 


— 


And thankfully reſt debter for the firſt. 


|. Ant. Youknow me wall, and herein ſpend bur time 


'To wind about my love with circumſiance, 
And out of doubt you doe to me more wrong 
Inmaking queſtion of my uttermoſt, | 


| Thanif you had made waſte of all I have : +” 


Thendoe but ſay to me what I ſhould doe 
That in your knowledge may by me bedone, 
' AndI am preſtunto it : therefore ſpeake. 
Baſſ. In Belmont is a Lady richly left, 
And fhe 1s faire, and fairer then that word, 
Of wondrous vertues : ſometirpes from her eyes, 
I did receive faire ſpeechlefle meſſages : 
Her name 1s Portia, nothing undervallewd 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus Portia | 
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth, 
For the toure windes blow in from every coaſt 
Reno wned ſutors, and her ſunny lockes 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 
W hich makes her ſeat of Be/mont (holchos ſtrond,i 
And many Jaſons come in queſt of her. 
O my Avnthoxio, had I but the meanes 
To hold a rivall place with one of them, 
I havea mind preſages me ſuch thrift, 
That I ſhould queſitonleſle be fortunate. 
Ant. Thou knowſt that all my fortunes are at ſea, 
Neither have I mony, nor commdity 
To raiſe a preſent ſumme, therefore goe forth 
Try what my credit can in Fexicedoc, 
That ſhall berackt even to the uttermoſt, 
To furniſh thee to Belmont to faire Portia. 
Goe preſently enquire, andſo will I | 
W here money is, and Ino queſtion make 
To have it of my truſt, or for my ſake. * Exemn, 
Enter Portia with ber waiting woman Neriſſa, 


Porti, By my troth Nerriſa, my little body is a wea- 
ry of this great world. 


were in-the fame abundance as your good fortunes are : 
and yet for ought I ſee, they are as ſicke that ſurfet with 
too much, as they that ſtarve with nothing it is no ſmall 
happinefle therefore to be ſeated in the meane, ſuperflui- 
ty comes ſooner by white haires, but competency lives 
longer. 

For. Good ſentences, and well pronounc'd. 

Ner, They would be better if well followed. 

Por.If to doe were as cafie asto know what were good 
to doe, Chappels had beene Churches, and poore mens 
cottages Princes Pallaces : it is a good Divine that fol- 


lowes his owne inſtructions; I can eafier teach twen- 
ty what were good to be done, then be one of the twen- 
ty to follow mine owne teaching : the braine may deviſe 
lawes for the blood, buta hot temper leapes ore a cold 
decree, fuch a hare is madnefle the youth, to skip ore 
the meſhes of good counfaile the cripple ; but this rea- 
ſon is not in faſhion to-cheoſe me a husband :; O me, the 
word chooſe, I may ncither chooſe whom I would, nor 
refuſe whom I diſlike, ſo isthe will of aliving danghter 
curb'd by the will of a dead father : is it not hard No- 
riſſa, that I cannot chooſe one, nor refuſe none ? 

Ner. Your father was ever vertuous, and holy men 
at their death have good inſpirations, therefore the lot- 
tery that he hath deviſed in theſe three cheſts of Gold, 
Silver, and Lead , whereof who chooſes his A 
CNooles 
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Nev. You would be ,\weet Madam, if your miſcries| 


i 


_ 
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$you,will no doubt never be choſeaby any right- 
- pon = who you ſhall rightly love: but what warmth 
*< therein your affection towards any of theſe Princely 
luters thatare already come? 

Por. I pray thee over-name them, and as thou nameft 
them, I will deſcribe them,and according to my deſcrip- 
tionlevell at my affeftion. TT, 

Ner. Firſt there is the Neapolitane Prince. _ 

Por; Ithat's a colt indeed, for he doth nothing but 
talke of his borſe, and he makes it a great appropriation 
to his owne good parts thar he can ſhoo him himſc elfe : I 
am much afraid my Lady his mother plaid falſe with a 

th. 
wy Then is there the County Palentive. 

Por. He doth nothing but frowne (as who ſhould ſay, 
and you will not have me, chooſe : he heares merry talcs 
and ſmiles nor, I feare he willprovethe weeping Philo- 
ſopher when he growes old, being ſo tullof uumannerly 
Gadnefſe in his youth-) I had rather to be married to a 
deaths head with abone in his mouth, then to either of 
theſe: God defend me from theſe two. 

N#. How ſay youby the French Lord, Mounfier 
Le Bonne? | 

Pro. God made him, and therefore let him paſſe for a 
man, in truth I know it is finne to be a mocker, bat he ! 
why he hath a horſe better then the Neapolitans, a bet- 
ter bad habite of frowning then the Count Palentine, he 
is every maninno man, 1fa Tarſſell ſing, he fals ſtraight 
a Capringzhe will fence with his owne ſhadow. 1f1 ſhouid 
marry him, I ſhould marry twenty husbands : if be 
would deſpiſe me,1 would forgive'biin,for if he love me 
to madneſle, I ſhould never requite him- 


| . Ner. Whatſay you then to Favcenbridge, the yong Ba- 


ron of Englana? 

Por. You know I ſay nothing t6 him, for he under- 
ftandsnot me, nor 1 him : he hath neither Latine, French, 
hor {taliex, and you will come into the Court and ſweare 
that I have a poore penny-worth in the E»gls/b : he is a 
proper mans picture, buralas who canconverſe with a 
dumbe ſhow ? how odly he is ſuiced, I thinke hebought 
his doublet in Jraty, his round hoſe in France, his bonnet 


1 in Germany, and his behavioufevery where, 


Ner. What thinke you of the other Lord his neigh- 
bour ? 


he borcowed a boxe of the eare of the Engliſhman, and 
ſwerne he would pay him againe when he was able. I 
thinke the Frenchman became his ſurety, and ſeald under 
for another. 

__ Ner. How like you the yong Germaine, the Duke of 
Saxemies Nephew ? | 

Por, Very vildely in the morning when he is ſober, 
and moſt vildely inthe afternoone when he is drunke : 
when he is beſt, he is alittle worſe then a man,and when 
heis worſt, heis little better thena beaſt : and rhe worſt 
Th thatever fell,T hope I ſhall make ſnift to goe without 

im, 

Ner. If he ſhould. offer tochooſe, and chooſe the right 
Casket, you ſhould refuſeto performe your Fathers will, 
if you ſhould refuſe toaccept him. 

Per. Therefore for feare of the worſt, I pray thee ſet 
a deepeglaſſe of Reiniſh-wine on the contrary Cagker, 
for if the divell be within, and that temptation withour, 
I know he willchooſe it. I will doe any thing Nerrifa 
cre I will be married to a ſpunge. 


Ner, You need not feare Lady the having any of theſe 


— 


Por, That he hatha _— charity in him, for 
t 


1 e-Anthoxio ſhall be bo 


— 


m—_— 


Lords, they have acquainted me with their determinati- 
ons, whichis indeedto returne tothetr home,and totrou- 
ble you with ne more ſuices unlefſe you may be wone by 


| ſome other ſort then you Fathers impoſition, depending 


on the Caskets, 


Dor. If live to be as old as Sibila, I will dye as 
chaſte as Diana: unlefle 1 be obtained by the manner 
of my Fathers will: -I am glad this parcelil of wooers 
arc ſoreaſonable, for there is not one among them but 
1 doate on his very abſence: and I wiſhthem a faire de- 
parture, 

Ker. Doe you not" remember Lady in your Fa- 
thers time, a Venetian, 2 Scholler and a Souldier that 
came hither in company of the Marqueſle of CMonnfar- 
rat 7 


_ Yes, yes, it was Baſſanio, as I thinke, ſo was hee 
eall'd. 
Ner, True Madam, he of all the men thar ever my 
_— eyes look'd upon, wasthe beſt deſerying a faire 
ady, 


Por. 1 remember him will, and I remember him wor- 
thy of thy praiſe, 


Enter a$ erving-man, 


, Ser.The foure ſtrangers ſeeke you Madam to take their 
cave: and there isa fore-runner come from a fift, 

the Prince of CMorecs, who brings word the Prince his 
Maſter will be hereto night. 

Por. If I could bid the tift welcome with ſo good heart 
as Ican bid the other foure farewell, I ſhould be glad of 
hisapproach : if he have the condition ofa Saint, and the 
complexion of adivell, I had rather he ſhould ſhrive me 
then wive me. Come Nerriſſa, firragoe before ; whiles 
we ſhutthe gate upon one wooer, another kuocksat the 
doore. Exennt, 


Enter Baſſavio with Shylocke the Tew- | 


Shy. Three thouſand ducates, well. 
Baſ.. I fir, for three months, 
Shy. Forthree mouths, well. 
Baſſ. For the which , as I told you, 
und. 
Shy. Amthonis ſhall become bound, well. 
Zaſſ. May you fted me ? Will you pleaſure me ? 
Shall l know your anſwer. - 
Shy, Three thouſand ducars for three moneths, 
And e-Lnthonio bound, 
Baſſ. Youranſwer to that. 
Shy. Anthenio is a good man. 
Baſſ, Have you heard any impiitation to the con- 
trary, 
Shy. No, no, no;no, no: m y meanivgin ſaying hes a 
good man, 1s to have you underſiand me that he 1s ſaifi. 
cient, yet his meanes are in ſuppoſition: he hath an Argo- 


ſtand moreover upon the Ryalto, be hatha third at Mexi- 
co, a fourth for England, and other ventures hee hath 
ſquandred abroad, but ſhips are but boords, Saylers but 
men, there be landsrats, and water rats, water theeves, 
and land rheeves, I meane Pyrats ; and then there is the 
perrill of waters,windes,and rocks : the man'is notwith- 


| ſtanding ſufficient, three thouſand ducates, I thinke 1 


may take his bond. 


Baſ. Beaſſured youmay. 


— _ ——— —— 


—_— 


—_ _— 
my. 


_— —_ 


em. 


ſie bound to Tripolis, another to rhe Indies, I under- | 


w— 
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 - Jew. 1 willbe aſſured I may : and that I my bee aflu- | And thrift is bleflipg if men ſteale it not. 
red, I willbethinke mee, may I ſpeake with eAntho- | Anth. This waa venture fir that Jacob ſerv'd for, 
MY | A thing not in his pcwerto bring to paſſe, 
. Baſ. If itpleaſe youto dine with us. | | But {way'd and faſhion'd by the hand of heaven. 
' few. Yes, te ſ{inell porke, ito cate of the habitation | Was this inſerted to make interreſt good ? 
| which your Prophet the Nazarite conjured the divellin- | Or is your Gold ard Silver Ewes and Rams? 
to ; I will buy withyou, ſell with you, "talke with you, | S$4y. I cannot tell, I make it breeds as faſt, 
walke with yot, and {ſo following : bur I will not cate | Butnote me fgnior.. | 
with you, drinke with you, nor pray with you. Aznt. Marke you this Baſſanto, | 
What newes on the Ryalto, who 1s hecomes here ? The divell can cite Scripture for his purpoſe, 
An evill ſoule producing holy witneſle, 
Enter eAnt hons. | Is like a villaine with atmiling cheeke, 
A goodly apple rottenar the heart, 
Baſe This is fignior Anthone. O whit a goodly outſide falſchocd hath. | 
1 Jew. How likea fawning publican he lookes. Shy. Three thouſand ducats, 'tisa good round ſumme. 
T hate him for he is a Chriſtian : Three months from twelve, then let me ſeethe rate. 
But more, for that 1n low ſimplicity ent. Well Shylocke, ſhall we be beholdingto you ? 
He lends out money gratis, ans brings downe Shy. Signior Anthenio, many a time ard oft 
| The rate of uſance here with us in Verice, Inthe Ryalto you have rated me 
IFI cancatch him onceupon the hip, About my monyes and my ufances : 
I will feede fat the ancient grudge I beare him. Still have I borne it with a patient ſhrug, 
He hates our ſacred Nation, and he railes (For ſuffrance 1s the badge of all our Tribe. 
Even there were Merchants moſt doc congregate You call me misbeleeyer,cut-throate dog, 
: | | 
1] On me, my bargaines, and my well-worne thrift, } And ſpet upon my Iewiſh gaberdine, 


| Which hecalls interreſt : Curſed be my Trybe Andall for uſe of that which is mine owne. 


IfI torgive him. . | Wellthen, irc now appeatcs you need my helpe : 
Baſ. Shylocke, doe you heare. Goe to then, you come to me, and you lay, | 
Shy. Iam debating of my preſent ſtore, Shytocke, we would have moneyes, yeu ſay ſo; 
And by the neere geſſe of my memory . | You thatdid voide your i heume upon my beard, 
I cannot inſtantly raiſe up the groſle And foote me as you ſpurnea ſtranger cutre 
Of full three thouſand ducats : what of that ? Over your threſhold, moneyes 1s your ſuite. 
Txball a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe W hat ſhould I ſay to you « Should I not fay, 
Will furniſh me ; but ſoft, how many months Hatha dog money ? is it poſſible 
| Doe youdefire? Reſt yuu faire good ſignior, Acurre ſhould lend three thouſand ducats? or 
Your worſhip was the laſt man in our mouthes. Shall I bend low, and ina bond-mans key 
Ambh. Shyiocke, albeit I neither lend nor borrow With bated breath, and whiſpring humbleneſle, | 
By taking, nor by giving of exceſle, Say this : Faire fir, you ſpet on me on Wedneſday laſt ; 
Yet toſupply the ripe wants of my friend, Your ſpurn'd me ſuch aday ; another time 
le breakea cuſtome : is he yet poſſeſt ; Youcald me dog : and for theſe curtefies 
How much he would ? Ile lend you thus much moneyes. 
Shy. I, I, three thouſand ducats. | Amt. | amas like to cail thee ſoagaine, 
Ant. And for three months. _ Toſpet on thee againe, to ſpurne thee too. 
Shy. 1 had forgor, three months, you told me ſo. If thou wilt lend this money, lend itnot 
Well then, your bond : and let me ſee, but heare you, As to thy friend} for when did friendſhip take 
 Methoughts you ſaid, you neither lend nor borrow A breed of barraine metrall of his friend? 
Vpon advantages | Bur lend it rather to thineenemye, 
Anth. I doenever uſe it. ; Who if he breake, thou mailt with better face 
Shy. When Jacob graz'd his Vncle Labans ſheepe, Exa&the penalties. 
This /acob from our huly Abram was Shy. Why looke you how you ſtorme, . 
(As his wiſe mother wrought in his behalfe) I would be friends with you, and have your love, 
The third poſſeſſer ; I, he was the third. Forget the ſhamesthat you have ſtained me with, 
Ant. "And what of him, did he take interreſt ? Supplie your preſent wants, and take no doite 
Shy. No, nottake intereſt, not as you would fay Otuſance for my monyes, and youle not heare me, 
DireQly intereſt, marke what /acob did, This is kind I offer. 
W hen Laben and himſclfe were comprimyz'd Baſ. This were kindneſſe. 
That all the canelings which were ſtreaktand pied Shy. This kindnefſe will I ſhowe, 
Should fall as 7acobſhicr, the Ewes being rancke, Goe with me to a Notary, ſeale me there | 
| Inendof Autumne turned tothe Ramumes, Your ſingle bond, and in a merry ſport | 
And when the worke of generation was If you repay me not ou ſucha day, | 
Betweene theſe woolly breeders in the a, Inſucha place, ſuch ſum'or ſums as are \ 
The $kilfull ſhepheard pil.d me certaine wands, Expreſtin the condition, letthe forfeite 
' Andinthe dooing of the deed of kind, Be nominated for an cquall pound 
| He ſtuckethemup before the fulſome Ewes, Of your faire fleſh, to be cut off and taken 
Who then conceaving, did incaning time In what part of your body it pleaſeth me. l 
Fall party-colour'd lambs, and thoſe were Jacobs. Ant. Content infaith, Ile ſealeto ſucha bond, 1 
| This wasa way to thrive, and he wasbleſt : Aud ſay there is much kindneſle in the Iew. | 
| | Baſ. You! SE 
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Baſe. You ſhall not ſeale toſucha bond for me, 
Ile rather dwell in my neceſſity. TY 
eAnt. Why feare not man, I willnot forteite it, 
Within theſe two months, that's a month before 
This bondexpires,I doc expe returne' 
Ofthrice three times the valew of this bond. 
Shy. O father Abram, what theſe Chriſtians are, 
Whole owne hard dealing teaches them ſuſpe&t 
The thoughts of others : Pray youtell methis, 
Tf he ſhould breake his day, what ſhould I gaine 
By the exation of the forfeiture ? 
A pound of mavsfleſh taken from a man, 
15 not ſo eſtimable, profitable neither 
Asfleſh of Muttons, Beefes, or Guates. I ſay 
To buy his favour, I extendthis friendſhip, 
Ifhe will take it, ſo : if not adiew, 
for my love I pray you wrong me not. 
Hm Yo Shylocke, I Y ll ſcale unto this bond. 
Shy. Then meete me forthwith at the Notaries, 
Give him dire&ion for this merry bond, 
And I will gocand purſe the ducats ſtraite : 
Seeto my houſe left in the fearefull guard 
Of anunthrifty knave : and preſently 
Ile be with you. : Exit. 
eAnt. Hye thee gentle Tew. This Hebrew will turne 
Chriſtian; he growes kind. 
Baſ. I like not faire tearmes and, a villaines mind. 
eAnt. Come on, inthis there can be no diſmay, 
My Shippes come homea month before the day. 7 
xennut. 
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Aus Secundus. 


— — — — 


AA 


— - nr = 


Enter Morechins a tawny Moore all white, and three or 
foure followers accordingly, with Portia, 
Nerriſſa, and their traine, 
Flo. Cornets. 


Mor. Miſlike me not for my complex1on, 
Theſhadowedliverie of the burniſht ſunne, 
To whom I am a neighbour , and neere bred. 
Bring mc the faireſt creature Northward borne, 
Where Phebm fire ſcarce thawes the ylicles, 
| And let us make inciſion for your love, 
Toprove whoſe blood is reddeſt, his or mine. 
T tell thee Lady this aſpeR of mine ' 
| Hath feard the valiant, (by my love Iſ{weare) 
The beſt regarded Virgins of our Clyme 
Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue, 
Except toſteale your thoughts my gentle Queene., 
Por. In tearmes of choiſe I am not ſoly led 
By nice direQion of a maidens eyes ; 
Beſides, the lottry of my defteny 
Bars methe right of voluntary chooſing : 
But if my father had not ſcanted me, 
And bedg'd me by his wit to yeeld my ſelfe 
His wife, who wins me by X hes meanesT told you, 
Your {elfe (renowned Prince) then ſtood as faire 
As any commer I have look'd on yet 
For my affeRion. | 
Cer, Even for that Ithanke you, 
Therefore I pray you leade me tothe Cakets 
To try my fortune : By this Symitar 
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That ſlewthe Sophy, and a Perſian Prince, 
That won three ficlds of Swltar Solyman, 
I would ore-ſtare the ſterneſt eyes thar looke : 
Out-brave the heart moſt daring on the carth: 
Plucke the yong ſucking Cubs trom the ſhe Beare, 
Yea, mocke the Lion when he rores for prey 
To win the Lady. But alas the while, 
It Hercules and Lychas play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turne by fortune from the weaker hand : 
So 1s e-flcides beaten by his rage, 
And fo may I, blind fortune leading me, 
Miffe that which one unworthier may attaine, 
And dye with grieving. | 
Port. You mult take your chance, 
And either not attempt to chooſe atall, 
Or ſwweare before you chooſe, if you chooſe wrong 
Never to ſpeake to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage, therefor be advis'd. 
£AZor. Nor will nor, come bring me unto my chance. 
Por. Firſt forward to the temple, afcer dinner 
Your hazard ſhall be made. 
Mor. Good fortune then, 
To make me blctt or curſed'it among men. 


| Cornets, 
Exennt, 
; Enter the Clowne alone. 
(1s. Certainely, my conſcience will ſerve me to runne 
from this Iew my Maſter : the fiend is at mine elbow, 
and tempts me, ſaying to me, lobbe, Lawnceles Iobbe,good 
Lawncelet, or good lebbe, or good Launceles Tobbe, uſe 
your legs,take the ſtart, runne away: my conſcience fayes 
no; take heed honeſt Lawnceler, take heed honeſt Jobbe, 
or aSafore-ſaid honeſt Lanncelet lobbr, doe not runne, 
{cornerunning with thy heeles ; well, the moſt couragi- 
ons fend bids me packe, fiaſayes the fiend, away fayes 
the fiend, for the heavens rouleupa brave minde ayes 


the fiend, and runne ; well, my conſcience hanging about | 


the necke of my heart, ſayes very wiſely tome : my. ho- 
neſt friend Lawnceler, being an honeſt wans ſonne, or ra» 
ther an honeſt womans ſonne, for indeed my father did 
ſometing ſmacke, ſomething grow too ; he had a kind of 


talte; wel,my conſcience ſayes Lawncelet bouge not,bouge 
ſayes the fiend, beuge not ſayes my conſcience,conſcience 
fay I youcounfaile well, fiend fay1 you counfaile well, 
to be rul'd by my conſcience I ſhould ſtay with the Tew 
my Maſter, who (God bleſſe the marke) isa kind of di- 
vell; androrunneauway from the Iew I ſhould be ruled by 
the fiend, who ſaving your reverenceisthe divell him- 
ſelfe : certainely the Itw is the very divell incarnation, 
andinmy conſcience, my conſcience is a kind of hard 
conſcience, to offer to counſaile-me to ſtay with the Iew; 
the fiend gives the more friendly counſaile :I will runne 


fiend, \ny hecles are at your commandement , I will } 


runnecs 


ner ol4 Gobbo witha Baſket. 


167 


| 


Ges. Maſter yong-man, you pray you, which is the 
way toMaſter lewes? 

Laxn. O heavens, this is my true begotten father, who 
being morethen ſand-blind, high gravell blind, knowes 
me not, Iwill try confuſions with him. 'iþ 

Gob. Maiſter yoag Gentleman, I pray you which us 
the way to Maſter Iewes. | 

Lasn, Turne upon your right hand at the next ture 


ning 
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| ſer up my reſt to run away,ſo I will not r 


ſent, give hima 
may tcll every finger I have with my ribs : father I am 


The Merchant of enice. 
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| ning, but at the next turning of all on your left ; marry 


atthe very next turning, turne. of no hand, but turne 


. downe indirealy to the /ewes houſe. 


Gob. Be Gods ſontics*twill be a hard way to bit, can 
you tell me whether one Lawnceler that dwells with him, 
dwell with him or no. 

Lawn, Talke you of yong Maſter Lazncelet, marke me 
now, now will I raiſe the waters; talke you of yong 
Maſter Lawncelet ? | 

Gob. No Maſter ſir, but a poore mans {onne, his Fa- 
ther thoughI ſay't is an honeſt excecding poore man, 
and God be thanked well to live. 

Laun, Well, let his Father be whata will, wetalke of 
yong Maſter Launcelct. 

Gob, Your worſhips friend and Larncelet. 

Lann, ButI pray you ergo old man, ergoI beſeech you, 
talke vr of yong Maſter 1amnceler. 

Goh. Of Laxncelet, ant pleaſe your maſterſhip. 

Lann. Ergo Maſter Lawnceler, talke not of maſter Lawns- 
celet Father,for the yong gentlemanaccording to fates and 
deſtinies, and ſuchodde fayings,the ſiſters three,and ſuch 
branches of learning, in indeed deceaſed , or as you 
would {ay in plaine tearmes, gone to heaven. : 

Gob. Marry God forbid, the boy was the very ſtatic 
of my age, my very prop. : 

Lann.Doel looke like a cudgell or a hovell-poſt,a ſtafte 
oraprop: doe you know me t'ather. 

Gob. Alacke the day, I know you not yong Gentle- 
man, but I pray you tell me, is my boy God relt his ſoule 
alive or dead. | 

Lawn, Doe you not know me Father, 

Gob,: Alacke fir I am ſand blind, I know you not. 

Lan. Nay, indeed if you had your eyes you might 
faile of the knowing me : itisa wiſe Father that knowes 
his owne child. Well,old man,l wil tell you news of your 
ſonne, give me your bleſſing, truth will come to light, 
murder cannot be hid long, a mans ſonne may, but in the 
enderuth will not. 

Gob. Pray you fir ſtand up, I am ſure youare not Laur- 
celet my boy. | 

Lazn, Pray you let's have no more fooling about it,but 
give me your bleſſing : Iam Camncelet your boy that was 
your ſonne that is, your child that ſhall be. 

'Gob, I cannot thinke youare my ſonne. 

Zann. I know not what I ſhall thinke of that : but I am 
Lawxceletthe Iewes man, and I am ſure CHargery your 
wite is my mother. 

ob. Her name is 2Zargery indeed, Ile be ſworne if 
thou be Lexncelet, thou art mine owne fleſh and blood : 
Lord worſhipt might be be, whar a beard haſt thou gor; 
thou haſt got more haire on thy chin, then Dobbin my 
philhorſe has on his taile. ; 
Lan, It ſhould ſecme then that Dobbins taile growes 
backeward. I am ſure he had more haire of his taile then 


Thave of my face whenT laſt ſaw him. 


Gob. Lord how art thou chang'd : how dooſt thou and 
thy Maſter agree, I have brought him a preſent ; how 
gree you now e Ty 

Laxn. Well, well, but for mine owne part, as 1 haye 
till T have run 
ſome ground ; my Maſtcr'sa very Iew, give him a pre- 
ter, Iam 'famiſhrt in his.ſervice. You 


glad you arecome, give me your preſent to one Maſter 


 Baſſanio, who indeed gives rare new Liveries, ifI ſerve 


nothim, I willrunne as farrcasGod has any ground, 'O 


| Gra. Where's your Maſter. 


. ; 1 
rare fortune, here comes the man, to him: Father, for 1 


ama lew ifT {ervethe Iew any longer. 


Enter Baſſanio with a follower or two, 


Baja. You may doe ſo, but let it beſo haſted that ſup. 
per be ready at the fartheſt by five of the clocke : ſee theſe 
Letters delivered, put the Liveries to making, and de- 
ſire Gratianoto come anone to my lodging. | 

Lanun. To him Father. 

Gob God bleſſe your worſhip. 

Baſſ. Gramercy, would'ft thou ought with me. 

Gob, Here's my ſonne fir, a poore boy. 

Lan. Not apoore boy fir, but the rich Iewes manthat 
would fir as my Father ſhall ſpecific. | 
. Geb. He hath a great infection fir, as one would {ay to 

ere. 

Lann, Indeed the ſhort and the long is, I ſerve the 
Iew, and have adcfire as my Father ſhall ſpegifie. 

Geb, His Maſter and he (faving your worſhips reve- 
rence) are ſcarce catercoſins. | 

Lans, To be briete, the very truth is , that the Iew 
having done me wrong, doth cauſe me as my Father be- 
ingI hepe an old man ſhall frutific unto you. I 

Geb, 1 have here adiſh of Doves that-l would beſtow 
upon your worſnip, and my ſuite 1f. 

 Laun. Inverybricfe, the ſuite is impertinent to my 
{cife,as your worſhip ſhall know by this honeſt old man, 
and though I fay it, thoughold man, yetpoore man my 
Father, - 

Baſſ. One ſpeake for both, what would you? 

Lan, Serve youlir. 

Gob. That is the very defeQ ofthe matter fir. 

Baſſ. Tknow thee well, thou haſt obtain'd thy ſuite, 
Shylocke thy Maſter ſpoke with me this day, 

And hath perfer'd thee, if it be preferment 
To leave arich Iewes ſervice, tobecome 
The follower of fo poore a Gentleman. | 

C/o. The old proverbe is very well parted betweene 
wy Maſter Skyleckeand you fir, you have the grace 
God fir, and he hath cnovghs. 

Baſſ. Thou ſpeak'ſt it well; gee Father with thy ſonne, 
Takeleave of thy old Maſter, and enquire 
My lodging out, give hima Livery 
More garded then his fellowes : fee it done. : 

Clo. Father in, 1 cannot get a ſervice; no, 1 have nee 
a tongue in my head well: if any man 1n [caly have a 
fairer table which doth cffcr to {weareupon a booke, 1 
ſhall have good fortune ; goetoo, here'saſimple line of 
life, here's a ſmall trifle of wives, alas, fiftecne wives 1s 
nothing, a leven widdowes and nine maides is a ſimple 


comming in for one man, and then to ſcape drowning 
thrice, and tobe in perill of my lite with the edge ofa fea 
therbed, hereare f:mple ſcapes: well, if Fortune be a 
woman, ſhe'sa geod wench for this gere : Father come, 
Letake my leave of the Jew in the twinkling. 
E xit Clown. 

Baſſ. I pray thee good Leonardo thinke on this, 
Theſe things being bought and orderly beſtowed 
Returne in haſte, for I doe feaſt to night 
My beſt eſteemd acquaintance, hie thee gon. 


' Leon, My beſt endevours ſhall be done herein. 
: Exm Leonato: 


Enter Gratiano « 


Leon. | 
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Leon. Yotider fir he walkes. 
Gra. Signior Baſſanio. = 
Baſ. Gratiane. rl 
Gra.I have a ſwteto you, 
4 3aſ. You have obtain'd it: | 
Gra. You muſt not denie me, I muſt go with/you to 
Belmont. | 
Baſ. Why then you muſt : but heare thee Gratians, 
Thou art-t00 wilde,too rude,and bold of voice, 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 
[And in ſucheyes as ours appeare not faults; 
But where they are not knowne, why there they ſhow 
| Something too liberall, pray thee take paine 
| Toallay with ſome cold'drops of modeſtie . ; 
| Thy skipping ſpirit , leaſt through thy wilde behauiour 
| I bemiſconſterd inthe place I goto, . 
And looſAny hopes. 
ra. Signior Baſſanio, heare me, 
Tf do not-put on a ſober habire, 
Talke with feſped; and ſweare but now and then, 
Weare prayer bookes in my pocket, looke demurely, 
Nay more,while grace is ſaying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat,and ſigh and ſay Amen: 
Vſcall the obſervance of civility 
Like one well tndicd in a ſad oftent 
Topleaſc his Grandam,never truſt me more. 
Baſ. Well, weſhall ſec your bearing- 
G4, Nay bur I barre to night, you ſhall not gage me 
By whit we do to night. 
Baſ. No that were pitty, 
I would intreate you rather to puton 
Your boldeſt ſuite of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpoſe merriment 2 but fare you well, 
I have ſome butineſle. 
Gra. And I muſt to Lorenzoand the: reſt, 
But we will viſite you at ſuppertime, 


= 


ps 


WS Ae 


_ 


} 


Exennt 
Entey heſſica and the Clowre. 


leſ.I am ſorry thou wilt leave my Father ſo, 
Our houſe is hell;and thou a merry duvell 
Did'ſt rob it of ſome taſte of tediouſnefle; 
But fare thee welkj'there is a ducat for thee, 
And Laxceler,ſoone at ſupper ſhalt thou ſee 
Lorenzo, who is thy new Maiſters gueſt, 
| Give him this Letter, do it ſecretly, \ 
| Ando farewell: would not have my Father 
| Sce mee talke with thee. Suſi 
. Cho, Adue, tearesexhibit my tongue, moſt beautifull 
Pagan , moſt ſweete Iew , if a Chriſtian did norplay the 
| knaveand get thee; I am much deceived ; but adue;theſe 
tooliſh drops do, formewhat drowne. my manly ſpirit: 
allies + QT 073 i, | Exit. 
tef. Farewell good Lancelet. 
Alackez what hainous finne is it in me 
To be aſhamed to be my Fathers childe, 
But though I am a daughter to his blood, 
I am not to his manners: O Lorenzo, 
If thou keepe promile I ſhall end'this ſtrife, 
Becomea'Chriftian,and thy loving wife. 


E "te Gratians, Lorenzo Sularino, end Solania 
Diſguiſe us at ny lodging;and rerurne all in an houre« | 


Gra We have not made good preparation. 
_, Sat. We have noe ſpoke us yer! 


f Torch-bearers« 
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- The prodigall Chriftian Jeſſica my girle, 


Do6th expe your reproach. 


Soft.” Tis vile vnlefſe it may be quaintly ordered, 
And better in my minde not vndertooke. 
Loy. 'Tis now but foure of clock,we have two 
To farniſh us'; friend Laxceter what's the newes? 
Emer Lancelet with a Letter. 
Lan. And it ſhall 
ſceme to ſignifie. 
Ze. know the hand,in faith *tis a faire hand, 
And whither then the paper ir writ on, 
I the faire hand that writ. | 
Gra. Love-newes in faith. 
14. By your leave fir. 
Lox. W hither goeſt thou? | 
Za. Marry fir to bid my old Maiſter the Jew to ſup to 
night with my new Maiſter the Chriſtian. 
Lor. Hold here, take this,tell gentle /e/ica 
I will not faile her, ſpeake it privately: 
Go _ » will you prepare you for this Maske to 
night 
I am provided of a Torch-bearer. 
Sal. I marry, ile be gone about it ſtrait. 
Sol. And fo will 1. | 
Lor.Meete me and Gratiazoat Gratianos lodging 
Some houre hence. +25 J; 
Sal.” Tis good wee do (o. Exit. 
Gra. Was not that Lerter from faire Jeſſica? 
Lo. 1 mult needes tell thee all,ſhe hath directed 
How I ſhalltake herfrom her Fathers houſe, 
What gold and jewels ſhe is furniſht with, 
W hat Pages ſuite ſhe hath in readineſle: | 
If ere the /ew her Father come to heaven, 
It will be for his gentle daughters fake; 
And never dare misfortune croſle her foote. - 
Vnleſle ſhe do it vnder this excuſe, 
That ſheis iflue to a faithlefle ew: | 
Come go with me, peruſe this as thou goeſt, 
Fair@defſica ſhall be my Torch-bearer. 


houres 


E xit.C lowne. 


| Ext. 
Enter Iew, and his man that wasthe (lowne. 


lew. Well,thou ſhall ſce;thy eyes ſhall be thy judge, 
The difference of old Shy/ochke and Baſſas; 
W hat /efſica, thou ſhalt not gurmandize 
As thou haſt done with me:what leſſfica? 
. And ſleepe,and inore,and rend apparrell out. 
Why /eſfical ſay. 

Clo. Why Teffca. 

$hy. W he bids thee call?I do not bid thee call, 
® Clo. Yaur worſhip was wont to tell me 
I could donothing without bidding. 

Enter Ieſſica. 
Hef. Callyou'? what is your will? © * 
Shy. I am bid forth to ſupper 1*ſſica, 

There are my Keyes : but wherefore ſhould T go? 
I am not bid for love,they flatterme, 
But yet le go it hate, to feede'upon 


Looke to my-ho{& F 2intrightloath to go, 
There is ſome ill a bruing towards my reſt, 
For I did dreame of money bags to-night. 
(70. I beſeech you ſir go,my yong Mailter 


Shy. So do I his. = 

Clo. And they hive conſpired together; T will not ſay | 
youtſhull {te a*Maske, but if you do, then it was not for 
nothing that my-noſe fell'a ANEEW blacke mond: 
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laſt, at fix a clocke ith morning,falling out that yeere on 

aſhwenſday was foure yeere in th'afternoone. | 
Shy. What are their maskes?heare you me Jeſſica, 

Lock up my doores, and when you heare the drum 


And the vile ſquealing of the wry-neckt Fife, | 


Clamber not you up to the caſements then, 

Nor thruſt your head into the publicke ſtreete 
Togaze on Chriſtian fooles with varniſht faces: 
But ſtop my houics cares, I meane my caſements, 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow fopperic enter 

My ſober houſe. By 1cobs {taffe I ſweare, 

T have no minde of feaſting forth to night: 


| ButIwillgo; go you before me ſirra, 


Say Iwill come. 

_ (ow. I will go before fir. ; 
Miſtris looke out at window for all this; 
There will come a Chriſtian by, 

Will be wortha Ieweseye. 
Shy. —_w faies that foole of Hagaers off - ſpring? 
,-ba- 
Tef. His words were farewell miſtris,nothing elſe. 
\$hy. The patchis kinde enough,but a huge feeder: 
Snaile-ſlow in profit,butſkepes by day 
More thenthe wilde-cat : drones hive not with me, 
Therefore I part with him, and part with him 
To one that I would have him helpe to waſte 
His borrowed purſe. Well //3ic« go in, 
Perhaps I will returne immediately; 
Docas I = you , ſhut dores after you, faſt binde, faſt 
finde, | | 
A proverbe never ſtale in thrifty minde. 
lef. Farewell, and if my fortune be not croſt, 
I havea Father, you a daughter loſt, 


Enter the Makers, Gratiano and Saline. 


Ex#. 


Ex. 


Gra. This is the penthouſe under which Lorenzo 
Deſired us to make a ſtand. 
Sal. His houre isalmoſt paſt. 
Gra. And it is mervaile he out-dwels his houre, 
For lovers ever run before the clocke. | 
Sal, O ten times faſter Yenus Pidgions flye 
To ſteale loves bondsnew made;then they are wont 
To keepe obliged faith unforfaited. 
Gra. Thatever holds, who riſcth from a feaſt ? 
With that keene appetite that he ſits downe? 
Where is the horſe that doth untread againe 


{ His tedious meaſures with the unbated fire, 


That he did pace them fi {t:all things that are, 
Are with more ſpirit chaſed thenenjoy'd. 
How like a yonger or a prodigall 


| The skarfed barke puts from her native bay, 


Hug'd and embraced by the {irumpet winde: 
How like a prodigall doth ſhe returne 


With over-wither'd ribs and ragged failes, 


Leane,rent,and begger'd by the {trumpet winde? 


Enter Lorentz. 


Satine. 
after. 
_ Sweete friends, your patience for ry long a- 
"EL 
Not I, but my affaires have made you wait: | 
When you ſhall pleaſe to play the theeves for wives 
Ie watchas long for you then:approach 


Heere comes Lorenzo, more of this here- 


Here dwels my father Iew. Hoa,who's within? 
Jeſricaabone. 


leſ. Who are you ? tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit Ile ſweare that I do know your tongue. 
Lor. Lorenze, and thy Love. | 
Tef. Lorenzo certaine,and my love indeed, 
For who love I ſo much?and now who knowes 
But you Lorenzo, whether I am yours? 
Lo.Heaven and thy thoughts are witneſs that thou ar, 
Jef. Heere,catch this casket,it is worth the paines, 
I am glad 'tis night,you do nor looke on me, 
For I am much aſham'd of my exchange: 
But love isblinde, and lovers cannot {ce 
The pretty follics that themſelves commit, 
For if they could, Cpid himſclfe would bluſh 
To ſee me thus transformed to a boy. 
Lor. Deſcend,for you muſt be my torch-bearer., 
leſ. What,muſt 1 hold a Candle to my ſhame? 
They in themliclves goodſoothare too too light. 
W hy, *tis an office of diſcovery Love, 


_ And I ſhould be obſcur'd. 


Lor. So you are ſweet; : 
Even inthe lovely garniſh of a boy: but comeat once, 
For the cloſe night doth play the run-away, 

And weare ſtaid for at Baſſavio's feaſt. 

Jef. 1 will make faſt the doores and guild my ſelfe 

With ſome more ducats, and be with you ſtraight, 
Gra. Now by my hood, a gentile, and nolew. 
Lor. Beſhrew me but 1 love her heartily, 

For ſhe is wiſe, if I can judge of her, 

And faire the is, if that mine eyes be true, 

And true ſhe is,as ſhe hath prov'd her ſelfe: 

And therefore like her ſelfe, wiſe,faire, and true, 

Shall ſhe be placed in my conſtant ſoule. 


Emer Teſvicas 


What,art thou come?on gentlemen, away, 
Our masking mates by this time for us ſtay, 


Exit 
Emer eAnthene, 


Ant, Who's there? 
Gra. Signior e-nthonie. 

eA'nt. Fic,fie,Gratiano,where are all the reſt? 
*T is ninea clocke, our friends all ſtay for you, 
No maske to night,the winde is come about, 
Baſſanio preſently will go aboord, 
I have ſenetwenty out to ſeeke for you. 

Gra. Tam glad on't, I defire no more delight | 
Then to be under faile,and gone to night. Exenn, 


Enter portia with Morrocho,and both their trainer, 


Por. Go, draw aſide the curtaines,and diſcover 
The ſeverall Caskets te this noble Prince: 
Now make your choyſe. 4 
Afor. The firlt of gold, who this inſcription beares,. 
Whochooſeth me,{hall gaine what men defire. 
The ſecond ſilver, which this promiſe carries, | 
W ho chooſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves- 
Thisthird, dull lead,with warning all as blunt, 
Who chooſeth me, mult give and hazard all hc hath» 
How ſhall I know if I do chooſe the right? he 
Po. 
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How ſhall Iknow if do chooſe the right. 
Por. The one of them containes my pifture Prince, 
If you chooſe that,then I am yours withall. 
Mor, Some God direct my judgement,let me ſce, 
I will ſurvay the In agalne: 
W hat fayes this leaden casket? 
Who chooſerh me, muſt giveand hazard all he hath, 
Muſt give,for what? for Icad, hazard for lead? 
This casket threatens men that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fairc advantages: 
Agolden minde ſtoopes not to ſhowes of drofle, 
Ile then nor give nor hazard ought for lcad. 
What faies the Silver wich her virgin huc? 
Who chooſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves. 
As much as he deſerves;pauſe there Aorocho, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand, 
If thou beeſt rated by thy cſtimation | 
Thou doolt deſerve enough, and yet enough 
May not extend fo farre as to the Lady: 
And yet to be afeard of my deſerving, 
Were but a weake difabling'of my 1eife- 
As much as I deſerve, why that's the Lady. 
I do in birth deſerve her, and in fortunes, 
In graces,and in qualities of breeding; 
' But more then theſe, in love I do deſerve. 
What if I ſtrai'd as farther,but choſe here? 
Let's ſee once more this ſaying grav'd in gold. 
Whochooſeth me ſhallgaine what many men deſire: 
Why that's the Lady, all the world deſires her: 
From the foure corners of the earth they come 
To kiſſe this ſhrine, this mortall breathing Saint. 
The Hircaniaa deſerts, and the vaſte wildes 
Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now 
For Princes to come view faire Portia. # 
The waterie Kingdome,whoſe ambitions head 
Spets in the face of heaven, is no barre 
To ſtop the fortaine ſpirits,but they come 
As ore a brooke to ſee faire Portia. 
Oneof theſe three containes her heavenly picture. 
Is'tlike that Lead containes her? twere damnation 
Tothinke ſo baſea thought,it were too groſle 
To rib her ſearccloath in the obſcure grave: 
Or ſhall Ithinke in Silver ſhe's immur'd 
Being ten times vndervalued to tride gold; 
O ſinfy!l chought,never ſorich a Iem 
Was ſet in worſe then gold ! They have in England 
A coyne thar bearesthe figure of an Angell 
Stampt in gold,but that's inſculpt upon: 
Butherean Angell ina golden bed 
Lies all within. Deliver me the key; 
Heredo I chooſe,and thrive I as I may- 
Por. There take it Prince, and ifmy formelye there 
Then I am yours. 
Aer.O hell 1! what have we here, a carrion death, 
Within whoſe empty cye there is a written ſcroule; 


All that gliſters 5s wot gold, 
Often have you heard that told; 
Many a man his life hath ſold 

" But my outſide to behold; 
Gmilded tymber do wormes tnfold; 
Had you beene 4s wiſe as bold, 
Yong in limbs, in judgement old, 
Tour anſwere had not beene sn(cyold 
Fareyouwell, your ſuite # cold, 
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., or. Cold indeede; and labour loſt,... 
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Then farewell hcate, and welcome fioft: 
Peritsa adew, I havetoa griev'd a heart 


To takea tedious leave:thus looſers part: Ext. 
_ Por. A gentle riddance;draw the curtaines,g0: 
Letall of his complexion chooſe me 10, 


Exennt. 
Enter S4/arino aud Solano. 
PO SAL, j Fla. Cornes.... 
a /1nan I ſaw Be(ſazio ynder ſayle 
Wich him - ES , : 
And 1a their ſhip I :m ſure Lorenzo is.ngt. - 1 - 
Se, The villaine /ew 1yith outcries rail'd the Duke, 
Who went with himto fcarch Zafſaaes ſhip. ;.. 
Sal. He comes tao. late, the ſhip was vnderſaile; 
Buttherethe Duke was given to underſtand. 
That in a Gondilo were leene together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jeſſica. 
Beſides, Anthouio cercified the Duke. 
They were not with 8aſſezioin his ſhip. 
Sel. I never heard a paſlion 10 contys'd, | , 
So ſtrange,outragious,and ſo variable, 
As the. dogge /ew did utier in the ſireets; 
My daughter, O my ducats, O my daughter, 
Fled with a Chriſtian, O my Chriſtian ducars? 
Tuſtice,the law,my ducats,and my.daughcer; 
A ſcaled bag, two ſealed bags of ducats, | 
Ot double ducats;ſtolne from me by my daughter, 
And jewels,ewo rich and precioustones, | - -; 
Stoine by my daughter : juſtice, finde the girle, | | 
She hath the ſtones upon her, and the ducats: 
Sat, W hy all the boyesin Venice follow him, 
Crying his ſtones,his daughter and his ducats, 
Sel. Let good Anthonio looke he keepe his day 
Or he ſhall pay for this. 
Sal. Marry well remembred, 
Ireaſon'd witha Frenchman yeſterday, 
W ho told me, in the narrow ſeas that part 
The French and Engliſh,there miſcaricd 
A veficil of our countrey richly fraught: 
I thought upon Axthomo when he told me, 
And witht 1n filence that it were not his. 
Sol. You were belt to tell Arthoxio what you bear, 
Yer do not ſuddainely, for it may grieve him. 
Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the earth, 
Ifaw Baſanio and Anthomopart, 
Baſſanio told him he would make ſome ſpeede 
Of his returne:he anſwered,do not ſo, 
Slubber not buſineſle for my take Bafſamo, 
But ſtay the very riping of the time, 
And for the [ewes bond which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your minde of love; 
Be merry,and imploy your chiefeſt thoughts 
To courtſhip,and ſuch faire oſtents of love 
As ſhall conveniently become you there; 
Andeven there hiseye being big with teares, 
Turning hus face, he put his hand behinde him, 
And with affetion wondrous ſ{cncible 
He wrung Baſſanies hand,and ſo they parted. 
Se/. I rthinke he onely loves the world for him, 
I pray thee let vs go and finde him out 
And quicken his embraced heauinefſe 
With ſome delight, or other. 
Sal. Do we 10, 


Enter N erriſaand 4 Serviture, 
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Exegnt. 


Ner. Quick,quick I pray thee,draw the curtain ſtraje 
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; To wooe a midide in way of marriage: 


| To my hearts hope. gold, filver, and baſe lead. 
| Who chooſeth me mult give and hazardall he hath. 
| You ſhall looke fairer ere I grve or-hazard. | 
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The Prince of Arrag@tt hath tane his oath, 

And comtds to his cleQion preſently.” 
| Emer eArragen;his traine, and Portia. 
Flor. (ornets. © © 


| *Pop.-Bchold, there ſtand the caskets noble Prince, 
If you chooſe that wherein 1am contain'd, 


Straight ſhall our nuprialt rights be. ſolemniz'd: 


# Bur it thou faile, withonr more ſpeech my Lord, 
You muſt be gone from hence immediately. ** 


er. I am cnjoynd by oath to obſerve three things; 


þ Firſt; never to vnfold-to any One 


Which casket *rivas Fchole;hext;if Tfaile 
Of theright casket,never in my life” 


' Laſtly,ifI do faile infortune of my-choyſe, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 
' ®or. To theſe injur{ti6ns every one doth ſweare 


{ Thar comes to hazard for my wo:thleſle {clfe. 


Ar. And ſo have Faddreſt me,fortune now 


What ſayes the golden chett,ha,ict me ſec; 
Whochooſethme, ſhallgaine what many men deſire: 


> What many men defire,that many may be meant 


By the foole multirudethat choote by ſhow, 

Not learning morethen the fond eye doth teach, 
Which pries not toth"interior,butlike'the Martiet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 


- Even in the force and rode of caſualty. 


T will not chooſe what many men deſire, 


' Becauſe E will-not Jumpe with common ſpirits, 


And ranke me with the baroarous multitudes. 
Why then to thee thou Silver treaſure houſe, 

Tel! me once more, whattitle thou dooft beare; 
Whochooſeth me ſhall get as much as he deſerves: 
And wellfaid tao; for who ſhall goabout 
Tocoſen Fortune, and be honourable 

Without the ſtampe-of merit,letnone preſume 


| To wearean undeterved dignity: 


O that eſtates, degrees, and o1Jices, 

Were not deriv'd corraptiy, and chat cleare honour 
Were purchait by the merrit of the wearer; 

How many then ſhuuld cover that ſtand bare? 
How many be commanded that command? 

How much low plcaiſantry would then be gleaned 
From the true ſeede of honor ? And how much honor 
Pickt from the chaſte and ruine of the times, 

To be new varniſht; Well,but tomy choiſe, 

Who chooſeth me ſhall get as muchas hedeſerves. 
I will aſſume deſert;give me a'key forthis, 

And inſtantly vovlocke my fortunes here. 


Ar. What's heere, the portrait ofa blinking idiot 

Preſenting me a ſcedule, I will reade it: 
How much vnlike art thou to Portia? 
How much vnlike'my hopes and my deſervings? 
Who chooſeth me, ſha'l have as muchas he deſerves. 
Did I deſerve no morethen a fooles head, 
Is that my prize,are my deſerts 00 better? 

Po. To offend and judge are diſtin ojfices, 


| And of oppoſed natures. 


eAr. What is here? 


T he fier ſeaven times tried this, 


Por. Too long a pauſe for that which you finde there. 


Seaven times tried that judgement is, 
That did never chooſe amss, 

Som: there be that ſhadowes kiſſe, 
Such have but a ſhadowes bliſſe: 
There be fovles alive I'wis 

Stlver d o're,and ſo was this: 

T ake what wife you will to bed, 

1 will ever be your head: 

So be goxe ſir,you are ſped. 


er. Still more foole I ſhall appeare 
By the timeI linger here, 
With one fooles head I came to woo, 
But F goaway with two. 
Sweet adue, Ile keepe my oath, 
Patiently to beare my wroath. 
Por. Thus hath the candle fing,d the moath: 
O theſe deliberate foeles when they do chooſe, 
They have the wiſdome by their wit to looſe. 
Ner. The ancient ſaying is no hereſie, 
Hanging and wiving goes by deſtiny. 
Por. Come draw the curtaine XN erreſa. 


Enter Meſſenger. 

Mef. Whereis my Lady? 

Por. Herc,what would my Lord? 

CHeſ. Madam,there is a-1:glr d at your gate 
A yong Venetian, one that comes before 
To ſignifie th'approaching of his Lord, 
From whom he bringeth ſenſible regreets; 
To wit{beſides commends and curteous breath) 
Gifts of rich value;yert I have not ſcene 
Solikely an Embaſſador of love, 
A day in ApriSnever came ſo {weete 
To ſhow how coſtly Sommer was at hand, : 
As this fore-ſpurrer comes beforc his Lord, . 

Por. No more I pray thee,I am halfe a-feard 
Thou wilt * agone he _—_ kintothee, 
Thou fpend'it ſuch high-day wit in praiſing him: 
Come-come Nerr:fſa,torI long toſee 
Quicke Czpias Poſt, that comes ſo mannerly. © 


Ner. Baſſanis Lord,love if thy will it be. Exennt. 


——— 


eA tus Tertins. 


Enter Solanio and Salarino, 


Sol. Now, what newes on the Ryalto? 

Sal. Why yet itlives there uncheckt, that Anrbomo 
hath a ſhip of richTading wrackt on the narrow Seas;the 
Goodwins I thinke they call the placc,a very dangerous 
Aat,and fatall, where the carcafles of many a tall ſhip,lye 


buried,asthey ſay , if my goflips reportbe an honit wo-| 


man of her word. 
Sol. T would ſhe were as lying a goſlip in that, as ever 
knapt Ginger, or made her neighbours beleeve ſhe wept 
for the death of a third husband:bur itis true , without 
any lips of prolixity, or croſſing the plaine high-way 0 
ralke, that the good eHnthorio,the honeſt Avtho. ;O that 
I had a title good enoughto keepe his name company: 
Sal. Come, the full ſtop. 
Sol. Ha, what fayeſt thou, why the end is, he hath loft 
a ſhip» 
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| be matcht,vnleſſe the divell himſelfe turne /ew. 


| -Tab.1 often came where I did heare of her;but cannot 
' finde her, 


colt me two thouſand ducats in Franckford;he c urſe ne- 
Yerfell upon our Nation till now,1 never fel it tillnow, 
'Wwothouſand ducats in that, and other precious , preci- 
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Sal. I would it might prove the end of his lofles, . 

Sel. Let me ſay Amen betimes, lcaſt the divcll crofle 

my prayer , for here he comes in thelikeneſle of a /ew. 

How now Shylockg , what newes among the Merchants? 
Emer Shylocke. 

Shy. You knewznone ſo well , none ſo well as you, of 
my daughters flight , . 

541. That's certaine,T for my part knew the Tailor that 
made the wings ſhe flew withall. 

Fol. And Shylocke for his owne part knew the bird was 
fedg'd,& thenir is the complexion of them all ro leave 
the dam. : 

Shy. She1s damn'd for it* bn” ; 

$-1. That's certaine,if the divell may be her Indge. 

Shy. My owne fleſh and blood to rebell. 

Sol. Out upon it old carcion, rebels itar theſe yeeres. 

Shy. 1 fay my daughter is my fleſh and bloud. , 

$4. There is more difference betweene. thy ,fleſh and 
hers,then betweene Tet and Iuorie , more betweene. your 
bloods, then there is betweene red wine and renniſh:but 
tell us, doe you heare whether eAvchonie have had any 
loſle at ſea or no? Tt HR | 

Shy. There I have another bad match,z a bankrout , a 
prodigall , who dare ſcarce ſhew his head on the Ryalta, 
abegger that was vid to come ſo ſnug uponthe Mart: 
let him look to his bond, he was wont to call me Vſurer, 
ct him looke to his bond , he was wont to lend money 
for 2 Chriſtian curtſie,let him looke to his bond. | 

Sal. Why Iam ſure if be forfaite, thou wilt not take 
his fleſh, what's that good for? | 

Shy. To baite fiſh withall , if it will feede nothing elſe, 
it will feede my revenge; he hath diſgrac'd me , and hin- 
dred me halfe a million, laught at my loſſes, mockt at my 
gaines, {corned my Nation,thwarted my bargaines, co0- 
led my friends, heated mine enemies,and what's the rca- 
ſon2j am a /ew:Hath nota /ew eyeshath nota Jew hands, 
organs,ditaentions, ſences, affections, paſſions, fed with 
the ſame foode, hurt with the ſame weapons, ſubjeR.to 
the ſame diſcates , healed by the ſame megnes,warmed 
and cooled by thc fame Winter and Sommer as a Chri- 
ſtian iif you pricke us, do wenot blecde ? if you. tickle 
us, do we not laugh? if you poiſon us,do we not die ?and 
if you wrong us ſhall we not rev engc? if we are like you 
inthe reſt, we will reſemble you in that. Ifa /ew wrong 
a Chriſtian,what is His humility , revenge? If a ('briflian 
wrong alew what ſhould his ſuffcrance be by Chriſtian 
example3 why revenge. The villany you teach mel will 
exccute , and it ſhall go hard butI will better the in- 
ſtru&ion, 

Enter a man ſrom Anthonio, 


Gentlemen, my maiſter Anthonio isat his houſe, and 

deliresto ſpeake with youboth.. ., _. .. 

Sal, We have beene up and downetoſecke him. 
Enter Tyball. : "= 

Sol. Here comes anather of the Tribe, a third cannot 


: Exennm Gentlemen. 
Sby. How now T#ball, what newes from Genowa? halt 


thou found my daughter? 


Shy. Why there, there, there, there , a diamond gone 


——— 


| 


| 


ous jewels: I would my daughter were dead at my foot, 
and the jewels in her care : would ſhe were heaift at my 
foote, and the duckets in her cojfin : no newes of them, 
why ſo?& I know not how much is ſpent in theſearch: 
why then loſſe upon lofle,the theete gone with ſo much, 
and ſo.much to finde the theefe, and no ſatisfaRtion , no 
revenge, nor no ll lucke ſtirring but what lights a my 
thoulders; no ſighes buta my breathing, no tcares but a 
my ſhedding. | 4's 

Twb. Yes, other men have ill lncke too , Anthonio as I 
hcardjinGenowa, 

Shy, W hat, what, what, ill lucke,ill luck e. 

_ Hath an Argolie caſt away comming from Tri- 
polis. | E= ' 

Shy.1 thanke God, I thanke God, is it trucis it true? 

Tw.1 ſpoke with ſome of the Saylers that eſcaped the 
wracke. | RT | 

Shy. Ithanke thee good Twbal, good newes, good 
newes:ha,ha, here in Genowa. 
_ T#. Your daughter ſpent in Genowa, as I heard, one 
night foureſcore ducats., 

Shy. Thou. ſtick'ſt a dagger in me, I ſhall never ſee my 
gold againe, foureſcore ducars ata fitting, foureicore du- 
CatS. ; Rs | 
 Tw. There came divers of eAnthomos creditors in my 
company to Venice, that ſweare he cannot chooſe but 
breake, E <_T — ' | 

_ Shy. Tam very glad of it , ileplague him, ile torture 
him,[Lam gladof it. + s | 
Tab. One of them 
your daughter for a Monkie, 
Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureſt me Twbal, it was 


would not have given it for a wilderneſſe of Monkles. 
Tub. But Amthonio is certainely undone 
Shy. Nay,that's true,that's very true, $0 T»batt, fee me 
an Oihicer, beſpeake him a fortnight before; 1 wiil have 
the heart of him if he forteit, for were he out of Venice, 
I can makewhat mcrchandizeI will:go Twball, and meet 
me at our $inagague , 2v good Txbal/, at our Sinagogue 
Taal”. , - S. Exemnt 
Enter Baſſavio, Portia,Gratiano,ar:4 all their traine. 
Por. I pray you tarrie, pauſe a day or two 
Before you hazard,for in chooſing wrong 
I loſe your company; therefore torbeare a while, 
There's ſomething tels me(bur it is not love) © 
I would not loſe you, and you know ycur ſelfe, 
Hate counſailes not in ſucha quallity; 
But leaſt you ſhould norunderitand me well, - 
And yet a maiden hathno tongue,but thought, 
I would detaine you here ſome month or two 
Before you venture for me. I couldteach yort 


| How to chooſe right, but then Lam forſworne; 


So will I never be, ſo may you miſle me, 

But if you do, youle make me with a ſinne, 
That I had beene for{worne:Beſhrow your eyes, 
They have ore-lookt meand devided me, 

One halfe of me is yours, the other halfe - 
Mine ownel would fay : but firſt mine,then yours, 
And ſoall yourgzO theſe nanghty times 

Put bars betweene the owners and thetr rights. 
And ſothough yours,not yours(prove it (0) 
Let fortune goto hell for it,not 1. | 

I ſpeake too long, bur 'ris to peizethe time, 
To,ich it, and drawit out inlength, 


To ſtay you from cle&ion. : 
3 


 Baſ.Let 


. d F OS, 
ſhewed mea ring that hee had of 


my Turkis , I had it of Leah when I was a Batcheler :1 | 


| 


| 


I 


l 


— 
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» 


| 
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Thee Merchant of Venice. 


Baſ. Let me chooſe, 
For asI am, I live upon the racke. 

Por. Vpon the racke Baſſanio,then confeſle 
W hattreaſon there is mingled with your love. 

Baſ. None but that uglie treaſon of miſtruſt, 
Which makes me feare the enjoying of my love: 
There may as well be amitie and life, 
* Tweene ſnow and fire, as treaſon and my love, 

Por. I, but 1 feare you ſpeake vpon the racke, 
W here men enforced doe ſpeake any thing. 

Baſ. Promiſe me life,and ile confeſle the truth. 

Por. Well then,confellc and live. 

Baſ. Confeſle arid love 

Had beene the very ſum of my confeſſion: 
O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me anſwers for celiverance: 

Butlet me to my fortune and the caskets. 

Por. Away then,I am lockt in one of them, «+ 
If you dolove me,you will finde me out, 
Nerriſſa and the reſt,ſtand all aloote, 

Let muſicke ſound while he doth make his choiſe, 
Then if helooſe he makes a Swan-like end, 
Fading in muſique. That the compariſon 

May ſtand more proper,my eye ſhall be the ſtreame 
And watrie death-bed for him:he may win, 

And what is muſique then? Then muſique 1s 

Even as the flouriſh, when true ſubjeXs bowe 

To a new crowned Monarch:Such 1t is, 

As are thoſe dulcet ſounds in breake of day, 

That creepe into the dreaming bride-groomes care, 
And ſummon him to marriage. Now he goes 
With no leſle preſence,but with much more love 
Then yong Alcides, when he did redeeme 

The virginetribute,paied by howling Troy 

To the Sea-monſter:I ſtand for facrifice, 

The reſt aloofe are the Dardanian wives: 

With bleared viſages come forth toview 

The iſſue of th'exptoit : Goe Hercules, 

Live thou,l live with much much more diſmay 


| Iview the fight, then thau that mak'it the fray. 


Here naujicke. 


A Song the whilft Baſſanio comments on the 
Carkers to bimſelfe. 


Tell me where is fancie bred, 
Or is the heart,or inthe heag; 
How begot, bow nouriſhed. 
It is engendred wa theeyes, 
With gaz#ng fed,and Fancie des , 
In the sradle where it lies: 
Let ns all ring Fancies kvrell, 
Ile begin it. 
Ding dong,bell, 
All. Ding,dong, bell. 


Baſſ.So may the outward ſhowes beleaſt themſelves, 
{ 


The world is {till deceiv'd with ornament. 

In Law,what Plea ſo tainted and corrupt, 

But being ſeaſon'd with a gracious voice, 
Obſcures the ſhow of cvill ? In Religion, - , 
Whatdamned error,but ſome ſober brow 

Will bleſle it, and approve it with atext, 

Hiding the groflaefſe with faire ornament: 


' 1There isno vice ſo fimple,bur aſſumes 


Some marke of vertue on his outward parts; 


4 
ae... At 


Rephe yeplie, 


2 


— 


— 


How many cowards,whoſe hearts areall as falſe 
As ſtayres of ſand, weare yet upon their chins 


| The beards of Hercwutesand frowning Mars? 


Whoiaward ſearcht,havelyvers white as milke, 
And theſe allume bur valors excrement, 
To render them redoubted. Looke on beauty, 


| And you ſhallſee 'tis purchaſt by the weight, 


Which therin workesa miracle in nature, 
Making them lighteſt that weare moſt of it: 
So arc thole criiped ſnakie golden locks 


Which makes ſuch wanton gambols with the winde 


Vpon ſuppoſed fairenefſe, often knowne 

Tobe the dowrie of afecond head; 

The fcull that bred them in the Sepulcher. 

Thus ornament 1s but the guiided ſhore 

To a molt dangerous ſea : the beautious ſcarfe 
Vailing an Indian beauty; Ina word, 

The ſeeming truth which cunning times pur on 
Toantrap the wiſeſt.Therefore thou gaudy gold, 
Hard food for Aida, I will none of thee, 

Nor none of thee thou pale and common drudge 
'Tweene man and man:but thou,thou meager lead 
Whichrather threatneſt than doſt promiſe, onghr, 


| Thy palcneſſe moves me more than eloquence, 


And here chooſe T,joy be the conſequence. 
Por. How all the other paſſions fleerto ayre, ' 
As doudtfull thoughts, and raſh imbrac'd deſpaire: 


| And ſhuddring feare,and greene-eyed jealoufic. 


O lovebe moderate, allay thy extafie, 
In meaſure raine thy joy,ſcant this exceſle, 
I feele too much thy bleſſing, make it lefle, 
For fearc I ſurfeit, 

ZBaſ. W hat finde I here? 
Faire Portias counterfeit. W hat demie god 
Hath come ſo neere creation? move theſe cies? 
Or whether riding on the balsof minc 


| Seeme they in motion? Hereare ſever'd lips 


Parted with ſuger breath,ſo ſweet a barre 

Should ſunder ſuch ſweer friends: here in her haircs 
The Painter plaies the Spider and hath woven 

A golden meſh t'intrap the hearts of men 

Faſter then gnats in cobwebs:but her eyes, 

How could heſce ro dothem ? having made one, 
Methinkes it ſhould have power to ſteale both his 
Andleave it ſelfe vnfurniſht:Yet looke how farre 


The ſubſtance of my praiſe doth wrong this ſhadow 


In vnderpriſing it, to farre this ſhadow 


Dothlimpe behinde the ſubſtance. Here's the ſcroule, 


The continent,and ſummary of my fortune. 


You that chooſe not by the view, 
Chance as faire, and chooſe as true, 
Since this fortune fals to you, 
Be content,aud ſecke no new, 
If you be well pleaſed with this, 
e-7nd bold your fortune for your bliſſe, 
Turne you where your Lady is, 
e-Tnd clame her with a lovingkiſſe. 


Bafſ. A gentle ſcroule;Faire Lady,by your leave, 


' Tcome by note to give, and toreceive; 
Like one of two contending in aprize 


That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes: 
Hearing applauſe and univerſall ſhout, 

Giddy in ſpirit, ſtill gazing in a doubt 
Whether thoſe peales of praiſe be his or no. 


—_— 
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So thrice faire Lady ſtand I even ſo, ; 
As doubtfull whether what I ſee bc true,. 
| Yntill confirm'd, fign'd, ratified by you. 

Por. You ſee my Lord Baſſiano where I ſtand, 
Such as I am;though for my {elfe alone 
1 would not be ambitious in my wiſh, 

To wiſh my ſelfe much better,yet for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times my lelte, 
Athouſand times more faire,ten thouſand times 
More rich,that to ſtand hivhin your account, 

I mighr it yertucs,beauties,livings,friends, 
Exceed account:but the full ſumme of me 

Is ſum of nothing:which to terme in groſle, 
Isan vnleſſoned girle, vnſchool'd,vnpraftiz'd, 
Haypy in this,ſhe is not yer ſo old 

But ſhe maylearne: happier then in this 

Shee is not bred ſo dull but ſhe can learne; 
Happieſt of all,is that her gentle ſpirit 

Commits it ſelfe to yours ro be direted, 

As from her Lord, her Governour, her King» 

My ſelfe,and what is mine,to you and yours 

Is now converted. But now I was theLord 

Of this faire manſion, maiſter of my ſervants, 
Queene ore my ſeife: and even now,but now- 
This houſe, theſe ſervants, and this ſame my ſelte 
Are yours,my Lord, I give them with this ring, 
Which when you part from,looſe,or give away, 
Let itpreſage the ruine of your love, 

And be my vantage to exclaime on you. 

Baſ. Maddam,you have bereft me of all words, 
Onely my bloud ſpeakes to you in my veines, 
And there is ſuch confuſion 1n my powers, 
Asaftcr ſome oration fairely ſpoke 
By abeloved Prince,there doth appeare 
Among the buzzing pleaſed mulytude, 

Where every iomething being blent together, 
Turnes to a iwilde of nothing,fave of joy | 
Expreſt, and not expreſt:but when this ring 
Parts from this ftinger,then parts life from hence, 
0 then be bold to ſay Beſſario's dead. 

Ner. My Lord and Lady, it-is now our time 
That have ſtood by and ſ{ecne our wiſhes proſper, 
To cry good joy,good joy my Lord and Lady. 

Gra. My Lord Zaſſanw, and my gentle Lady, 

I wiſh you all the joy that you can wiſh; 
For Iam ſure you can with none from mez 
And when your Honours meane to {olemnize 
The bargaine of your faith:I do beleech you 
Even at that time I may be married too. 
Baſ. With all my heart,ſo thou canſt get a wife. 


— 


My eyes my Lord can looke as ſwift as yours: 
You ſawthe miſtres,I beheld the maid: 
Youloy'd,I lov'd for intermiſſion, 

No more pertaines tome my Lord than you; 
Yeur fortune ſtoed upon the caskets there, 
Andſodid mine too, as the matter falls: 

For wooing heete vatill I \wet againe, 

And {wearing till my very rough was dry 


, With oathes of love,at laſt,if promiſe laft, 


I got a promiſe of this faire one heere 

To have her love: provided that your fortune 
Atchicy'd her miſtreſſe. | 

Por. Is thistrue Nerriſs, 

Ner. Madam it is ſo,ſo you ſtard pleas'd withall, 
Saf. And do you Gratiano meanc good faith? 


Pp I 


_—— ll. 


Gra. I thanke your Lord({hip,you baue got me one. 


_— 


.. 


Iſſuing life blood. But 1s 1t true Salers, 


Gra. Yes faith my Lord. 


riage. 


_—_—_ 


Ea. Our feaſt ſhall be much honored in your mar- 


Gri, Wedele play with them the firſt boy for a thou- 


ſand ducats. 
Ner. \W hat and ſtake downe? 


Gre. No, we ſhall re're win at that ſport,and ſtake 


downe. 


But who comes hcere? Lorenzo and biSTnkdell? 
VV hat and m y old Venetian friend Salers? 


Enter Lorenz.9,leſſica, and Salerio. 


Baf. Lorenzo and Sakrio, welcome hither, 
If that the youth of my new intereſt heere 
Have power to bid you welcome: by your leave 
I bid my very friends and Countrimen 
Sweet Portia welcome. 
Por, So do 1 my Lord,they are intirely welcome. 
Lor.1 thanke your honor; for my part my Lord, 
My purpoſe was not to have ſecne you heere, 
Bur meeting with Salerio by the way, 
Hz did intreate mee palt a!] ſaying nay 
Tocome with him along. 
Sal. Ididmy Lord, 
And have reaſon for it, Signior eAmthonio 
Commends him to you. 
Baſ. Ere I ope his Letter 
I pray youtell me how my good friend doth. 
Sal. Not ficke my Lord,vnleſle it be in minde, 
Nor well, vnlefle in minde:his Letter there 
Will ſhew you his eſtate. 


Opens the Letter, 


Gra. Nerriſa, cheere yond ſtranger,bid her welcome, 


Your hand Salcrio, what's the newes from Venice? 
How doth that royall Merchant good «Anthowo; 

I know he will be glad of our ſaccefle, 

We are the [aſons, we have won the fleece. 


Sal. I would you had won the flecce that he hath loſt. 
Por. There are ſome ſhrewd contents in yond ſame 


Paper, 
That ſteales the colour from Buſſiangs cheeke, 
Some deere fricrid dead, elſe nothing in the world 
Could turne ſo mich the conſtitution 
Ofany conſtant man.” What,worſe and worſe? 
With leave Baſſariol am halfe your ſclfe, 
And mult freely have the halfe of any thing 
That this ſame paper brings you. 

Baſ. O ſweet Portia, - 
Heere are a few of the vnpleaſant'ſt words 
That ever blotted paper. Gentle Lady 
When I did firſt impart my love to you, 
I freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veines : I wasa Gentleman, 
And thenT told you true:and yet deere Lady, 
Rating my ſelfe at nothing,you ſhall ſee 
How much I wasa Braggart,when I told you 
My ſtate was nothing, I ſhould then have told you 
That I was worſe than nothing: for indeede 
I have ingag'd my ſelfe to a deere friend, 
Ingag'd my friend tohis meerc enemy 
To.feede my meanes: Heere isa Letter Lady, 
The paper as the body of my friend, 
And every word in ita gaping wound 
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From Tripolis,from Mexico and England, 
,and India, 
And not one veſſell {cape the dreadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marring rocks? 

Sal. Not one my Lord. $ 
Beſides,it ſhould appeare, that if he had 
The preſent mongy to diſcharge the Iew, 

He woald-not taKt it:never did I know 

A creaturethar did beare the ſhape of man 

'So keene and greedy to confound a man» 

He plyes the Duke at morning and at night, 
And doth impeach the freedome of the tate 
If they deny him juſtice. Twenty Merchants, 
The Duke hiniſelfe, and the Magnificoes 

Of greateſt port bave all perſwaded with him, 
But none can drive him from the envyous plea 
Of forfeiture,of juſtice,and his bond. 

Ief. When I was with him,T have heard him (wears 
To Twball and to (bs, his Countri-men, , - 
That he would rather have Azthonio's fleſh, 

Then twenty times the value of the ſumme 

That he did owe him:and I know my Lord, 

Iflaw, authority, and power deny not, 

It will go hard with poore Anthonso. 
Por. Is it your deere friend that is thus in trouble? 
Baſ. The deereſt friend to methe kindeſt man, 


|. Thebeſt condition'daand vnwearied ſpirit 


In doing curtefics : and one in whom 
The ancient Romance honour more appeares 
Then any that drawes breath in Icaly. 
Por. What ſumme owes he the ley? 
Baſe. For me three thouſand ducats. 
Por. What, no more? _ 
Pay him fixethouſand,and deface the bond: 
-Double fixe thouſand, and then treble that, 
Before a friend of this deſcription 
Shall loſe a haire through my Zaſſ@o's fault, 
Firſt go with me to Church, andcall me wife 
| Andthenaway to Venice to your friend: 
For never fhall you lic by Porrias ſide 
Withan vriquict ſoule. You ſhall have gold 
To pay the debt twenty times over. 
When itis payd,bring your truefriend along, 
My maid NX erv5ſſa, and my ſelfe meane time 
Will live as maids and widdowes;come away, 
For you ſhall hence upon your wedding day: 
| Bid your friends welcome,ſhow a merry cheere, 
Since you are deere bought, I will love you deere. 
But let me heare theletter of your fricud. 


| Sweet Baſſanio, my ſtipt have all niſcarried,ywy Credi- 


fors cruellny eftate # very low, my bond tothe lewis for-. 
friend fe in paying 6t,jt 6s impoſſible 1 frond live, all debrs 


arecleerd 
netwithit anding ſe your pleaſare, 
you 10 come,let not my letter. 


Per. O love/diſpatch all buſines and be gone. 
'| Baſ. Since I have your goodleave to go away, 
| I will make haſt; bur till I come againe, 
No bed ſhall ere be guilty of my ſtay, 
Nor reſt be interpoſer twixt us twaine. 
Enter the Tew,and Solanio, and Authenis, 
' _ andthe Iajior., _ 
Tem. Taylor,looketo him, tell not mc of mercy, 


betweeneyon and 1 , if I might ſes you as my death: 
a kande Ger wor 


Exennt. 


—_— 
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This isthe foole that lends out money gratis. 
Iaylor, looke to him. 

eAzt. Hcare me yet good Shylok, 

Jew. Ile have my bond, ſpeake not againit my bond, 
I have ſwornean oath that I will have my bond: 
Thou call'dſt me dog before thou hadft a cauſe, 
Burt ſince 1 am adog, beware my phangs, 
The Duke ſhall grant me juſtice: | do wonder 
Thou naughty Iaylor,that thou art ſo fond 
Tocome abroad with him at his requeſt. 

Ant. I pray thee heare me ſpeake. 

lew, Ic have my bond,I will not hearethee ſpeake; 
Ile have my bond, and therefere ſpeake no more. 
Ile not be made a ſoft and dull-ey'd foole, 
Ta ſhake the head,relent,and ſigh, and yecld 
ToChriſtian interceſſors: follow not, 
le have no ſpeaking, I will have my bond. 


Exit Iew, 
Se. It is the moſt impenetrable curre | 


That ever kept with men. 


Ant. Let him alone, 


[1 


Ile follow him no more with bootleſle prayers: 
Heſeekes my life, his reaſon well I know; 

I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures 

Many that have at times made mone tome, 
Therefore he hates me. 


Sel. Tam ſure the Duke will never grant this forfei- 


ture to hold. 


An, The Duke cannot deny the courſe of law; 


For the commodity that ſtrangers have 

With us in Venice,if it be denied, 

Will much impeach the juſtice of the State, 

Since that the rrade and profit of the citty 

Conſiſtcth of all Nations. Thercfore go, 

Theſe greefes and loſſes have ſobated mee; 

That I ſhall hardly ſparea pound of fleſh 

To morrow,to my bloudy Creditor. 

Well Iaytor,on, pray God Baſſavio come 
To ſee mepay his debt, and then I carenot- 


Ext. 


Enter Portia, Nerriſſa, Lorenz0,leſſica, and a man of 
Portias. 


Lor. Madam, although 1 ſpeake it in you preſence. 


You have a noble and a true conceit 

Of gad-like amity, which appeares moſt ſtrongly 
In bearing thus the abſence of your Lord. 

But if you knew to whom you ſhew this honour, 
How truea Gentleman you ſend relecfe, 

How deerea lover of my Lord your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the worke 
Then cuſtomary' bounty canenforce you. 


Por. I never did repent for doing good, 


Nor ſhall notnow :for in companions 

That do converſe and waſte the time together, 
W hoſe ſoulesdo beare an egal yoke of love, 
There muſt be needs a like proportion 

Of lyniaments,of manners andof ſpirit, 
Which makes methinke that this anihorro 
Being the boſomelover of my Lord, 

Maſt needs be like my Lord. If it be ſo, 

How little is the coſt I have beſtowed 

In purchaſing the ſemblance of my ſoule, 
From out the ſtate of helliſh cruelty. 

This comes too neere the praiſing of my ſelfe,” 
Therefore no more of it:heere other things 
Lorenzo I commit into your hands, 
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UMI' 


To livein prayer and contemplation, 


| Onely attended by Nerrsſſa neerc, 


Vntill her husband and my Lords returac: 


| There is a monaſtery to) miles off, 
' And there we will abi« -. I do gelire you 


Not to denie this impoſition, 
The which my love and ſome neceſlity 
Now layes upon you--- 
Loy. Madame, with all my heart, 
I ſhall obey you in all faire commands. 
Por, My people doaircady know my minde, 
And will acknowledge you and /efſics 
In place of Lord Paſen ani my feife. 
So fare you well till we {all mecte againe. 

Lor. Faire thovJucs & happy houres attend on youz 

/ef. T with your Ladithip all hearts content. 

Por. I thanks you for vour with,and ain well pleas'd 
To with it backe on you;taryouweil lefica. 
Now Balthazar,as I have ever found thee honelt true, 
Solet me finde thee ſtill: rat.c this tame letter, 
| Anduſe thouall the indcavor of a man, 

In ſpeed to Mantua, ſcethou render this 
Into my coſins hand, Door Bellario, 

And looke what notes and garments he doth give thee, 
| Bring them t pray thee with imagin'd ſpeed 
VYnto the Trane, to the common Ferric 
| Whichtrades to Venice; walt no time in words, 
But get hee gone, I ſhall be there before thee. 
| Bal. Madam, I go with all convenient ſpecd- 

Po. Come on Nerriſſa, I have worke in hand 
That you yet know nor of; wer ll fee our husbands 
Batore they thinke of us? 

Ner. Shal they ſee us? 

Por. They ſhall Nerriſſa : but in ſach a habit, 
That they ſhall thinke we are accompliſhed 
With that we lacke; lc hold thee any wager 
When we are both accoutered like yong men, 
Ile prove the pretticr fellow of the two, 
Andweare my daggcr with the braver grace, 
| And ſpeake betweene the change of man and boy, 

With a reede voyce,and turge rwo iinkiug fteps 
Into a manly ſtride;and {pcake of trayes 
Likea fine bragging youth:and tell quaint Iyes 
How honourable Ladies ſoug ht my love, 
Which 1 denying,they fell ticke and diced, 
I could not do withali:thcn Ie repent, 
And wiſh for all that,that I had not I'd them; 
And twenty of theſe puny lies ile tell 
That men ſhall ſ\weare 1 have ditcontinued {choole 
Abovea twelve moneth:! have within my minde 
A thouſand raw tricks 0: theie bragging lacks, 
WhichlI will pra Riſe. 

Ner, Why. . ſhall wee turne to men? 
Per, Fic, what a qucitions that, 

If thou wert nerc a lewd interpreter? 
But come, Ile tell thee ail my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which ſtayes for us 
- Atthe Parke gate; and therefore haſte away, 
For we muit mcaſure twenty miles to days —Ecvepnt. 
Enter Clowne and Ieſſica. 


Clowne. Yes truly ; for looke you;the ſinnes of the Fa. 


—  ———— 


Exeunt.- 


T he «Merchant of Venice. 


' The husbandry and mannage of my.houle, 
| Vntillmy Lords returne;fer mine owne part 
I have toward heaven breath'd a fecret vow; 


{ you not,that you arc not the Ices daughter. 


' Moores with childe by you Lanacelet. 


157 | 
ther are to be laid upon the children,therefore I promiſe 
you, I feare you, 1 was alwaies plaine with you; and ſo 
now I ſpeake my agitation of thematter:therefore be of 
good checre,for truly I thinke youare damn'd , there is 
bur on= hope in it that car, do you any good , and thatis 
but a kinde of baſtard hope neither. | 

te. And what hope is that I pray thee? 

C ow. Marry you may partly hope that your father got 


le/. That were a kind? of baſtard hope indeed , ſothe 

fins of my mother ſhould be vifited upon me. | 

C/aw. Truly then I feare you are damned both by fa- 
ther and mother , thus whenlI ſhun Sala your father, I 
tali into Charibais your mpther ; well, you are gone both 
Wales. 

Jef. i ſhailbe fav'd by my husband, he hath made me a 
Chrittian. 

C tow. Truly the moreto blame he , we were Chriſti- 
ans enow before, &neas many as could vwell live one by 
another:this making of Chriſtians will raiſethe price of 
Hogs; if wee? grow all tobe porke-caters , wee ſhallnot 
ſhortly have a rather on the coales for money. | 


Enter Lorren&o. 


tef. Ile te!] my hnsband Lavceler what you ſay, heere he 
COmesc. oP 
Lor.T ſhall grow jealous of you ſhortly Lancelet,if you 
thus get iny wife intocorners? 
/eſ. Nay, you need not feare us Lorenzo, Lancelet and 
I are out, he tel!s me flatly there is no me: cy for mee in 
heaven,ccaute I am a Tewcsdaughter:and hee 1ates you 
areno go2d member of the common wealth, forin con» 
verting Tees to Chriſtians, you raite the price of Pork. 
Zo7. | ſhaiianſ\verethat better tothe Commonwealth 
than 3 ou can the gerting up of the Negroes belly : the 


n— 
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Cow. It is muchthat the Moore ſhould be more then 
reaſon: but it ſhe belefſethen an honeſt woman, the is in- 
deed more then I tooke her tor. 

Lor. How every foole can play upon the word,I think 
the beſt grace of witte will ſhortly rurne into filence,and 
diſcourte grow commendable in none.onely but Parrats: 
g0 11 firra,bid them prepare for dinner? 

Cſow. That is done fir, they have all ſtomacks? 

Lor. Goodly Lord, what a wi:te-ſnapper are you,then 
bid them prepare dinner, | 
Ctow. That is done too fir, onely cover is the word. 

Loy. Will you cover thai fir? 

Clow. Not ſo fir neither, 1 know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occaſion , wilt thou 
ſhew the whole weaith of thy wit in an inſtant ; I pray 
thee vnderſtand a plaine man 1n his plaine meaning : goe 
to tity fcllowes, bid them cover the table , icrve 1n rhe 
meat, and we will come jn to dinuer » | ' 

{ tow. For the table fir, it ſhall be ſer'd in, for the meat 
fir,it ſhall be covered,for your comming in to dinner fir, 
why let it beas humors and conceits ſhall governes | 

Exit ( towne. 

Lor. O deare diſcretion, how his words are ſuted, | 
The foole hath planted in his memory 
An Army of good words, and 1 do know 
A many fooles that ſtand in better place, 
Garniſht like him, that for a trickfie word 
Defic the matter: how cheer'it thou /cſſica, 
And now good ſweet ſay thy opinion, 


Now 


ts 


- 
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Thee Merehant of Dine, 


| Howedoſt thou like the Lord Beſſiave's wife? 


' {ef: Paſt all expceſſingiit is very meete 
The Lord Faſſianis livean upright life 
For having ſuch ableſſing in his Lady, 
He findes the joyes of heaven heere on earth, 
And if on carth he do not meane 1t,it 
Is reaſon he ſhould never come to heaven? 
Why, if two gods ſhould play ſome heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Fertia one:there mult be ſomething elſe 
Paund with the other,for the poore rude world 
Hath not her fellow. - | 
Le. Even ſuch a husband 

Haſt thou of me, as ſhe is fora wife. 

ef: Nay, but aske my opiniontoo of that? 

Loy. I will anone,firſt lct/us go todinner? 

Teſ: Nay, let me praiſe you whileI have a ſtomacke? 

Lor. No pray thee,lct it ſerue for table talke, 
Then how ſom ere thou ſpeakſt 'mong other things, 
I ſhall digeſt it? 


leſ: Well, Ile ſet you forth. Exenm. 


eAftus Quartus. 


LO 


Enter the Duk:the Magnificees, Anthonio,Baſſawio, 
and Gratiano | 


Dxuks. W hat, is eAnthonis heere? 
ent. Ready,ſo pleaſe your grace? 
Ds. I am ſorry tor thee,thou art come to anſwere 
A ſtony adverſary, an inhumane wretch, 
Vncapable of pitty,voyd, and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 
Ant. I have heard 
Your grace hath tane great paines to qualific 
His rigorous courſe: but ſince he ſtands obduratc, 
And that no lawfullmeanes can carry me 
Out of hiscnvies reach,I do oppoſe 
My patience to his fury,and am arm'd 
Toſuffer with aquictnefle of ſpirit, 
The very'tiranny and rage of his. 
Dx. Go oneand call the Iew into the Court. 
$4, He is ready at the dooreghe comes my Lord. 


Snter Shylacke. 

Ds. Make roome;,and let him ſtand before our face. 
Sbybcke,the world thinkes, and I thinke fo too 
That thou bur leadſt this faſhionof thy mallice 
To the laſt houre of act, and then 'tis thought 
Thou'lt ſhew thy mercy and remerſe more ſtrange, 
Than is thy ſtrange apparant cruelty, 

And where thou now cxa&t'ſt the penalty, 

W hich is a poundof this poore Merchants fleſh, 
Thou'wilt not onely looſe the forfeiture, 

Bur touch'd with humane gentleneſſeand love, 
Forgive a moyty of the principall, 

Glancing an eie of pitty on his loſſes 


| That have of iate ſo hudled on his backe, 


Enow to preſfica royalf Merchant downe; 

And plucke commiſcration of his ſtate 

From braſſic boſomes,and rough hearts of flinr, 
From {tubborne Turkes and Tarters never traind 


| 


—_— 

To offices of tender curteſie, 
Weall expe agentle anſwer lew? 

lev. I have poſleit your grace of whatT purpoſc, 
And by our holy Sabbath have I ſworne 
To have the due and forteit ofmy bond. 
If you deny itykt the danger light | 
Vpon your Charter,and your Citiesfreedome, 
You'l aske me why I rather chooſe to have 
A weight of carrion fleſh, then to receive 
Threethouſand Ducats ? Ile not anſwer that: 
But lay it is my humor ; Is it anſwered? 
W hat if my houſe be troubled with a Rat, 
AndI be pleas'd to give ten thouſand Ducates 
To have it bain'd? What,are you anſwer'd yet? 
Some men therearelove not a gaping Pigge: 
Some that are madde,if they behold a Car: 


' And others, when the bag-pipe ſings ith noſe, 


Cannot containe their Vrine for affection, 
Maiſters of paſſion ſwayes it to the moode 
Of what it likes or loaths,now for your anſwer: 
As there is nu firme reaſon to be rendred 
Why he cannot abide a gaping Pigge? 
W hy he a harmleſſe necefiary Cat? 
"_ he a woollen bag-pipe:bur of force 
Muſt yeeld to ſuch jnvieale ſhame, 
As to offend himſzlfe being offended: 
Socan I givenoreaſon, nor I will not, 
More then a lodg'd hate, anda certaine loathing 
I beare Ambons,that I follow thus 
Alooſing ſuite againſt him? Are you anſwered? 
Baf. This is no anſwer thou vnfeceling man, 
To excule the currant of thy cruelty. 
Jew. I am not bound topleaſe thee with my anſwer. 
Baſe Do all men Kkil the thing they do not love? 
Jew. Hates an y man the thing he would not kill? 
Baſ. Every offence is nota hate at firſt. 
few. What wouldft thou have a Serpent ſting ther 
twice? 
e-M'nt. I pray you thinke you queſtion with the. Iew; 
You may as well go ſtand upon the beach, 
And bid the maine flood bate his viuall height, 
Or evenas well vſe queſtion withthe Wolfe, 
The Ewe bleate for the Lambe : when you behold, 
You.may as well forbid the Mountaine Pines 
To wagge their high tops,and tomake nonoiſe 
When they are fretted withthe guſts of heaven: 
You may as well do any thing moſt hard, | 
As ſeeketo ſoften that,than which what harder? 
His Iewiſh heart. ThereforcI do beſeech you 
Make no more offers,vie no farther meanes, 
Bur with all briefe and plaine conveniency 
Let me have judgement, and the Tew his will. 
Baſ. For thy three thouſand Ducates heere is ſix» 
lew. If every Ducat in fſixe thouſand Ducates 
Were in ſixe parts, and every part a Ducate, 
I would not draw them, I would have my bond? 
D#. How ſhalt thou hope for mercy,rendring none? 
lew. What judgement fall dread doing no wrong? 
You _ among you many a purchaſt flaue, 
W hich like you Aﬀes,and your Dogs and Mulcs, 
You vic inabje& and inſlaviſh part, 
Becauſe your bought them. Shall I ſay to you, 
Let them be free,marry them to your heires? . 
Why ſweate they under burthens?Let their beds 
Be made as ſoft as yours: and let their pallats 


Be ſcaſon'd with ſuch Viands : you will anſwer 
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Th flaves are ours. So dol anſwer you- 
The pound of fleſh which Idemand of him 


| Is deerely bought, *tis mine,and I will have its 
| If you deny me; fe upon your Law, 


There isno force in thedecrees of Venice; 

1 and for judgement,anſwer,Shall I have 1t? 

Ds. Vpon my power I may diſiniſſe this Court, 
Vnleſle Bellario a learned Doctor, ; 

Whom I have ſent for to determine this, 

Come heere to day ; 

$4. My Lord,heere {tayes without 


| A Meſſenger with Letters from the Doctor, 


New come from Padua. 
Ds. Bring us the Letters, Call the Meſſengers- 
Baſ. Good. cheere Anthonio. W hat man , corage yet: 
The lew ſhall have my fleſh, blood,bones,and all, 
Ere thou ſhalt looſe for me one drop of blood. 
Ant. | am a tainted Weather of the flocke, 
Mecteſt for death, the weakeſt kinde of fruite 
Drops carlielt to the ground, ſo letme; 
You cannot better be employ'd Baſſario, 
Then to live till, and write mine Epitaph, 


| Enter Nerriſſe 
| D«.Cameyou from Padua trom Bellario? 


Ner, From both. 
{ My Lord Belario greets your Grace. 
Baſ: Why doſt thou whet thy knife ſo carneſtly? 
lew. To cut the forfeiture from that bankront there. 
Gra, Not on thy ſoale : but on thy foule harſh Iew . 
Thou mak'ft thy knife keene : but no metrall can, 
No, not the hangmans Axe beare halfe the keepneſſe 
Of thy ſharpe enuy. Can no prayers pierce thee? 
tw, No,none that thouhoaſt wit enough to make, 
Gra. O be thou damn'd,inexecrable dogge, 
And for thy life let juſtice beaccusd: 
Thou almoſt mak'ſt me waver in my faithz 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That ſoules of animals infuſethemſclves - 
Into the trunkes of men. Thy curtiſh ſpirit 
Govern'd a Wolfe, who hang'd for humane ſlaughter, 
Even from the galiowes did his fell foule fleet; 
And whil'ſt thou layeſt in thy unhallowed dam, 
Infus'd it ſelfe in thee : For thy deſires 
Are Wolviſh,blaody,terv*d,and ravenous. 
Tew. Till thou canſt raile the ſeaie from off my bond 
Thou but offend'it thy Lungs to {pale ſoloud: 
| Repaire thy wit ns youth,or it will fall 
To endlefſe ruine. I ſtand heere for Law. 
Ds, This Letter from Bellariodoth commend 
A yong and Learned Doftor in our Court; 
Where is he? 
Ner. He attendcth heere hard by 
To know your an{wer,wherher you'l admit him. 
De. With all my heart. Somethree or tour of you 
Go give him curteous condudt to this place, 
Meane time the Court ſhall heare Bellaroes Letter. 


| yo Grace ſpall underſtand, that at the receite of your Let- 


ter ] amwvery ſicke : but in the inſtant that your meſſcnger 


came , in loving viſitation , was with me « young Dottor of 
| Rome , bis nameis Balthaſar : [ acquainted bins with the cauſe 


5 Controverſie, betweene the lew and Anthonio the Mer- 


with my opinion, which bettred with his owne learning tht great- 
neſſe whereef 1 cannot enough commend, comes with hins at my 


Arai 


| chant: We turn dore many Borkes together ; bee 5s furniſhed. 


| 


| On forteit of my hands, my. head,my heart: 


| 'Twill be recorded for a Preſident, |. - ; ..... 


| * yporranity, 10 fill up your Graces rejueſt is my fioad. Teſeech | 


you, let his lacks of years be no impediment to let: him lacke @ 
reverend eftimaroy: for | never knewe ſo youg 4 body with ſo 
old a bead. I leave hin to your gracious acceptance whoſe trial 
ſhall betrey pabliſh br | 


Emer Portia for Bal bazar, 


-D#. You heare the learn'd Bellario what he writes, 

And heere( I take it)is the Doctor come. 

Give me your hand : Came you from old Bellerio? | 
Por. I did my Lord. 
Ds. You are welcome:take your place; 

Are you acquainted with the difference 

That holds this preſent queition inthe Court. 
For. Iam enformed throughly of the cauſe. | 

W hich 15 the Merchant heere?and which the Iew? | 
Dx. Anthonio and oid Sbylocke,both ſtand forth. 


Por. Is your name Shylocke. | 


few. Shylecke is my name. 

Por. Of a ſtrange nature is the ſute you follow, 
Yet inſuch rule, that the Venetian Law | 
Cannor impugne youas you do proceed. . 

You ſtand within his danger,do younor? 

e-4 nt. I, ſo hefayes. 

Po. Doyou contefle the bend? 

An. I do. 

Por. Then muſt the Iew be mercifull. | 

Jew. On whar compulſion muſt I? Tell me thate.. 

Por. Thequality of mercy is not ſtrain'd, 

It droppeth as the gentle raine from heaven 
Vpon theplace beneath: It is twice bleſt, 

It bleſſeth him that gives,and him that takes, 

'Tis mighticlt in the mightieſt, it becomes 

The throned Monarch better then his Crownes 
His Scepter ſhewes the force of temporall power, 
The attribute to awe and Majeſty, | 
W herein doth fitthe dread and feare 6f Kings: 
But mercy is aboue this ſceptred ſway, 

It 1s eathroned inthe hearts of Kings, 

It ts an attribute to God himſelfe; 

And earthly power doth then ſhew likeft Gods 
W hen mercy ſcaſons Iuſtice. Therefore lew, 
Though luitice be thy plea, conſider this @- 
That in the courſe of Inſtice, none of us - | 
Should ſee ſalvation:we do pray for mercy, 
And that ſame prayer,doth teach us all torender 
The deeds of mercy. 1 have ſpoke thus much | 
To mitttgate the juſtice of thy plea: | | 
Which if thou follow, this trict courſe of Venice 

Muſt needes give ſentence gainſt the Merchant there. 

Shy. My deeds upon my head,I crave the Law, - ** | 
The penalty and forfeite-of my bond. | 

Por. Is henotable to diſcharge the money?  - 

Baſe Yes,heere I tender it for hin inthe Court, 
Yea,rwice the ſummezif that will notſurice, 

I will bebound to pay le ten times ore, 


Ifchis will not ſwihiceit muſt appeare.. !,*- | | 1111] 142 

That malice beares downe truth. And1 beſeech you.;: | 

Wreſt once the Law to.your authority. os Þ 

Toda a great right, doa fittle wrong-  ; -.. 

And curve this ccuell divell of his will. - -; EEG 
Por. It muſt notbe,there is no powet in Venice 

Can alter a decree eſtabliſhed: EE gy 
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5 | Thee Merchant of Uenice. 


And trany ancrror by the Gameerampl aple; 
Will ruſhiinto the ſtate:It cannot be. 


: . few. A Daniel cometo judgement,yea a Dariel. 


O wile young Indge;how do Lhonourthee. 
Por. I pray you let me lookeuponthe bond. 
Tew. Heere *tis moſt reverend Dofor, heere it is. 


Por. Shylocke, there's thrice thy mony offered thee. 


Shy. Ar oath,an oath, I have an oath in heaven: 
Shall Hay perjury upon my ſoule? : 
No not for Venice. + - | 

Por. Why this bond is forfeit, / 

And lawfully by this the lew may. claiate 

j A pound of fleſh, tobe by him cut off-: 

Necreſt the Merchants heart ; be:mercifull, 

Take thrice thy money, bid me tcare the bond. 
ew. When it is paid according to the tenure. 

| It dothappeareyou area worthy-Iudge: 

You know the Law, your expoſition 
Hath beene moſt ſound. I charge youby the Law, 
W hereof you are a well-deſerving pillar, 
Proccede to judgement : By my ſoule I ſweare, 
There is nopower in'the tongue of man 
Toalter me:I ſtay heere on my bond- 

en. Moſt heartilyIdo beſeech the Court 
To givethe judgement. © 

Per. Why thenthus it is: 
You muft prepare your boſome for his knife. 

few. O noble kudge, O excellent yong man. 
 PorFEor the tritertand purpoſe of the Law 
Hath full relett6r7to che penalty, * 

Which heere-2ppeateth dueupon the bond. 
lew.'Tis very tiretO wile and tipright ludge, 
How muchtnoretlder-artthouthen thy lookes? 

Por. Thereforelay bare your boſome. 
| Tew. I;his breft,” OO OO 
| So fayeFthe bond; doth it not noble Tudge? 

Neereſt his heart, thoſe areithe very words. - 


Por. It is © + Are thereballance heete to weigh the 


fleſh? «7 
ew. T have them ready. 


Por. Haveby ſome Surgeon Shylock on your charge 


{ To ſtop his wounds, leaſt heſhould bleede to death, 
tew. Itis not nominated in the bond? 
Por. Tt is not ſo expreſt:bur what of that?; 
| *Twere good yotrdoſo much for charity. 
Tew.1 cantiot finde-it, 'tis notin the bond. 
Por. Come Merchant, have youany thing to ſay? 
1 ent. But litle TI amarm'ed and well prepar* 
1] Give me your hand Baſſarze, fareyou well. 
{ GreevenottharT am falne to this for you; 

Fof keerein forturie ſhewes her ſelfe more kinde 
Then ichiscaſtome. It is ſtill her uſe | 
To let the wretchedmar ont-live his wealth, 

To view — _ A brow 
An age of poverty; From which lingring penance 
Of ſucha Lv: doth ſhe cat me off: 
Commend me to-your honourable Wife, 

Tell her the proceſſe of efnthonio's end; | 
Say how. lov yg :ſpeake me faire in death: 
"And'whea the tale is told, bid herbe judge, - 
Whether Bſſawehad not oncea Loves 
Repent not you that you ſhalt 60ſec your fricnd, 
And he repents not that he payes your-debr. | 

| For if the Tew:de/cutbut deepeenough, © * 
Tepay it inſtantly, withallmy heart. OY 

x _Baſ. Anthonio,Lam marriedto « wife, -- 


1 Which isas deereto me as life it ſelfe, 
| But life ic ſelfe,my wife and all the world, 


[Tc ſtay nolonger queſtion. 


Are not with me eſteem'd above thy life. 
I. would looſe all; I ſacrifice them all 


| Heere to this devill ; to deliveryou: 


Per. Your wife would give:you little thanksfor thae, 
If ſhe were by to heare you make the offer. 
Gre. I have awife whom I proteſtT love, 
I would ſhe were in heaven,{o ſhe could 
Intreat ſome power to change this curriſh Tews 
Ner. Tis well you offer it behinde her backe, | 
The wiſh would make elſe an vnquiet houſe. . 
ew. Theſe be the Chriſtian husbands:lhaveadaugh- 
Wouldany of the ſtocke of Barrabas 
Had beene her husband,rather thena Chriſtian. 
We trifletime, I pray theepurſue ſentence, 
Por. A pound of that ſame merchants fleſh is thine, 


The Court awards it;und the law doth give it. 


{ew. Moſt rightfull Indge. = 
Por. And you muſt Cut this fieſh from off his breaſt, 
The Law allowes it, and the Court awards it. 
. lew. Moſt learned TIudge,aſentence, come prepare; 
Fer. Tarry alittle, there 1s ſomething elle, 
This bond doth give thee heereno jot of bloud, 
Thewords expreſly are a pound of fleſh: 


| Then take thy bond,take thou thy pound of fleſh, 


Bur 1n the cutting itzif thou 'doſt thed 
One drop of Chriſtian bloud,thy lands and goods 
Aie by the Lawes of Venice confiſcate | 
Vntothe ſtate of Venice. 

Gra.'O tpright Iudge, 
Marke Tew, © learned Iudge. 

Shy. Isthatthe law? 

Por-Thy ſelfe ſhalt ſee the As 

For as thow urgclt juſtice, beaſſur'd 


| Thou ſhalt have juſtice more then thou defireſt. 


Gra. O learned Iudge,marke Iew,a learned Iudge, 
Tow. I take this offer then,pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Chriſtian g0. 
Baſ. Heere is the mony. 
For. Soft,the lew ſhall haveall juſtice,ſoft,nohaſte, 

He ſhall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gra, O Ilew, an upright Tudge, a learned Iudge. 
Por. Therefore prepare thee tocut off t he fleſh, 

Shed thou no bloud,nor cutthou lefle nor more 

But juſt a pound of fleſh : if thou tak'it more 

Or lefſethena juſt pound,be ir ſo much 

As makes itlight or heavy in the ſubſtance, 

Or the deviſion of the twentieth part 

Ofone poore ſcruple, nay if the ſcale do turne 

But inthe eſtimation of a hayre, 

Thou dieſt,and all thy goods are confiſcate, 

Gra. A ſecond Daniel, a Daniel lew, 

Now infidell I have thee on the hip. | 
Por. Why doth the Iew paule, take thy forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my principall,andlet me go. - 

B-{: 1 have it ready for thee, heere it 1s. 
Por. He hath refus'dit in the open Court, 


"He ſhall have meerly juſtice and his bond. 


Gra. A Danse{{till ſay I, a ſecond Damet, 


| T thanke thee Tew for teaching me that word. 
© * $hy. Shall T not have barely my principall? 


Por, Thou ſhalt have nothing but the forteiture, 


Tobe taken ſoat thy perill Jew. 
Shy. Why then the Devill give him good of it; 


Per. Tatr) | 
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Por, Tarry Iew, 
'TheLayw hath yertanother hold on you. 
Itis enated in the Lawes of Venice, 
| If it be proved againlt an Alien, 
' That by direct, or indirect attempts 
{ He ſecke the life of any Citizen, : 
| The party 'gainſt the which he dorh contrive, 
Shall ſeaze one halfe his goods,the ether halfe 
| Comes to the privy coffcr of the State, 
| And the offenders life lyes inthe mercy 
| Of the Duke onely, 'gainſt all other voyce. 
' In which predicamenr I ſay thou ſtand(t : 
For itappeares by manifelt procceding, 
That indirectly, and directly too 
Thou had contriv'd againſt the very life 
Of the defendant : and thou haſt incur'd 
Thedanger formerly by me rebearſt. 
Downe therctore, and beg mercy of the Duke. 
| Gra. Begthat thou mailt have leaveto hang thy ſelfe, 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the ſtate, 
Thou haſt not left the value of a cord, 
Thercforethou maſt be hang'd atthe ſtatescharge « 
Dwk, That thou ſhalc ſee the difference of our ſpirit, 
I pardonthee thy life before thou aske at : 
For halte thy wealth, it is Anthonto's, 
The other halfe comes to the generall ſtate, 
Which humbleneſſe may drive untoa fine, 
Por. I for the ſtate, not tor «-ntho»30. 
Sky. Nay, take my life andall, pardon not that, 
Youtake my houſe, when you doe takethe prop 
That doth faſtaine my houle : you take wy lite 
When you doe take the meanes whereby I live. 
Per, What mercy can yourender him Anthoxio? 
Gra, A halter Gratz, nothing elſe for Gods fake. 
Ant. So pleaſe my Lord the Duke, and all the Court 
| Toquite the fine for one halfe of his goods, 
4 Iamcoment : to he willlet me have 
1 The other halfe in uſe, to render it 
| Vpen his death, untothe Gentleman 
| Thatlately tole his daughter. 
| Two things provided more, that for this favour 
{ He preſentiy becomea Chriliian : 
'| The other, that he doe record a gift 
1 Heerein the Court of all he dyes poſſeſt 
| Vnto his ſonne Lorenzo, and his daughter. 
Dk. He ſhall doe this, or elſe I doe recant 
The pardon that [ late pronounced heere. 
Por, Art thou contented Iew 2 what doſt thou ſay ? 
Shy. Iam content, 
Por, Clarke, draw a deed of gift. 
Shy. 1 pray yougive me leave to goe 
I am not well, ſend che deed after me, 
AndI will figne it. 
Dauk, Get thee gone, but doe it. 
; Gra, Inchriſtning thou ſhalt have two godfathers, 
Had T beene judge, thau ſhouldit have had tenmore, 
Tobring thee to the gailowes, notto the font. Exit. 
Dak, Sir | intreat you with me home ro dinner. 
Por. I hamvly doe defire your Grace of pardon, 
I muſt away this nighc toward Padua, 
| And it is meete I preſently fer forth. 
D#k. I am ſorry that your leyſureſerves younot : 
Anthonio greatifie this gentleman, 
Forin my mind, you arc much bound to him. 
| | Exit Duke and bu traines 
Baſſ.Moſt worthy gentleman, I and my freind 


” 


from hence, 


ms 
EE —_ 


Your company atdimier, 


& 


—_— 


Have by your wiſedome beene this dayacquitted 
Of greevous penalties, inlicu whereof, 
Three thouſand Ducats due untothe Iew 
We freely cope your curteous paines withall, 
e-F#r. And (tand indebted over and above 
In love and ſervice to you evermore. 
Por, He is well paid that is well ſatisfied, 
And [ delivering you, am fatisficd, 
And therein doe account my ſelfe well paid, 
My mind was never yet more mercinary. 
Ipray you know me when we meete againe, 
I with you well, and ſo I take my leave. 
Bf]. Deare ſir, ot force I mult attempt you further, 
Take ſomeremembrance of us as atribue, 
Not as a fee : grant me two things, | pray you 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por, You preſſe me farre, and therefore I will yeeld, 
Give me your gloves, Lk weare ther for your ſake, 
And for your love lle take this ring from you, 

Doe not draw backe your hand, ile take no more, 
And you inlove ſhall noc deny merbis? 
Bafſ. This ring good fir, alas it is atrife, 
I will not ſhame my felfero give you this. 
Por. I will have nothing elſe but onely this, 
Andnow methinkes 1 havea mind to it. 
Baſ. There's morc depends on this then on the valew, 
he deareſt ring in Venice will I give you, 
And find it out by proclamation, 
Onely for this I pray you pardon me. 
Por. 1 lee fir you are liberall in offers, 
Youtaught me firſt tobeg, and now me thinkes 
Youteach me how a begger ſhould beanfwer'de 
Baſ. Good fir, this ring was given me by my wife, 
And when ſhe put it on, ſhe made me vow 
That I ſhouid neither ſell, nor give, nor loſe it. 
Por. That ſculc ſerves many mea to fave their gifts, 
Andif your wife be nor a mad woman, 


| I pray you ſhew my youth old Shy/ockes houſe. | 


And know bow well | havedeſery'd thisring, 

Shee would not hold out enemy tor ever 

For giving it to me : well, peace be with you, Exeuut. 

Ant. My Lord Baſſamo, let him have tne ring, 

Let his deſervings and my love withall 

Be valued again{t your wives commandement. 

Baſ. Goe Gratiano, run and over-tike him 

Give himthe ring, and bring bim it thou canſt 

Vnto Anthonios houſe, away, make haſte. =—Ex4t Crats. 

Come, you and 1 will thither preſently, 

And inthe morningearly will we both 

Flye toward Belmont, come Antionio, Exennt. 
Enter Portia, and Nerriſ[a. 

For. Enquire the Iewes houſe out, give 

And let him figne it; we'll away to night, 

And be a day before our husbands home : 

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 

Enter Gratiano. 

Gra. Faire fir, you are well ore-tane ; 

My L. Baſſanie upon more advice, 

Hath ſent you heere this ring,and doth 


him this deed, | 


intreat 


Por. Thatcannotbe ; 
His ring I doeaccept moſt thankefully, | 
And ſo | pray you tell him : furthermore, 


Grati. That will I doe. 
Ner. Sir, I would ſpeake 


- 


withyou: | 
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| Ileſceif Icanget my husbands ring | 
- Which 1 did make him ſweareto keepe for ever. 


Por. Thou maiſt I warrant,we ſhall have old ſwearing 


' Thar they did give therings away to men ; 


But weele out-facethem, and out-ſweare them too : 
Away, make haſte, thou know'ſt where I will tarry- 


Ner. Come good fir, will you ſhew me to this houſe. 
Exeunt, 


OA A Ir 


Adus Quintus. 
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' Enter Lorenzo and Ieſſice: 


'When the ſweet winde did gently kiffe the trees, 
And they did make no noylc, in ſuch a night 
Trois me thinkes mounted the Troian wall, 
And (igh'd his ſoule toward the Grecian tents 
Where Creſſed lay that night. 

Hef. Infuch anight. 
Did They fearetully vre-trip the dewe, 
And ſaw the Lyons ſhadow erc himſclte, 
And ranne diſnaycd away. 

Loren, In ſucha night 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand - 


' Vponthe wilde ſea bankes, and waft her Love 


To come againe to Carthage. - 
Zef. In ſech a night 
HMedea gathered the inchanted hearbs 
That lid renew old Eſon. 
- Lore», In ſucha nigh; 
Did /eſſica ſteale from the wealthy Iewe, 
And wich an Vathrift Love did runnefrom Venice, 
Asfarre as Belmont, 
teſ. Andiin ſuch a night. 
Did young Lorenzo ({weare he lov'd her well, | 
Stealing her ſoule with many vowes of faith, 
And ne':1e a true one. 
Loren. And in fucha night 
Did pretty /eſ/ica (iikealurtle ſhrow) 
Slander her Love, and he forgave it her. 
| Tef. T would out-night you did no body come : 
But harke, I hearethe tooting of a man. 


Emer Meſſenger. 
Lor. Who comes fo faſt in likence of the night ? 
 CHef. Afriend. 
Loren. A friend, what friend? your name I pray you 
| Meſ. Stephanois my-name,and I bring word 
My Miſtreffe will before the breake of da 
Be heereat Belmont, ſhe doth Rray about 
By boly crofſes where ſhe knecles and prayes 


] For happy wedlocke houres. 


Loren. Who comes with her ? 
Meſ: None buta holy Hermit and her maid : 
I pray you is my Maſter yet recurn'd ? 
Lorex. He is not, nor we have not heard from him, 
But go we in I pray thee Jeſſica, 
Andceremoniouſly let us prepare 
Some welcome for the Miſtreſſe ofthe houle. 


| Enter Clowne, 


Cls. Sola, ſola : wo ha ho, ſola, fola- 


his horne full of good newes, wy Maſter wiltbe here are 
morning \{weet love. 


And yetno matter : why ſhould we goc int. 
My friend Srepheno ſfignitie pray you "0 


Lor. The moone ſhines bright. 1n ſuch a night as this, 


| It they but heare perchance a trumpet ſound, 


(friend ? 


Ler:n, Who calls? | 

' (!e.Sola,did you ſee M-Lere»ze, and M.Lorenza,ſola, 
Ler. Leave hollowing man, here. | (folk, 
Clo. Sola, where, where ? 
Lor. Heere? I | | 
Cle. Tell him ther's a Poſt:come from my Maſter with 


Loren. Let's in, and there expe their comming- 


Within the houſe, your Miftreſſe isat hand, 

And bring your muſique forth into the ayre. /: 

How ſweet the moone-light leepes upon thisbanke, 
Heere will we ſit, and let the ſounds of Muſicke 
Creepe in our cares ; ſoft ſtjlnes, and the night 
Become the rutches of tweet harmony? 

Sit Jeſſica, looke how the floore of heaven 

Is thicke inlayed with patterns of bright gold, 
There's not the ſmalleſt orbe which thou bcholdit 
But in hismotion like an Angel] ſings, | 
Still quiring to the ycung eyed Cherubins; 

Such harmony is in immortallſoules, 

But whilſt this muddy veſture of decay 

Doth groſly cloſe init, we cannot hearcit : 

Come hoe, and wake Diana with a bymne, 

With ſweeteft tutchespearce your Miſtrefle eare, 
And draw her home with muſicke. 


Play muſicke. 
Lox. The reaſon is, your ſpirits are attentive: 
For doe but note a wilde and wanton heard 
Or race of yourhfull and unhandled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which 1s the hor condition of their bloud, 


Or any ayre 6fmuſicke-touch their cares, 
You thall perceive them make a mutuall ſtand, 
Their ſavage eyesturn'dtoa modeſt gaze, | 
By the ſweet power of muſicke : therefore the Poet 
Did faine that Orphery drew teares, fiones, and floods. 
Since naught ſo ſtockiſh, hard, and full of rage, 

But muſicke for the time doth change his nature, 
The manthat hathno' muſicke in himſelfe, 

Nor 1snot moved withconcord of ſweet ſounds, 

Is fit for treaſons, itratagems, and ſpoyles, 

The motions of his ſpiritare dull asnight, 

And his affeions darke as Erebmy, 

Let no ſuch man be truſted ; marke the muſicke. 


Enter Portia and Nerriſſa. 


For. That light we ſce is burning in my hall : 
How farre that little cai;dellthrowes hisbeames, 
So ſhines a gooddeed in a naughty world, dle? 

Ner, W hen the moone ſhone we did nor ſee the cate 

Por. Sodoththe greater glory dirn the leſſe, 
A ſubſtitute ſhines brightly asa King 
Vntilla King be by, and then his ſtate 
Empties it ſelfe, asdothan inland brooke 
Into the maine of waters : muſique, harke. 

Ner. Tt is your maſicke Madam of the houſe. 

Por- Nothing is good I ſee without reſpeR, 
Methinkes it ſounds much ſweeter then by day ? 

Nor. Silence beſtowes that vertne on it Madam, 


Jeſſi. lam never merry when I heare ſweet muſique | Þ=: 


Moſichs| 


Por. The Crow doth fing as ſweetly as the _—_—_ in 
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en neither is attended : and I thinke 
Ne jningil if ſhe ſhould ſing by day 
When every Gooſe iscackling, would be thought 
No better a Muſitian then the Wren ? 
How many things by ſeaſon, ſeaſon'd are 
Totheir right praiſe, and rrue perfeRion 5 
Peace, how the Moone fleepes with Endimion, 
And would not beawak'd 
Muſicke ceaſes. 
Lor. That is the voyce, 
Or I am much deceiu'd ot Porta. 
Por. He knowes measthe blind man knowes the Cuc- + 
kow by the bad voyce ? 
Lor, Deere Lady welcome home ? 
Por. We have beene praying for our husbands welfare 
Whichſpeed we hope the better tor our words, 
Arethey return'd ? 
Lar. Madam, they are not yet : 
But there is come a Mcfſenger before 
To ſignific rheir comming, 
Por. Goc in Nerriſſa, 
Give order to my ſcryants,that they take 
Nonoteat all of our being abſent hence, 
Nor you Lorenzo, /cſſica gor you. 
ef! Tucket ſounds. 
Lor.- Your husband is at band, I heare his Trumpet, 
Weareno tell-tales Madam, icare you not, 
Por, This night me thinkes is but the daylight licke, 
It lookes a little paler, 'tis a day: 
Such as the day is, when che Sun is hid. 


% | 


Enter Baſſauio, eAnthonjo, Gratians, and their 
Followers. 


Baſ: We ſhould hold day withthe Antipodes, 
If you would walke in abſence of rhe ſunne. 

For. Let me givelight, but Ict mc not belight, 
For alight wife doth make a heavy husband, 
And never be Bafſaxio 1o from me, 


| 


| 


I could not for my heart deny it him. 


But God fort all : you are welcome home my Lord. - 
Byſ. T thanke you Madam, give welcometo my friend 
This is the man, this is Anthono, 
Towhom I am ſo infinitely bound. 
Por. You ſhouldin all ſence be much bound to him, 
For as I heare he was much bound tor you. 
Ant. No more then Iam well acquitred of. 
Por, Sir, you are very welcome to our houle : 
It muſt appeare in other wayes then words, 
Therefore I ſcant this breathing curteſie. 
Gra. By yonder-Moone I {ware you doe me wrong, 
Infaich I gaveitto the Indges Clearke, 
Would he were ge!c that had it for my part, 
Since you doe take it Love ſo muchat heart. 
Por, A quarre!l hoe already, what's the matter? 
Gra. Abonr a hoope of Gold, a paltry Ring 
That ſhe did givemc, whoſe Poefie was 
For all the world like Cuzlers Poctry 
Vpon a knife ; Love we, and le\ve me not. 
Ner. What talke you of the Pocſic or the vale : 
You twore to me when I did giveit you, 
That you would weare it till the houre of death, 
And that it zould lye withyouin your grave, 
Though not forme, yet for your vehement oarhs, 
You ſhould havebeene reſpeRive and have kept it. 
Gave jta Indges.Clearke : but well I know 
The Clearke will ne're weare haire on's face that had it. ® 


1 
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Gra. He will, and if helive tobea man. 
_ Ner. It, ifa Womanlive tobe a man. 
Gra. Now by thishand I gave it to a youth, 
A kind of boy, a little ſcrubbed boy, 
No bigher then thy {elfe, the ludges Clearke, 
A prating boy that begg'd it as a Fee, 


Por. You were too blame, I muſt beplaine with you, 
To part ſo flightly with your wives firſt gif, 

A thing itucke on with oathes upon your finger, 
And ſoriveted with faith unto your fleſh. 
I gave my Lovea Ring, and made him ſweare 
Never to part with it, and heere he ſtands: 
I dare be {worne for him, he wouid nor leave it, 
Nor plucke it from his tinger, for the wealth 
That the world maſters. Now in faith Gratiane, 
You give your wife too unkind a cauſe of gricte, 
And 'twere ro meT ſhould be mad at it. 

Baſ. Why 1 were beſt to cut myleft hand off, 
And ſweare | loſt the Ring defending it. 

Gra. My Lord Baſſaviogave his Ring away 
Vntothe Indge that begg'd it, and indeed 
Deſery'd it too : and then the Boy hisClearke 
That tooke ſome paines in writing, he begg'd mine, 
And nei:her man nor maſter would take ought 
Bur the two Rings. F 

Por. What Ring gave you my Lord? 
Not that I hope which youreceiv'd of me. 

Baſ. 1f I could adde alye unto a fault, 

I would deny it : bat you ſee my finger 
Hathnotthe Ring upon it, it is gone. 


« Por. Andeven ſo voideis your falſe heart of truth. 


By heavenT will ne*recomein your bed 
Vntill Ifce the Ring. 
Ner. Nor I 1nyours,till I againe ſee mine. 
Baſ. Sweet Portia, : 
If you did know to whom I gave the Ring, 
It youdid know for whom I gave the Ring, 
And would conceive for what I gave the Ring, 
And how unwilling]y 1 iett the Ring, 
WW hen nought wouid be accepred bur the Ring, 
You would abate the (trength of your difpleaſure ? 
Por. If you had knownethe vertue ofthe Ring, 
Or halfe her worthinefle that gave the Ring, 
Or your owne honour to containethe Ring, 
Your would not then have parted with the Ring : 
What manis thereſo much unreaſonable, 
If you had pleas'd to have defended it 


| With any termes of Zeale : wanted the modeſty 


Tourge the thing held asaceremony : 

N erriſa teaches me whatto belceve, 

He dys for't, but ſome Woman had the Ring ? 
Baſ. No by mine honor Madam, by my foule 


' No Woman had ir, but a civill Doctor, 


Which did refuſe three thoutand Ducates of me, 
And begzd the Ring ; the which I did deny him, 
Andſuffer'd him to goediſplcas'd away : 

- ven he that had held up the very life | 
Of my deere friend. What ſhould I ſay ſweet Lady? 
I was inforc'd to ſend it after him, 

I was beſet with ſhame and curteſie, 

My honor would not let in gratitude | 

So much beſmeare it. Pardon me good Lady, 

And by theſe bleſſed Candles of the night, 

Had you beene there, I thinke you would have begg'd 

The Ring ofme;, to givethee __ Doctor. 
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_ For. Letnotthat Doctor cre come neere my houſe, 
Since he hath got rhe jewell that I loved, 
And that which youdid ſweare to keepe for me, 


| I will becomeas liberall-as you, 
| | Henordeny him any thing I have, 


No, not my body, ner my husbands bed ; 

Know him I ſhall, Iam weil ſure ofit. 

b_=_ not a night from home. Watch me like Argus, 

If you doenot, if I beleft alone, 

Now by mine honor which is yet mine owne, 

Ile have the DoRor for my bedfellow- : 
Ner. And I his Clarke : thereforc be well advis'd 

How you doe leaye me to mine owne proteRtign. 
Gra, Well, doe youſo : let not me take him Fen, 

For if I doc, ile mar the yong Clarkes pen. 
Ant. 1 amtb'unhappy ſubje of theſe quarrels. 
Por, Sir, grieve not youz 

You are welcome notwithſtanding. 
Baſ. Portia forgive me thisentorced wrong, 

And in the hearing of theſe many friends 

I ſwearetothee, even by thine owne faire cycs 

Wherein I ſec my ſelfe. | 
Por, Marke you but that ? 

In beth mine eyes he doubly ſees himſelfe : 

In each eye one, ſweare by your double ſelfe, 

And there's an oath of credit. 
Baf. Nay, but heare me. 

Pardonthisfault, and by my ſoule I ſweare 

I never more will breake an oath with thee. 
Anth. I once did lend my body for thy wealth, 


| Whichbut for him that had your husbands ring 


Hadquite miſcarried. I dare be bound againe, 


1 My ſoulc apon the forfeit, that your Lord 
| Willnevcr more breake faith adviſcdly, 


ſhall be his ſurety : give him this, 
pe it better then the ether. 
et. Heere Lord Sefonks {wear to keepe this ring. 
Baſſ. By heaven it is the ſame I gave the Door. 
Por. I had it of him : pardon Baſſavie, 
\ For by this ring the Doctor lay with me. 
Ner. And pardon me my gentle Graziano, 
For that ſame ſcrubbed boy the DoRors Clarke 
Inli ew ef this, laſt nightdid lyc with me. 
Gras. Why this islike the mending of high wayes 


Por. Then you 


4 In Sommer, where the wayes are faire enough : 


I What, arc we Cuckolds ere we have deſery'd it? 


ſ 


| 
| 


| 


Shall witneſſe I ſet forthasſoone as you, 


Por. Speake not ſo grofſely, you areall amaz'd; 
Heere is a letter, reade it at your leyſure, 
It comesfrom Padua from Bellaris. 
There you ſhall find that Portia was the DoRor, 
Nerriſathere her Clarke. Lorenzo heere 


And but ev*n now return'd: I have not yet 
Eutred my houſe. eAnrhomo youare welcome, 
And I havebetter newes in ſtore for you 
Thanyou expe : unſcale this lcrter ſoone, 
There you ſhall find three of :0:++ Argoſies 
Are richly come to harbour {oaainly. 
You ſhallnot know by what ſtrange accident 
I chanced on this letter, 
Amh, Iam dumbe. 
Baſ. Were you the DoRor, and I knew you not? 
Gra. Were you the C:arke thai is to make me cuckold? 
Ner. I, but the Clarke that never meanes to doe it, 
Vnleſle he live untill he bc a man. | 
Baſ. (Sweet DoRor) you ſhaii be my bedfellow, 
WhenlI am abſent, thenlye with my wife. 
Amt. (Sweet Lady) you have given melife and living; 
For heere I reade for certaine that my ſhips 
Are ſafely come to Rodes, 
Por. How now Lorenzo? 
My Clarke hath ſome good comforts too for you. 
Ner. I, and Ile give them him without afce, 
Theredoc Ipgive to you and /efſice * 
From the rich lew, a ſpeciall deed of gift 
After his death, of all he dyes poſſcfi'd of. 
Lorex. Faire Ladics you drop Mannainthe way 
Of ſtarved people. 
Por. It1sMmoſt morning, 
And yetI am ſure you are not ſatisfied 
Of theſeeventsat full. Let us goc in, 
And charge us there upon intergatories, 
And we will anſwerall things Firbfully. 
Gra. Let it be ſo, the firſt intergatery 
That my Nerrsſ« ſhall beſworne on, is, 
Whether till the next night ſhe had rather ſtay; 
Or gocto bed, now being two houres today, 
But were the day come, I ſhould with it darke, 
Till I were couching with the DoRors Clarke. 
Well, while 1live, Ile feare no other thing 
So ſore, as keeping ſafe Norrife ring. 
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. eAttus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 


Orlando. 

K&S I remember Adaw, it wasupon this faſhion 
VS bequeathed me by will, but a poore thouſand 
FAYE Crownes, and as thou (iſt, charged my bro- 

Sas ther on his blefling to breed me well : jand 
there begins my ſadneſſe : My brother 1aques he keepes 
atſchoole, and report ſpeakes goldenly of his profit : 
for my part, he keepes me ruſtically at home,or (to ſpeake 
more properly ) ltayes me heere at home unkepr: for call 
you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that dif- 
fersnot from the ſtalling ofan Oxe ? his horſes are bred 
bexter, for beſides that they are faire with their feeding, 
they are taught their mannage, and to that end Riders 
deerely hir*d : bart I (his brother) gaine nothing under 
him but growth , for the which his Animals on his 
dunghils are as much bound to him as I: beſides this no- 
thing that he ſo plentifully gives me, the ſomething that 
nature gave me, his countenance ſeemes to take from 
me; he lets we icede with his Hindes , barres me the 
place ofa brother, and as much as in him lyes,mines my 
gentility with my education. This is it Adaws that grieves 
me, and the ſpirit of my Father, which I rhinke 1s with- 
in me, begins to mutiny againſt this ſervitude. I will 
no longer endure it, thoughyet I know no wile remedy 
how toavoid it. | 


| Enter Oliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my Maſter, your brother. 

Orlav. Goe apart eAdarm, and thou ſhalt heare how 
he will ſhake mevp.. . 

Ok. Now Sir, what make you heare ? 

Orla. Nothing : I am nor taught to make any thing. 

Ol, What marre you then fir ? - F 

Orla, Marry fir, I am helping you to marre that which 
_ made, a poore unworthy brother of yours with 1dlc- 
nefle. | 

- Marry fir be better employed, and be naught a 
we, | | 

Orla, Shall I keepe your hogs, and eat huskes with 
them ? whar prodigall portion have I ſpent,that I ſhould 
come to ſuch penury ? 

Oh. Know you where you are fir ? | 

Ortzs, O fir, very well : hcere in your Orchard. 

04. Know you before whom fir ? | 

Orla. I, better then him 1 am before, knowes me : I 
know you are my eldeſt brother, and in the gentle con- 
dition of bloud you ſhould ſo know me : the courteſie of 
nations allowes you my better, in that you are the firſt 
borne, -but the ſame tradition takes not away my bloud, 
were there twenty brothers betwixt us : I have as much 
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of my father in me; as you, albeit I confeſſe your com- 
ming before me is neerer to his reverence. | 
Oli. What Boy. (this- 
Orla, Come, come elder brother, you are too yong in 
Of;. Wilt thou lay hands on me villaine? 
Orla. I am no villaine : Iam the yongeſt ſonne of fir 
Rowland de Bojes, he was my father, and he 1s thrice a 


| villaine that ſayesſucha father begot villaines: werr thou 


not my brother, I would not take this hand from thy 
throat, tillthis other had puld out thy tongue; for faying | 
ſo, thou haſt raild onthy ſelfke, 

Adam, Sweet Maſter be patient, tor your Fathers re- 
membrance, beat accord. 

Ols. Let me goe I ſay. 

Orla. I will not till I pleaſe : you ſhall heare me : my 
father charg'd youin his will to give me good educati- 
on : you have train'd me like a pezanr, obſcuring and 
hiding from meall gentleman-like qualities : the ſpuiric 
of my father growes ſtrong in me, and I will no longer 
endure it : therefore allow me ſuch exerciſes as may be- 
comea gentleman, or give me the poore allottery my | 
father lett me by teſtament, with that I willgoe buy my 
fortunes. | 

Ot. And what wilt thou doe ? beg when that 1s ſpent ? 
Well fir, get you in. I willnot long be troubled with 
you : you ſhall have ſome part of your will, 1 pray you | 
leave me. | 

Orla, 1 willno further offend you, then becomes me 
for my good. 

Oli. Get you with him, you old dogge. 

eAdam, Is old dogge my reward: moſt true, I have 
loſt my teeth in your ſervice : God be with my old ma- 
ſter, he would not have ſpoke ſuch a word. Ex. Orl. Ad. 

Ol, Is it even ſo, begin you to grow upon me? I will 
phylicke your ranckenefſe , and yet give no thouſand 
crownes neither : holla Dexnzs. | 

BER Enter Denns. 

Den. Calls your worſhip. - | 

Oli. Was not Charlesthr Dukes Wraftle heere to ſpeake | 
with me ? | ; 

Den. So pleaſe you, he is heereat the doore, and im- || 
portunes accefle to you, 

Oh. Call him in :*rwill be a good way : and to morrow 
the wraſlling 1s. 275% | 
Enter ({ barles. 

Char. Good morrow to your worſhip. 

Oli. Good Mounfieur Charles : what's the new newes 
at the new Court ? | 

Char. There's nonewes atthe Court fir, but the old 
newes: that is, the old Duke is baniſhed by his yon- 
ger brother the new Duke, and three or foure loving 
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As youltke it. 


Lords have put themſelves into voluntary exile with 


him, whoſelands and revenues enrich the new Duke, 


therefore ae gives them good leave to wander. 
Oh. Canyou tell if Koſahnd the. Dukes daughter be 


baniſhed with her Father ? 


Cha. O no; for the Dukes daughter her Coſcn ſo | 


loves her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, 
that he would have followed her exile, or have dicd to 
ſtay behin4 her ; ſhe is at the Court and no leſle beloved 
of her Vncle, then his owne daughter, and never two 
Ladies loved as they doe. 

Oti. Where will the old Duke live ? 


Cha. They fay he is already in the Forreſt of Arden, 


anda many merry men with him ; and there they live 
like the old Robim Hoodof England : they ſay many yong 
Gentlemen flocketo him every day, and fleet the time 
careleſly as they did in the golden world. 

Oh. What, you wraſtle tomorrow before the new 
Duke? 

Charl. Marry doeT fir : and I came to acquaint you 
with a matter : I am given(ir ſecretly tounderſtand, that 
your yonger brother Orlando hath a diſpoſition to come 
in ditguis'd againſt me to try a fall: ro morrow fir 1 
wraltle for my credit, and he that eſcapes me without 
ſome broken limbe, ſhallacquit him well : your Erother 
is but young and tender, and for your love I would bec 
lothto foylc him, as I muſtfor my owne honour if he 
come in: thereforeout of my love to you, Icamehither 
to acquaint you withall, that cither you might ſtay bim 
from his intendment, or brooke ſuch diſgrace well as he 
ſhall ranne into, in that it isa thing of his owne ſearch, 
and altogether again(t my will. 

0h. Charles, | thanke thee for thy love to me, which 
thou ſhalt find I will moſt ar requite: I had my 
ſelfe notice of my Brothers purpoſe heercin, and have by 
under-hand meanes laboured to difſwade him from it ; 
but he is reſolute. Ile tcll thee Charles, it is the ſtubbor- 
neſt yong fellow of France, full of ambicion, anenvious 
emulator of every mans good parts,a ſecret and villanous 
. contriver againſt me his naturall brother: therefore uſe 
thy diſcretion, I had as liefe thou did(t breake his necke 
as his finger. And thou wert beſt looke to't; for if thou 
doſt him any {light diſgrace, or if he doe not mightily 
grace himſclfe on thee, he will praiſe againſt thee by 
poyſon, entrap thee by ſome treacherous deviſe, and ne- 
ver leave thee till be hath tane thy life by ſome indire&t 
meanes or other: for I aſſure rhee, (and almoſt with 
_ taires I ſpeake it) there is not one ſo young, and fo vil- 
nous this day living. 1 ſpeake but brotherly of him, 
but ſhould Ianathomize him to thee, as he 1s, I muſt 
bluſh, and weepe, and thou malt looke pale and won- 


or. 5. | 

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hicher to you : if hee 
come to inorrow, llc give him his payment: if ever he 
gocalone againe, le never wraltle tor prize more : and 
{o God keepe your worſhip. ; Exit. 

0h. Farewell good Charles, Now will I ftirre this 
Gameſter : I hope I ſhall ſeeanend of him, for my ſoule 
(yetI know not why) hates nothing more then he : yer 
he's gentle, never ſchool'd, and yet learned, full ofnoble 
deviſe, of all ſorts cha beloved], and indeed 
ſomuchin the heart of the world, and eſpecially of my 
owne people, whobeſt know him, that Iam altogether 
miſpriſed : butit ſhall not be ſolong, this wraſtler ſhall 
dare all : nothing remaines, ,but that I kindle the boy 
thither, which now Ile geeabout. Exit. 
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Enter Roſalind, and Celia, 


Cel. I pray thee Roſalind, ſ\yeet my Coz, be merry. 

Roſ, Deere (elia ; 1 ſhow more mirihthen I am mi- 
ſtzefle of, and would you yet were merrier ; unlefſe you 
couid teach me to forgeta baniſhed father, you mult not 
_ mee how to remember any extraordinary plez- 

Ure. 

(el. Hcerein I ſcethou loy'ſt mee not with the full 

waight that I love thee ; if my Vncle thy baniſhed father 


bad baniſhed thy Vncle the Duke my Father, fo thou | 


had{t beene {till with me, I could have taught my love 
to take thy father for mine; ſo wouldſtthou, ifthe truth 
of thy love tome wereſo righteouſly temper'd, as mine 
15 to thee. | | 

Rof. Well, I will forget the condition of my Eſtate, to 
reJoyce in yours. | | 

Cel. You know my Father hath no child, but I, nor 
none 1sliketo have, and trucly when he dies, thou ſhalt 
be his heire? for?what he hath taken away from thy fa- 
ther perforce, I will1ender thee againe in atfeRion : by 
mine honour I1 wilt, and when I breake that oath, ler me 
tne monſter :thereforc my ſweet Roſe, my deare Roſe, 
be merry. | 

foſ. From henceforth I will Coz, and deviſe ſports: 
let me ſee, what thinke you of falling in Love ? 

Cel, Marry Iprethee doe, to make ſport withall : but 
love no man in good earneſt, norno further in ſport ney- 
ther, then wirh ſafety of a pure bluſh, thou maiſt in ho- 
nor come off againe. 

Roſe What ſhall be our ſport then? 

Cel. Letus fitand mocke the good houſwife Fortune 
from her wheele,that her gifts may henceforth be beſtow- 
ed equally. 

Roſ. 1 would we could doe ſo : for her benefits are 
mightily miſplaced, andthe bountitull blind woman doth 
moſt miſtake in her gifts tro women. . 

Cel, "Tis true, for thoſe that ſhe makes faire; ſhe ſcarce 
makes honeſt,and thoſe that ſhe makes honeſt,ſhe makes 
very ill favouredly, 

Rof. Nay now thou goeſt from Fortunes ojfice ro Na- 
tures : Fortune reignes in gifts of the world, not in the 


| lineaments of Nature. 


| Emer (Towne. 

(ec. No; when Nature hath madea faire creature,may 
ſhe not by Fortune fall into the fire ? though nature hath 
given us witto flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune ſent in 
this foole tocur off the argument: ? 

Roſ. Indeed there is fortanetoo hard for nature, when 
fortune makes naturesnaturall, the cutter off of natures 
wit. 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortunes worke neither, 
but Natures, who perceiving our naturall wits too dull 
to reaſon of ſuch goddeſſes, hath {ent this Naturall for 
our whetſtone: foralwayes the dulneſſe of the foole, is 
the wherſtone of the wits. How now Witte, whither 
wander you? 

Clow, Miltreſſe, you muſt come away to your father, 

Cel. Were you madethe meſſcnger ? 


Ch.No by mine honour,but I was bid to ceme for - 
Rof. 
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Roſe. Where learned you that eath foole? = 

Clo. Ofa certaine Knight, that ſwore by his Honour 
they were good Pancakes, and ſwore by his Honour the 
Muſtard was naughe : Now Ile ttand to ir, the Pancakes 
were naughr, andthe Muſtard was 'good, and yet was 
notthe Knight forſworne . 

Cel. How prove youthat in 
knowledge? | | 

Reſ, 1 marry ,now unmuzzle you wiſedome. = 

Clo. Stand you both forth now : ſtroke your chinnes, 
and {\yeare by your beardsthat 1 ama knave. 

Cel. By our beards (if we had them) thou art. : 

Clo. By my knavery (ifI hadit) then I were: butif 
you ſiweare by that that is not, you are not forſworne:no 
more was this knight ſwearing by his Honour, for he nc- 
ver had any ; Or it he had, he had ſworne it away before 
cyerhe ſaw thoſe Pancakes, or that Muſtard. 

Cel. Prethee, who is'tthatthou means't ? 

Clo. One that old Ferdericke your Father loves. 

Ref. My Fathers love is enough to honor him enough ; 
ſpeake no more of him,you'll be whipt for taxation, one 
of theſe dayes. ; 

Ctv. The more pitty that fooles may not ſpeake wiſc- 
ly, what Wiſemen doc fooliſhly. h 

Cel. By my troth thou ſaieſt true : For, ſince the little 
wit that fooles have was ſilenced, the little foolery that 
wile men have makesa great ſhew ; Here comes Moun- 
fieur Le Bex, 


the great heape of your 


Enter Le Ben. 


Roſe With his mouth full of newes. hy 
Cel. Which he will pur on us, as Pigeons feed their 
young. : . 
Rof. Then ſhall we be newes-cram'd. | 
-Cel. All the better : we ſhallbe the more marketable. 
00n-jour /Mounjier le Ben, what the newes ? 
| Le Bex. Faire Princeſle, 
You have lolt much good ſport. 
Cel. Sport : of what colour ? 
. Le Beu. What colour Madam ? How ſhall I anſiver 
you ? 
Roſ. As wit and fortune will. 
(#. Or as the deliinies decrees. | 
(et. Well ſaidgthat was laid on with a trowell, 
Clo, Nay, if I keepe not my ranke, 
Ref. Thou looleſt rhy old {mell. T | 
Le Bes, You amaze me Ladies :: I would have told 
you of good wraſtling, which you have loſt the ſight of, 
| Rof. Yet tell us the manner of the Wraſltling. 
Le Bea. 1 will tell you the beginning : and if it ſpleaſe 
your Ladiſhips, you may ſee the end, for the beſt is yer 
todoe, and heere where youare, they are comming' to 
perforive it. 4 
Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried: 
Le Ben, There comesan old man, and his three ſons. 
Cel. I could matchthis beginning with an old tale. 
Le Ben. Three proper yong men,of excellent growth 
and preſence. 
Roſ. With bils on their neckes : Be itknowne unto all 
men by theſe preſents. 
Le Bexz. The eldeſt of the three, wraſtled with (barles 
the Dukes Wraſtler, which Charles in a moment threw 
him, and broke three of his ribbes, that there is little 
hope of life in him : So he {erv'd the ſecond, and fo the 
third : yonder they lye , the poore old man their Father, 
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ſhall doemy friends no wrong, for T1 have none to-la- 


—— 


ders take his part with weeping, 

Rof. Alas. 1 ITED 

Co. But what isthe ſport Mounſieur; that the Ladies 
have loſt > | 

Le Bexz. Why this that I ſpeake of, 2124 

Clo. Thus men may grow wiſer every days It-is the 
firſt rime that ever I heard breaking of ribbes was ſport 
for Ladies. 

Cel. Or 1, I promiſe thee. 

Rof. Butis thereany elſe longsto ſeethis broken Mu- 
ſicke in hisfides ? Is there yet another doates upon rib- 
breaking? Shall we ſee this wraſtling Coſin? 

Le Ben. You mult if you ſtay heere, for heere is the 
place appointed for wraſtling, and they arercady to per- 
forme it. 

Cel, Yonder ſurethey are comming. Let us nuw ſtay 
and {ce it. | 


Flourifo. Enter Dake, Lords, Orlendo, ( harks 
and eAttendants. 


Dak, Come on, ſincethe youth will notbe intreated, 
His owne perill on his forwardneſle. 

Roſe. Is yonder the man? 

Le Bex. Even he, Madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is rooyong : yet he lookes ſucceſſefully. 

Ds. . How now daughter, and Cotin ; 

Are you crept hither to {ce the wraſtling ? 

Roſe T my Liedge, o pleaſe you give us leave. 

Dx. You will take little delight in it, I can tell you, 
there is ſuch oddes in the man: In pitty of the challengers 
youth, - I would faine difſwade him, but he will not be 
NG Speake to him Ladies, ſee if you can move 
Um. | | | 
(+1. Call him hicher good Mounſieur Le Bew. 

D#k, Doe 1o : Ile not be by. 

f Le Bew. Mounſicur the Challenger, the Princeſle calls | 
or You- 

Orla, I attend them with all reſpeR and daty. 

Reſ. Young man , have you challeng'd Charles the 
Wraſtler ? | 

Orl. No faire Princeſle; he is the gencrall challenger, 
I come butas others doe, to try with him the itrengch of 
my youth, -- -- 

Cel. Yong Gentleman, lyour ſpirits are too bold tor 
your yeares : you have {ecpe cruell proote of this mans 
ſtrength, if you ſaw your {elfe with your eyes, or knew 
your ſ{clfe with your judgement, the teare of your adven- 
ture would counſell you to a more equall enterpriſe. We 
pray you for your owne ſake toembrace your owne fſafe- 
ty, and give over thisattempr. 

Roſ. Doe yong Sir, your reputati 
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on ſhall not therefore 


the wraſtling might not goe forward. 
thoughts, wherein I confefſe me much guilty to . deny ſo 
faire and excellent Ladies any thing. But let your faire. 
eyes, and gentle wiſhes goe with me to my triall;where- 
inif I befoil'd, there 1s butone ſham'd that was never 
gracious : if kil'd, but one dead that is wiiling tobe ſo:T 


ment me ; the world no injury, for init I havenothing; 
onely in the world I fil upaplace, which may be better : 
ſipplycd, when i have made ir empty. 

Ref: 
with you. 


making ſuch pittifulldale over them, that all the behol- 
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be miſpriſed ; we will make1t our ſuite tothe Duke,that | 


Orl. 1 beſeech you, puniſh me not with your. harde | 


The lictle trengththat I have, I would it were | 


tt. . 
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Cel. And mineto ecke out hers. 2%! 

Rof. Fare you 227% 106 heaven Ibedcceiy'din you, 

Cel.” Your hearts deſires be with you. 

Char. Come, where is this yong gallant, that is ſo 
deſirous to lye with his mother earth ? 


Orla, Ready fir, but his will hath init a more modeſt 


working. 
Dw#k. You ſhall try but one fall. 
Cha. No, I warrant your Grace you ſhall not entreat 


him toaſecond, thathave ſo mightily perſwaded hum 


o 


from a firſt; 


Orte. You meane to mocke me after : you ſhould not 
have mockt me before : but come your wayes. 
Roſ. Now Hercales, be thy ſpeede yong wan, 
Cel. 1 would 1 were inviſible to catchthe ſtrong fel- 
low by the legge. Ira. 
Ro(. Oh exccllent yong man. 
Cel. Tf I had athunderbolt in mine eye, I cantell who 
ſhould downe, Shout. 
Duk. No more, no more. . | | 
Orla. Yes | beſeech your Grace, I am. not yet well 
breath'd. 
D#k. How do'ſt thou Charles? 
Le Bex. He cannot ſpeake my Lord. 
Dwk, Bare him away : 
What is thy name yong man? 
Orla. Orlando my Licge, the yongeſt ſonne of Sir Row- 
land de Boyes. | 
D#k, 1 wouldchou badſt beene ſonneto ſome man elle, 


"The werld cſteem'd thy father honourable, 


But I did find him till mine enemy : 
Thou ſhould'it have better pleas'd me with this deed, 
Hadſt thou deſcended from another houſe : 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, 
I would thou had'ſt told me ot another Father, 
| Exit. Dok. 
Cel, Werel my Father (Coze) would I doethis ? 
Orl. Tam more proud to be Sir Rowlands ſonne, 
His yongeſt ſonne, and would not change that calling 
To be adopted heire to Frearicke. 
Rof. My Father lou'd Sir Rowlaxd as his ſoule, 
Andall the world was of my Fathers mind, 
Had I before knowne this yong man hisſonne, 
I hould have given him reares unto entreaties, 
Ere he ſhould thus have ventur'd. 
(#. Gentle Coſen, | 
Let us goe thanke him, and encourage him : 
My Fathers rough and envious diſpoſition 
Stickes me at heart : Sir, you have well deſery'd, 
If you doe keepe your promiſes in love, 
But juſtly as you have excceded all inpromile; 
Your Miſtris ſhall be happy. | 
Roſ. Gentleman, 
Weare this for me : one out of ſuites with fortune 
That could give more, but that her hand lackes mcane, 


Shall we goc Coze ? 


(el. I : fare you well faire Gentleman, 
Orla. Can I not ſay, I thanke you? My better parts 


i areal throwne downe, and that which hete lands up 


Isbut a quintine, a meere liveleſſe blocke. 
Rof: Hecalls us backe : my pride fell with my fortunes 
He aske him what he would : Did you call Sir ? 


Sir, you have wraſtled well, and overthrowne 
1 Morethen your enemies. * | | 


Cel, Will yougoe Coze ? 


Rof. Have with you : fare you well, Exe. 


1 


| I cannot ſpeake to hier, yet ſhe urg d conference. 


| And heeredetain'd by her uſurping Vncle 


| 
| 


' Cel. Why Coſh, why Reſaline : Capid baye mercy, 


| oneſhould be lam'd with reaſons, and the other mad 


Or. What paſſion hangs theſe waights upon my rongue 


DN Enter Le Ben. 

O poore Orlando | thou art overthrowne 
Or Charles, or ſomethingweaker maſters the. 

Le Ben. Good fir, I doe infriendſhip counſaile you 
Toleave this place ; Albeit you have deſerv'd 
High commendation, true applauſe, and love; 
Yetluchis now the Dukes condition, 
That be miſconſters all that you have done: 
The Duke is humorous, what he is indeed 
More ſuites you to conceive, then Ito ſpeake of. | 

Orls. I thanke you (6; ; and pray you tell me this, 
W hich of the two was daughter of the Duke, 
That heere was at the Wrallling ? | 

Le Bea. Neither bis daughter,if we judge by manners, 
Bur yet indeed the taller is his daughter, 
The other is daughter to the baniſh'd Duke, 


To keepe his daughter company, whoſeloves 

Are decrer then the naturall bond of Siſters : 

But I cantell you, that of late this Duke 

Hath tane diſpleaſure *gainkt his gentle Neece, 

Groundedupon no other argument, 

But that the people praiſe her for vertues, 

And pitty her, for ker good fathers ſake ; 

And on my life his malice 'gainſt the Lady 

Will ſodainely breake forth : Sir, fare you well, 

Hereafter ina better world then this, 

I ſhall deſire more love and knowledge of you. 
Orl. I reſt much boundento you : Au Donet] 

Thus muſt I from the ſmoake into the ſmother, 

From tyrant Duke, untoatyrant Brother, 

But heavenly Roſatire. 


—— —— — VO 'ORe——_— 


Scena T ertta. 


Enter Celia, and Roſaline. 


Nota word ? 

Roſ. Not one to throw at adog. 

C*/. No, thy words are too precious to be caſt away 
upon curs, throw ſome of them at me ; come, lame me 
with reafons. 

Roſ. Then there were two Coſens laid up, whenthe 


wirchour any. 
Ce!. But is all thisfor your Father > 
Rof. No, ſome of it is for my childes Father : Oh how 
full of briers is this working day world. | 
Cel. T heyare but burs, Coſen, throwne upon thee 1n 
holiday foolery, if we walke not in the rrodden paths, 
our very petry-coates will catch them. 


Rof. I could ſhakethem off my coate,theſe burs arc in 


my heart. 
(#/. Hem them away. 
Ref, I would try if1 could cry hem,and have him. 
Cel. Come, come, wraſtle with thy affeRtions. 
p as O they take the part of a better wraſtler then wy 
ELITE. 


time 


Cel. O, a good wiſh upon you : yon will try in 
| | in 


— 
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| When the is gone : then open not thy lips, 


| eAryoubke it. 
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FENTON | 
' in deſpight ofa fall : but turning theſe jeſtsout of ſervice, 
lct ukeln good earneſt ; Is it poſſible onſuch a ſo- 
Jaine, you ſhould fall into ſo ſtrong a liking with old Sir 
Rowlands yongeſt ſonne ? ; 

Ref. The Duke my Father Jov'd his Father deerely. | 

Cel. Doth it therefore enſue that you ſhould love his 
Sonne deerely ? By this kind of chaſe, I ſhould hate him, 
for my father hated his father deercly ; yet I hate not Or- 
lands. 

Koſ; Nofaith, hate him nor for my ſake. 

(#. Why ſhould I not ? doth he not deſerve well ? 


Emer Duke with Lora. | 
Roſ. Let me love him for that, and doe you love him 
Becauſe 1 doe. Looke, here comes the Duke. 
Cel. With his eyes tull of anger. 
D#k. Miſtris, diſpatch you with your ſafcſt haſte, 
And get you from our Court. 
Roſ. Me Vnckle ! 
Ek, You Coſen, 
Withuitheſe ten dayes if that thou beeſt found 
So necre our publike Court as twenty miles, 
Thoudielt for it. 
Ref. I doe beſeech your Grace 
| Let methe knowledge of my fault beare with me : 
If with my ſelfe I hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine owne deſires, 
If that I doe not dreame, or be not franticke, 
(As Idoetruſt I amnot) then deere Vncle, 
Never ſo much as inathought unborne, 
4 Did | offend your highneſſe, 
Dake. Thus doeall Traitors, ? 
If their purgation did conſiſt in words, 
They are asinnocent as grace it (clfe 3 
| Letit ſuice thee that I truſt thee not. 
Ref. Yer you miſtruſt cannot make mea Traitor 3 
Tell mewhereon the likelihood depends? 
D#k, Thou art thy Fathers daughter, there's enough. 
Reſ.So was I when your highnefſe rooke his Dukdome, 
| So was I when your highnefle baniſht him ; | 
Treaſon isnot inherited my Lord, 
Orif wedid derive it from our friends, 
What's that to me, my Father was no Traitor ; 
Then good my Leige, miſtake me not ſo much, 
Tothinke my poverty is treacherous. 
Cel, Deere Soveraigne heare me ſpeakes 
Dak, I (ia, we ſtaid her for your fake, 
Elſe had ſhe with her Farher rang dalong. 
Cel, Idid not then intreat to have her ſtay. 
It was your pleaſure, and your owne remor{ſe, 
I wastoo yong that time to value her, 
But now I know her : if ſhe be a Traitor, 
Why ſoam I; we ſtill have flept together, 
Roſeat an inſtant, learn'd, plaid, eatetogether, 
And whereſoere we went, like Iunos Swans, 
Still we went coupled and inſeparable. 
Dwuk, Shee is roo ſubtile for thee, and her ſmoorhnes 
Her very ſilence, and her patience, 
Speake tothe people, and they pitty her : 
Thouarta foole, ſhe robs thee of thy name, | 
And thou wilt ſhow more bright, and ſceme more _ 
ous 


i. 


Firme, and irrevocable is my doombe, 
Which I have paſt upon her, ſhe is bapiſh'd. 
Cel, Pronouncethat ſentence then on me my Leige, 


| Icannotlive out of her company. 


nw 


A bore-ſpeare in my hand, and in my heart 
Lye there what hidden womans feare there will, 


As many other manniſh cowards have, 
That doe outface it with their ſemblances. 


And therefore looke you call me Ganimed, 
Bat what will you be call'd ? 


No longer (*/14, but Alina, 


The clowniſh Foole out of your Fathers Court ; | 
Would he not be a comfort to our travaile? 


Leaue me aloneto wooe him; Let*'saway 
And ger out Icwelsandour wealthtogether, | 
Devile the fitteſt time, and ſafeſt way 
Tohideus from purſuite that will be made , 
After my flight : now goe we in content 

To lperty,008 not to baniſhment. 


| D#k, Youareca foole: you Neice provide yourſelfe, 
If you out-{tay the time, upon mine hoaor, 

Andinthe greatneſſs of my word you dye. 

Þ Exit Dauke,e+c. 

Cel. O my poore Reſaline, whither wilt thou goe ? 

Wilt thou change father ? L will give thee mine : 

I charge thee be not thou more gcieu'd then I am. | 
Ro/. I have more cauſe. | 
(el. Thou haſt not Coſcn, | 

Prethee be cheereful! ; know'itthou not the Duke 4 

Hath baniſh'd me his daughter? 
Rof;, That hebath nor. | 
Cet. No, hath not? Reſalinelackes thenthe love | 

Which teacheth thze thar thou ane I am one, 

Shall we be ſundred ? ſhall we partſyectgirle ? 

No, let my Father ſcekeanother heire : 

Therefore deviſe with me how we may flye 

Whitherto goe, and what tobeare with us, 

And doc not ſecke totake your charge upon you, 

Tobeare your gricfes your ſclfe, and leave me out : 

For by this heaven (now at our ſorzowes pale ;) 

Say what thoucanſt, [le goealong with thee. | 
Roſ. Why, whither ſha'l we goe? 
Cel, Toſeeke my Vncle inthe Forreſt of Arden. 
Rof. Alas, whatdanger will it beto us, 
(Maides as were) totravell for farre? 
Beauty provoketh theeves ſooner then gold. 
C*1. Ile put my {clfe in poore and meane attire, 
And with a kind of ymber ſmitch my tace, 
Thelikedoe you, ſo ſhall we paſlc along, i 
And never ſtir aſſailants. 
Roſ. Were itnot better, 
Becauſe that I am more then commontall, 
That Idid ſuite meall points likea man, | | 
A gallant curtelax upon my thigh, 


Weele have a ſwaſhing and a marſhal! outſide, 


Cel. What ſhall I call thee when thouarta man ? 
Rof. Ile have no worſe aname then [oves owne Page, 


Cel. Something that hath a reference to my ſlate : 


Roſ. But Coſen, what it weafſaid to ſteale 


Cel. Heele goe along ore the wide world with me, 


Exeun. 


d_ 


_- —_——__ 


Ain. Secundus. Scena Prima 


Dsk, Sen. Now my Coc-mates, and brother inexile: 
Hath not old cuſtome made this life ntore ſweet | 


— [ 


Enter Duke Senior : «Amyens, and two or three Lords 
bike Foreſters. 


ECT 


Then 


hen teal 
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Then that of painted pompe? Are nottheſe woods | 
More free from perillthen the envious Court 
Heere feele we not the penalty of Adams, 
The ſeaſons difference, asthe Icie phange 
And churliſh chiding of the winters winde, 
Which when it bitesand blowes upon my body 
| Even till I fhrinke with cold, I ſmile, and fay 
This is noflattery : theſe are counſellors 
Thar feelingly perſwade me what I am : 
Sweet are the vices of adverſity 
Which like the toad, ougly and venemous, 
Weares yet a precious lewell in his head : 
And this our life exempt from publike haunt, 
Findes tongues in trees, books in the running brookes, 
Sermons in Rones, and good in every thing. 
Amien. 1 would not change it, happy is your Grace 
That cantranfſlate the tubbornnefſle of tortune 
Into ſo quiet and fo ſweet a ſtile. 
Dk. Sen. Come, ſhall we gocand killus veniſon? 
And yet it irkes me the poore dapled fooles 
Being native Burgers of this deſert City, 
Should intheir owne confines with forked heads 
Have their round hanches goard. 
I. Lord. Indeed my Lord 

The melancholy 1agqves grieves at that, 
And in thatkind (ſvieares you doe more ulurpe 
Then doth your brother that hath baniſh'd you : 
To day my Lord of Amiens, and my ſclte, 
Did ſteale behind himas he lay along 
Vnderan oake, whoſe anticke roope peepes out 
Vpon the brooke that brawles along this wood, 
To the which place a poore {equeſtred Stag 
That from the Hunters ayme kad tanc a hurt, 
Did come to languiſh ; and indeed my Lord 
The wretched animall heav'd forth ſuch groanes 
That their diſcharge did ſtretch his leatherne coat 
Almoſt to burſting, and the big round reares 
Cours'd one another downe his innocent noſe 
In pitteous chaſe : and thusthe hairy foole, 
-Much marked of the melancholly laques, 
| Stood on th'extremeſt verge of the {ſwift brooke, 
Augmenting it with teares. 

Dwk, Ser. But what ſaid [2qnes ? 
Did he not moralize this ſpectacle ? 

I.Zord. O yes, into a thouſand fimilies. 
Firſt, for his weeping into the needlefle ſtreame ; 
Poore Deere quoth he, thou mak'i a teſtament 
As worldlingsdoe, giving thy ſum of more 
To that which had reo muck : then being alone, 
Leftandabandoned of his velvet friend ; 
'Tisright quoth he, thus miſery doth part 
The Fluxe of compaily : anona carelefle Heard 
Full of the paſture, jumps along by him 
And never ftayes to greet him : Iquoth [aques, 
Sweepe on you fat ane greazy Citizens, 
"Tis jſt the faſhion ; wherefore doe you looke 
Vpon thar poore and broken bankrupt there ? 
Thus moft inveRtively be pierceth through 
The body of the Country ,City, Court, 
Yea, and of this our life, ſwearingthat we 
Are incere uſurpers, tyrants, and ywhats worſe 
To fight che Aniwais, and to kiil them up 
Inrheir afliga'd and native dwelling place: 

Ds. Sea. And did you leave him in this contemplation? 


” 


—_- 


Dk. Sen. Show me the place, 

I love to cope him in theſe ſullen fits, 
Forthen he'sfull of matter. 

1. Loy. Je bring you to him ſtrait. 


2. Lord. We didiny Lord, weeping and commenting 


——— — —_— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Dukg, with Lords. 


It cannot be, ſome villainesof my Court 
Are of conſent and ſufferance in this. 


Saw hera bed, and in the morning early, 


Hiſperiathe Princefſe Gentlewoman 
Confeſles that ſhe ſecretly ore-heard 


The parts and graces of the W raſtler 


That youth is ſurely in their compay. 


EE ———— 
— — at — — —_—— 


Duk. Canit be poſſible that no manfaw them ? 2 


I. Lord, I cannot heare of any that did ſee her, 
The Ladies her attendants of her chamber 


They found the bed untreaſur'd of their Miſtris. | 
2, Lord. My Lordzthe royniſh Clowne,at whom ſo oft, | | 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alſo miſſing: Hl 


Your daughter and her Coſen much commend 2 


That did but lately foile the ſynowy (harles, EE 
And ſhe beleeves where ever they are gone 


D#k. Sendto his brother, fetch thar gallant hither, 
If he beabſent, bring his Brother tome, 
Ile make him find him : doe this ſodainely ; 
And let not ſearch and inquiſition quaile, 
To bring againe theſe fooliſh runawayes. Exeynt. 
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Scana T ertia. 


——— — — 4 


Orl. Who'sthere ? 


Oh my ſweer maſter, O you memory 
Of old Sir Row/and? why, what make y 


Are ſanQiticd and holy traitersto you ; 
Envenems hym that beares it ? 

Or/. Why, what'sthe matter ? 

Ad. O unhappy youth, 


The enemy of all your graces lives 
Of him 1 was about to call his Father, 


And you within it : if he faile of that 


Vponthe ſobbing Decre. 


WIyY 


——— 


Enter Orlando, and eAdam. 
Ad. What my yong maſter, oh my gentle maſter, 


Why are you vertuous ? Why doe people love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, ſtrong, and valiant ? 
Why would yon be ſo fond to overcome 
The bonny priſer of the humorous Duke? 
Your pratte is come too ſwiftly home before you. 
Know you not Maſter, to ſome kind of men, 
Their graces ſerve them butas enemies, 

No more doe yours : your vertues gentle Maſter 


Oh what a world is this, when what is comely 


Come not withtheſe doores : within this roofe 


Your brother, no, no brother, yetthe ſonne 
(Yet not the ſon, I will not call him ſon) 


Hath heard your praiſes, and this night he meanes, 
To burne the lodging where you uſe to lye, 


-. pay 
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ou here ? 
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He willhave other meanes to cut you off ; 
Loverbeard him : and his practiſes : 
Thisisno place, this houſe 1s buta butchery ; 
Abhorre it, feare it, doe net cnter it. 


44s. No matter whither, for you come not here. 
Orl. What, would'it thoa have me goc and beg my 
Or with a baſe and boiſtrous Sword enforce = (food, 
A theeviſh living on the common rode ? 
This I muſt doe, or know not what to doe ; 
Yetthis I willnor doe, doc how I can, 
I rather will \ubje& me to the malice 
Ofa diverted blood, and bloudy bother. | 
eAda. But doe notlo :; I have five hundred Crownes, 
The thrifty hire I ſaved under you father, 
Which I did ſtore to be my foſter Nurſe, 
When ſervice ſhould in my old limbes lye lame, 
And unregardcd age in corners throwne, 
Take that, and he that doth the Rayens feede, 
Yeaprovidently caters for the Sparrow, 
Be comfort to nay age : here is rhe gold, 
All thisI give you, let me be your ſervant, 
Thongh I looke old, yet I am ſtrong and luſty ; 
For in my. youth I never did apply 
Hot, and rebellious liquors in my bloud, 
Nor did not with unbaſhfull forchead woe, 
The meanes of weakenefle and debiliry, 
Theretore my age 1s asaluſty winter, 
| Froſty, butkindly ; ler me goe with you, 
Lie doe the ſerviceof a younger man 
In all your buſinefle and neceſſities. 
1 Orl. Oh good old man, how well in thee appeares 
The conſtant ſervice of the antique world, 
When ſervice ſweate for dury,: not for meede : 
Thouart nofior the faſhion of theſe times, 
Where none will ſweate, but for promotion, 
And having that doe choake their ferviceup, 
Even with the having, itisnotſo with thee ; 
But poore old man, thou prun'ſt arotten tree, 
{ That cannot ſo muchasa bloſſome yeeld, 
In lieu of all thy paines and husbandry, 
But come thy wayes, weele goe alopg together, 
, And ere we have thy youthfuil wages ſpenr, 
Weele lightupon ſome ſetled low content. 
eAda. Maſter goc on, and I will follow thee 
Tothe laſt gaſpe with truth and loyalty, 
From ſeventy yecres, tillnow almoſt foureſcore 
Herelived 1, but now live here nomore. 
At ieventcene yeeres,..many their fortunes ſceke 
Butatfoureſcore, it istoo latea weeke, 
| Yet fortune cannot recompence me better 
Then to dye well, and not my Maſters debter . Exennt, 


þ: Sena Q uarta, 


—_— 


— _——— 


ed th 


Emar Reſaline for Gauimed, Celia for Alieva, and 
 Clowne, alias Tonchſtone, 


Ref: O Impiter, how merry areny ſpirits ? 

(to. Icarenot for my ſpirits, if my legges were not 
weary. pes "4 . p61 

Ref. I could find in' my heart, to diſgrace wy. mans 


apparcll, and to cry likeajwoman:; but. 1 muſt comfort 


CrD.o——. 


* Orl. Why:whither 44am would'ſtthou have me goe?. 


Ou, Sons IMS >. 


_ coraglousto petty-coaic ; therefore courage, good 
36114, 


—_ I pray you beare with me » I cangae no fur- 
cre ; 

Clo. For my part, T had rather beare with you, then 
beare you : yet 1 ſhould beare no crofle if I did beare you, 
for Ithinke you have no money in your purſe. 

Roſ. Well, this is the Forreſt of Arden. 

Cle. I,now am I in &rden, the more foole I, when 1 
was at home I was in a better place, but Travellers muſt 
be content. 


Enter Corin, and Silvim, 


Ref. I, be ſo good Toxchftaze :looke you, who comes 
here, a yong man and an old inſolemnetalke. - 
Cor. That 1srhe way to make her ſcorgie yau ſtill, 
Sil. Oh ( ori, that thou knew'ſt how I doe love her. 
( «1. 1 partly gueſſe ; for | have lov'd erenow. 
Sil. No Corn, being old, thou can{t not gueſſe, 
Though in thy youth thou walt as true alover , * 
Asever figh'd upona midnight pillow : 
But if thy love wereere like to mine, 
As {ureIthinke did never man tove fo : 
How many actions molt ridicalous, 
Haſt thou beene drawne to by thy tantaſie ? 
( *r. Intoa thouſand that have forgotten. 
Si. Ohthoudidli then never love to hartily, 
If thou remembreſt not the lighteſt folly, 
Thar ever love did make thee runne into, 
Thou haſt not lov'd. 
Or if thou haſt not{ate as I doe now, 
Wearying thy hear:rinthy Miſtris praiſe, 
Thou halt not loy'd. | 
Or if thou haſt not broke from company, 


j Abruptly as my paſſion now makes me, 


Thou halt not lov'd. 
O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. Exennt, 

Ref. Alas poore Shepheard! ſearching of their wound, 
I have by hard adventure found mine owne. 

Clo. And I mine :1 remember when I was 1n love, I 
broke my ſword upona ſtone, and bid him take that for 
comming a nights to /4ve Smile, and I remember the kil- 
ſing of her batlet, and the Cowes dugs that her pretty 
chopt hands had milk'd ; and I remember the wooing 
of a peaſcod inſtead of her, from whom 1 tooke two 
cods, and giving her them againe, ſaid with weeping 
teares,weare theſe for my ſake : we thatare true Lovers, 


ſo isallnature in love, mortall in folly, ; 
Rof: Thou ſpeak wiſer then thou art ware of. 
Clo.: Nay, I ſhall ne're be ware of mine owne wit, till 
I breake my (hins againſt it. / 
Rof. Tove, Tove, this Shepheards paſſion, 
Is much upon my faſhion. » X- 
{/e. And mine, but ir growes ſometing 'fiale with 
me. 
(el. I pray yau,. atieof you queſtion yon'd aan, 
If he for gold will giveus any foode, 
I faint almoſt rodeath.” 
C{o. Holla 3you:Clowne. 
\- Roſe Peacetqole; he's not thy Kinſman, 
{ or. Who cals? = 
C/o. Your berters Sir. 
Cor. Elſe arethey very wretched. 


—_— 
3 at. . _— 
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runne into ſtraagecapers ;_ but asall is mortall in nature, | 


the weaket veſlcll, as doubtletand hoſe gughtto ſhow it 


: 


| 
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| effi 908 ble it. 


Roſ. Peace I ay ; good eventoyou friend. 
Cor. And to you gentle Sir, and to you all. 
Ref: Iprethee Shepheard, if that love or gold 
Can inthis deſert place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may reſt our ſelves, and feed: 
Here's a yong maid with travaile much opprefled, 
And faints for ſuccour, 
Cor. Faire Sir, I pitty her, 
And wiſh for her ſake more then for mine owne, 
My fortanes were more able to releeve her : 
Bur Tam ſhepheard to another man, | 
And doe not ſheere the Fleeces that I graze : 
My maſter is of churliſh diſpoſition, 
Andllittle wreakesto find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hoſpitality. 
Beſides his Coate, his Flockes, and bounds of feede 
Are now'on ſalg,.andat our ſheep-coatnow 
By reaſon of Fiybſence there is nothing 
That you will feed on : but what is, come ſee, 
And in my voyce moſt welcome ſhall you be, 
Rof. What is he that hall buy his flocke and paſture ? 
Cor. That yong Swaine that you ſaw heere but cre- | 
while. 
* | Thatlittlecares for buyingany thing. 
} Rof. Ipraythee, if Rand with honeſty, 
Buy thou the Cotrage, paſture, and the flocke, 
And thou ſhalt have to pay for it of us. 
Cel. And we will non thy wages: 
T like this place, and willingly could 
Waſte my time init. | 
Cor, Aſſuredly the thing isto be ſold: 
Goe with me, if you like upon report, 
The ſoile, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithfull Feeder be, 
And buy it with your gold right ſodainely. 


Exeant. 


——_— 


Gs es exo co 


Scana Quinta, 


Emer, Amens, Taques, and others. 


Fader the greene woed tree, 
loves to lye with me, 
And turne bis merry Note, 
_#uto the ſweet Birds thr ote : 
Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
Heere ſtall he ſee no enemy, 
But Winter and rough Weather, 


lag. More, more, I prethee more. 
Amy. Tt will make you melancholly Mounficur 
Taq. 1 thankeirt : More, I prethee more, 

I can ſucke melancholly out of a ſong. - 


As a Weazel ſuckesegpes : More, 1 prethee more. 
emmy. My voyce is ragged, I'know I cannot pleaſe 


you. 

I FR defieyoatolage.. , ; | 
Come, more, another ſtanzo : Call you'em ſtanzo's? 
Amy. What you will Mounſieur Jaques. + 

Taq. Nay, I carenottor their names, they owne me 
nothing. Will you fing. 3 d\ 

em. Morc at your requeſt, then topleaſe my ſelfe. 
| leq. Well then, if ever I thanke atiy man, 1le thanke 


Lagnes 


| 


{ 


"If therelive any thirg in thls Deſert. 


———Ry 


1 you : burtkatthey call complementis like th'encounte; 


of two dog-Apes. And when a man thankes me hartily 
methinkes 1 have given hima peny, and he renders me 
the beggerly thankes. Come fing ;and you that will not, 
old your tongues. 
e-Ymy. Well, Ilecndthe ſong. Sirs, cover the while 
the Duke will drinke under this tree ; he hath beene all 
this day tolooke you. 
1aq. And Thavebeeneal! this day toavoyd him ; 
He-is toodiſputeable for my company : 
I thinke of as many matters as he, but I give 
Heaven thankes, and make no boaſt ef them. 
Come, warble, come. | 


Song. Altogether heere. 
tho doth ambition ſhunne, 
and loves to lives'th Sunn, 
Seeking the food he eates, 
| and pleas with what he gets : 
Come hither, come hither, come hither, 
Heere [hail he ſee,&c. 


[ag, le give youa verſe tothisnote, 
That TI made yeſterday in deſpight of my invention. 
Aym. And ile fing it. | 
Taq. Thus it goes. ' 
If #t dee come to paſſe,that any man twrne Aﬀe : 
Leaving hiwealth and eaſe, 
A Flubborne will to pleaſe, 
Ducdame, ducdame, ducdams : 
Heere (hall he ſee, groſſe fooles as he, 
end if he will come to me. 
em, What's that Ducdame ? 
lag. 'Tisa Greeke invocation, to call fgoles intoacir- 
cle. Ile goe fleepe if Ican : ifT cannot, Ile Mile againſtal 
the firſt berne of Egypt. 
em. AndlIle goe fecke the Duke, 


His banketis prepar'd. Exec, 


—— —_— 


Scana Sexta, 


_—_ 
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Emer Orlando, and «Adam. 


eAdaw. Deere Maſter, I can goeno further : 
O I dye for food. Heere lye I downe, 
And meaſure out my grave. Farwell kind maſter. 
Orl. Why how now Adam? No greater heart inthes! 


| Livealitrle, comfort alittle, cheere thy ſelfe alittle. 


If this uncouth Forreſt yeeld any thing ſavage, 

I will either be food for ir, or bring it for foode to thee: 
Thy conceite is neerer death, thenthy powers. 

For my fake be comfortable, hold death a while 


| Arthearmes end: 1 will heere be withthce preſently, 


And if I bring thee not ſomething to cate, 

I will give thee leave to dye: bur if thou dieſt | 
Before I come, thou art a mocker of my labour. 
Well faid, thou look' ſt cheerely, -* 

And Ile be with thee quickly : yet thou lieft 
Inthe bleake ayre. Come, I will bearethee. 

To ſeme ſhelter, and thou ſhalt not dye 

For lacke of a dinner, , 


Cheerely good Ade, 
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eAsyoulke it. 


Scena Septima. 


p—— — ——_—_— 


. Enter Duke Sen. & Lord, lthe out-lawes. 
Dx. Sex. I thinke he be transform'd intoa beaſt, 

For I can no where finde him, like a man, 

1. Lord. My Lord, heis but even now gone hence, 
Heere was he merry, hearing ofa Song. 

Da. Sex. If hecompatt of 1tarres, grow Muſicall, 
We ſhall have ſhortly diſcord in the Spheares : 
Goſecke him, tell himT would ſpeake with him. 


Enter Iaques. 
1. Lord. Heſaves my labor by his owne approach. 


That your poore friends muſt wooe your companie, 
Whar, you looke merrily. 
' Jag. A Foole,a foole : I met a foole i'th Forreſt, 
A motley Foole (a miſerable world: ) 
As I'dolive by food, I met a foole, 
Wholaid him d owne, and bask'd him inthe Sun, 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good rermes, 
In good ſet termes, and yet a motley foole. 
| Good morrow foole (quoth 1: ) no Sir,quoth he, 
Call me not foole,till heaven hath ſent me fortune, 
Andthen he drew a diall from his poake, 
And looking on it, with lacke-luſtre eye, 
Fayes, very wiſely, it is tenaclocke ; - 
Thus we may ſee (quoth he) how the world wagges: 
| *Tisbut an houre agoe, ſince it wasnine, 
| And after one houre more,'twill becleven, 
And ſofram houre to houre, we ripe, and ripe, 
Andthen from'houre to houre, we rot,and rot, 
And thereby hangs a tale. WhenT did heare 
The motley dole, thus morall on the time, 
- began tocrow like Chanticleere, 
That Fooles ſhould be ſo deepe contemplative ; 
| And Idid laugh, fans intermillion 
An houfe by his diall, Oh noble foole, 
A werthy foole : Motley'sthe onely weare. 

Ds, Sen. What foole isthis * 


And ayes, if Ladies be but young, and faire, 
They have the gift toknow it: and in his braine, 
-| Whichisas dry as theremainder bisket 
Akteravoyage : He hath ſtrange places cram'd 
With abſervation, the which he vents 
Inmangled formes; O that I were a foole, 
Iam ambitions for a motley coat. 
Ds, Stn. Thou ſhalt have one. 
149. It is my onely ſuite, 
| Provided tharyouweed your better judgemenas 
Of all opinion that growesranke in them, 
Thatlamwiſe. I muſt have liberty, ; 
Witall, as large a Charter asthe winde, 5 
Tot” >5w on whom Ipleate, for ſo fooles have : 
And they thatare moR gauted with my folly, 
They moſt muſt laugh ; And why.fir maſt they {® 
heawhy is plaine, as way to Pariſh Church: 
He, thata foole dqth very wiſely hit, - 
 Doth very fooliſhly,althongh heſmart 
Seeme ſcnſeleſſe ef the bob. IFnot, 
The Wiſe-mans felly:is atathomiz'd: 
 Evenby-the ſquandrivg glances of the foole. 


| m—— 


D#, Sen. Why how now Monlicur, whara life is this 


| 143. O worthic foole : One that hath bin a Courticr 


Inveſt me in my motley : Give me leave 
| Toſpeakemy minde, and I will through and 

Elcanſethe foule body of tht infected world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 

Da. Sen. Fieonthee. I can tell what thou wouldſt do, 

1aq; What, fora Counter, would I do,but good? 

D#. $1, Moſt miſcheeuous foule fin 
| For thou thy ſelfe haſt bena Libertine, 
As {cnſuall as the brutiſh Ring it ſelfe, 
Andallth'imbofſed ſores, and headed evils, 

That thon with licenſe of free foot haſt caught, 

Would'{t thou diſgorge into the generall world, 
lag. Why who cries out on pride, 

That can therein taxeany private partie : 

Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea, 

Till that the wearie verie meanes do ebbe. 

W hat woman in the Citie dol name, 

When thatI fay the Cittie woman beares 

The coſt of Princes on unworthje ſhoulders? 

Whocancome in, and fay that I meane her, 

When ſucha one as ſhe, ſuch is her neighbour ? 

1 Or what 1s he of baſeſt funQtion, 

That fayes his braverie is not on my coſt, 

Thinking that I meane him, but therein ſuites 

| Hisfolly ro the mettle of my ſpeech, 

There then, how then, what then ,let meſcewherein 

My tongue hath wrong'd him : jfit do him right, 

Then he hath wrong'd himſclfe : if he be free, 

Why then my taxing like a wild-gooſe flies 

Vnclaim'd of any man. But who cones here? 


. Enter Orlando. 
Or/, Forbeare, and cateno more. 
lag. WhylI hayecate none yet. 


Orl. Nor ſhalt not, till neceſfſitie be ſeru'd. 

Iaq, Of vihat kinde ſhould this Cocke come of * . 

Dx. Sen, Artthou thus bolder'd man by thy diſtres? 
Or elſe a rule deſpiſer of good manners, | 
Thar in ciuility thoufeenr't ſoemptie? 
| Orl. Youtouch'd my veinea: firft,th 
"4 Of bare diſtreſſe, that hath rane from methe ſhew 
Of ſmooth civilitie : 'vetam I insland. bred, 
And know ſomenourtare : Bnt forbeare, Itay, 
He dies that tonches atiy of this fruite, 


Till I, and my affaires are anſwered. 


lag. And you willnot be anſwer 
I muſt dye. 


Da. Sen. What would you have? | 
Your gentlenefſe ſhall force, morethen your force 


Move us to gentleneſle. 


orl. I almeſt die for food, andIermehave it. | 
D#. Sen. Sit dow and feed, -& welcome to. our table 


Of ſterne command'rrent: But whatereyou are”, 


Tharih this deſert inaccefſible, - 


Vneer the ſhade of niclaficolly boughes, 
Looſe, and negle&thecreepmeghoares ofrime's 
If ever you have look'd on better dayes : 

[fever beene where bels hate knoli'd to Church : 


Ifever from your eye-li88\vip'd 4 OY : 
SN ide, 


And know wha 


' Let gentlenefſemy ſtrong ehforcementbe, 
lnche which bope, bh, and hide oy 


, in chiding fin ; 


e thornie point 


d with reaſon; 
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Axgonlkeit, 


#.. Sen, True is it, that we have ſecne better dayes, 
And have with holy bell bin knowld to Church, 
And ſat at good mens feaſts,and wip'd our eyes 
Ofdrops, that ſacredpitty hath cngendred : 
And therefore fit you downe in —_ 
And take upon command, what hclpe we have 
That to your wanting may be minittred, 

Orl. Then but forbeare your food alittle while : 

Whiles (like a Doe) I go'to finde my Fawne, 
And give it food. There isan old poore man, 
Who after me, hath many a wearie ſteppe. 

{| Limpt in pure love : till he be firſt ſathc'd, 
Oppreſt with two weake evils, age, and hunger, - 
1 I will not touch a bit. 

| Ds. Ser. Go findehim out, 

And we will nothing waſte till you returne, 

Or7. Ithanke ye, and be bleſt for your good comfort. 
| Ds. Sen. Thou ſceſt, weare not all alone anhappie : 
. | This wideand vniverſall Theater 
Preſents more wofull Pageants then the Sceane 
' Wherein we play in. 

_ 1a, Allthe world'sa ſtage, 
And all the men and women, meerely Players; 
yp have their Ex##s and their Entrances, 
And one man in his time plaics many parts, 
His Acts being ſeven ages. At firſtthe Infant, 
| Mewling, and puking in the Nurſesarmes : 
Then, the whining Schoole-boy with his Satchell 
And ſhining morning face, creeping like ſnaile 
Vanwillingly to ſchoole. And then the Lover, 
- - | Sighinglike Furnace, with a wofull ballad 

{ Madeto his Miſtrefle eyc-brow.. Then a Soldier, 
Full of ſtrange oathes, and bearded like the Pard, 
{ Iclousin honor, ſodaine, and quicke inquarrell, 
Seeking the bubble Repuration - ©" ap 
Even inthe Canons mouth : Andthen, the Tuſtice - 
In faireround belly, with good Cappnlun'd, 
| With eyes ſeverc,and beard of formall cut, 
| Fullof wiſe ſawes, and moderneinſtances, 
4 Andfo be-playeshis part. The 6xtage ſhifts 
{ Into theeane and ſlipper'd Panzaloone, 
With ſpcRacles.on noſe, and pouch on ſide, 
His youtbfull hoſ well fav'd, « world too wide, 
* | For hisſhrunke ſhanke, and his bigge manly voyce, 
Turning againetowardchildiſh trebble pipes, 

| And while in his ſound. Laſt Scene of, al, 
{ That ends this ſtrange eventfull hiſtoric, : 
{ Is ſecond childiſhneſle, and meere oblivion, 
'Þ Sans teeth, ſans eyes, {ans taſte, ſans ;every thing. 

| | 

| 


| Emter Orlando withn Adam, 


and ler him feed. . Je 
Orl. I thanke you moſt for hun. - 
Ad. .So had you neede, 
} 1ſcarcecan ſpeake tothanke youfor my ſelfe.. 
|, D. Sex. Welcome, fall toos Lwill not trouble you, - 
UAs yerto queſtion you about your fortunes : 
Give us ſome muſicke, and good Cozey, ſing. 


. 
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f Blow,blow, theuwinerwinde, ..."_"_ 
Thos art net ſo wokinde, as mans 


| Thy cooth is moe ſokgene, becenſe thay are vat ſeens, 


*.4 
. 
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% 


—_ 


Heigh ho, fing heigh ho, unto the greencholly, 

Moſt friendſnip uu ſayning; moſt Loving,meere folly: 
T he heigh ho, the holly, 
This Life is moſt telly, 


Freize, freize, thou bitter skie that do#t not bight ſo nigh 
as bene fitts forgot : 
Though thou the waters warpe, thy ſting 1s not ſo ſharye, 
4: friend remembred not- 
Heigh bo, ſing &'c. 


Dake Sen. If that you were the good Sir Rowlands (on, 
As you have whiſper'd faithfully you were, 
And as mine eye doth his cigies witneſle, 
Moſt truely limn'd, and living in your face, 
Be truely welcome hither : I am the Duke 
Thatlov'd your -Father: the reſidue of your fortune, 
Go tomy Cave, and txll me. Good old man, 
Thouart right welcome, as thy Maſter is : 


And letmeall your fortunes underſtand. Exmm, 


= ————_— 


' D#,Sen. Welcome :ſet downe your venerable burthen, 


| 


| Enter D uke, Lords, & Oliver. 


-| Secke him with Candle ; bring him dead, or living 


[3 eAfus Tertins. Scana Prima. 


Ce Ee —_— 


D#.Not ſee him ſince? Sir, fir, that cannoggoe : 
| But were I not the better part made mercie, 
I ſhould not ſee an abſentargumenr 
Of my revenge,thou preſent : butlooketo it, 
Finde out thy brother whereſoere he is, 


Within this tweluemoneth, or tarne thou no more 
To ſeeke aliving inour Territorie. 
Thy Lands and all things that thou doſt cafl thine, 
Worth ſeizure, do we ſeize into our hands, 
Till thou canſt quit thee by thy brothers mouth, 
| Of what we thinke againſt thee. 
01. Oh that your Highnefſe knew my heart inthis: 
I never lov'd my brother in my lite. 
Dzke. More viliaine thou. Well, puſh him out of dores 
Andlet my officers of ſuch a nature 
' Make nn extent upon his houſe and Lands: 


Do this expediently, ard turne him going. E xewn, 


—_—— 


Stena Secunda. 


bo — 


Enter Orlando. 

O-l. Hang there my verſc, in witneſſe of my love, 
And thou thrice crowned Queene of night ſurvey 
With thy chaſte eye, from thy pale ſpheare above 
Thy Huntrefſe name, that my full life doth ſway. 
O Roſalind, theſe Trees ſhall be my-Bookes, 
And1n their barkes my thoughts Ile charraQer, 
That every cye, which in this Forreſt lookes, 
Shall ſee thy vertue witneſt every where 
Run,run Orlando, carve on every Tree, 
- The faire, the chaſte, and unexpreſſive ſhe. 


£48. 
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Enter Cerin &- Clowne. + | 
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Support him by the arme ; give me your hand, | 


one? 
Cle. y 


Co.And how like youthis ſhepherds life Mr Tovchft 


— — 


| altbangh thy breath be rude. 
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As you kkeit. 
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- Truely Shepheard , in reſped of it ſelfe, it is 

Pros 7 bur fa _—_ that it 1$ arſhepheardslift Ir 18 
naught. In reſpect that it is ſolitary, Ilike it very well: 
but in reſpet that itisprivare,itisa very vild life. Now 
in reſpe& iris in the fields, it pleateth me well: but in 
reſpeRt itis not inthe Court, itis tedious, As 1t1s a ſpare 
life (looke you) it fits my humor well : but asthere 15no 
more plentic init, itgoes much againſt my Komacke. 
Has'tany Philoſophic 1n thee ſhepheard? 

Cor, No more, but that I know the more one ſickens, 
| the worſeat eaſe heis: and that hee that wants mony, 
meanes,and content, iS without three good friends. That 
| the propertic of raine 1s to wet, and fire to burne ; That 
ood paſture makes far ſheepe : and that a great cauſe ot 
' thenighty is)acke ofthe Sufne : That hee that bath lear- 
ned nowit by Nature, nor Art, may complaine of good 
breeding, or comes of a very dull kindred. 

Clo. Such a one is a naturall Philoſopher : 

' Wag'tever in Court, Shepheard ? 

Cor, No truly. 

Cls; Thenthou art damn'd. 

Cor. Nay, I bope. 

(k. Truly thou artdamn'd; like an ill roaſted Egge, all 
on one (ide, 

(or. For not being at Court ? your reaſon. 

Col. Why, if thou never was'tat Court, thou never 
ſaw'ſt good manners: if thou never ſaw'ſt good manners, 
thenthy manners muſt be wicked, and wickednes? is lin, 
and _ is damnation: Thouart ina parlous ſtatc ſhep- 
heard, 

Cor, Not a whit Touckftone,thoſe that are good maners 
at the Court, are as ridiculous in the-Countrey, as the be- 
haviour of the Countrie 1s moſt mockcable at rhe Court. 
You told me, you ſalute nor atthe Court, but you kifle 
your hands; that courteſie would be uncleanly if Courti- 
ers were ſhepheards. 

Ch. Inſtance, briefly: come, inſtance, 

Cor. Why we are ſtll handing our Evyes,. and their 
Fels you know are greafic. : 

Clo, Why doenot your Courtiers hands ſweate ? and 
is not the greaſe of Mutton, as wholeſome asthe ſcat of 
a man? Shallow, ſhallow : A better inſtance I fay ; 
Come, 

(or, Beſides, our handsare hard. 

(%. Yourlips will feele them the ſooner. Shallow agen: 
amoreſounder inſtance, cone. : 

Cor. And they are often tarr'd over, with the ſurgery 
of our ſheepe : and would you have us kifſe Tarre ? The 
Counters hands are perfumed with Civet. 

Clo, Moſt ſhallow man : Thou wormes meate in re« 
ſpe of a good peece of fleſh ndeed : learne of the wiſe 
and perpend ; Civet is of a baſer - birth then Tarre , the 
_ uncleanly luxe of a Cat. Mend the inſtance Shep- 
rd. 

Cor. You have too Courtlya wit, for me, Ile reſt. 

(0. Wiltthou reſt damn'd ? God helpe thee ſhallow 
man: God make inciſion in thee, thou art raw. 

Cor. Sir, I am atrue Labourer, I carne that I eate : get 
that I weare ; owe no man hate, envie no mans happineſſe: 
glad of other mens good,content with my harme : and the 
greatcll ofmy pride , is to ſee my Ewes graze, and my 
Lambes ſucke. 

Ch. That is another ſimple finne in you, to bring the 
Ewes andthe Ramunes together, andto offer to get yOur 
living, by the copulation of Cattle, to be bawd to a Bel- 


— —__— 


CL ——_—_— 


weather, and to betray a ſhee-Lambe ofa twelvemonth | 


— 


to a crooked-pated olde Cuckoldly Rarnme , our of all 
reaſonable match. If thou bee'ſt not damn'd for this, the 
divell himſclfe will have no ſhepheards, I cannot lee elſe 
how thou ſhouſdſt ſcape. - 
(or. Heere comes young M. Ganimed, my new Miſtriſ- 
ſes Brother. | | 
Enter Roſalind, 
Roſ. From the eaFt to weſterne Inde, 
n0 jewel i like Roſalinde, 
Hir worth being mounted 6n the winde, 
through all the World beares Roſalinde. 
All the piftares faireſt Linde, 
are but blacke to Roſalinde: 
Let no face be kept in minds, 
but the faire of Roſalinde. 


Co; Ile rime you ſo, cight yeares together ; dinners , 
and ſuppers, and ſleeping hours excepted : itis the right 
Butter-womens ranke to Market. | 

Roſ. Our Foole. 

Clo. Fora taſte. 

If a Hart doe licke a Hinde. 
Let him [eeke out Roſalinde ; 
If the Cat will after kinde, 
ſo be ſure will Roſalinde: 
Wintred garments muſt be linde, 
ſo mult ſlender Roſalinae: 
They that reapmuſt ſheafe ana binde, 
then 10 cart with Roſalinde. 
Sweeteſt nut, hath ſowreft rind, 
ſuch anut 5s Roſalind, 
He that ſweeteFt roſewill finde, 
muſt finde Loves pricke,& Roſalmde. 


This is the very falſe gallop of Verſes, why doe you in- 


fe your ſelfe withthem ? 
Rof, Peace you dullfoole, I found them on a tree. 
(to. Truely the tree yeelds bad fruite. 

Rof. Ile graffe it with you , and then I ſhall graffe it 
with a Medler : then it will be the earlieſt fruiti'th coun- 
try : for you'l be rotten ere you be halfe ripe , and that's 
the right vertue of the Medler. 

Clo. You have ſaid : but whether wiſely or no, let the 
Forreſt judge. 
Enter Celia with awriting. 
Rof. Peace, here comes my fiſter reading, ſtand aſide, 
Cel, Why ſhould this Deſert bee, 
for it #5 unpeapled ? Noe : 
T onges Ile hang on every tree, 
that ſhall civill ſayings hae. 
Somehow briefe the Life of man 
rams ba errjng pilgrimage, 
That the ſtretching of a ſpan, 
buckle: in hu ſumme of age. 
Some of violated wowes, 
rwixt the ſoules of friend, and friend, 
But upon the faireit bowes , 
or at every ſentence end ; 
Will I Roſalinds write, 
teaching all that read: to know 
T he guinteſſence of every ſprite, 
beaven would in little ſhow. 
Therefore heaven Nature charg'd, 
that one body ſhould be fill d 
With all Graces wide enlarg d, 


nature preſently dsſtsll'd 
OO. 


—_ 


—_ 
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Helens cheeks, but not his heart, ' {| Rof. Nay, bur the divell take mocking : ſpeake add, | 
Cleopatra's Majeſie : brow, and true maid: | 

Attalanta's better part, Cel. Vfaith (Coz) tis he, 

ſad Lucrecia's eCHMoaerFtie. Roſ; Orlando? J 

Thus Roſalinde of many parts, Cel. Orlando. : IE 

by Heavenly Synode was devis a, Ref. Alasthe day, what ſhall Ido with my doublet ang | 

Of manie faces, eyes, and hearts, hoſe ? What did he when thou faw'ſt him 2 What fayde [. 

to bave the touches dcereſt pris'd. he? How louk'd he? Wherein went he? What makes he | Þ 

Heaven would that ſhe theſe gifrs ſhould have, heere ? Did he aske for me? Where remaines he? How | 

| and I to live and die her ſlave. parted he with thee > And when ſhalt thou ſee hima. | 
| Reſ. O moſt gentle Iupiter , what tedious hemilie of | gaine? Anſwer me in one word. E 
Cel. You muſt borrow me Gargantuas mouth firſt, | © 


Love have you wearied your pariſhioners withall, and ne- | | 
ver cride,have your pariſhiones withall, and never cri'de, | t1s a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages fize,tg 
have patience good people. ſay Iand no, to theſe particulars, 1s more then to anſwer 


Cel. How now | backe friends: Shepheard go off a lir. | 11 a Catechiſme. | 
tle : go with him fircah. { Ref, Buteoth he know that I am in this Forreſt , and | | 
Clo. Come ſhepheard , let us make anhonourable re- { 1n mans apparrell? Looks he as freſhly, as he did theday | Þ | 
treit, though not with bagge and baggage, yet with ſcrip he Wra ſted? I 
and (crippage- | | Exit. Cel. Itis aseafie tocount Atomies as to reſolve the ! 
Cel. Did{tthou heare theſe verſes ? propoſitions of a Lover : but take a taſte of my finding 
Roſ. O yes, I heard themall, and moretoo , for ſome | him, and relliſh it with good obſervance. 1 found him 
ofthem had inthem more fecte then the Verſes would | under atree likea drop'd Acorne. 
beare. Roſe. It may well be cal'd Iovestree, when it droppes 
1 {1 That's no matter: thefeet mightbeare the Verſes. | forth ſuchfruite. 
Ref: I, but the feet were lame, and could not beare } («/. Give meaudience, good Madam. 


themſelves without the verſe, and therefore ſtood lamely | Rof. Preceed. 

inthe verſe. | Cel. There lay hee ſiretch'd along like a Wounded 
Cel. Put didſtthon heare without wondring, how thy | knight, | 

name ſhould be hang'd and carved upon theſe trees ? Roſe Though it be pittie to ſee ſuch aſight ; it wellbe- 


Cel.” O wonderfall, wonderfull, and moſt wonderfull | aq. God bny you, let's meer as little as we Cant. 
wonderfull, andyet againe wonderfull, and after that out | Orl. Idodehre we may be better ſtrangers. : 
of all hooping. lag. pray you marre no more trees with Vriting 

Roſ. Good iny completion, doft thou thinke though | Love-ſongs intheir barkes. | 
I amcapariſon'd like a man,I have a doublet anda hoſein | Or. I pray you marre nomore of my verſes withres 
my diſpoſition? One inch of delay more, isa South-ſea | ding them il|-favouredly. 
of diſcoverie. I pre'tbec tell me, who isit quickely, and laq. Roſalindeis your loves name? Ort, Yes,luſt, 
ſpeake apace: I would thou couldſt ſtzmmer , that thoa | 7ag. Idonotlike her name. 
might'ſt powre this conceal'd man out of thy mouth, as | Orl. There was no thought of pleaſing you when ſhe 


Rof: 1 was ſeaven of the nine dayes out of wonder, be- | comesthe ground. . 
| fore you came : for looke hecre what I found on a Palme Cel. Cry holla, tothe tongue, I prethee : it curyettes 

tree ; I wasnever fo berim'd ſince Pythegoras time that I | unſcaſonably. He was furniſh'd like a Hunter, % 

was an Iriſh Rat, which I can hardly remember. Ref. O ominous, he comesto killmy Hart. Z 
Cel. Tro you, who hath done this? | : Cel. I would ſing my ſong without a burthen, thou | Þ* 
Roſ. Is it aman? | | ring'ſt me out of tune. ; 
Cel. And achaine that you once wore,about hisneck : Rof. Do you not know I am a woman, when I thinke, | 

change you colour ? . I muſt ſpeake: ſweer, ſay on. Z 
Ref. Ipre'thee who? | 
Cel. O Lord, Lord, it isa hard matter for friends to Enter Orlando & [aques. 2 

m—_ —=— ns may be remooy'd with Earth- ) Ce. _— me ont. pr he not neere ? A 

quakes, and ſo encounter. | Ref: *Tis be, flinke by, and note him. E- 
Rof: Nay,but who isit? | aq. Ithankeyou for your companie, but good faith1| I 
Cel. Is it poſſible? ; had as liefe have beene my ſelfe alone. E 
Ref. Nay, I pre'thee now , with moſt petitionary ve- Orl. And ſo had I : bur yet for fafhion ſake .. 

hemence, till me whoit is. I thanke you too, for your ſocictic, A 


> 


| Winecomes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle : cither too | was chriſten'd. 3 
much atonce, ornone at ll. Ipre'thee takethe Corke Tag. W har ſtature is ſhe of ? 4 
out of thy mouth, that I may drinke thy tydings. Ort. Iuſtas highas my heart. 


_ Cel. So.you may puta man in your belly. lag. You are fuil of prety anſwers: have 70u not bin ac- 
Rof. Is heof Gods making ? What manner of man > | quainted with goldſiniths wives,& cond the out of rings: 


Is his head worth a hat? Or his chin worth a beard ? | Orl. Not ſo: but Ianſwer you right painted cloath, 
Cel. Nay, he hath buralittle beard. ; from whence you have ſtudied you queſtions.: | 
Roſ. Why God will ſend more, if the man will bee lag. You haveanimble wit; Ithinke *rwas made of 

thankefull; letme ſtay the growth of his beard , if thou | Artalanta's heeles. Will you fitte downe with me, a 

delay me not the knowledge of his chin, | wee two will raile againſt our Miſtris the world, and 


Cel. Itis young Orlando , that tript upthe Wraſtlers | our miſcrie. 
| heeles, and your heart, both inan inſtant. | Or4. Twill chide nobreatker in the world but my ſelf 


againſt 


—_ —_—— 44 man. bt hs. Maha — hd 
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| hall ſee him. 
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inſt whom I know no faults. ; 
Jaq. The worlt fault yon have, is to be in love. 
Orl.'Tisa fault I will not change, for your beſt vertue:] 
wearie of you, - 
"Dag. By ak troth, 1 was ſeeking for a Foole, when 1 
found you. | 
ord. He is drown'd in the brooke, looke but in,and you 


Jag. There I thall ſee mine owne figure. : 
Orl, Which I take to be either a foole;or a Cipher. _ 
Taq. Ile tarrie no longer with you, farewell good fignt= 


or Love. Fe | | 
Or1, 1 am glad of your departure: Adieu good Monticur 
Mclanchollie+ Hee! | 
Ref. 1 wil ſpeake to him like a fawcie Lackie, and un- 
der that habit play the. knane with him; do you heare For- 
Orl. Verie wel, what would you ? 
Rof. I pray you, what i'ſtaclocke? 33" 00 
Orl. You ſhould aske me what time o'day : ther'sno 


|| clocke in the Forreſt. 


Ref. Then there is no true Lover inthe Forreſt , elſe 
ſighing every minute, and groaningevery houre woulc 
detedthe lazic foote of time , as welas aclocke. 

Orl. And why not the ſwift foote of time? Had not 
that bin as proper ? MS | 

Roſ, By no meanesfir; Time travels indivers partes , 
with diverſe perſons; Iletell you who Time ambles with- 
all, who Time trots withall, who time gallops withall,and 
who he ſtands {ti!l withall. | 

Orl. Iprethce, whom doth he trot withall? 

Ref, Marry he trots hard with a young maid, between 


the inter1as be but a ſennight; Times pace is{o hard, that 
it ſeemesthe length of feaven yeare. 

Orl. Who amoles ticne withall ? [RU 

Ref. With a Prieſt thar lackes Latine, and a richman 
that hathnot the Gowr : for the one ſleepes eaſily be« 
cauſe he cannot ſiudy,and the other lives merrily,becauſe 


and waſtefull Learning ; the other knowing no bur- 
then of heavie tedious penuric, Theſe time ambles 
withall, 
Orl. Whom doth hegallop wirhall ? 
Roſ. Withatheete tothe gallowes: for though hee 
- wa ſoftly as foot can fall;he thinkes himſclte roo loone 
there; | 
| Or. Whom ſtajes it (ill withall? . 
Reſ: With Lawiers inthe vacation : for they {icepe be- 
eweene Terme and Terme, and then they perceive not 
ow time moves. 
Or. Where dwell you pretty youth? | 
Roſ. With this Shepheardefſe my ſiſter : heere inthe 
Kirts of the forreſt, like fringe upon a petticoat. 
Orl. Are you native of this place ? | 
Roſ. As the Connie that you ſee dwell where ſheeis 


Ort. Your accent is ſomething finer , than you could 
purchaſe inſoremoved a dwelling. 
- Ref. I have bintold ſoof many : but indeed, an old re- 
lgious Ynckle of mine taught me toſpeake, who was in 
1s youth an inland man, one that knew Courtſhip too 
well: for there he fell inlove, I have heard him read ma» 
| ty LeAurs againſt it, and Ithanke God, Iam nota Wo- 
manto be touch'd with ſo many giddie offences as he hath 
gcnerally tax'd their whole ſex withall, 
Orl.” Can you remember any of the principall evils, 


_— ——— em. 


(reſter. . 


the contract of her marriage,and the dayit is folemni zd:if\ 
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that he laid to the charge of women? » - - | 

. Koſ. There were none principall, they were jall like 
one another, as halfepence are, every one favlt ſeeming 
monſtrous, till his feilow-fault came to marchir. 

Or4. I prethee recount ſome of them. | | 
' Rof. No: I wili not caſt away my phyfick, but on thoſe 
that are ſicke, There is aman haunts the Forreſt, that a- 
buſes our yorg plants with carving Roſalind on their 
borkes; hangs Odesupon Hauthernes, and Elegieson 
brambles ; all (forſuoth) deifying rhe name of Reſalind, 
If I could meer that Faticie-monger, I would give him 
ſome good counſeli, for he ſeemesto have the Qr1ptidian 
ot Love upon bim. 

Orl.lam he thatis ſo Love-ſhak'd, I pray youtcll me 
your remedie, | ; | 

Ref. There is none of my Vnckles markes upon you : 
he taught me how ro knoty a man inlove ; in which cage 
of ruſhes, I am ſure you are not priſoner. 

Orl. What were his markes ? 

Roſe. Aleane-checke, which you have not : a Let eye 
and funken, which y'ou have nor: an ungueRtionable ſpi- 
rit, which you bave nat: a beard negieted , which you 
have not : (but I pardonyou for that, for ſimply your ha- 
ving no beard. isa younger brothers revennew) then your 
Hoſe ſhould be ungarter'd, your bonnet unbanded , 'your 
fleeve unbutron'd, your ſhoot unti'de, and every thing 
about you, d-monltrating a careleſſe defolation : but you 
are no ſuch man ; you are rather point device inyur ac- 
coultrements, asloving your ſclfc, than ſceming the Lo- 
ver ofany other. | (i Love. 

Or/. Faire youth, IT would I could make thee beleeve 


Rof. Me beleeveit? You may afſoone make her that | 


you Love belceve it, which I warrant ſhe is apter to do, 
than to confeſle ſhe do's: that is one of the points, in the 
which women {till give thelie totheir conſciences. Burt 
in good ſooth, are you he that hangs the verſes on the 
Trees, wherein Roſalindis ſo admired? þ 

. Orl. I ſweare to thee youth, by the whitc hand of Ko- 


he feeles no paine : the one lacking the burthen of leane | ſaid, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 


Rof. Butare you ſo much in love,as your rimes ſpeake? 
Ort. Neither rime nor reafon c211 expreſſe how much. 
Rof. Love is mecrely a madnefle, and Ttell you , de- 
ſerves as well a darke houſe, and a whip, as madmen do ; 
and the reaſon why they are nor ſo puniſh'd and cured, is 
thatthe Lunacie is ſo ordinarie, thatthe whippers are in 
lovetoo: yetTprofeſſe curing it by counſell. 
Orl. Did you ever cureany ſo? | 
Rof. Yes one, and in this manner. He was to imagine 
me his Loue, his Miltris : and 1 ſet him every day to 
wooe me, At whichtime would I, being buta mooniſh 
youth, greeve, becffeminare, changeable, longing, and l1- 
king, proud, fantaſticall, apiſh, ſhallow, inconitarr, full 
of teares, full of ſmiles ; forcvery pation fomethirg, and 
for no paſſion truly any rhing,as boyes and women are for 
the molt part, cattle of this colour :; would now like him, 
now loath him: then entertaine him, then forſwcare him: 
now weepe for him, then fſpitat him; that I drave my 
Suter from his mad humor of love, to a ltving humor of 
madnes, which wasto forſweare the fall {treame of the. 
world, and to live ina nooke meerly Monaſtick: and thus 
I cur'd him; and this way will I take upon meto waſh 


your Liver as cleare asa ſound ſheeps heart,rhat there ſhal | 


not be one ſpot of louein't. 
Orl. 1 would not becured; youth. a 
Ref. I would cure you, if you would butcall me Rofa- 
lind, and comeeucry day tomy Coat, and wooe me. 
R 3 Ort. 


th 
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© Orlen, Now by the faith of my loye, I will; Tell mee 
where it is. 7+ NM "£3 
Rof. Go with meto it, and Ile ſhew it you: and bythe 
way, you ſhall tellme,where in the Forselt you live: Will 
you goe ? | 
Orl. With all my heart, good youth. ; 
Rof. Nay, you mult call me Reſalind :; Come ſiſter will 
you goe? | Exeunt. 


__—___—_—_—— 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Clowne, Auarey, & Iaques. 
Cle. Come apace good eAuarie, I will fetch up your 


| Goates, Andre: and how Awdricam I the man yert?Doth 


my fimple feature content you? 

Aud. Your features, Lord warrant us : what features? 
(te. Tam hreere withthee,and thy Goates,asthe moſt 
capricious Poct honeſt Ovid was arnong the Gothes. 

laq. O knowledge ill inhabited , worſe then Iove ina 
thatch'd houſe. 

(. Whena mans verſes cannot be underſtoed , nor a 
mans geod wit ſeconded with the forward childe,under- 
ſtanding : it ſtrikes a man more dead then agreatreckon- 
ing in alittle roome : truly, I would the Gods - had made 
thee pocticall. | | 

And.l do not know what Poeticall is:is it honeſt in deed 
and word: is ita true thing ? | 

(7. No truly: for the trucſt poetric is the moſt faining, 
and Loversare given to Pectric: and what they ſweare in 


Poctrie, may be faid as Lovers, they do feigne.. 


eAnd. Do you wiſh then that the Gods had made mee 
Poeticall ? | 
(ow. I dotruly : for thou ſwear'ſt to me thou art ho- 


"neſt: Now ifthou werta Puer, I might have ſome hope 
thou did(t feigne. 


Arnd. Would you not have me honeſt ? 

' Clo, Notruly, unleſſe thou wert hard favour'd : for 
honeſtie coupled to Leautic, is to have Honie aſawceto 
Sugar. | 

lag. A materiall foole. | 

Ard. Well,1 am not faire,and therefore I pray the Gods 
make me honett. 


Ce. Traly,and to caſte away honeflic upona foule ſlut, | 


were topnt good meate into an uncleane diſh. 
Azxd. I am nota ſlut, though I thanke the Goddes I am 


{ foule. 


Clo. Well, praiſed bethe Gods, for thy fouleneſſe;ſlut- 
tiſhneſſe may come hereafter. But be it, as it may bee, I 
wiilmarriethce: and to that end , I have beene with Sir 
Oliver Mar-text,the Vicar of the next village , who hath 
promis'dto meete me inthisplace of the Forreſt , and to 
couple us. 

Jag. 1 would faine ſee this meeting. 

Aud. Well, the Gods give us joy. 

Ele. Amen. A man may if he weare of a fearfull heart, 
Ragger in this attewpt : for heere wee have no Temple 


' but the wood, noaſſembly but horne-beaſts. But what 


though? Courage. As hornesare odious, they are neceſ- 
farie. Itisfaid, ra bo man knowes no end of his goods; 
right: Many a aan ha 

ofthem. Well, that is the dowrie of his wife, *tisnone 
of his owne getting ; hornes, even ſo poore men alone : 


s good Hornes, and knowesnoend | 


|. 


No, no, thenobleſt Deere hath themas huge as theRaf. 
call ; Is the ſingle man therefore bleſſed? Np, asa wall'(- 
Towne is more worthier then a village,ſo isthe forchead 

ofa married man , more honourable then the bare brow 

of a Batcheller:, and by how much defence is better then 

no.skill, by ſo muchisa horne more precious then to 

want. - 


Enter Sir Oliver Mar-texte 
Heere comes Sir Olsver; Sir Olrver MMar-text you are well 
met. Will you diſpatch us heere under this tree , or ſhall 
we goe with youto your Chappell? 

O/.Is there none here to give the woman? 

Cho. 1 will nottake her on guitt of any man. 

Ot. Trucly ſhe muſt bee given, or the marriage is uot 
lawfull. 

fag. Proceed, proceede: Ile give her. 

Clo. Good even good M. what ye cai't: how doe you 
Sir, you are verie well met: godild you for your laſt com- 
panie, I am veric glad to ſee you, evena toy in hand heere 
Sir : Nay, pray be cover'd. 

lag. Will you be married, Motley ? 

Clo. Asthe Oxe hath his bow fr,the horſe his curb,and 
the Falkon her bels, ſo man hath his deſires, and as Pige- 
ons bill, ſo wedlocke would be nibling. 

Tag. And will you (being a man of your breeding) bee 
married under a buſh like a begger? Get you to Church, 
and havca good Prieſt that can tell you what marriage is: 
this fellow will but joyne you together, as they joyne 

Wainſcort, then one of you will prove a ſhrunke pannell, 
and like greene timber, warpe,warpe. 

{1o. Lam not in the minde, bur 1 were better to be mar- 
ried of him then of another,for he is not like to marric me 
well : andnot being well married, it will be a good excuſe 
for me hereafter, to leave my wite-, 

lag. Goe thou with me. 

And [ct me counſell thee. 

Clo.Come {weere Andrie, 

We mult be married, or we mult live in baudrey: 
Farewelt good M. Otver: Not O ſweet Oliver, O brave 
Oliver icave me not behind thee: But winde away ,be gone 
Tfay, 1 willnot to wedding with thee. 

Ol. *Tisno matter; Ne'rea fantaſticall knave of them 
all ſhall lout me out of my calling. E xeunt, 


—T 
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Emter Roſa'ind & Celia. 
Rof. Never talke to me, I will weepe:. | 
Cel.DoI prethee, but yet hauc the grace to conlider,that 
teares do not become a man. 
Ref. Burt have I not cauſe to weepe ? 
(+l. As good cauſe as one would deſire, 
Therefore weepe. | 
Ref. His very haire 
Is of the diflembling colour. , 
Cel. Something browner then Tudaſſes : 
Marrie his kifſesare Iudafſes owne children. 
Roſ.]'faith his haire is of a good colour. 
Cel. An excellent colour : 
Your Cheflenut was ever the onely colour : 
Rof; And his kiſfing is as full of ſanRiric, 
As the touch of holy bread. 


w— 


3, ABS = - ng en 


Cl.| 


13 2 


Eb Dent lf FOND is ao EW EI Ten oo AT URLS, 
PS ts Eng? Rn MOI LIVE 7 ts he DP ee I, % Mn. 
SIR oe An þ 


AE eh 


f Nun of winters ſiſterhood kifſes not more religioullie , 


| After the Shepheard that complain'd of love, 


 Tispretry ſure, and very probable, 


” CY 


_ efAsyoulkett. 


(a. Hee hath bought a paire of chaſt lips of Diava: a | 


the vety yce of chaſtitie is inthem. SIN 

Roſa. But wy did he ſweare he would come this mor- 
ning, and comes not ? | | 

Cel. Nay certainly,there isno truth in him, 

Roſ. Noe you thinke ſo ? 

Cel. Yes, I thinke heis not apicke'purſe, nor a horſe- 
ſtealer, bur for his verity in love, I dothinke him as con- 
cave a8 4 covered goblet, or a Worme-caten nut. 

Roſ. Not true in love ? : 

. Cel. Yes, when he is in, but I thinke he 1snot in. 

Ref: You have heard him ſwearedowneright he was. - 

Cel. Was, isnot is : beſides,the oath ofa Lover is no 
ſtronger then the word ofa Tapſter , they are hoth the 
confirmer of falſe reckonings, he attends here inthe for- 
reſt on the Duke your father, | | 

Roſ, I met the Dake yeſterday, and had much queſti- 
on with him: ke askt me of what parentage I'was; I told 
him of as good as he, ſo he laugh'd and let mee goc. But 
what talke we of Fathers, when there is ſuch a man as 
| Orlando ? 

Cel.Othat's a brave man,he writes brave verſes, ſpeakes 
brave words, ſweares brave oathes, and breakes them 
bravely, quite travers athwart the heart of his lover, as a 

uiſny Tiiter, that ſpurres his horſe byt on one {ide , 
| nh his ſtaffe like a noble gooſe; but all's brave that 
youth mounts, and folly guides; who comes heete? 


or | . Enter Corm. : 
(rin. Miſtrefſe and Maſter, you have oft enquired 


Whom you ſaw fitting by me on the Turfte, 
Prayſing the proud difdainefull Shepherdefle 
That was his Miſtrefle. 

{*l, Well : and what of him ? p 
Cor. f you will ſee a pageant truely plaid 
Betweene the pale completion of true Love, 
And the red glow of ſcorne and prowd diſdaine, 

Goe hencea little and I ſhall conduct you 
If you will marke it. 

Roſe O come, let us remove, 
| Theſight of Lovers feedeth thoſe inlove : 
Bring us to this ſight, and you ſhall ſay 


lleprove a buſie aRor in their play. Exeunt. 


em, —— > RITY- at Yo Rr 
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Scana (umta. 


That eyes rhat are the frailſt, and ſofteſt things, 

Who ſhut their coward gates on atomyes, 
Should be called tyrants, butchers, murtherers. 
Now Ido frowne onthee with all my heart, 
And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill the ce: 
Now counterfeit to ſwound, why now fall downe, 

Or if thou canſt not, oh for ſhame, for ſhame, | 
Lye not, to ſay mine eyes are murtherers : | 

Now ſhew the wound mine eye hath made inthee, 
Scratch thee but witha pin, and there remaines 

Some ſ{carre of ir : Leane but upon a ruſh, 

The Cicatriceand capable impreſſure | 
Thy Palme ſome moment keepes : but now mine eyes 

W hich I have darted at thee, hurt thee nor, 

Norl amfure there is no force in eyes 

That can doe hurt. * . 

$i, O deere Phebe, OCEE 

If ever(as that ever may beneecre) Ms 

You wet in ſome freſh cheeke the powerof fancic, 

Then ſhall you, know the wounds inviſible 

That Loves keenearrowes make. 

Phe. Buttill that time 

Come not thou'neere me : and when that time comes, 
Afflidtme with thy mockes, pitty me nor, 

As till that tim* I ſhall not pitty thee. 

Ref: And why I pray you? who might bee your mother 

That you inſult, exult, andall at once 

Over the wretched ? what though you haveno beauty 
As by my faith, I ſeenomore in you 


——_— 
” 


\ Then without Candle may-goe darketo bed: 


Maſt you be theretore proud and pitrilefle? 

Why what meanes this? why do you looke on me ? 
I ſee no more in you then in the ordinarie 

Of natures ſale-worke? *ods my little life, 

I thinke ſhe meanesto tangle mine eyes too : 

No faith proud miſtreſſe, hope not after it, 

'Tisnot your inkie browes, your blacke filke haire, 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheeke of creame 
That can entame my ſpiritsto your worſhip : 

You feolifh Shepheard, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy South, putting with winde and raine, 
You areathounſand times a properer man 

Then ſhe a woman. *Tis ſuch fooles as you 

That makes the world full of ill-favourd children: 
*Tis not her glaſſe, but you that flatters her, 

And out of you ſhe ſees her ſelfe more proper 
Then any of her linezments can fhow her : 

But Miſtris, know your ſelte, downe on your knees 
And thanke heaven, faſting for a good mans love ; 
For I mult tell you friendly in your eare, | 


Sell whenryou can, you arenot for all markets ; 


Enter Silvius and Phebe. 


Sil. Sweet Phebe doe not {corne me, do not Phebe 
Say that you love me not, but ſay not ſo 

In bitterneſſe; the common exccutioner 
Whoſe heartth*accuſtom'd ſight of death makes hard 
Falls notthe axe upon the humbled neck, $ 
But firſt begs pardon : will you ſterner be 

Then he that diesand lives by bloody drops? 


Enter Roſalind, Celia, and Coris. 
Phe. 1 would not be thy executioner, 
Iflic thee, for I would not injure thee : 
Thourellſt me there is murther in mine eye, 


Cry the man mercie, love him, take his offer, 
Foule is moſt foule, being fouleto be a ſcoffer. 
So take her to thee Shepheard, fare you well. 
Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chidea yeere together, | 
I had rather heare you chide, then this man wooe. 


Rof.Hees falne in love with your fouleneſſc,& ſhee'll 


Fall in love with my anger. It it be ſo, as faft 
Asſheanſiweres thee with frowning lookes, ile ſauce 
Her with bitter words : why looke you ſoupon me ? 


Phe. For no ill will T beare you. 
Rof: T pray you do not fall inlove with me, 


For I am falſer then vowes made in wine : *- 
Befides, I like younot : if you will know my houſe, -- * 
'Tisatthe tufft ef Olives, herehard by: © | 
Will you goc Siſter ? Shepheard ply her bard: © 


Come 


—_— Re —_—_ 
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Come Siſter : Shepheardeſſc, looke on him better 
And be notproud, thonghal the world could ice, 


None could be ſo abus'd in ſight as he. X 
Come, to our flocke, =  _. Exit. 
Phe, Decd Shepheard, now I find thy ſawof might, 


Whoever loy'd, thatlov'd not atfirſt ſight? 
Sl. Sweet Phebe. | 
Phe. Hah : whar ſayſt thou Swim? 
Sil. Sweet Phebepitty me. 
Phe. Why I am ſorry for thee gentle Si/vins. 
Sil. Where ever ſorrow is,reliefe would be : 
If you doeſorrow at my gricfe inlove , 
By giving love your ſorrow, and my gricfe 
Were bothextermin'd. | 
Phe. Thou haſt my love,is not that neighborly ? 
Sel. I would have you. 
Phe, Why that were covetouſneſſe : 
Sitvins; the time was, that I hated thee; 
And yet it is not, that I bearcthee love, 
But fince that thon canſt talke of love {o well, 
Thy company, which carſt was irkeſome to me 
I willendure; and Ile employ thee too : 
Burt doe not looke for further recompence 
Then thine owne gladnefſe, that thou art employd. 
Szl. So holy, and ſo'perteRis my love, 
And in ſuch a poverty of grace, 
That T ſhall thinke it a moſt plentious crop 
Togleane the broken eares after the man 
That the maine harveſt reapes: looſe now and then _ 
| Aſcattered ſmile, and that Ile live upon. (while? 
Phe. Knowſt thon the youth that fpoketo mee yere- 
Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft, 
And he hath bought the Cottage and the bound s 
Thatthe old Cars: once was Maſter of. : 
Phe. Thinke nor 1 love him, thoughI a ske for him, 
*Tis but apceviſh boy, yet hee talkes well, 
But what care Iforwords? yet words do well 
When he that ſpeakes them pleaſes thoſe that heare : 
It 1s apretty youth, not very pretty, 
But ſure hee*s proud, and yet his pride becomes him; 
Hee'll make a proper man: the beſt thing in him 
Is his complexion : and faſter then histongue 
Did make offence, his eye did healc it up : 
He is not very tall, yet for hisyearcs hee's tall: 
His leg is but ſo ſo, and yet "tis well : 
There was a pretty rednefle in hislip, 
A little riper, and more luſtie red 
Then that mixtin his chetke : 'rwas juſt the difference 
Betwixt the conſtant red, and mingled Damaske. 
There be ſome women Si/v»ws, had they markt him 
TnparcellsasI did, would have goneneere 
To fall in love with him : but for my part 
I love him not, nor hate him not : and yet 
T have more cauſe to hate him then to love him, 
For what had he todoeto chideat me ? 
| Hefaid minecyes wereblackeand my haire blacke, 
And now I am remembred, ſcorn'd at me : 
I marvell why I anſwer'dnot againe, 
But that's all one : omittance is no quittance : 
Ile write tohim a very tanting Lettter, 
And thou ſhalt beare it, wilt thou Ss/vims ? 
Sit. Phebe, with all my heart. 
Phe. Ile write it ſtrait : | 
The marter's in my head, and in my heart, 
_I will bebitter withhim, and paſſing ſhort; 
| | Goe with me Silvia. | 


E xennt. 


| 


Atus Ouartus. ScanaPrima. 
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{ andineced the ſundrie contemplation of my travells, in 
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Enter Roſalind, and Celia, and laqnes, 


Jag. I prethee;pretty youth, let me be better acquainted 
with thee. | 

KRoſ. They ſay you are a melancholly fellow. 

{aq. Iamſo: Idoeloveitberterthenlaughing. 

Rof. Thoſe that are in extremity of either, are abhogi- 
nable fellowes; and betray themſelves to every moderne 
ccnſure, worſe then drunkards. 

1ag. Why, 'tis good to be ſadand ſay nothing. 

' Ref. Why then 'tis good to be a potte. 

lag. I have neither the Schollers melancholy , which 
is emulation ; nor the Muſitians , which is fantaſticall; 
nor the Courtiers , which isproud : nor the Souldicrs, 
which is ambitious: nor the Lawiers, which is politicke; 
nor the Ladies , which is nice : nor the Lovers, which 
1sall theſe : bur it is a melancholy of mine owne, com- 
pounded of many ſimples, extracted from many objeRt, 


which my often ruminarion , wraps me ina moſt humo. 
rous ſadneſſe, | 
Ro. A Traveller : by my faith you have great reaſon 
to bead: TI fearc you have fold your owne Lands, to ſee 
other mens;then to have ſcene much,andto have nothing, 
ist0 havericheyes and poore hands. 
Iaq. Yes, I havegain'd my experience. 


Enter Orlands, 

Roſ. And your experience makes you ſad: I had rather 
havea foole to make me merrie, then experience to make 
me ſad, and to travaile for it too. 

Orl. Good day, and happineſle, deere Roſalind. - 

Orl. Nay then God buy you, and you talke in blanke 

verſe. Exit, 

Rof. Farewell Mounſier Travellor: looke you liſpe, 
and weare ſtrange ſuites ; diſable all the benefits of your 
own Countrie:be out of love with your nativity,& almoſt 
chide God for making you that countenance you are; 
or I will ſcarce thinke you have ſwam in a Gundetlo. Why 
how now Orlando,where have you bin all this while? you 
a lover? andyon ſerve me ſuch another tricke, never 
come in my ſight more. 

Orl. My faire Roſalma, Icome within an houre of my 
promile, | 

Ref. Breakean houres promiſe inlove ? he that will 
divide a minute into a thouſand parts, and breake buta 
part ofthe thouſand part of a minute in theaffairsoflove, 
it may be ſaid of him that Cpid hath clapr him oth' ſhoul.. 
der, but Ile warrant him heart hole. 

Orl. Pardon me deere Roſalind. 


ſighr, I had aslcife be woo'd of a Sraile. 

Orl, Of a Snaile? 

Ref. I, of a Snaile : for though he comes ſlowly , hee | 
carries his houſe on his head; a better joynture I thinke 
then you make a woman : befides , hee brings his deſtunic 
with him. 

Orl. Whats that? | 

Ref. Why hornes: which ſuch as youare faine tobe be- 
holding to your wives for:but he come armed in his for- 
tune, and prevents the ſlander of his wife. 


— 


Roſ. Nay,and yoube ſo tardy, come no more in my | 


| 
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Orl. Vertue is no horne-maker : and my Roſalind is 
. vertudus- 
bo AndI am your Roſalind. 

Cel. Tt pleaſes him to call you ſo: but he hath a Roſa- 
lnd of a better leere then you. : 

\ Ref. Come, wooe me, wooe mee; fornow Iam ina 

holy-day humor , and like enough. to conſent : What 
would you fay-to me now , and I were your very, veric 
Roſalinde ? 

6rl. I would kiſſe before I ſpoke. 

Ort, Nay, you were better ſpeake firſt, and when you 
were gravel'd, for lacke of matter , you might take OC- 
cafion to kifle : verie good Orators when ney are out , 
they will ſpit , and for lovers, lacking (God warneus) 
matter, the cleanlie(t ſhiſt is to kifle, 

0rl. How if the kifle bedenide ? : 

Roſ. Then ſhe puts you to cntreatie , and there begins 
new matter. 

Orl. Who could bee out, being before his beloved 
Miſtris ? = 

Ref. Marric that ſhould youifI were your Miſtris, or 
I ſhould thinke wy honeſtie ranker then my wit: 

Orl. What, of my ſuite ? 

Ref. Not out of your apparrell , and yet out of your 
ſuite, 

Am not I your Roſalinde? 

Ort, I take ſome joy to ſay youare, becauſe I would be 
talking of her. 

Roſ. Well, in her perſon, I fay I will not have you. 

Orl, Then in mine owne perſon, I doe. ; 

Ref. No faith, dic by Attorney : the poore world is 


was notany mandyed in his owne perfou ( videlicer ) in 
alove cauſe: Trois had his braine daſh'd out witha 
Grecian club, yet hee did what hee could to die before, 
and he is one of the patternes of love. Leander, he would 
have liv'd many afaire yeere though Heros had turr'd 
Nun; ifir had not beene for a het Midfomer-night, for 
(good youth ) hee went but forth to waſh in rhe Het- 
leſpont,and being taken with the crampe,was droun'd,and 
the fooliſh Chroniclers of thatage, found it was Hero of 
Seſtos, But theſeare all lies, men have dyed fromtime to 
time, and wormes have catenthem, but not for love. 

Orl.I would not have my right Koſa/md of this mine,for 
I proteſt her frowne might k1l me. 

Ref. Bythis hand, it will not kill a flie: but come, now 


-| Iwilibe your Roſalindin a more comming-on di{polition; 


| andaske me what you will, will grant It. 
O-rl. Then love me Roſalind. 

Roſ. Yes faith will I , Fridayes and 
and all. 

Orl. And wilt thou have me? 

Rof.1, and twentic ſuch. 


Satcrdayes, 


almoſt ſix thouſand yeeres old, andina!l this time there - 


mn. nt 


Roſ.I,but when ? R | 

Orl. Why now asfaſt as ſhe can marrie vs. | 

ai Then you muſt ſay, Itake thee Roſalind fo 
Co 

Orl. I take thee Roſalind for wife. 

Roſe I mightaske youfor your Commiſſion, 

But [ doe take thee Orlando for my husband : there's a 
girie goes beforethe Pricft, and certainely a Womans 
tought runnes before her actions. , 

Orl. So do all thoughts, they are wing'd, 

Foſ. Now teil me how long you would haye her,after 
you bave pofleit her? 

Orl. Forcver,and a day; 

of. Say a day, without the ever :. No, no Orlando,men 
are Aprill whenthey wooe, Lecewber when they wed : 
Maidesare May when they are maides, but the sky chan- 
ges when they are wives : I will bemore jealous of thee, 
then a Barbary cocke-pidgeon over his hen , more cla- 
morous then a Parrat againſt raine, more new-fangled 
thenan ape, more giddy ih my defires, thena monkey: I 
will weepe for nothing, like D-ana in the Fountaine, and 
I willdoe that when you are diſpos'd tobee merry: 1 
willlaugh like a Hyen , and that when thou art inclin'd 
to {leepe, | 

Orl. But will my Roſalind doe fo ? 

Rof. By my lite, ſhe wili doe as I doe- 

Orl. O but ſhe is wiſe. 

Roſ. Or elſe ſhe could not have the wit todoe this: the | 
Witcr, the waywarder : make the doores upon a womans 
Wit, and it will out at the caſement : ſhut that, and twill 
out at the key-hole ; ſtop that,*twill file with the ſmoake 
out at the chimney, | | | 

Orl. A man that hada wife with ſucha wit, he might 
ſay, wit whither wilt? 

Rof. Nay, you might keepe that checke for it, till you 
met your wives witgoing to yorr neighbours bed, 

Or/. And what wit could wit have, to excule that ? 

Koſ. Marry to ſay, ſhecameto feeke you there:you ſhall 
nevcr take her without her anſwer , unleſſe you take her | 
without her tongue : O that woman that cannot make her 
fault her husbands occafion, lether never nurſcher childe þ 
her ſelfe, for ſhe will breed it like a foole. 

Ort. Fox theſe two houres Roſalind I willleave thee. 

Rof. Alas,decrelove,I cannorlacke thee two houres; 

Ori. I muſt attend the Duke at dinner, by two a clocke 
I will be with thee againe. - 

Rſo. T, goe your wayes,goe your wayes : I knew what 


ee 


| you weuld prove, my freinds told me as much, and I 


thought nolefle: that flatrering tongue of yours wonne 


mee: *tis but ene caſt away, and ſo come deatk : two of | 
clocke is your howre. | 


Or1.1 ſweet Roſalind. 
Ref. By my troth, and ingood carneſt , and ſo God 


| fay ſiſter > 


Orl.W har fayeſt thou? 
Roſe Are younot good? 
Orl.] hope {0. L 
Roſalind, Why then , can one defire too much of a 


good thing: Come ſiſter, you ſþall bee the Prieſt , and 
Marrie us : 


\ 


Orl. Pray thee marry us. . 

Cel. Icannot ſay the words. 

Ref. You muſt begin, will you Orlands, 

; Par Goe too; will you Orlando, have to wifethis Re- 


fa 
Orl. twill. 


[ 


give me your hand Or/ando ; What doe you | 


ſ 


mend mee , and by all pretty oathes thatare not dange- } 
rous, if you breake one jar of your promiſe,or come one | 
minute behinde your houre; I will thinke you the moſt | 
pathericall breake-promiſe, and the moſt hollow lover , 


| and the moſt unworthy ofher you call Roſalinde, that 


may bee choſen out of the groſfſe band ofthe unfaith-. | 
_ : therefore beware my cenſure , and keepe your pro- | 
miſe: 
Orl. With no leſſe religion, then if thou wert indeed 
my Roſalind: ſoadicu. : O ; 
Roſ: Well, Time is the olde Juſtice that examinesall ſuch 
offenders, and let time try : adieu. = Exit 
{#l. You have ſimply miſus'd our ſexe in your loye- 


| prate :\ 


ve CO. IIOI_ 
A _——_. A... 


| 


| 


þ 
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ter we muſt have your doublet and hoſe pluckt over 
x head, and the world what the bird hath done 
to her owne neſt. 

Rof. Ocor, coz,coz : my pretty little coz, that thou 
diaft know how many fathome deepe I am in love: but 
itcannor be ſounded: my affe&ion hath an unknovyne 
bottome, like the Bay of Portugall. | | 

Cel. Orrather bottomaleſſc , that asfaſt as you pours 
affe&ionin, it runs out. 

Rofſ. No, that ſame wicked Baſtard of Fenws , that was 
begotof thought, concciv'd of ſpleene , and borne of 
madneſle, that blinde raſcally boy, that abuſes every ones 

es, becauſe hisowne are out, let him be judge , how 
| na I aminlove: ile tell thee eſ/era, 1 cannot be out of 
the ſight of Orland: Ile goe finde a ſhaddow, and ſigh till 
he come, | 

(+. Andlle ſleepe. 


Exernnt. 


FP” —_— 
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Enter Jaques and Lords, ForreFters. 


Taq: Which is he that killed the.Deare ? 

Lord. Sir, it was I. 

leq. Let's preſent him to the Duke like a Romane Con- 
querour,and it would do well to ſetthe Dearcs hornes up- 
on his head, for a branch of victoric; have you no ſong 


| Forreſter for this gurpoſe ? | 


Lord. Yes Sir. : 
Iag. Singit : *tis no matter how it be in tune , ſoit 
make noylſe cnough. 


Muſicke, Song. 
What foal he have that kild the Deare ? 
His Leather skin, and hornes to weare : 
Then fing him bome,the reſt (hallbeare this burthen; 
Take thou no ſcorne to weare the borne, 
It was acreft erethox waſt borne, » 
Thy fathers father wore it, 
And thy father bore it, 
The borne, the horne,the luſtty horne, 


Is not 8 thing to langh to ſcorne. Exennt, 


= 


————T 
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SeenaT ertia, 


— > - T____— 


Enter Roſalind and Celia. 
| Ref. How ſay you now, is itnot paſt twoa clocke? 
And heere much Orlands. | 
Cel, I warrant you with pure love, & troubled braine. 
Emer Silvims. 
He hath tance his bow and arrowes, andis gone forth 
Tofleepe: looke who comes here. 
$i. Mycrrand is to you, faire youth, 


My geatle Phebe, bid me give youtbis : 


I knew not thecontents, but asI gueſſe 

By thefterne brow,and waſpiſhaQtion 
Which ſhe did uſe, as ſhe was writing of it, 
It bearesan angry tenure ; pardon me, 


j Tam bur as a guiltlefſe meſſenger. 


Rof:Patience her ſclfe would ſtartle at this letter; 


| truelover hence, and nota word ; for here comes more 


And play the ſwaggerer, beare this, bearcall : 
Shee ſaiesI am not faire, that I lacke manners, 
She calls me proud,& that ſhe could not love me 
Were man asrare as Phenix : 'od's my will, 
Her love 1s not the Hare that Idid hunt, 
Why writes ſhe#ſo to me? well Shepheard, well, 
This isa Letter of your owne device. 

$17, No,lI protelt,I know not the contents, 
Phezedid write it. 

Roſ. Come, come, you area foole, 

And turn'd intotheextremitie of love. 

Ifaw her hand, ſhe hasa leatherne hand, 

A freeſtone coloured hand : I verily did thinke 

That her old gloves were one, but twas her hands : 

She hasa huſwifes hand, but that's no matter: 

I ay ſhe never didinvent this letter, 

This 1sa mans invention, and his hand, 

Sil. Sure it is hers. 

Roſ. Why,tisa boyſterousand a cruell ſtile, 

A ſtile for challengers: why,ſhe defies me, 

Like Turketo Chriftian : womens gentle braine 

Could not drop forth ſuch giant rude invention, 

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effe&t 

Then in their countenance : will you heare theletter ? 
Sil. So pleaſe you, for I never heard it yet”; 

Yet heard too much of Phebescrueltie. þ 
Rvſ. She Phebes me: marke how the tyrant writes. | 
Read. Art thoy god, ta ſheapbeard turn'd? 

That a maidens heart hath burn'd 

Can a woman raile thus. 

Sl. Call yen this railing ? 

Roſ. Read. Why, thy godbead laid apart, 
War'ft tbos with a womans heart ? 

Did youever heare ſuch railing? | 

Whiles the eye of man did wooe me, | 

T hat conld do no vengance to me. 

Meaning mea beaſt. : 

If the ſcorne of your bright eine 

Heve power to raiſe ſuch love un wine, 

Alacke im me, what ſtrange effett 

Would they worke in milde aſpeit? 

Whites you chid me, I did love, 

How then might your prayers move? 

He that brings this love tothee, 

Little knowes this love in me : 

end by him ſeale up thy minde, 

Whether that thy youth and kinae | 

Will the faithfull offer take 

Of me, and all that 1 can make, 

Or elſe by him my love denie, 

And then Ile fludie how to die. 
$i]. Call youthis chiding? 

Cel. Alas poore Shepheard, 

Roſ. Doe you pitty him ? No, he deſerves no pitty: 
wilt thou love ſuch a woman 2 what to make thee an in- 
ſtrument, and play falſe {trings upon thee ? not to be et- 
dur'd. Well, goc your way to her; (for I ſee Love hath | 
made thee a tame ſhake) and ſay thisto her ; Thar if ſhe 
love me, I charge her tolove thee : if the will not, I will 
never have her, unlefle thou intreat for her ; if youbee2 


company. Exis Sil 
Ohv. Good morrow, faire ones : pray you, ( if you 
Where inthe Purlewsof this Forreſt,ſtands. - 


PE 
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4s youlike it, 


There's none within: 


Then ſhould I know you by deſcription, 
Such garments, and ſuch yceres : the boy 1s 
Of femall favour, and beſtowes himſelfe 
Like a ripe ſiſter : But the woman low 


The owner of the houſe 1 did enquire for ? 
{cl. Tt is no boaſt, being as«'d,to fay we 
Orl. Orlando doth commend him to you 

Andtothat youth he calls his Roſalind, 

He ſends this bloudy napkin ; are you he ? 


| This handkercher was ſtain'd. 
Cel, 1 pray youtell it. 


Helefta promiſe to returne againe 


Loe what befell : he threw his eye aſide, 
And marke what obj<&did preſent it ſelfe 


And highrop bald with drie antiquitie: 
Lay fleeping on his backe; about his necke 


The opening of his mouth; but ſodainely 
Sceing Orlanab, it unlink'd it ſeife, 

And with indented glides, did ſlip away 
Intoa buſh, under whoſe buſhes ſhade 
ALyonneſſe, with udders all drawne dri e, 


The royall diſpoſition of that beaſt 


Thisſeene, Orlando did approach the man, 


Andhedid render him the moſt unnaturall 
Thatliv'd amongſt men. T6175 

-'0h, And well he might ſo doe, 

For well I know he was unnaturall. 


Food to the ſuck*d and hungry Lyonneſle ? 


Bat kindneſſe, nobler ever then revenge; 
And Nature ſtronger thea his juſt occaſion, 
Made him give battle tothe Lyonneſſe : 


From miferable ſlumber 1 awaked. 
"Cel; Are you his brother ? 
Rof. Was't you he re{cu'd? 


| { Totellyou what I was, fince my converſion 


S© ſweetly taſtes, being the thing Iam. 
-Rof. Bur for the bloody napkin ? 
Oh, By and by ; | 


ror © EEE 


| coat, fenc'd about with Oltve-treess 
AS cſt of this place,downe in the neighbor bottome 
The ratike of Oziers, by the murmuring itreame 
Left on your right hand, bring youtothe place : 
But at this houre*the houſe doth keepe it ſelte, 


04. If that an eye may profitby a tongue, 


faire, 


% D 


And browner then her brother : arenot you 


are. 
both, 


Ref. Tam: what muſt we underſtand by thus ? 

Orl. Some of my ſhame,if you will know ofme 
What man Iam, and how, and why, and where 

06, When laſt the young Orlando parted from you, 
Within an houre, and pacing through the Forreſ}, 
Chewing the food of ſweet and bitter fancie, 
Vnder an old Oake,whoſe bows were moſy'd with age, 
A wretched ragged man,ore-growne with haire 


A greeneand guilded ſnake had wreath'd it ſelfe, 
Who with her head,nimble in threatesapproach'd 


Lay cowching head on ground, with catlike watch 
| Whenthat the ſleeping man ſhould Rirre; for 'tis 


Toprey on nothing, that doth ſeemeas dead : 


And found it was his brother, his elder brether. 
- Cel. OT have heard him {peake of that ſame brother, 


Rof. But to Orlando : did he leave him there 


/ 


0h. Twice did he turne his backe and purpos'd ſo: 
Whoquickely fell before him, in which hurtling 


{*f'Wastyouthat did ſo oft contrive to kill him? 
"Oh, Twas1 : but *tis not : I doe not ſhame 


| 


When from the firſt tolaſt betwixt us two; 
Teares our recountmentshad molt kindely:bath'd, 
Ashow I came into that Deſert place, . '- 
In briefe, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me freſh array, and entertainement; 
ommitting me unto my brothers love. 
Who led me inſtantly unto his Cave, 
There (tript himſelfe, and heere upon his arme 
The Lyonnefle had torne ſome fleth away, 
Which all chis while had bled; and now he fainted, 
And cride in fainting upon Roſalind. 
Breefe, Irecover'd him, bound up his wound, 
And after ſome ſmall ſpace, being ſtrong at heart, 
He ſent me hither, ſtranger as I am 
Totell this ſtorie, rhat you might excuſc 
Hi- broken rn; andto givethis napkin 
Died in his blood, unto the Shepheard youth, 
That hein ſport doth call his Roſalind. 
Cel. Why how now Ganimed, ſweet Gurimed. 
Oli. Many will ſwoon when they do looke on blond, 
Cel There is more in it ; Coſen Ganimed. 
Oh. Looke, he recovers. 
Rof. T would I wereat home. 
(et. Wee'llleade youthither: 
I pray you will you take him by the arme. 
Oli. Be of good cheere youth : youa man? 
You lackca mans heart. 
Ref. Idoe ſo, I confeſſe it : 
Ah, firra, a body wouldthinke this was well counterfei- 
ted, I pray youtell your brother how well I counterfeited; 
beigh-ho. | 
Ob. This was not counterfeit, there is too great te- 
_— in your complexion, that it was paſfion of car- 
nett. | 
Ref. Counterfeit, I aſſure you. 


be a man. 


Ro. So 1 doe: but yfairh, TI ſhould havebeene a woman 
by right. | 


homewards : good fir, goe withus. 
Ols, Thatwaill [: for I maſt beare anſwerebacke 
How youexcuſe my brother, Roſalind: | 
- Rof. T ſhall devile ſomething: but I pray you commend 
my counterfeting to him : will you goe ? | 
Excnnt. 


Aus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


——__— 
— 


Enter Clowne and Awadrie. 


(!. We ſhall finde a time Awarie » patience gentle 
Awadrie. | | 
Awd. Faith the Prieſt was good enough , for all the 


| 


” 


| 


old gentlemans ſaying. 

Clow. A molt wicked Sir Ol/ver, Awarie., a moſt vile 
HMar-text. But eAwarie there is a youth heere i the For- 
reſt layesclaimetoyon, | | 

 eAwd. 1,1 know who'tis: he hathno intereſt in me in 
the world : here comes the manyou meane. 


_ ___ EnterWilsarn | | 
{t. Tt is meatanddrinketo meto ſeea Clowne, by | 


_ — 5 — nd 
hk tht - 


Olz. Wellthen, take a good heart , and counterfeit to | 
p 


| 


Cel. Come, youlooke paler and paler : pray you draw 
| 


OY RO 
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my | 
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 eArouldett. 


Eee emma 


my troth, we that have good wits, have much to anſwer 
for : we ſhall be floating : we cannot hold. 
eAud. God ye cu'n Piliam. 

Will. And good cu'n to you Sir. 

Cle. Good eu'n gentle friend, Cover thy head, cover 
- $44 : Nay prethee be coner'd. How olde are you 
Friend? - 


ill. Fiveand twenty Sir. 

Clo. Aripe age : Is thy name Wiliam? 

will. William, fir. 

(. Afairename- Was't borne i'th Forreſt heere? 

mi. I fir, I thanke God. 

Che, Thanke God : A good anſwer: 

Art rich ? 

Wilt. * Faith fir, ſo, ſo. 

Ch. So,ſo, is good, very good, very excellent good: 
and yet it isnot, it 1s but ſo, 10: | 
Art thou wile ? 3 

wil. I fic, 1 have a prettic wit. | 

Che. Why, thou ſayeſt well. I do now remember a ſay- 
ing : The foole doth thinke he is wiſe , bat the wiſeman 
knowes himſelfe to be a Foole. The Heathen Philoſo- 

her, when lie hada deſire to catea Grape, would open 
his lips when heputit into his mouth , meaning therc- 
by, that Grapes were made tocate, and lippes to open. 
Youdolove this maid ? 

Will, 1 do fir. 

Cts. Give me your band ; Art thou Learned? 
. Will. No fir. | 

Cot: Then learne this of me, To have, 1s to have. For 

itis afigure in Rhetoricke, that drinke being powr'd out 
ofa cup intoa glaſſe, by filling the one, doth empty the 
other. For all your Writers do conſent , that spſe is hee ; 
now you are not p/e for I am he. 

Fill, Which he ſir? 

Col. He fir, that muſt marrie this woman: Therefore 
you Clowne, abandon: which isin the vulgar, leave the 
etic : which in the booriſh, iscompanie, of this fe- 
« whichin the common, is woman : which toge- 
ther, is, abandonthe ſociety. of this Female, or Clowne 
thou periſheſt ; or to thy better underſtanding, dyeſt ; or 
(towit) I killthee, make thee away,tranſlatetby life in- 
to death, thy liberty into bondage : I willdeale inpoy- 


{ ſfonwith thee, or inbaſtinadoyor in ſteele : I will bandy 
Þ withthee in faftion, I will ore-run thee with policy: I 


will kill thee a hundred and fifty wayes , therefore trem- 
ble and depart. 
Aud. Dogood Film. 


Fil. God reſt yov merry ſir. Exit. 


Enter Corm. 


- 


Cor. Our Maſter and Miſtreſſe ſeckes yeu; come away, 
away. ; | 

Clo. Trip eAudry,trip Audry, Tattend, 
I attend. , , | 


Extnt, 


— 


Seng Sectinda. 


” Om 


Emer Orleuds & Oliver. 
Orl. Ist poſſible, that on fo little acquaintance you 


ſhould like her? chat, but ſecing, you ſhopld love her ? 


__ — Soo o— — = 


And loving woo? and wooing, ſhe ſhould graunt > Ang 
will you perſever to enjoy her ? | | 

; Ol. Neither call the giddineſſe of it in ear: the po 
verticof her, the {mall acquaintance, my ſodaine wooing, 
nor ſodaine conſetting : but ſay with me, Ilove Ahew; 
 fay with her, that ſhe loves me ; conſent with both, that 
we may enjoy each other : it ſhall be to your good : for 
my fathers houſe, andall the revennew, that was old Sir 
Rewlends,will I eſtate upon you, ,and heere live and dies 
Shephcard- | | 

7 


. Enter Roſalind, 


Orl. You have my conſent. 

Let your wedding beto morrow : thither will I 
Invite the Duke, and all's contented followers: 
Go you, and prepare Alena ; for looke you, 
Heere comes my Roſalinade. 

Roſ. God ſaveyou brother. 

O41, And you faire ſiſter. 

Ref. Oh my deerc Orlando, how it greeves meto ſe 
thee weare thy heart ina ſcarfe. 

Ort. Itis my arme. 

Ref. I thought thy heart had beene wounded with the 
clawes of a Lion. | — 

Orl. Wounded it is, but witk the eyes of a Lady. 

Rofſ. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeyted tg 
ſound, when he ſhew*d me your handkercher? 

Orl. I, and greater wondersthen that, © _ 

Roſ. O,T1 know where you are : may, tis true : there 
wasnever any thing ſo ſodaine , but the fight of two 
Rammes, and { e/ars Thraſonicall bragge, of, came, ſaw, 
and overcame. For your brother, and my ſiſter, no ſo0- 
ner met , bur they look*'d: no ſooner look'd, but they 
lov'd ; noſooner lov'd, but they figh'd : no ſooner ſight 
butthey ask'd one another the reaſon : no ſooner knew 
the reaſon, but they ſought the remedie : and in theſe 
degrees, have they made a paire of ſtaires to marriage, 
which they will climbe incontinent , or elſe: be inconts- 
nent before marriage; they are in the. verie. wrath of 
_ » and they will together. Clubbes cannot part 
them. 

Orl. They ſhall be married ro morrow : and I wil 
> bid the Duke tothe Nuptiall. But O, how biter a thing 
it is,to looke into happines through another mans eyes; 
by ſo much the more ſhall Ito morrow be atthe height 
of heart heavineſſe, by how much I ſhall thinke my bros 
ther happie, in having what he wiſhes for. 

Roſ. Why then to morcow, I cannot ſerye your turne 
for Roſalind ? 

Orl. Ican liveno longer by thinking. 

Roſe I will wearie you then no longer with idle tak 
_ Know of me then (for now I fpeake to ſome pur- 
poſe) that I now you area Gentlemen of good concett: 
. I ſpeakenetthis, that you ſhould beare a gaod opinion | 
of my knowledge : infomuch (11ay) Iknow yevuare: ne 
ther doe labor fora greater eſteeme then may in ſome 
little meaſure draw a belecfe from you, to doe your ſelf 
good, and notto grace me. Beleeve then , if you pleaſe, 
thatI can doe ſtrange things : I have fince I was tine: 
yeare old converſt with aMagitian , moſt profound in 
| his Art, and yet not dammnable. If yow do love Roſabnde 


} ſoneere the heart, as your geſtare cries it: oat; when your 


| brother marries Akene, ſhall you marric her. . I know 16s 
to what ſtraights of fortune ſhe _isdriven;; and it 1s not 


t0 


impoſlibleto me, if it appeare not inconvement toy, 


_—_— 
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| | As youlikeit. 


Enter Silvius &- Phebe. 
Looke, here comes a Lover of mine , anda lover of hers. 
PÞhe. Youth, you haue done me much vngentlenefle, 

Toe ſhew the letter that I writ to you. 

Roſ. I care not if I havezit is my {tudie 

Toſerme deſpightfall and vngentle to you: 
You are there followed by a fairhfull ſhepheard, 
 Looke vpon him,love him:he worſhips you. _ 
Phe. Good ſhepheard , tell this youth what *tis to love 
$i/.Itis to be all made of ſighes and teares, 
-Andſo am I for Phebe. 
Phe, And I for Ganimed. 
Or. And I for Reſalind. 
Roſ. And [for no woman- : 
$il, Itis to be all made of faith and ſervice, 
And ſoam I for Phebe. 
Phe. And I for Gammed. 
0r. And I for Reſalind. 
Ref. And I for no woman. 
Sil. It is to be all made of fantafie, 
All made of paſſion,andall made of wiſhes, 
All adoration,duty and obſerbance, 
All humbleneſſe, all patience, and impatience, 
All purity,all triall,all obſervance: 
And ſo am I for Phebe, 
Phe, And ſoam I for Garimed. 
Or. And ſo am I for Roſalind. 
Rof. And ſo am 1 for no'woman. 
Phe. If this be ſo, why blame yau me to loye you? 
$it. Tf this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 
Or.1f this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 
Ref. Why do you ſpeake too, Why blame you mecto 
ove you. 

Or). To her,that is not heere,nor doth not heare. 

Ref: Pray you no more of this , *tis like the howling of 
Iriſh Wolves againſt the Meone:lT will helpe you if I can; 
I would love you if I could: To morrow meet me alto- 
gether ; I will marry you , if ever T marry Woman , and 
Ile be married to morrow : I will fatisfie you , if ever I 
fatisfi'd man,and you ſhall be married to morrow. I will 

content you, if what pleaſes you contentsyon , and you 
| ſhallbe married to morrow : As you love Keſahnd meet, 
| as you love Phebemect,and as I love no woman, Ile meet: 
| fofare you well ; I have left you commands 
$8. Ile not faile,if I live- 


$ 


| Phe. Nor1. 
' Or. Norl. Exennt. 
Scana Tertia. 
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Emnter { lowne aud eAvarey. 


Cle.To morrow is the joyfull day eArdrey,to morow | 
will we be married. 


4. Idodeſire it withall my heartzand I hope itis no 


_——— — 


to ſer her before your cycs tomorrow, humane as ſheis, | Heere come twoot the baniſh'd Dukes Pages, 
and without any danger. : Enter rwo Paper. 
Orl. Speal*(t rhou in ſober meanings? : I. Pa. Wel met honeſt Gentleman. 
Ref, By my life I do , which I tender deerly , though ('o. By my troth well met:come, fit, fit,anda ſong. 
| Tay 1am a Magitian : Therefore pur you 1n your beſt a- 2. Pa. Weare for you,fit i'th middle. : 
| ray, bid your friends : for if you will be marricd to mor- L: Pa. Shal we clap into't roundly, without hauking, 
row, you ſhall : and to Roſatend if you will. | or !pitting,or ſaying weare hoarſe , which are the onely 


prologues to a bad voice. . 
__ 2. Pe. Ifaith, y'faith,and both in atune like two gip- 
ſicson a horſe. 
SONE. 

It was a Lover and hislaſſe, 

 Withabey,and ahe, and a hey noxins, 

That o're the pretne corne feild did paſſe, 

 1nthe ſpring time ;the ently pretty rang time, 

When Birds do ſing, hey ding a ding ding. 

Sweet Lovers love the ſpring, 

e119 therefore take the preſent time, 

With a hey a ho, and a hey nonins, 

For love is crowned with the prime. 


[n ſpring time, oc. 


Betmeene the acres of the Rie, 

7itha hey,aud a ho, a bey nowino: 

Theſe pretty Commry folks winld ty. 
1n ſpring tim, Cc. 


This ( arvoll they began that honre, 
With a hoy and a ho, a hey vonins, 
How that alife was but & Flower, 


In ſpring time. 


Cle.Truly youg Gentlemen,thouoh there was n6 great 
matter inthe ditty,yet the note was very vntutiable, 

I. Pa. yeuare deceiv d Sir,we kept time , weloſtnot. 
our time. | 

C/o. By my troth yes :Icount itburt time loſt toheare 
ſuch a foolt{h ſong. God buy you , and Gcd mend your 
voices. Cume eArdrie. Exeunt. 


Scena (Quarta, 


—_— OO — RO ——— _ OO — —— 


Enter Dake Senior, Amyens, Iaques,Orlands, 
.. Olover,Celia. 
Ds#.Sen, Doſt thou beleeve Orlands, that the boy 
Can doall this that he hath promiſed? | 
Or. I ſometimes do belceve,andſvinertimes do nor, 
As thoſe that feare they hope,and know they feare. 
Enter Roſalind, Silvins, & Phebe. 


Youſay,ifI bring in your Roſatrade, 

You will beftow her on O-Zands heere? -1 : (hire: 
D#..$e. That would I, had 1kingdomes togive with 
Roſe And you ſay you will have her, when T bring hir? 
Or. Thit would I, were I of altkitigdomes King. 

Ref. You (ay,you'l marry me, if Ibe willing. 
Phe. That will I, ſhoald 1dy the hovre after, '' 


| Ko:Butaft youdorefule to _ me, WoOroL 7 
| You'l give your felfe tothis moſt faithfall Shepheard. 
Phe. So1s thebargaine. | 


Ref: You ſay thatyou'l have Phebe if ſhe will, 7 | 
Si. Though to have her and death , were, both one | 


dihoneſt deſice , to deſireto be a waman of the world? 
U 


een 


S 


ue - 
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RoſePatience once more,whiles'onur compatt is vrg'd: | 


| 


7 
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] Keepe you your word,O Duke, to | cok your daughter, 


{| Keepe your word Si/n54,that you'l marry her 


1] Whom ke reports to bea great Magitidn. 


——— 


FI 


a 
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| "heere fir, amongſt the reſt of the Country copnlatives to 
| {wears , andto forſweare , accordingas marriage binds 


| faid his beard was not.cut well; hee was in the-minde it 


the ſeventh cauſe. | 


"fellow. c 


| fer fir, ina poore houſe, as your Pearie in your foule oy- 


1 wordagaine,it was not well cut, he wold ſendmeword 
| he cutirtopleale himſelferthigiscall'd the quip modeſt. 
| If againe, it wasnot wellcut, he diſabled my judgment: 


eAs you like it. 


; Roſ. I have promis'd to make all this matter even: - | 


You yours Orlando, to reccive his daughter: _ 
Keepe you your word Phebe,that you'l marry me, 
Oc elſe rela me,to wed this ſhepheard: 


If ſhe refuſe me, and from hence I go ; 
To make theſe doubts all even. Exit Roſ.and Celia 
Ds. Se, I do remember in this ſhepheard boy, 
Some lively touches of my daughters favour. 
Or. My Lord,the firſt time that Iever ſaw him, 
Me thought he was a brother to your daughter: 
But my good Lord,this Boy is Forreft borne, 
And hath bin tutor'd-in the rudiments 
Of many deſperate ſtudies,by his vnckle, 


Enter Clowne and Audrey. 
Obſcured in the circle of this Fortelt. 

Tag. There is ſure another flood toward,and theſe cou- 
ples are comming to the Arke. Here comes a payre of 
very ſtrange beaſts, which in all tongues, are call'd 
Fooles. 

Cho. Salutation and greeting to you all. 

Ia4.Good my Lord,bid him welcome: This is the Mot- 
ley-minded Gentleman, that I have ſo often met in the 
Forreſt:he hath bin a Courticr he ſweares. SS 

(te. If any man doubt that, let him put mee to my pur- 
ation , I have trodia meaſure , I have flattred a Lady-, I 
have bin politicke with my friend, ſmooth with mine 
enemie, I have vndone three Tailors , I bave had fourc 
quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

Taq. And how was that tane up? 

Cle. Faith we met , and found the quarrel was upon 


lag. How ſeventh cauſe ? Good my Lord , like this 


Ds. Se. I like him very well. 7 bs 
Ch. God'ild you fir,I deſire you of the like: Iprefle in 


and blood breakes ; a poore virgin fir,an il favor'd thing 
fir, but mine owne, a poore humour of mine ſir, to take 
that that no man elſewill : rich honeſty dwelslikea mi- 


ſter, 
Ds. Sen. By my-faith,he is very ſwift,and ſententious 
, Clo. According to the fooles bolt fir,and ſuch duicer 
Fy. But for theſevcith cauſe.” How did you finde the 
quarrell-on the ſeycnth cauſce?'-- | | 
('s. Vpona ly {even times removed : ( beare your 
body more ſeeming «4#dry )asthus fir: I did diſlike the 
:cat of 4 certaine Courticrsbeard:: he ſent me word,if I 


as : this is call'd the retorr.Tourteous. TIF. I ferit him 


this is called,the.reply:churliſh+If agai ne it was'not wel 
cut, he would anſwer Ipake'nor true : this:iscall'dthe | 
reproofe valiant- If againe, it wa$nor wellcut , he wold 


lap And how oftdid you ſay his beard was not well 
Cut: ' . P-- ' 1 | Y 


"oc "L009" - 
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Gy, Lie: this' 38 call'd the counter-checke quarrelſome: 
| ando tothe liecircumſtantialland the lie dire. * F- 


. Ch, T durſt go nofurther then the lye circumſiantiall; 


nor. hedurſt not give me the lie dire& : and ſo wee mex. 
ſur*d ſwords, and parted. 
aq. Can you nominate in order now, the degrees of 
the ie. | 
(%. O fir, we quarrell in print ; by the booke : as yyy 
have bookes for good manners : I will name you the de. 
grees. The firſt , the Retort courteous : the 1econd, the 
Quip-modeſt : the third , the reply Churliſh:the fourth, 
the Reproofe valiant:the fift , the Counterchecke qua 
relſome : the ſixt, the Lye with circumſtance : the ſez 
venth, the Lye dire : all theſe you may avoyd, but the 
Lye dire& : and you may avoide that too, withan1f.] 
knew when ſeven Iuſtices could not take up a Quarrel, 
but when the parties were met themſelves , one of them 
thought bur of an IF; as if you ſaide ſo, then I faide {q; 
and they ſhooke hands, and ſwore brothers- Your lf, js 
the onely peace-maker : much vertue inif. 
Tag. Ts not this a rare fellow my Lord ? He's as good 
at any thing, and yet afoole. 
Ds. Se. He uſes his folly like a ſtalking-horſe , and up. 
der the pceſentation of that he ſhoots his wit. 


' Enter Hymen, Roſalind, and ( clia. 
Still Muſicke. 
Hymen, Then is there mirth in heaven, 
. When canthly things made eaven 
attone together. 
. Good Dake receive thy danghter, 
Hymen from Heaven brought her, 
© Tea brought her hether. 
That thou might joyne his hand with his, 
Whoſe heart within bss boſome is. 
Rof. To you give my ſelfe, for I am yours. 
To you I give my ſclfe,for I am yours. 


Du. Se. If there be truth in ſight,you are my daughter, - 


Or. If there be truth in ſight,you are my Roſaling. 


Phe. If ſight & ſhape betrue,why thenmy loveadicy, 2 
Ref. Ile have no Father,if you be not he: 17 


Ile have no Husband, if you be not he: 
Nor ne're wed woman, if you be not ſhe. 
Hy. Peace hoa:T barre confuſion, 

''Tis I muſt make concluſion 

Of theſe moſt ſtrange events: 

Here's eight that mult take hands, 

To joyne 1n Hymens bands, 
If truth holds true contents. 

You and you,nocroſle ſhall part; 

You and you, are heart in heart; 

You,to his love muſt accord, 

Or have a Woman to your Lord. 

You and youre ſure together, 

As the Winter to fowle Weather: 
Whiles a Wedlocke Hymne. we ling, 
Feede your ſelves with queſtioning: 
That reaſon, wonder may diminiſh 

How thus we met,and theſe things finiſh. 

SONS. 

Wedding ts great Inmos crowne, 

O bleſſed bond of booraand bed: 
"Tis Hymen peoples every towne, 
High wedlocks then be honored: 

Honor bigh bonor and renowne 

To Hymen, God of every Tawne. 


: Ds. Se. O my deere Neece, welcome thou art to Mt) 
Even daughter welcome, in no lefſe degree. a 


_—————_—_—_— 


—— —— 
_ ad aA. He EINE 


— 


_ 


F . 


eAs you lke it, EO 


Cm L———_—_— 


" Phe. I willngteate my word,now thouart mine, 
| Thy faith, my fancic ro thee doth combine. 


Enter ſecond Brother. 

2. Bro, Let me have audience for a word or two: 
Lam theſecond ſonne of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring theſe tidings to this faire aſſembly. 
Duke Fredericke hearing how that every Cay, 
Men of great worth retorted tothis forrelt, 
Addreſt a mighty power,which were on foote 
| Tn his 0wne conduct, purpoſely totake 
His brother heere,and pur him to the {yord: 
Andto the skirts of this wilde Wood he came; 
Where,mecting with an old Religious man, 
After ſome queition with him,was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world: 
His crowne bequeathing to his baniſh*d Brother, 
And all their Lands reſtor'd to him againe 
That were with him exil'd.This to be true, 
1 do engage my life. 

Ds.Se. Welcome yong man: 
| Thou offer t faircly tothy brothers wedding: 
To one his lands with-held, and toche other 
A land it ſelfe at large,a potent Dukedome. 
Firſt, in this Forreſt, let us do thoſe ends 
| That heere were well begun, and well begot: 
And after, eyery of this happie number 
That have endur'd ſhrew'd daies, and nights with us, 
Shal ſhare the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the meaſure of their ſtates. 
Meane time,forget this new-falne digaity, 
| And fall into our Ruſticke Revelry: ; 
Play Muſicke, and you Brides and Bride-groomes all, 
With meaſure heap'd in joy,to th' Meaſures fall. 

lag. Sir, by your patience : if I heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath pur on a Religious life, 
And throwne into neglet the pompous Court. 


2. 5rd He hath 2 nn. 


ADS) 

[aq. To him will I : out of theſegotvertites, 
There is mach matter:to be heard, and'learn'd: 
You to your former Honor, Tbequearh;- 


| Your patierice, and your pertne; welletſerves it. 
| Youtoalove, that your true faith doth merit: 
—] Yau to your land, and love, and grcat al:ics; 


You to along,and well-deſerved bed: 

| And you to wrangling, for thy loviis voyage 

Is but for two moneths viuall'd:So to your pleaſures, 
I am for other,then far. dancing meazuses. 

Da. Se. Stay, laques, ſtay. 

Jag. Talce no paltime,I:what you would have, 

Ie ſtay toknow, at your abandon'd cave. Extt. 

Ds. Se. Proceed, proceed, we will begin theſe rights, 
As we do truft, they'l end in true delights. 

Rof. it 1s not the fafhion to ſee the Lady the Epilogue: 
but.it 15 no more unhand{ome,, then to fee the Lord the 
Prologue. IF it be true, that goood wine needs no buſh, 
'ris true , that a good play needes no Epilogue. Yer to 


good wine they do uſe good buſhes: & good plaiesprove 
the better by the helpe of good Epilogues : Whatacaſe 
am TI in then, that am neither a good Epilogue , nor can- 
not infinuate with you in the behalfe of a good play?I am 
not furniſh'd like a Begger , therefore to begge will not | 
become mee. My way is to conjure you, andlle begin | 
with the Women. Icharge you(O women)forthe love 
you beare to men, to like as much of this Play , as pleaſe 
you : And I charge you ( O men) for the love you beare 
to women(as I perceive by your ſimpring , none of you 
hates them )that betweene you, and the women, the play 
may pleaſe. If I were a Woman, I would kifle as many 
of you as had beards that pleas'd me, complexions that 
lik'd me, and breaths that I defi*de not : And Iam ſure, 
as many as have good beards:, or good faces, or ſweet 
breaths, will for my kind offer, when 1 make curt'Ge,bid 
me farewell. Exewnt. 


; Taming of che Shrew. 


eA us Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Bepger aud Hoſteſſe, Chriftophero Sly. 
Le pheeze you infaith. 
1 | Hef. A paire of ſtokes you rogue. 
F_) ( < Rogues. Looke in the Chronicles,we came 
L&D in with Richard Conqueror : therefore Pau- 
Heff. You will not pay for the glaſſes you haue burſt? 
Beg. No, not a denicre:go by S. Jeronimy, goc to thy 
-- Hoſt. 1 know my remedy , I muſt go fetch the Head- 
borough. | 
- him by Law. Ile not budge an inch boy:Let him come, 
and kindly. | Falles aſlcepr. 
Lo: Huntſman I charge thee, tender wel my hounds, 
Brach CMeriman,the poore Curre 1s imboſt, 
Saw'*ſt thou not boy how Silver made it good 
Atthe hedge corner,in the couldeſt fault, 
Hur. Why Belmanis as good as he my Lord, 
He cricd upon itat the meereſt loſle, 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dogge. 
' Lord. Thou art a foole, if Eceho were as ficete, 
But ſup them well, and looke unto them all, 
Tomorrow I intend to hunt againg, 
Lord. What's heere?One dead, or drunke?Sec doth he 
breathe? | | 
with Ale, this were a bed but cold to ſleep ſo ſoundly. 
Lord, Oh monſtreus beaſt, how like a ſwine helyes. 
Sirs,I will practiſe on this drunken man. 
| Whatthinke you,ifhe were convey'd to bed, 
A molt delicious banquet by his bed, 
And brave attendants neere him when he wakes, 
't. Han. Beleeve me Lord, I thinke he cannot chooſe. 
2. .It would ſecm ſtrange, unto him when he wak'd 


BN Begger. 
S | 9 Beg. Y are a baggage , the Sherare no 
cas pallabris, let the world flide:Seila. 
cold bed, and warme thee. 
' Beg. Third, or fourth , or fift Borough, Ile anſwere 
Winde hornes. Enter a Lord from bunting with his train. 
And couple (lowder with the deepe-month'd brach, 
I would not loſe the dogge for twenty pound. 
And twice to day pick'd out the dulleſt ſent, 
I would efteeme him worth a dozen ſuch: 
Hun. I will my Lord. 

2. Han. He breath's my Lord. Were he not warm'd 
Grim death, how foule and loathſome is thine image! 
Wrap'd in ſweet cloathes:Rings put upon his fingers: 

| Wouldnot the begger then forget himſelfe? 
Lord. Even as a flatt'ring dreame, or worthles fancie. 


| 


Then take him up, and manage wellthe jeſt: 
Carry him gently to my faireſt Chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton piFures: 
Bale his foule head in warme diſtilled waters, 
And burne ſweet Wood to make the Lodging ſweets; 
Procure me Muſicke ready when he wakes, 
To make a dulcet and a heavenly ſound: 
And if he chance.to ſpeake,be ready ſtraight 
(And with a low ſubmiſſive reverence) 
Say, What is it youg Honor will command; 
Let oneattend him' with a filver Baton 
Full of Roſe-water, and beſtrew'd with Flowers, 
Another bearethe Ewer : the third a Diaper, 
And ſay wilt pleaſe your Lordſhip coole your hands: 
Some one be ready with a coſtly ſrite 
Andaske him what apparel he will weare: 
Another tell him of his Hounds and Horſe, 
And that his Lady mournes at his diſcaſe, 
Perſwade him that he hath bin Lunarticke, 
And when he fayes he is,ſfay that he dreames, 
For he is nothing buta mighty Lord: 
This do, and do it kindly,gentle firs, 
It wil be paſtime paſling excellent, 
If it be husbanded with modeſty. 

I. Hun, My Lord I warrant yoh we wil play our part 
As he ſhall thinke by our true diligence 
Heisno lefſe then what we ſay he is. 

Lor. Take him up gently, and to bed with him, 
And each one to his office when he wakes. 
Sound trumpiti 
Sirrah, go ſee what Trumper'tis that ſounds, 
Belike ſome Noble Gentleman that meanes 
(Travelling ſome ourney )to repoſe him heere. 
Emer Servingman. 

How now?who is it? 
_ Ser. An't pleaſe your Honor, Players 
Thar offer ſervice to your Lordſhip. 


Exter Players. 


Loy. Bid them come neere:# 
Now fellowes,youare welcome. 
Pla. Wethanke your Honor. 
Zor. Doyou intend to ſtay with me to night? 
2. Pla. So pleaſe, your Lordſhip to accept our duty. 
Lor. With all my heart. This fellow I remember, 
Since once he plaide a Farmers eldeſt ſonne, 
"Twas where you woo'd the Gentlewoman ſo well: 
I have forgot your name:out ſure that part Jo 
as 


th. 
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| te F ok 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd. | 
Sis. I thinke *rwas Seto that your honor meanes. 
Lord,” Tis very truegthou-didſt it excellent: 
' Well you are come to mein happy time, 
 Therather for I have ſome ſport in hand, 
| Wherein your cunning'canalliſt me much. 
| There is a Lord will heare you play-to night; 
But { am doubtfull of your modelſttes, 
Lealt(over=cying of his odde behautour, 
| For yet his honor never heard a play) 
You breake into ſome merry paſſion, 
| And ſo offend him:for I tell you firs, 
If you ſhould ſmile, he growes impatient. 
Plai. Feare not my Lord,we can contain our felves, 
Were hethe verieſt antickein the world. 
Lord. Go ſirra,take them to the Buttery, 
And give them friendly welcome every one, | 
Let them want nothing that my houſe affoords. 


Sirrago you to Barthelmeytmy Page, ©. 

And bhi dreſt in all ſagtes like a Lady: . 

That done, condut him to the drunkards chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him obeifance: 

Tell him from me(as he will win my loye) 

He bearehimſelfe with honourable aRtion 

Suchas he hath obſerv'd in noble Ladies 

Vntotheir Lords, by them accompliſhed, 

Such duty to the drunkard let him do: 

With ſoft low tongue, and lowly curteſie, 


| And fay: What is't your Honor will command, 


Wherein your Lady,and your humble wife, 
May ſhew her duty,and make knowne her love. 
Andthen with kinde embracements, tempting kiſſes 
And with declining head into his boſome 
Bid him ſhcd teares,as being over-joyed 
To ſee her noble Lord reitor'd to health, | 
Who for this.ſeven yeares hath cſteemed him 
No better then a poore and loathſome begger: 
And if the boy have not a womans guift 
Toraine a ſhower of commanded teares, 
An Onion will do wet for ſacha ſhift, 
Which ina Napkin(being clote converd) 
Shall indeſpight enforce a watery eye: 
Seethis diſpatch'd with all the haſt thou canſt, 
Anon lle give thee more inſtructions. | 

| | | Exit a ſer vingman. 
I know the boy will well uſurpe the grace, 
Voice,gate,and ation of a Gentlewoman. 
I long to heare him call the drunkard hnsband, - 
And how my men wiil ſtay themſelves from laughter, 
When they do homage to this ſimple peaſant, 
Ileinto counſell them : haply my preſence 
May well abate the over-merry ſpleene, | 
Which otherwiſe would grow into extreames. 


Enter aloft the d-unkerd with attendants, ſome with apparel, 
Baſon and Ewer, & other appurtenances, Lord. 
| Beg. For Guds ſake a pot of tmall Ale. 


2. Ser, Wilt pleaſe your Honor taſte of theſe Con- 
ſerves? _ | DW | 

3- Ser. Whatraiment will your honor weare today. 

Beg. I am Chriſtopher Sly , call not mee Honour nor 
Lordſhip: Inere dranke facke in my life:and if you gine 
me any Conſerves, give me conſerves of Beefe: ne're ask 
me what raiment Ile weare , for I have no more doub- 


.y- Exit ene with the Players. 


—— i 


i. 


FS PIR. 


I,Ser, Wilt pleaſe your Lordſhip drink a cup of ſack? | 


ets then backes : no more ſtockings then legges: nor no 
more ſhooes then feet , nay ſometime more teete then 
thooes,, or ſuch ſhooesas my toeslookethrough the 0- 
ver-leather. | 
Lor. Heaven ceaſe this idle hiimor in your Honor, 


| Oh thata mighty man of ſuch deſcent, 


Of ſuch poſſeſſions, and fo high elteeme 
Should be infuſed with ſo foule a ſpirit.” 
Beg. W hat would you make me mad?Am not I Chri- 


ftopher Sty, old Slies tonne of Burton-heath, by byrth a } 
| Pedler , by education a Cardmaker , by tranſmuration a 


Beare-heard , and now by preſent profeſſion a Tinker. 
Asﬀke Harrian Hacket the fat Alewite of Wincot, if ſhee 
know me not:if ſhe ſay I am not xiiii.d.on the ſorce for 
ſheere Ale,ſcore me up for the lyingſt knave in Chriſten 
dome. What I am not beſtraught:here*s——— 
3- Han. Oh this it is that makes your Lady mourne. 
2. Man, Ohthis is it that makes your ſeruants droop. 
Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred ſhuns your 
As beaten hence by your ſtrange Lunacy. (houſe 
Oh Noble Lord,bethinke thee of thy birth, 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, 
And baniſh hence theſe abje lowly dreames: 
Looke how thy ſervants do attend on thee, 
Each in his ottice ready at thy becke. 
Wilt thou have Muſicke?Harke Apollo plaies, 2nfck. 
And twenty caged Nighringales do ſing. 
Or wilt thou ſleepe? Wee'l have thee toa Couch, 
Softer and ſweeter then the luſtfull bed 
On purpoſe trim'd up for Semiramis. 
Say thou wilt walke:we will beſtrow the ground. 
Or wilt thouride? Thy horfes ſhall betrap'd, 


| Their harnefſe ſtudded all with Go!d and Pearle. 


Dot thou love hawking? Thou haſt hawkes will ſoare 
Above the morning Larke. Or wilt thou hunt, 
Thy hounds ſhall makethe Welkin anſwer them 


| Andfetch ſhrill ecchoes from the hollow earth. | | 
Is an. Say thou wilt courſe, thy gray-hounds are as 


As breathed Stags:I flecter then the Roe. (\wift 
2 M.Dolt thou love pictures? we will fetch thee ſtrait 
Adonis painted by a running brooke, . 
And Citherea all in ſedges hid, . 
Which ſeeme to moveand wanton with her breath, 
Even as the waving ſedges play with winde. . 
Lord. Wee'l ihew thee /o, as ſhe was a Maid, 
And how ſhe was beguiled and ſurpriz'd, 
As lively painted, as the deed was done. - Is 
3. Han. Or Daphne roming through a thorny wood, 
Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſweare ſhe bleeds, 
And at thar fight ſhal ſad Apollo weepe, 
So workmanly the blood and teares are drawne. 
Lord. Thou arta Lord,and nothing buta Lord:- - 
Thou baſt a Lady farre more Beautifull, 
Thenany woman in this waining age. 


- 


1. Man. And till the teares that ſhe hath ſhed for thee, 


Like enviousflouds ore-run her lovely face, 
She was the faireſt creature in the world, 
And yet ſhe is inferiour tonone. 

| Beg. Am TaLord,and have I ſucha Lady? 
Or do I dreame?Or have I dream'd till now? 
I danot fleepe:l ſee, I heare,l ſpeake: 
I ſmel ſweet ſavours,and1T feele ſoft things: 
Vpon my life I ama Lord indeede, 
And nota Tinker, nor Chriſtophero Sly. 
Well,bring our Lady hither to our fight, 
And once againe a poto'th "4 Ale. 

3 


De 


= 


2.Man | 


a= The Taming of the Shrew. 


— 


2- Marv. Wilt pleaſe your mightineſſe to waſh your | ty, a Chriſtmas gambold, or a tumbling tricke? 
' hands: t Lady. No my good Lord, it is more pleafing ſtuffe, | 
Oh how we joy to ſee your wit reſtor'd, Beg. What,houſhold ſtuffe? 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are: Lady. Itisakinde of hiſtory. 
Theſe fiſtecne yeeres you have bin in a dreame; Beg. Well,we'l ſee't: 
* Or when you wak'd,{o wak'd as if you ſlept. Come Madame wife fit by my ſide, | 
Beg. Thele fiftcene yeeres, by my fay, a goodly nap, | Andletthe world lip, we ſhall ne're,be yonger. 
Butdid I never ſpeake of all that time? | . 
1- Ma». Oh yes my Lord, but very idle words, Flourifh. Enter Lucentio, and his man Trania. 
For though you lay heere in this goodly chamber, Luc. Tran, ſince for the great deſire I had 
Yet would you ſay, ye were beaten our of doore, Toſee faire Padua,nurſery of Arts, 
And raile uponthe Hoſtefle of the houſe, | Tam arriv'd for fruitfull Lumbaray, 
Andſay you would preſent her at the Leete, The pleaſant garden of great /taly, , 
Becauie ſhe brought ſtone-Iugs,and no ſeal'd quarts: And by my fathers love and leave am arm''d 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacker. | With his good will, and thy good company. 
Beg. I.,the womans maide of the houſe. My truſty teryant well approv'd in all, 
3+/4a.W hy ſir you know no houſe,nor no ſuch maid | Heere letus breath, and happly inſtitute 
Nor no ſuch men as you have reckon'd up, A courſe of Learning, and ingenious ſtudies. 
As Stephen $ly,and old John N aps of Greece, ' | P#arenowned tor grave Citizens 
And Peter Twrph,and Henry Pimpernel, Gave me my being,and my father firſt p 
And twenty more ſuch names and menas theſe, A Merchant of great Trafhicke through the world: 
Which never were, nor no man ever ſaw. Vincentio's cone of the Bentivolsy, | 
Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends. UVeincenio's fonne, brought up in Florence, 
el. Amen, It ſhall become to ſerve all hopes conceiv'd 
| Todecke his fortune with his vertuous deedes: 
| Enter Lady with «A ttendonts. And therefore Tram, for the time Iſtudy, 
Beg. thanke thee, thou ſhalt nor loſe by it- Vertue and that part of Philoſophy 
Lady. How fares my noble Lord? WillI apply,that treats of happineſle, 
{ Beg. Marry I farewell, for heere is cheere enough. By vertue ſpecially to be atchiev'd. 
W here is my wife? Tell me thy minde, for I have P:/aleft, 
La. Heere noble Lord, what is thy will with her? And am to Padya come, as he thatleaves 
Beg. Are you my wife,and will not cal me husband? | A ſhallow plaſh, to plunge himin thedeepe, 
My men ſhould call me Lord, I am your good-man. And with {aciety fcekes to quench his thirſt. 


Le. My husband and my Lerd , my Lord and husband Tra. Me Pardonato,gentle maiſter minc: 


{ Iamyour wife inall obedience. | Iam 1n all affe&ted as your ſelfe, 
Beg. 1 know it well, what muſt I call her? Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 
Lord. Madam, To ſucke the ſweets of ſweete Philoſophy. 
Beg. «Alze Madam,or lone Madam? Onely(good maiſter)while we do admire 5, 
Lord. Madam, and nothing elſe,ſo Lords call Ladies. | This vertuc,and rhis morall diſcipline :. 
Beg. Madame wite,they {ay that I have dream'd, Let's be no Stoickes,nor no ſtockes I pray; , 
And flept above ſome tiftecne yeare or more. . | Oxſo devote to Arifforles checkes bs 
Laah. 1, and the time feem's thirty vnto me, As Ovid;vean out-caſt que abjur'd: 3 
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed. Balke Lodgicke with acquaintance that you have, ; 
Beg.*Tis much, ſervants leave me and her alone: And practile Rhetoricke in your common talke, 7 
{ Madam undreſle you, and come now to bed. Muſicke and Poeſie uſe, to quicken you, 3 
La. Thrice noble Lord,let me intreat of you The mathematickes,and the Mctaphyfickes - 
To pardon me yer for anight or two: Fall to them as you finde your ftomacke ſerves you: A 
Or if not ſo, untill the Sun be ſer. No profit growes, where is no pleaſure tane: E 
For your Phyſfitians have expreſlcly charg'd, In briefe fir, ſtudy what you moſt affe&. ; 
In perill to incurre your tormer malady, Lnc. Gramercies Tranz,well doſt thou adyile, 
That I ſhould yet abſent me from your bed: If Biondello thou wert come aſhore, 
I hope this reaſon ſtands for my excuſe. We could at once put us inreadinefle, 


Beg. I, it ſtands ſo that I may hardly tarry ſo longy And takea Lodging fit toentertaine 
But I would beloth to fall into my dreamesagaine:I wil | Such friends(as time) in Padxa ſhall beger. 
therefore tarrie in deſpight of the fleſh and the blood, | Bur ſtay a while, what company is this? 
| | Tra. Maiſter ſome ſhew to welcome us to Towne. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 

CWefſ.Your Honors Players hearing your amendment, | Enter Baptiſta with his two daughters, Katherina &- Bianca, 
Are come to play a pleaſant Comedy, Gremio a Pantalowne, Hertenſio a Shuiter to Bianca, 
For ſoyour doRors hold it very meete, Laces. Tranio, ftand by. 

Seeing too much ſadnefle hath congeal'd your blood, 
And melancholly isthe Nurſe of frenzie, Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farther, 
Therefore they thought it good you keare a play, For how I firmly am reſolv'd you know: 
And frame your minde to mirth and merriment, That is, not to beſtow my yongelt daughter, 
Which barres a thouſand harmes,2nd lengthens life. Before I havea husband for the elder: 
Beg. Marry I will let them play , it is not a Comon- | If either of you both love Katherina, p 
| Becauſe 
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F Becauſe I know you well, andlove you wel, 

*Leaye ſhall you have to court her ar your pleaſure. 

' Gre. To cart her rather. She's too rough for me, 

There,there Hortenfo, will you any Wite? 

' Kar. T-pray you fir,is it your will 

To make a-ſtale of me amongſt theſe mates? 
Hor. Mates maid, how meane you that? 

No mates for you, | 

Vnleſſe you were of gentler milder mould. 

Kat. I faith (ir, you ſhall never neede to feare, 

[-wis it is not halfe way to her heart: ' 

But if it were; doubt not, her care ſhould be, 

To combe your noddle with a three-legg'd ſtoole, 

And paint your face,and uſe you likea foole. 

Her. Fromall ſuch divels,good Lord deliver us. 
Gre. And mecto0,g00d Lord» POETS | 
Tra. Huſht maiſter, heres ſome good paſtime toward, 

That wench is ſtarke mad, or wonderfull froward- 
* Luc. But in the others (ilence do ee, 

Maids milde bchautour and ſobriety. 

Peace T7 4,4. | 
ſrs. Well ſaid Maiſter, mum , and gaze your bl, 
Zap. Gentlemen, that I may ſoone make good 

Wharl-have ſaid, Branca ger you in, 

And let it not diſpleaſe chee good Bianca, 

For I will lovethee ne're thelefle my girle. 

Kat. A pretty peate, it is beſt put fingerin the eyc, 

and ſhe knew why. . 

Bia. Siſter content you, in my diſcontent. 

Sir, toyour pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe: 

My bookes and inſtruments ſhall be my company, 
On them to looke, and practiſe by my lelte. 


Luc. Hearke Tran, thou mailt heare Minerva ſpeak. 


Hor:Signior Baptiſta, will you beſo {trange, 
Sorry am I that our good will cffe&s 
Bianca's greets (552M 
Gre. Why will you mew her up 
(Signior Bapti/ta)for this fiend of hell, | 
And make her beare the pennance of her tongue? 
Zap. Gentlemen content ye : 1am reſoly*d: 
Go in Branca. 6728 
And'tor I know ſhe taketh moſf'delight 
In Malicke, inſtruments,and Poetry, 
Schaolemaiiters will I keepe within my houſe, 
Fit rv inftrut her youthfyou Horten/io, 
Or (ignior Grems you know any ſuch, ..- 
Prete;re chem hither:for to cunning men, 
Iwilibe very kinde aad liþerall, 
To mine ovne children,in good bringing up, 
And fo fareweli: Katherina you may ſtay, 
For I bave more to commune with Bzanca. Exit; 
» Kat. Why, and Itruſt 1 may go too,maylT not? 
What ſhall ] be appointed houres,as though 
(Belike)T knew not v hatto take, 
And what to ieave?Ha. | F Exit. 
Gre. You may g0 to the divels dam:yonr guifcs are 
ſo go«d heere's none will holde you : Their love is not 
ſogreat Hertexſio, but we may blow our nails together, 
andfalt it fairely out. Our cakes dough on both ſides. 
Farewell: yer for the love I beare my ſweet Bianca, if 
T canby any meancs light on a fit man to teach her that 
| wherein ſhe delights, 1 will wiſh him to her father. 
for, So will I Signior Gremie: but a word I pray: 
Though the nature of our quarrell yet never brook'd 
.parie, know now upon aduice, ittoucheth us both : that 
we may yet againe have acccfle toour faire Miſtris, and 


| 


2I1* 


be happie rivals in Biavca'slove, tolabotir arid effett one * | 


thing ſpecially. 
Gre. What's thatT pray ? £4 


Hor.. Marrie ſir togetahusband for her Sifter, 4? © | 


Gre. Alhusband ;adivell,-- © 5 57) 

Hor. I fay a husband, eV rinks 

Gre. I fay,adivell: Think'ſt thou Horteyfo, "though 
her father be very rich, any a maniisfo veric afoole to be 
married to hell? eLFADY fRFFL DS FEL TAN 'D 2D 


Hor. Tuſh Gremis : though itpaſſ your patience and | 


mine to endure her lewd alarums ,- why* wan there bee 
good fellowes in the world,and a man contd bghtonthern, 
would take her with all faulrs; and ai6ny chuugh! 


Gre.” 1 cannot tell:buriT had as liefe rake het dowric | 


with this ondition;To be*whipt- at the hie-cr6fſ& every 

morning... ©. 49 0h 7ie) 0060 tOd 37) 
Hor. Faith (as you fay) there's: fill choiſe in rotten 

apples : come; ſince this bar in law witnkes us friends , it 


{hall be ſo far forth friendly maintain'd , Till by- helping | 


Baptifias eldeſt daighterto a hasbaad, weſer his youngeſt 
free for a husband;, and then have'itoo'e afreſh :- Sweet 
Bianca, happy man-be his dole: he' that runnes Faſteſt , 
gets the Ring : How ſay youfignior Gremio 2! - 
Grem, Tam agreed, ahd would | had given him'the beſt 
horſe in Padxato begin his wooing that would through- 
ly wooe her, wed her ; and bed her, 'and ridde the honſe 
of her. Comeon. tf 
E xennt ambo, Manet Tranio aud Lucentio, 
Tra. I-pray fir-el me, is it poſſible - - | 
That love ſhould of a ſodaine take ſuch hold. 
Luc. Oh Tran, till T found it to'betrue; 
I never thought it poſlible or likely. | 
But fee, while idely I ſtood looking on, 
I found the effe& of Love in idlenefle, 
And now in plainnefſe do' confefle to thee 
Thatartto me as ſecret andas deere 
AS Amnatothe Queene of Carthage was: 
Traso I barne, I pine, I periſh Tramo, 
if I atchievenotthis young modeſt gyrle : - 
Counfaile me Tran, for I know thoa canſt: 
Aſſiſt me Tram, tor I know thou wilt. 
Tra. Maſter, it 1s notime tochide you now, 
Aﬀecion is not rated from the heart : 
If love touch'd you, nought remaines butſo, 
Redime te captum quam qiueas minims. | Ny 
Lnuc, Gramercics Lad : go forward, this contents, - 
The reſt will comfort,for thy counſel's ſound ; 
Tra, Maſter, you look'd fo longly on the maide 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's thepithof all. 
Lac. Oh yes,I ſaw ſweet beautie in her face, 
Such as thedaughter of Agenor had, 
Thar made great /oveto humble him to ber hand, 
When with his knees he kitt the Cretan {trond. 


Tra. Saw you no more? Mark'd:you not how her fiſter, | | 


Beganto ſcold, and raiſe upſucha ſtorme? 
That morrtall cares might hardly endure thedin, 
Lac. Tranio, I \aw her corrall lips to move; 

And with her breath ſhedid perfume the ayre; 
Sacred and fiyeet was all I ſaw in her. | 
Tra. Nay,then'tistime to ſtirre him from his trance ; | 
I pray awake fir *1fyou love the Maide; ; 
Bendrthoughtsand wits toatcheeve her. Thus it ſtands; 
Herelderfiſter isſocurſtand ſhrewd, 
Tha till the father rid his hands of her, 
Maſter, your love muſt live a maideat home, 
Andtherefore has hecloſely meu'd her up, 


— 


| 


Becauſe | 


Fake Shoew. 


: Becauſe the will notbe.annoy'd with ſuters- 
_— _ what a cruell Fathers he: 
But art thou not advis'd,he tookeſome care. _. 
; Together-canning Schoolemalters to inſtruQ her. 
' Tre. I marryam tir, and now:'tis plotted- 
| Lxc. 1 have it Trane. ronnetor * 
Bothoups zentions:meetand jumpe in one. - . 
Luc. Tellme thine firſt. 


J , Keepe houſc,and ply his booke, welcome his friends, 

' Vilit his Countrimen; and banquet them? 

| Ln6.Faita,concattbec:for have it full. 

We hayenot yet bin ſcene in ay houſe, 

| Nor cat we:be:diltinguiſh'd by-qur:faces, 

' For man or mailterhen ir: followes: thus; 

7 Thou has he maiſter,/Tranio inmy. ted: 

: Keepe houſe, and port,and fervanes, as 1 ſhould, 

; I will ſome other be,lome Florentine, 

' Some A{e4politen,or meancr man of Piſa, 

| * Tis hatch'd,and ſhallbe fo:7raxio at once 

' Vncaſe thee: take my Coulord hat and cloake, 

: When Zrondells comes, he waites on thee, 

' But I will charme him#firit to keepe his tongue. 
Tra: $0 had you neede: | 

In breefe Sir,ſith it your pleaſure is, | 

And I am tyed to be obedient, FTE 

For ſo your father charg'd meat our parting: + _ * 

* Be ſerviceable to my ſonne(quoth he) | 

Alchough I thinke*ewas in another ſence, 

'] am content to be Lagenso, | 

' Becauſe ſo well I love. #centio. Fx 

Luc Tranio beſo, becauſe Lurentio loves, 

' And let me be a ſlavetatchieve that maide. 

| Whoſe ſodaine ſight hath thral'd my wounded cye. 


7" A : 


Enter Binodelts. 


Heere comes the rogue. Sirra,where have you bin? 


or you ſtolne his,or both? Pray what's the newes? 
| £xc.Sirracome hither, 'tis notimeto jeſt, 
And thereforeframe your manners to the time. 

Your fellow Tram heere to {ave my lite, 
Puts my apparrell, and my count'nance on, 
| And I for my efcape have put on his: 
For in aquarrell fince I camea ſhore, 
I kifd a man,and feare I was deſcried: 
Waite you on him, I charge you, as becomes: 
While I make way from hence tolave my life; 
You vnderſtand me? 

Bon. |, ſir, ne'rea whit. 

LZxc. And nota jot of Tramo in your mouth, 
Traniois chang'd into Lucentio. 

Biox. The better for him, would TI were ſo too. 

Tra. So could I 'faith boy , to have the next with af- 
ter ; that Lacentioindeede had Baeptiftas yongeſt daugh- 
ter. But firra, not for my ſake, but your maiſters, I ad- 
. | viſeyou uſe your manners diſcreetly in all kind of com- 

' panes : When I am alone , why then Iam Tranio:but in 
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{/ all places elſe, your maifter Lucentio, 


Bion. Where have 1 beene? Nay how now, where arc 
you? Maiſter,ha's my fellow Tren ſtolne your cloathes, 


| 


Luc. Tramo let's go: | 
One thing more reſts,that thy ſelfe execute, | 
To make one *mong theſe wooers : if thou aske me why, 
Suiceth my reaſonsare both good and waighty. 
Exennt. The Preſemery above ſpeakers. 
1. Han, My Lord younod, you do not minde the 

Pape”. | 
Fe. Yes by Saint Anne do I, a good Larter ſurely: 
Comes there any more of it? | 

Lad. My Lord, tis but begun. 

Beg. 'Tisa very excellent peece of worke, Madame 
Lady: would twere done. T bey fit and marks. 


Emer PRerrnchio,and his man Grumio, 

Pet, Verona, for a'while I take my leave, 
To ſee my friends in Padxa;but of all 
My beſt beloned and approved friend 
Hortenſio:8 I trow this 1s his houſe: 
Heere ſirra Gram, knocke I tay. | 

Gru, Knocke fir? whom ſhould I knocke ? Is there any 
man h#'s rebus'd your worſhip? 4 

Pet. Villaine I fay, knocke me heere ſoundly. 
- Ora. Knocke you heere fir? Why fir, what am! fir, 
that I ſhould knocke you heere ſir? B 
* Pet. VillaineIfay ,knocke meat this gate, 
And rap me well,or Ile knocke your knaves pate. 

Gru. My Maiſter is growne quarrelſome: 

I ſhould knocke you firſt, 
And then I know after who comes by the worſt. 

Pet, Will it not be? 
Faith ſirrah, and you'l not knocke,Ile ring it, 
Hetrie how you can So/,Fa,and ſing it. 

He rings him by the eaves, 
Gra. Helpe miſtris helpe,my maiſter is mad, 
Pet. Now knocke when I bid you:ſirrah villaine. 
Enter Hortex ſto. 

Hor. How now, what's the matter?My olde friend 
Gremio, and my good friend Petruchio ? How do youal 
at Verona? 

Per. Signior Hortenſio,come you to part the fray? Cor 
rutts le core bene trovatto, may I {ay. 
Hor. Allanoftra caſa ben vennto multo honorats fignior mis 


*s 


PFetrachio. | 
Riſe Grumioriſe, we will 
ru, Nay 'tis no matte hat he leges in Latine, 

If this be not a lawfull cauſe For me to leave his ſervice, 
looke you ſir : He bid me knocke him,&rap him ſound- 
ly fir. Well, was it fit fora ſervant to uſe his maiſter ſo, 
being perhaps(tor ought ce ) two and thirty ,a peepe 
out ? Whom would to God I had well knocktat firlt,. 
then hid not Grumie come by the worſt. 


ound this quarrell. 


Pee. A ſencelefle villaine:good Horrenſpo, 
T bad the raſcail knocke upon yeur gate , | 
And conld not get him for my heart to do it. 


theſe words plaine? Sirra, Knocke me heere : rappe me 
heere : knockeme well , and knocke meſoundly ? And 


Gra. Knockear the gate? O heavens:ſpake you not | 


come you now with knocking at the gate? 
Pet. Sirra be gone,or talke not I adviſe you. 
Hor. Petruchio patience, I am Gramio'spledge: 
W hy this a heavy chancetwixt him and you, 
Your ancient truſty pleaſant ſervant Grams: 
And tell me now({weet friend) what happy gale 
Blowes you to Padza heere,from old Verona? 
Pet.Such windas ſcatters yongmen through the world, 


To 
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Toſecke their fortunes farther than at home, 
Where ſmall experience growes but ina few: 
Signior Horrenfio, chus it (tands with me, 
eAmtonio my father is decealt, _ 
AndI havethruſt my ſelfe into this maze, 
Happily to wive at thrive,as beſt I may: | 
Crownesin my purſe I have,and goods at home, 
And ſo am come abroad to {ce the world. 
Hor. Petruchio. ſhall I then come roundly to thee; 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrew'd ill-favour'd witc? 
Thou'dſt thanke mebur alittle for my counſcll; 
And yet Ile promiſe thee ſhe ſhall be rich, 
And very tich:but tart too much my friend, 
And Ile not wiſh thee to her. 
Pet. Signior Hortenſio, "twixt ſuch friends as wee, 
Few words ſ{uxnice:and therefore, it thou know 
One rick'enough to be Perruchio's wite: 
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance) 
Be ſhe as foule as was Florentizns Love, 
As old as $:bef; and as curſt and ſhrow'd 
As Secrates Z antippe,or a worle: 
She moves me norgor not removes at leaſt 
Aﬀections edge in time. Were ſhe as rough 
As are the ſwelling eAariaricke teas: 
Icome tO W1 wealrhily in Þadua: 
' Tf wealthily, then happily in Pad. 
| Gru. Nay looke you fir, hee tels you flatly what his 
mire is : why give him Gold enongh , and marrie him 
to aPuppet or an Aglet babie, or an oldtrort withnerc'a 
tooth in her head, though ſhe have as many diteaſes as 
rwoand fifcy horſes, W hy nothing comes amitle,{o mo- 
ny comes withall, | 
Hor. Petruchio, ſince we are ſtept thus farre in, 
I will continue that 1 broach'd in jeſt, 
Ican Petruchso heipe thee to awife 
With wealth enough, and yong and beautious, 
Brought up as bcſt becomes a Gentlewoman, 
Heronely fault,and that is fauir enough, 
Is, that ſhe is intollerable curlſt, 
And ſhrew'd,and frowardyio beyond all meaſure, 
That were my tate farre worſer then it ts, 
I would not wed herfora mine of Gold. 
Pet. Hortenſio peace:thou knozvit not galds effect, 
Tell me her fathers name, and tis enough: 
Forl will boord her, thalghthe chide as loud 
As thunder when the olds in Autumne cracke. 
Hor. Her tather is Baptsſfa 1Mno'a, 
An affable and courteous Gentleman, 
Her name is Katherina CHinola, 
Renown'din P ada for her icoldingtongue. 
Per. | know her father,though I know not her, 
And hz knew my deceaſed father well: "77 
I willnotleepe Hrtesſo til I tee her, 
Andtherefore let mc be thus bold with you, 
Togive you ovcr at this firſt encounter, 
Vnlefle you will accompany me thither. 
Gr. 1 pray you Sir let him go while the hamor laſts. 
A ny word,and ſhe knew him as wel as I do,ſhe would 
tkinke ſcolding would do little good upon him. Shee 
may perhaps call him balte a ſcore Knaves, or ſo: Why 
that*'snathing; and he begin once, hee'l raile in his rope 


trickes, Jletcll you what fir , and ſhe ſtand him but ali- 
tle, he wil throw a figure in her face,and ſo disfigure hir 
with it , that ſhee ſhall have no more eyes to (ce withall 


| then a Car : you know him not fir. 


Hor. Tacry Petrnchio, I muſt go with thee, 


OS — 


Z13 
| Forin Bapriftas keepe my treaſure is: 
He hath the Iewell of my life in hold, 
His yongett daighter, beautifull Zianca, 
And her with-holds hee from me. Other more 
Sutcrs to her,and rivals.in my Love: 
Suppoſing it a thing impoilible, 
Far thoie defetsTI have before rehearſt, 
That ever Kathering will be wood: 
Thcrefore this order hath Baptiitatane, 
That none ſhal have acceſle vnto Bianca, 
Tili Katherine the Curſt, have got a husband. 
Gru, Ratiherize the cult, 
A title for a maide; of all ticles the worſt, 
Hor. Now ſhall my friend Peirnchio do me grace, 
And offer me diiguis'd in ſober robes; 
Toold Baprs/t as a ſchoole-mailter 
Well ſeene in Muſicke,to inftru& Bianca, 
That foI may by this deviceart leaſt 
Have lcaveand leiſure to make love to her, 
And vnluſpected court her by her ſelfe: 


Enter Gremio and Liicentio diſguiſed, 
Gra. Hecie's no knavery.See, to beguile the old falkes 
how the young folkes iay theirs head together. Mai- 
iter, maiſter,looke about you : Who goes there?ha, 
Her. Peace Grumio, it 1s the rivall of my Love.! 
Petruchso ſtand by a whilt. 

Gr. A proper ſtripling,and an amourous. 

Gre. O very well, I have perus'd the note. 
Hearke you fir, Hle have them very fairely bound, 
All bookes of Love, fee that at any hand, | 
And ſee you rcade no other Lenres to her: 
| You underſtand me. Over and beſide 

Signior Bapri/fas liberality 

Ic mendit with a Largcfle. Take your paper too, 

And let me have them very wel perfum'd, 

For ſhe is ſweeter then perfume it ſelfe 

To who they go to: what will you readeto her? 
£uc.\\ hat ereI reade to her, Ile pleade for you, 

As for my patron, ſtand you ſo afſur'd; 

As firmely as your ſelfe were {till in place, 

Yea and perhaps with more Guccedſetul words 

Then you;vnleffe you were a ſcholler fir. 

Gre, Ohthislearning,whata thing it is- 

Gre. Oh this Woodcocke,what an Aſle it is. 

Per. Peace lirra. 

Hor. Gre. mum:God fave you fignior Gremio, 

Gre. And you are well met,Signior Hoertenſio. 
Trow you whither Iain going? To Baptiſta CHinola, 
I promiſt roenquire carefully 
About a ſchoolemaſter for the faire Bianca; 

- And by good fortune I have lighted wel 

On this yong man:For learning and behauigqur, 
Fit for her turne, well rea in Poetrie ; 

And other boookes, good ones, I warrant ye. 

Her. Tis well:and [ have met a Gentleman 
Hath promiſt me to helpe one to another, 

A fine Mulitianto inſtrat our Miltris, 

- So ſhal T no whitbe behinde in duty 

Tofaire Bianca, ſobeloyed of me. 

Gre. Beloved of me,and that my,deeds ſhal prove. 
Gre. Andthat his bags ſhal prove. 

For. Gremio, tis now no tiwe to vent our love, 
Liſten tome, and if you ſpeake mefaire, 

Te tell you newes indifferent good for either. 
Heere isa Gentle nan whom by chance I met 
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V pon agreement from us to his liking, 
Will undertake to woocurlt Katherine, 
Yea,and to marry her, if her dowrie pleaſe, 
Gre. So ſaid, ſo done,is well: 
Hortenſo, have youtold him all her faults? _ 
Petr. I know ſhe is an irkeſome brawling ſcold: 
If that be all Maiſters, I heare no harme. 
Gre. No, ſayſt me ſo, friend? What Countreyman? 
Pet. Borne in Verona,old Butonios {onne: 
My father dead,my fortune lives for me, 
And Ido hope, good dayes andlong, to ſce. 


Bur if you have a fſtomacke, too'ta Gods name, 
You ſhall have me aſliſting you in all. 
But will you woo this Wilde-cat? 

Pet. Wall I live? 


-d&battell heard 


HaveI nou tchga | 
Loud larums;fivighing feeds, & trumpets clangue? , 
And do you tell mit of a womans tongue? 


That gives not halfe ſo'great a blow to hearc, 

As willa Cheſſe-nut in a Farmers fire. 

Tuſh, tuſh, feare boyes with bugs. 
Gra. For he feares none. 
Gre. Hortenſo hearke: 

This Gentleman is happily arriv'd, 

My minde preſumes for his owne good,and yours. 
Hor. I promiſt we would be Contributor agg ggy. 

And beate his charge of wooing whatſocre. ® 
Gre. And ſo we will,provided that he win her. 
Gre. I would I were as {ure of a good dinner. 


Enter Tranio brave, and Biondello, 
Tra.GentlcmenGod fave you.IfI may be bold, 
Tell me I beſeech you, whichis the readieſt way 
To the houſe of Signior Baptiſta Minola? 
Bio. He that ha's the two faire daughters:iſt he you 
meame? 

Tra. Even he Biond:llo. 
Gre. Hearke you ſir, you mcanc not her to=— 
Tra. Perhaps him and her fir, what have you to do? 
Pet. Not her that chides fir, atany hand I pray. 
Tra. I love nochiders fir: Biondelo,let's away. 

Luc. Wcll begun Tran. 
Hor. Sir, a word ere you go: 
Are you a (ygfor to the Maid you talke of, yea or no? 

Tra. AndTI be fir, is it any offence? 

Gre. No:if without more words you will get you 

hence. 

Tra. Why ſir, I pray arenot the ſtreets as free 

For meas for you? 
Gree. But ſos not ſhe. 
\ Try. For whart reaſon I beſeech you. 
Gre. For this reaſon if you'lkno, 
That ſhe's the choiſe love of Signior Gremo. 

Hes, | hat ſhe's the choſen of ſiguior Horte»fio, 

Tya. Sit'y my Maiſters:If, yqu be Gentlemen 
Do me this rivht; heare me with patience. 


3» 
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| Baptiſta 1s a noble Gentleman, 


Gre. Oh fir,{ucha life with ſuch a wife, were ſtrange: 
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To whom my Father is notall unknowne, 
And were his daughter fairer then ſhe is, 

She may more ſutore have,and me for one. 
Faire Ledaes daughter had a thouſand wooers, 
Then well one more may faire Bianca have, 
And ſo ſhe ſhall. Lacentio ſhall make one, 
Though Paris caine, in hopeto ſpecdalone. 

Fre. W hat, this Gentleman will out-talke us all. 

Lu. Sir give him head, I know hee'l provea Iade, 

Fer. Hortenfio,to whatend areall theſe words? 

Hor. Sir, let me be fo bold as to aske you, 
Did you yet ever ſee Bapriftas daughter? 

Tra. No fir, but heare I do that he hath two: 
The one,as famous for a ſcolding tongue, 
As 1s the other, for beauteous modelſtic. 

Peet. Sir, ſir, the firſt's for me, let her go by. 

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercnles, 
And letit be more then e4/cides twelve. 

Pet. Sir underſtand you this of me(inſooth) 
The yongeſt daughter whom you hearken for, 
Her father keepes from all acceſle of ſutors, 
And will not promiſe her toany man, 

Vntill the elder ſiſter firſt be wed» 


| The yonger then is free,and not before. 


Tra. It it be ſo fir, that you are the'mary 
Muſt ſteed us all, and me amongſt the reſt: 
And if you breake the ice,and do this ſecke, 
Atchieve the elder : ſect the yonger free, 
For our acceſie, whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, 
Will not ſo gracelefle be,to be ingrate. 

Hor. Sir you ſay well,and well you do conceive, 
And ſince you do proteſle to be a ſutor, 


41 You muſt as we do, gratifie this Gentleman, 


To whom weall ret generally beholding. 
Tra Sir, I ſhajl not be ſlack e,in figne wherof, 
Pleaſe ye we may contrive thisaftcrnoone, 
And quaffe carowſes to our Miltreſſe health, 
And do as adverſaries do in law, 
Strive mightily, but cate and drinke as friends. 
Gra. Bon. Oh excellent motion:fellowes let's be gon, 
Hor. The motion's good indeed, and beit ſo, 
Perrnchio,l ſhall be your Benwennro, E xennt, 
\, 
X  Emter Katherina and Bianca. 
Bia. Good filter wrong me-not,nor wrong your (elle, 
To make a bondmaideand afllave of me, 
That I diſdaine : bur for theſe other goods, 
Vnbinde my hands, Ile puli them off my ſelfe, 
Yea all my raiment,to my petticoate, .. 
Or what you wiilcommand me, will I do; 
So well I know my dutie to my eiders. 
Kate. Of all thy ſuters heere I charge thee tell 
Whom thou lov'ſt belt : ſee thou difemble not. 
Bianca. Beleeve me ſiſter, of all the mealive, 
I never yet beheld that ſpectali face, 
Which I could fancie, more then any other. 
Kate. Minton thoulyeſt , I''t not Horren/o? 
Bian. If youattct him faſter, heere T ſweare = 
Ile pleade for you my ſelfe, but you ſha!l have him- 
Kate Oh then belike you fancie riches more, 
You will have Gremzoto keepe you faire. 
Zian. Is it for him you do envie me ſo? 
Nay then you jeſt, and now I well perceive 
You have but jeſted with me allthis while ; 
I prethee ſiſter Kate untie my hands. 


Ka. If that be jeſt, thenall the reſt was —_— her, 
| wer | 
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Enter Baptiſta. 
Bay, Why how now Dame, whence growes this in- 
ſolence ? 
Fiancaſtand afide, poore gyrle ſhe weepes : 
Go ply thy Needle, meddle not with her. 
For ſhame theu Hilding of adiveilifh ſpirit, 
Why doſt thou wrong her,that did ne're wrong thee? 
When did ſhe crofſe thee witha bitter word? 
Kzt. Her ſilence flouts me, and Ile be reneng'd, 
Flies after Bianca 
Bap, What inwy fight? Biarcaget thee in. Ext. 
Kat. What will you not ſuffer me : Nay now I ſee 
She is your treaſure, ſhe muſt have a husband, 
I muſt dance bare-foot on her wedding day, 
And for your love to her, leade Apes in hell, 
Taſke not to me,I will goe fit and weepe, 
T1ll I can finde occaſion of revenge. | 
Bap. Was never Gentleman thus greev'd as I? 


But who comes here. 


Enter Gremio, Lucentio, in the habit of a meeane man, 
Petruchio with Tranio, with hu boy 
bearing a Lute and Bookes. 


*L 


Gre. Good morrow neighbour Bapriſta. : 
Fap. Good ttigrrow neighbour Gremio: God ſave you 
Gentlemen. 
Pet. And you good fir : pray have you not a daughter, 
cal'd Katerina, faire and vertuous? 
Bap, I have a daughter fir, cal'd Katerina, 
Gre: You aretoo bluut, gotoit orderly. , 
Pre, You wrong me ſignior Gremio, give me leave. 
Iam a gentleman of Yerona fir, . 
That hearing of her beauty, and her wit, 
Heraffability and baſhfull modeſtie : 
Her, wondrous qualities, and milde behaviour, 
Am bold to ſhew my lelfe a forward guelt 
Within your houſe, ro make mine eye the witneſle 
Of that report, which I {oofc have heard, 
And for an entrance to my entertainement, 
I dopreſent you with a man of mine | 
Cunning in Muſicke ad the Mathematickes, 
Toinfſtruct her fully in thoſe ſciences, 
Whereof I know ſhe 15 not ignorant: 
Accept of him, orclſc you do me wrong, 
His name is Licio, borne 1n Mantua. 
| Bap. Yeare welcome ir, and he for your good fake. 
Butfor my daughter Katerine, this I know, 
She isnot for your turne, the more my greefe. 
Per. Iſke you donot meanetopart with her. 
Orelfe you like not of my company. | 
Bap. Niſtake menot, I ſpeake but what I finde, 
Whence are you fir ? W hat may I call your name, 
Pet, Petruchio is my name, Antonio s{onne, 
A man well knownethroughout all Italy, | 
Bap, 1 know him well : youare welcome for his ſake. 
Gre. Saving your tale Petruchio, I pray let usthat are 
poore petitioners ſpeake too? Baceare, youare mervay- 
lous forward. 
Fa Oh, Pardon me fignior Gremso, 1Iwould faine bee 
ang. | 
Gre I doubt itnotſir. But you will curſe 
Your wooingneighbours : this jsa guift 
Very gratefull, I am ſure of it, to expreſſe 
The like kindneſſe my ſelfe, that have beene 
More kindely-beholding to you thenany : 


— 


Freely give unto this yong Scholler, that hath 
Beene long ſtudying at Rhemes, as cunning 
In Greeke, Latine, and other Languages, 
As the other in Muſicke and Mathematickes : 
His name is Cambio : pray accept his ſeruices 
Zap. Athouſandthankes fignior Gremio: 
Welcome good Cambio. But gentle ir, 
Me thinkes you walke like a ſtranger, | 
May I beſobold, to know the cauſe of your comming ? 
Tra. Pardon me ir, the boldneſſe is mine one, 
That being a ſtranger in this Cittye here, 
Do wakethy ſelfe a ſuitor to your daughter, 
Vnto Bianca, faireand vertuous : 
Nor is your firme reſolue unknowne to me, 
In thepreferment of the eldeſt ſiſter. 
This1:berty js all that I requeſt, 
That upon knowledge of my parentage, 
I may have welcome *mongftthe reſt that woo, 
And tree acceſſe and tauour as the reſt. 
And roiward the education of your daughters , 
I heere beſtow alinple inſtrument, 
And this ſmall packet of Greeke and Latine bookes, 
Ir you accept them, thentheir worth1s great : 
Sap. Zucentiois your name, of whence I pray; 
Tra, Of Piſa fir, ſonne to Uinſercio, F 
Lap. A mightie man of P;ſaby report, 
I know him well : youare very welcome fir : 
Take you the Lute, and you the fet of bookes, 
You ſhallgo ſee yonr Pupils preſently. - 
Holla, within. 
Enter a Servant. ' 
Sirrah, leade thefe Gentlemen 
To1uy two daughters, and. then tell them both 
Theſeare their Tutors, bidthem ufe them well, 
We will go walke a little in the Orchard, 
And thenieo dinner : you are paſſing welcome, - 
And fo I pray youallto thinke yonr ſelves, 
Pet. Signior Baptsſta, my bulineſſe asketh haſte, 
Andevericday I cannotcome to woor, 
You know my father well, and in him me, 
Left ſolic heireto al his Lands and goods, 
Which have bettered rather then decreaft, 
Then tcll me, if I get your daughters love, 
What dowrie ſhall I have with her t6 wife. 
Bap. After my death, the one halfe of my Lands, 
And 1n poſſeſs1on twentie thouſand Crownes. 
Pet, And for that dowrie, Ile afſure her of 
Her widdow-hood, be it that ſhe ſtirviveme 
In all my Lands and Leaſes whoſoever, 


Tet ſpcctalties be therefore drawne between us, 


That covenants may be kept on either hand, 
Bap. I, whenthe ſpeciall thing is well obtain'd, 
That is her love : for thatisallin all. 
Pet. Why that isnothing : for I tell yougather, 
I am as percmptorie as ſhe proud minded : 
And where two raging fires meeretogether,, _ 
They do conſume the thing that feedes their furie. 
Though little fire growesgreat with little winde, 
Yet extreame guſts will blow out fireand all: 
So I to her, and ſo ſhe yeelds tome, 
For I am rough, and woo notlike a babe. —_. 
Bap. Well maiſt thou woo, and happy beetby ſpeed : 
But be thou arm'd for ſome unhappie words. 
Pet. I tothe proofe, as Mountaines are for windes, 
That ſhake not,thoughthgy blow trally. 
Enter Hortenſio with his head broke. 
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Bap. How now my friend, why doſt thou looke fo pale? 
Hor, For feare | promite you,if Tlooke pale. 
Zap. What, will my daughter prove agood Mulitian? 
Hor. I thinke ſhe'l ſooner prove a ſouldicr, 
Icon may hold with ber; but'never Lutes. 
Bap. Why then thou canſtnot break her to the Lute? 

Her. Why no, for ſhe hath broke the Lute to me: 
I did but tell her ſhe miſtooke her frets, 
And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering, 
When(witha moſt imparient divelliſh ſpirit) 
Frets call you theſe?fquoth ſhe) Ile fume with them: 
And with that wag the {troke me on the head, 
And through thE11ſtcument my pate made way, 
And there [Tra amazed for a while, 

:lloge, looking through the Lute, 

.digcall me Raſcall,Fidler, 
Andtwangtia®Tacke , with rwenty ſuch vildetcarmes, 
As eftudied to miſuſe me ſo. 


] Per. Now by the world,it isa luſty Wench 


love herten times more then cre Idid, 
Oh how T long to have ſome chat with her. 

Ba. Wel go with me, and benot ſo diſcomfited. 
Proceed in pratiſe with my yonger daughter, 
She's apt to learne,and thankefull for good turnes: 
Signior Perrnchio; will you go with us, 

Or ſhall I ſend my daughter Katero you. 
Exit. Mantt Petruchto. 

Pet. I pray you do. I will attend her heere. 

And woo her with ſome ſpirit when ſhe comes. 
Say that ſhe raile, why then lletell her plaine, 
She ſings as ſcetly as a Nightinghale: 

Say that ſhe frowne, Ile fay ſhe lookes as cleere 
As morning Roſes newly waſht with dew: 

Say ſhe be mute,and will not ſpeakea word, 
Then Ile commend her volubllity, | 

And fay ſhe vttereth piercing eloquence: 

If ſhe do bid me packeIle give her thankes, 

As though ſhe bid me ſtay by her a weeke: 

If ſhe deny to wed, lle crave the day | 
When I ſhall aske the banes,and when be married. 
But heere ſhe comes,and now Perruchio ſpeake. 


Enter Katerima, 


| Good morrow Kare,for thats your name I heare. 


Kat. Wellhave you heard , but ſomething hard of 
hearing: | 
They call me Katerime,that do taike of me. 
Pet. Youlye infaith, for youare call 'd plaine Kate, 
And bony Kate, and ſometimes Kate the curſt: 


| But Kare,the prettieſt Kare in Chriſtendome, 


Kate of Kete-hall,my ſuper-dainty Kaze, 

For-dainties are all Xares, and therefore Kate 

Take this offithe, Kate of my conſolation, 

Hearing thy mildneſſe prais'd in cnery Towne, 

Thy vertues ſpoke of,and thy beauty founded, 

Yet notſo deepely as to thee belongs, 

My ſelfe am moov'd to woo thee for my wife. 
Kat. Moy'd, ingoodeime;let him that mov'd you 


hether CI. | 
Remove you hence : I knew youat the firſt 
You werea mouable. - © +. . 
| Per: Why what's a mouablc? 
Kat. A joyn'd ſtoole. | 
Per. Thou haft hit it: come fit on me. 


| Kat. Aﬀesare thadetobexre, andſoare you. 
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Pet. Women are made to beare, and ſo areyo 
Kat. No ſuch Iade fir as you, if me youmeane. 
Pet. Alas good Kate,T will not burthen thee, 
For knowing thee to be but yong and light. 
Kat. To light for ſuch a ſwaine as you to catch, 
And yet as heavy as my waight ſhould be. 
Per. Should be,ſhould:buzze. 
Kat. Welltane, andlike a buzzard.  . 
Pet,Oh {low-wing'd Turtle,ſhal a duzzard rake thee? 
Kat. I for a Turtle, as he takes i buzard. 
Pet, Come, come you Waſpe, y'faith you are too 
angry. 
Kat. If I be waſpiſh,beſt beware my ſting. 
Pet. My remedy is then to plucke it our. . 
Kat. I, if the toole could finde it where it lies. 
Pet. Who knowes not where a Waſpe does weare 
his ſting? In his taile. | 
Kat. In his tongue? 
Fer. Whoſetongue. | 
Kat. Yours if you talke of tales,and ſo farewell. | 
Per. What with my tongue in your taile. 
Nay, come againe,good Kare , ] am a Gentleman, 
Kar. That Ile trie. fee ſtrikes bim 
Pet. 1 (weare Ile cuffe you,if you ſtrike againe. 
Kat. SO may you looſe your armes,- 
IF you ſtrike me, youare no Gentlemati; 
And if no Gentleman, why then no armes. 
Pet. A Herald Kate? Oh put me in thy bookes. 
Kat. What 1s your Creſt, a Coxcombe? | 
Pet. A combleſſe Cocke, ſo Kate wiil be my Hen. 
Kat. N ogCotke of mine, you crow tog like a craven 
| Per... Nay come Kate; come ; you mult not-looke (o 
lowre, 
Kat.It is my falhion when 1 ſee a Crab. 
Pet. Why hcere's no crab, and therefore looke not 
ſowr Co - T: 
Kat. There is,there is. 
Pet. Then ſhew it me. 
Kat. Had l a glafſe, I would. 
Pet. W hat,you meane my face. 
Kat Wellaym'd of ſuch a yong one. 
Pet. Now by $. George I am 190 yong for you. 
Kat. Yet you are wither'd. 
Per. 'Tis with cares. 
Kar. I care not. 
Per. Nay heane you Kate. Inſooth you ſcape not fo. 
Kat. Ichafe you if I tatrie. Letme go. 
Per, No, nota whut, I finde you palling gentle: 
'Twas told me you were rough,and coy,and ſullen, 
And now Lfinde report a veryliar, 
For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſſing courteous, 
But ſlow in ſpeach, yet ſweetas {pring-time flowers: 
Thou canft not frowne, thou canſt not looke a ſcancg, 
Nor bite the lip,as angry wenches will, 
Nor haſt thou pleaſure to be crofle intalke: 
Butthou with mildnefſe entertain'ſt thy wooers, 
With gentle conference, ſoft, and affable. . 
Why does the world report that Katedothlimpe? 
Oh fland'rous world: Kare like the hazle twig 
Ts ſtraight, and flender,and as browne in hue 
As hazle nuts, and {ſweeter then the kernels: 
Oh kr me ſec thee walke:thou doſtnot halt. 
Kat, Go foole,and whem thou keep'ſt command. 
Pet. Did ever Dianſo become a Grove 
AsKatre this chamber with her princely gate; 
O be thou Dian,and let herbe Kare, 
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 Andthen let Kate be chaſte, and Diavſportfull. 
5 Where did you ſtudy alt this goodly ſpeech ? 
Pet, It is extewpore, from my mother wit. 

| - Karrs/h witty mother, witlefſe clſc her ſonne. 

» Pets AT <8 wiſe... © : 

. Ke#--Y cs; ke ou warme. ' TIO 
HS rok Marry SY S-ovek ſweet Katherine in thy bed : 
' | Andtherefore ſecting all this chat aſide , 

Thus in plaine ecrmes : your father hath conſented 
That you {ball be my wife : your dowry greed on, 

' And will you,nill you, I will marry you. 

Now Kate, ama husband for your turne, 

For by this light, whereby I ee thy beauty, 

| Thy beauty that doth make me like rhee well, 

| Thou mult be married to no man bat nie, 


: ) Enter Baptiſla, Gremio, Trayne. 


For I am he am borne to tame you Kate, 

" Andbring yon froma wild Kat to a Kate | 

Conformable as other houſhold Kates: ' 

Heere comes your father, never make deniall, 

1 mult, and will have Katherinetomy wite. . (daughter ? 
Bp. Now Signior Perrachio, how ſpced you with my 
P#, How but well fir >? how but well? 

It were impoſſible I ſhould ſpeed amifle; (dumps ? 
Bep. Why how now daughter Katherine, in your 
Ka, Call you me daughter ? now I promiſe you 

| Youu have ſhewd arender fatherly regard, 

Towiſh me wed to one halte Lunaticke,' 

A madicap ruifian, and a ſwearing Iacke, 

That thinkes with oathes to face the matter out. 

Pet, Father, *cis thus, your {clte and allthe world 

-| That talk'd of her, havetal\'d amiſſe of her : 

If ſhebe curſt, ir is for pollicy, 


For ſhe*snor troward, but modeſt as the Dove, 

Shee is not hor, but temperate asthe morne, 

| For patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Griſel, 

And Roman Lcrece for her chaſtity : 

And to conclude, we have greed fo welltogether, 

That upon ſonday is the wedding day. 
Kat. Ile fee thee hang'd on ſonday firſt, (firſt. 
Gre, Harke Pecrmchio, ſhe (ayes ſhe'll ſcethee hang'd 
Tra, Is this your ſpeedinginay then godnightpur part. 
Pet, Be parient gentlemen, I chooſe her for my ſeife, 

If ſhe and I be pleav'd, what's that to you ? 

'Tis bargain'd twixt us twaine being alone, 

That ſhe hail {till be curſt in company. 

I tell you *tis incredible to beleeve 

| How much ſhe loves me ; ohthe kindeſf Kate, 

Shee hiung about my necke, and kifle on kiſſe 

Shee vi*d ſo faſt, proteſting oath on oath, 

That in atwinke ſhe won me to her love. 

Ohyou are novices, 'tisa world to ſee 

How tame when men and womenare alone, | 

| Ameacocke wretch can make the carfteſt ſhrew * 

Give me thy hand Kare, I will unto Venice _ 

Tobuy apparell ”gainlt the wedding day; 

Provide the fealt father, and bid the gueſts, 

I will be fare my Katherine (hall be fine. | 

Bap. T know not what ro ſay, but give me your hands, 

God ſend you joy, Petruchio, *tisa match. 

Gre. Tra-. Amen ſfay.we, we will be witneſſes. 

Pet, Father, and wife, and gentlemen adicu, 

I will to Venice, ſonday comes apace, 

We will have rings, and things, and fine array, 


——— 


And kifle me Kate, we will be married a ſonday. 
£6 Exit Petruchio, and Katherine. 

Gre, Was ever match clapt up ſo fodaineiy.? | 

Bap.” Faith Gentlemen .nowd play a merchants part, 
And venture madly on a deſperate Mart... 

Tra. Twas a.capmodity lay fretting by yeu, 

"Twill bring you paine, orperiſh Rs {eas ; 
Bap. The gaine I ſecke, 1squiet methe match. 
Gre. No doubt but he hath gat a quietcatch: 

But now Baptiſta, to your yonger daughter, 

Now 1sthe day we long have looked for,, 

I am your ncighbour, and was ſuter firlt. 

Tra. And Iam onethart loye Branca more TH 
Theu words can witnefſe, or your thoughts can guefle, 

Gre. Yongling, thou canſt not love ſodeareas I 

Tra. Gray-beard thy love dath freeze, 

Gre. But thinedoth try, 

Skipper ftand backe, 'tis age that nouriſheth. 

Tra. But youth in Ladijeseyes that fioriſheth. 

Bap. Content you gentlemen, 1 will compound this 
"Tis deeds muſt win the prize, and he of borh - (ltrife, 
That can aſſure my daughter greateſt dower, 

Shall have Bsancas love. _ 

Say fignior Gremss, what.can you aſſure her ? 

Gre. Firſt, as you know, my houſe within the City 

Is richly fyrniſhed with plate and gold, -- 
Baſonsand ewersto lave her dainty hands : 
My hangings all of 1574s tapeſtry :;, 

In Iuory cofers I have ſtuft my crownes : 

In Cyprescheſts my arrascounterpoints, 

Coſtly apparell, tents, and Canopies, | 

Fine Linnen, Turky cuſhions boſt with pearle, 

Valiens of Venice gold, in needle worke : 

Pewter and braſſe, and all things that belongs 

To houſe or houſe-keeping : then at my farme 

I havea hundred milch-kine to the paile, 

Sixe-ſcore fat Oxen ſtanding in my Ralls; 


| Andall things anſwerableto this portion. 


My ſelfe am ſtrooke in yeeres I muſt confeſle, 
And if I dye to morcow thisis hers, 
Ifwhil'{ | live ſhe will be onely mine. 

Tra. That onely came well in : fir, lifttome, 
I am my Fathers heyre and onely ſonne, 
If I may haveyour daughter to my wife, 5 
Ile leave her houſes three or foureas good 
Within rich P:ſ« walls, asany one 
Old Signior Gremio has in Paarna, 
Beſides, twa thouſand Duckets by the yeere 


- Of fruitfu'l land, all which hall be her joynter. 
What, have I pincht you Signior Gremio ? + 


Gre. Two thouſand Duckets by the yeere of land, 
My Land amounts not ta ſo muchinall: | 
Thar ſhe ſhall have, beſides an Argofie 
That now is lying in Marſcllis'roade:; 
What, have I chaakr you with-an Argoſic ? 
Tra. Gremo, 'tis knowne my father hath no leſſe 
Thenthree great Argoſies, beſides two Galliaſſes 
And twelve tite Gallies, theleTI will afſure ber, . 
And twice as much what ere thou offreſt next. 
Gre. Nay, I have offrcd all, I have no more, 
And ſhe can have no more then all I have, | 
If you like me, fhe ſhall have me and mine. F 
Tre. Why then the maid is mine fromall the world 
By your firme promiſe, Grew 1s out vied. 
- Zap. I muſt confeſſe your offer is the beſt, | 


And et your father make her the affurance, / :£34 
D : X —X | __She\ 
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She is your ownegelfe you muſt pardon me : 
It  outhonhd dycbebire him, he's her dower ? 
| Tre. That's buta cavill: he is old, I young. 

Gre. And may not yong mendyeas well as old ? 
Bap. Well gentlemen, 1 amthus refoly'd, 

On ſonday next,you know . 

My daughter Katherine is to be marricd : 

Now on the ſonday following, ſhall Biarca 

Be Bride to you, if you make this aſſurance : 

If not, to Signtor Gremio; : 

And ſol take my leave, and thanke you both. Ext, 
Gre. Adieu good neighbour : now 1 feare thee not : 

Sirra, yong gameſter, your father were a foole 

Togive thee all,and in his wayning age 

Set Foot under thy table : rut, a toy, 

An'old Italian foxe isnot ſo kind my boy. _ 

Tre. A vengeance on your crafty withered hide, 

YetI have fac'dit witha cardof ten : 

'Tisin my head to doe my maſter good : 

I ſee no reaſon but ſappos'd Lucentzo 

Muſt get a father, call'd ſuppos'd Vincent, 

And that'sa wonder : fathers commonly | 

Do get their children: but in this caſe of wooing, = 

A child ſhall geta fire,if I faile not of wy cunning. Zx#. 


Exit. 


—r—_——— 


Atns Tertius. 


— 


Enter Lucentio, Hortentio, and Bianca. 
Lxc. Fidler forbeare, you grow too forward Sir, 
Have you ſo ſoone forgot the entertainment 


' Her ſiſter Katherine welcom'd you withall? 


Hort, But wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroneſle of heavenly harmony : 
Then give me leave to have prerogative, 
Ad when in Maficke we have fſpentan houre, 
Your Lecture ſhall have let{vre for a much. 

Lac. Prepoſterous Aﬀle that never read fo farre, 
To know the caule why muſicke was ordain'd ; 
Was it not torefrcſh the mindof man 


After his ſtudics, or his uſuall paine ? 


Then give me leave to reade Phulolophy, 
And whilelI paule, ſerve in your harmony. 
Hort, Sixra, 1 will not beare th;ſe braves ofthine. < 
Bian. Why gentlemen, you doe me double wrong, 
To ſtrive for that which reſtcthin my choyce : 


{ Iam nobreeching ſchollerin the {chooles, 


Ile not be tied to houres, nor pointed times, 
But lcarne my Leflons as I pleaſe my elfe, 
And tocut offall {trife : heere fit we downe, 


] Take you your inſtrument, play you the whiles, 


His Leure'will be done cre you have tun'd. 

Hort. Youwllleave his Lecure when I am 1n tune? 

Luc. That will be never, tune your iaſtrnment, 

Fian, Where lcft we lalt ? 

Luc. Heere Madam : Hic lbat Simois, bie eft figeiatel- 

Iu, hic fteterat Priami regia Celſa ſents. 

Bias. Conſter them. - | | 

Lnc. Hic Ibat, as I told you before, Sino, Jam Lu- 
centio, hic eff, ſonne unto UVincentio of Piſa , Sigeia tel- 
ls, diſguiſed thusto get your love, hic fteterar, and that 
Lacentiothat comes a wooing, priami, is my man 7 ranto, 
regia, bearing my port, c:{a ſexs that we might beguile 


the old Pantaloune. 


—___ 


—_— 


| 


Hort, Madatn, my inſtruments in tune, 

Bray, Lct's heare, oh he, the treble jarres. 

Lac. Spit inthe hole man, and tune againe- | 

Bian, Now letime ſee if I canconſter it. He ibat þ. 

mow, 1 know younot; hic eff figeia telit, I truſt younay, 
bic Reterat priami, take heed he heare us not, regia pre. 
ſume nor, Celſa ſens, deſpaire not. | 

Hort. Madam, *tis now 1n tune, 

Luc. All butthe baſe. | Hs 24 

Hori. The baſe is right, *tis the baſe knavet hat jars, 

Lac. How fiery and torwaerd our Pedant is, 

Now for my life that knave doth court my love, 
Peaaſcule, Tie watch you better yets 
In time I way belceve, yet Imiſtruſts 

Bian. Miſtruſt itnor, for ſure «Eacides 
Was ejax cald ſo frum his grandfather. 

Hort. 1 muſt belceve my Mzſter, clic 1 promiſe yo, 
I ſhould be arguing ſtill upon that doubr, 
But let it reſt, now L#oto you : 

Good malſtcr take it not unkindly pray 
That I have bcene thus pleaſant with you both. 

Hian. You way goe walke, and give me leave a while, 
My Leſſons make no muſicke in three parts. 

Luc. Are youſoformall fir, well I muſt waite 
And watch witkall, for but I be decciv'd, 

Our fine Mufitian groweth amorous. 

Hor, Madam, before you touch the inſtrument, 
Tolcarne the order of my fingering, 

I mult begin with rudiments of Art, 
To teach you gamoth ina briefer ſort, 
More pleaſant, pithy, and cffeQuall, 
Then hath beene taught by any of my trade, 
And there it1s in writing tairely drawne. 
Bian, Why, Tam paſt my gamoth long agoc- 
Hor.Yet reade the gamoth of Hortenfios 
Bian, Gawoth 1 am, the ground ot all accord : 
Are,toplead Hortewſio's paſſion ; 
Beeme, Bianca take him for thy Lord 
( favt, that loves withall afieAion : 
D ſol re, one Cliffe, two notes haveT, 
Ela mi, ſhow pitty or I dye. 
Call youthis gamoth ? tutLIlike it not, 
Old faſhions pieaſe me beſt, I am not ſo nice 
Tochange true rules for old inventions. 
| Enter a Meſſenger, 

Nicke, Miſtreſſe, your father prayes youleaye your 
And helpe to drefſe your liſters chamber up, (bookes, 
Youknow to morroy is the wedding day. 

Bian, Farewell ſweet maſters both, I muſt be gone. 

Luc. Faith Miſtrefle then I have no cauſe to ſtay. 

Hor. ButTI have cauſe to pry into this pedant, 
Methinkes he lookes as though he were in love: 
Yet if thy thoughts Biance be ſo humble 
Tocaſtthy wandring eyes on every ſtale : 
Seize thee that Liſt, ifoncelI find thee ranging, 
Hortenſis will be quit with thee by changing. Exit, 
Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, Tranio, Katherine, Bianca, and 0- 

thers, attendants; | 


Bap. Signior Lncentio, this is the pointed day 
T hat K atherine and Petruchio ſhould be married, 
And yer we heare not cf our ſorne iÞ Law : 
What will be faid, what mÞ$ckery wall it be? 
To want the Bride-groome when the Prieſt attends 
To ſpeake the ceremonaall rites of marriage? 
What ſayes Zxcentio to this ſhame of ours? 


No 
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Kate, No ſhame but mine, I muſt forſooth be fortt - | 
To givemy hand vppos'd againſt my heart 
Vatoa mad-braine rudesby, full of ſpleene, 
Who woo'd 1n haſte, and meanes to wed at leyſure : 
Ltold you I, he was a franuicke foole, 


The Taming of the Shoew, 


Hiding his bitter jcits in blunt behaviour, 
And to be noted tor a merry man z - 
Heil wooe a thouſand, point the day of marriage, 
Make fricnds, invite yes and proclaime the banes, 
Yet never meancs to wed where he hath wood : 
Now mult che world point at poore Katherme, 
And fay, loe, there is mad Perrxchio's wite 
It it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 

Tra. Patience good Katherine and Baptiita too, 
Vpon my life Perrxchio meanes but well, 
What ever fortune ſtayes him from his word, 
Though he be blunt, know him paſting wile, 
Thouyh he be merry, yet w ithall he's honeſt, 

Kate. Would Katherine had never ſcene himthough. 

| ; E xit weeping. 

Bap. Goe girle, I cannot blame thee now to weepe, 
For {ach an injury would vexe a faint, | 
Much more a ſhrew of thy 1,mparient humonr, 

| Enter Biondello. 

Bion. Maſter, maſter, newes, and {uch newes as you 
never heard of. 

Bap. Is 1t new and old too? how may that be ? 

Bio. Why,isit not newes to heare of Perrachio's com- 

Bap. Is he come ? (ming ? 

Bio, Why no lir. 

Bap. What then? 

Bw. Heiscomming, 

Zap, When will he be heere? 

Bio., When. he ſtands where I am, and fees you there, 

Tra. But fay, what to thine old newes? 

Bo. Why Perruchiois comming, ina new hat and an 
old jerkin, a pai. e of old breeches thrice turn'd; a pare 
of boote's thar ixave beene candle-caſes, one buckled, an- 
other lac'a : an old rauliy {ord tane out ofthe Towne 
Armory, witha bioken hilt, and chapelefle : with two 
broken points : his hortc hip'd with an old mothy ſad- 
de,thc itirrops ot no kindred: belides pofleſt with the | 
glanders, and like ro motg m the chine, troubled with the 
Lampaſle, infected with rac faſhions, full of Windegalls 
ſped with Spavins, raicd with the Yellowes, paſt cure 
ofthe Fives, ſtarkef poyPd with the Staggers,begnawne 
with the Bots, Waid inthe backe, and ſhouider-ſhotten, 
veere leg'd b<tore, and with a balfe-Chekt Bitte, and a 
headftall of (heepes leather, which being reſtrain'd to 
keepe him from tumbling, hath beene often. burit, and 
now repatred with kaots; one glithſixe times peec'd,and 
a womans Crupper of velure, which hath rwo letters for 
her name, fairely ſect doweernliuds, and heere and there 
peed with packthred. 

Bap. Who comes with him ? | 
_ £8, Ohlir, bis Lackey, for allthe world Capariſon'd 
like the hor'c : with a linnen RRocke on one leg, and a 


blew liſt;an old hat,and the bumor of forty fancies prickt 
int fora feather : 2 monſter, a very monſter in apparel, 
and not like a Chriſtian foot-boy, or a getitlemans Lacky. 
Tra. 'Tis ſome oddc humor pricks him to this faſhion, 
Yeroftentimes he goes but mcane appare['d. 
Bap. Tamglad he's come, hawſoever he comes. 
Bion, Why fir, he comes nor. | 
Zap. Didſt thou not {ay he comes? 


Biow, Who, that Perrackio came ? 

Bap. 1, that Petrachio came (backe, 

Bien, No fir, I fay his horſe comes with him on his 

Bap. Why thar's all one. 

Bion, Nay by S. lamy, { hold you a penny, a horſeand 
a man is more then one, and yet not many. 


Enter Petruchio, and Grumio. 


Pet, Come, where be theſe gallants ? who'sat home ? 
Bap. You are welcome fir. 
Per, And yet 1 come not well, 
Zap. And yet you halt not. 
Tra. Not fo wellapparelid asI wiſh you were. 
Pet, Were it better I ſhould ruſh in thus :; 
But where is Kate? where is my lovely Bride ? 
How does my father ? gentles methinkes you frowne, 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 
As if they ſaw tome wondrons monument , 
Some Comet, or unuſuall provigy ? 
Bap. Why fir, you know this is your wedding day : 
Firſt were we ſad, fearing you would not come, 
Now fadder that you come fo unprovided : 
Fye ,doffe this habit, ſhame to your eſtate, 
Aneye-ſore to our ſolemne feltivall. 
Tre. And rell us what cccafion of impert 
Hath all ſo long derain'd you from your wites 
And fcnt you hither ſo unlike your telfe ? 
Per. Tedious it were totell, and harſh to heare, 
Surhicerh | am come to keepe my word, 
Though i1 ſome part inforced todigrefle, 
W hich at more leyiure IT will fo excuſe, 
As you ſhall well be faristied with all. 
But where is Kate? I ſlay too long from her. 
The morning weares, *tis time we were at Church, 
Tra. See not your Bride in theſe unreverent robes, 
Goe to my chamber, put on clothes of mine, 
Per. Not 1, belceve mc, thus lle viſit her. 
Bap. But thus Itruft you will not marry her. (words. 
Per. Good ſooth eventhus : therefore ha done with 
To me ſhe's married, notunto my cloathes ; 
Could I repaire what ſhe will weare 1n me, 
As I can change theſe poore accoutrements, 
[were well for Kate, and better for my {clte. 
But whar a fooleaml to chat with you, 
When I ſhould bid good morrow to my Bride ? 
And ſcale the title with a lovely kitic. 
Tra. He hath ſome meaniog in his mad attire, 
We will perſwade him be it poſlible, 
To put on better ere he goc to Church. 
Bap. Ile after him, and (ee the event of this. 
7ra, But fir, Love concerncth us to adde 
der fathers liking, which to bring ro paſle 
As before limparted to your worthip, 
Iam togeta man whatere he be, _ 
It skills not inuch, weele tir him to our turne, 
And he ſhall be Yincentso of Pia, 
And make aſſurance heere in Padua 
Of greater {ummes then I have promiſed, 
So ſhall you quietly enjoy your hope, 
And marry ſweet Banca with conſents 
Lac, Were it notthat my fellow {choolemaſter 
Doth watch Bianca's ſteps ſonarrowly : 
'Twere good me-thinkes to ſtcale our marriage, 
Which once perform'd, let all the world ſay no, 
Ile keepe mine owne deſpight of all the world. 
Tra. Thatby degrecs wc meane tolookeinto, 1 


F2 : — £nd 


E xit. 


EXxits 


ns 


"rar —_— 


—O— 


F 


—_——— 


— 


220 


The Taming of the $ brew. 


bh 


— — —— 


And watch our vantage in this bufineſſe, 
We'll over-reach the grey-beard Gremo, 
The narrow prying father Mineola, 
The quaint Muſician, amorous Litio, 
All for my Maſters ſake Lucentio. 
Enter Grenso. 
Signior Gremzo, came you from the Church ? 
Gre. Aswilingly 3s ere I c:me from ſchoole- 
Tra. And isthe Bride and Bridegroom comming home? 
Gre. A bridegroome ſay you ?'tisa groome indeed, 
Agrumbling groome, and that the girlc thall finds 
Tra, Curkter then ſhe, why 'tis impoſlible. 
Gre. Why hee's a devill, a devill,a very fiend. 
Tra. Why ſhe's a devill, a devili, the devils damme. 
re. Tut, ſhe'sa Lambe, a Love, afoole to him ; 
Tle tell you ſir Lucero ; whenthe Prieſt 
Should aske it Katherine ſhould be his wife, 
I,by goggs woones quoth he, and {wore ſo loud, 
Thar all amaz'd the Prielt let fall the booke, 
Andas he ſtoop'd againe totake icup, ' 
This mad-brai.'d bridegroome tooke bim ſuch a cuffe, 
That dewnefell Pricft and booke, and booke and Prieſt, 
Now take them up quoth he, if any liſt. 
Tra. What faid the wench when he roſe up againe ? 
Gre. Trembled and ſhooke : for why, he ſtamp'd and 
{ wore. 
As ifthe Vicar meantto cozen him ; 
But after. many ceremonies done, 
He calls for wine, a health quoth he, as if 
He had beene aboord carowſing to his Mates 
After a ttorme; quaft off the Muſcadell, 
And threw the ſopsall in the Sextons face: 
Having no other reaſon, but that his beard 


| Grew thinne and hungerly, and ſeem'd to aske 


Him ſops as he was drinking : This done, he tooke + 
The Bride about the necke, and kiſt her lips 
With ſuch a clamorous ſmacke, that at the parting, 


| Allthe Church did eccho: and | ſceingthis, 


Came rhence tor very ſhame, and after me, 


- I know-the rout iscomming; ſuch a mad marryage 


Never was before : harke, harke, Iheare the minſtrels 
play. Malicke playes, 
Enter Petruchio, K ate, Bianca, Hortenſio, Baptiſta. 

Pet. Geritlemen and friends, 1 thanke you for your 
I know youthinke todine with me to day, (paines, 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding checre, 
But ſo it is, my haſte doth call me hence, 


- And therefore heere I meanetotake my leave. 


Bap. Is't poſtible you will away to night ? 

Pet. I muſt away to day-before night co ne, 
Make itno wonder : if you knew mybuſineſſe > 
You would intreat merather goe then ſtay ; 
And honeſt company, I thanke you al], 
That have beheld me give away my ſelfe 
To this moſt patient, ſweer, and vertuous wife, 
Dine with my father, drinke a health to me, 
For I muſt hence, and farewell to you all. 

Tra, Letus intreat you ſtay till after dinner. 

Pet. It may not be. 

Gre, Let me intreat you. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kat. Let mentreat you. 

Pet, Tam content. 

Kat. Are youcontent to ſtay ? 

Per. Tam content you ſhall entreat me ſtay, 
But yet not ſtay, entreat me hoy you can. 


ls . _ OE "IR " = —__ 
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Kate. Now if you love me ſtay. 
Pet. Grumio, my horſe. | 
Grs. I ſir, they be ready; the Oates baye eaten the 
horſes... _. 
Kate. Nay then, 
Doe whatthou canſt, 1 will not goe to day, 
No, nor to morrovy, not till I pleaſe my {elfe, 
The dore is open fir, there lyes your way, | 
You may be jogging whiles your bootes are greens : 
For me, Ile not be gone till I pleaſe my ſelfe, 
'Tis like you'llprovea jolly ſurly groome, 
That take it on you at the hrlt ſo roundly. 
Per. O Karecontent thee, prethee be not angry. 
Kat. I will be angry, what haſt thouto doe ? 
Father, be quiet, he thall ſtay my le1ſure. 
Gre, I marry ſir, now it begins to worke. 
Kat. Gentlemen, forward to the bridall dinner, 
I ſcea woman may be made a foole 
It ſhe hadnot a ſpirit to reſiſt, 
Pet. They ſhall goe forward Kateat thy command, 
Obey the Bride you that attend on ker. 
Goe to the feaſt, revell and domineere, 
Carowſe full meaſure to her maiden-head, 
Be waddeand merry, or goc hang you ſelves : 
Bur for my bonny Kare, ſhe muſt with me : 
Nay, looke notbig, nor ſtampe, nor ſtare, nor fret, 
I will be rnaſter of what is mine owne, 
Shee is my goods, my chattels, ſhe is my houſe, 
My houſhold-ſtuffe, my field, my barne, 
My horſe, my oxe, my afle, my any thing, 
And heere ſhe ſtands, touch her who ever dare, 
Ile bring mine ation on the proudeſt he, 
That ſtops my way in Padua: Grumio 
Draw forth thy weapon, we are beſet with theeves, 
Reſcuethy Miltrefle 1f thou be a man : 
Feare not ſweet wench, they ſhall not touch hee Kare, 
Ile buckler thee againſt a Million E xennt, Þ. Ka. 
Bap. Nay, let them ge, a covple of quiet ones. (ing 
Gre. Went they not quick!y, I ſhoula dye with ;augh- 
Tra, Of all and matches never wasthe like. 
Lac. Miltrcfle, what's your 0,:11:3: of your fiſter ? 
Bian. That being mad her iclic, ſhe's madly mated. 
Gre. I warrant him Perrachio is Katcd. | 
Bap. Neighbours and tricnds,thoigh Bride and Bride- 
For to ſupply the places at thz rabir, (gioome wants 
You know there wants no junkets ar the fcalt : 
Lucentto, you ſhall ſupply the Bridegroomes place, 
And let Zancatake her ſiſters roome, 
Tra. Shall ſweet Bianc« praftiſe how to bride it ? 
Bep. She ſhall Lacento : come gentlemeniets goes 
Enter Grum, Exennt, 
Gru. Fye, fie on all tired Iades, on all mad Maſtcrs,and 
all toule wayes : was ever man ſo beaten ? was ever ian 
ſoraide? was ever man io weary? I am ſent before to 
makea fire, and they are comming after to warme them: 
now were not I a little pors and ſoone hot ; my very lips 
might freeze to my teerh, my rongue to the roofe of my 
mouth, my heart in my b<lly, ere 1 ſhouid come by a fie 
to thaw me, but I with blowing the fire ſhall warme my 
ſelfe : for conſidering the weather, a taller man then I 
will take cold : Hclla, hoa Cr:s. 


Enter Curtt. 
Cart. Who is that calls {o coldly ? ; 
Gra. A picce of Ice : if thou Joubt it, thou maiſt 


| 


ſlide trom my ſhoulder ro my heele, with n0 
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oy Il Is my Maſter and his wife comming Grim»? 
| Grs. OhI Carezl, and therefore fice, fire, calt on no 
water. + : 

Cur. Is ſhe ſo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's reported. 

Gru, She was g00d Curtis before this froſt ; but thou 
know'ſt winter tames man, woman, and beaſt : for ithath 
tam'd my-old maſter, and my new miſiris, and my ſelte 
fellow Carts. 

Cur. Away you three inch foole, Iam no beaſt. 

Gre. Am I butthcee inches? Why thy horne is a foot 


or ſhall I complaine on thee to our miſtris, whoſe hand 
(the being now at hand) thou ſhalt ſoone feele, to thy 
cold comfort, for being ſlow inthy hot office. 

Car, Ipechee good Gramio, tell me, how goes the 
world? ; 

Gre. Acold world Carts in every ojfice but thine,and 
therefore fire : doe thy duty, and have thy outy, for 
my Maſter and miftrisarealmoſt frozen to death. 

Cur. There's fire ready,and therefore good Grumio the 
newes. 

* Gra. Why Iacke boy, ho boy, andas mnch newes as 
thou wilt. 

Cur. Come, you areſo full of conicatching. 

Grs. Why therefore fire, for I bave caught extreme 
cold. Where's the Cooke, is ſupper ready, the houſe 
trim'd, ruſhes ſtrew'd, cobwebs twept,the lerving men 
intheir vew fuſtian, the white ſtockings, and every oth- 
cer his wedding garment on? Be the lackes faire with- 
in, the Gills faire without, the Carpets laid, and every 
thing in order ? | 


Gre Firſt know my horſe istired, my maſter and mi- 
ſtris falne our. Car, How? 

Gra. Out of their ſaddles into the durt, and thereby 
bangs a tale, 

(*r. Let's ha'tgood Grumio. 

Gre, Lend thine care. 

Car. Heere. 

Gra, There. 

(#r. This 'tis to feele a tale,not to heare tale, 

Gru. And therefore tis cal'd a ſenſible tale : and this 
Cuffe was but to knocke at your eare, and beſcech lift- 
ning :now I begin, Inprimis we came downe a foule hill, 
wy Maſter riding behinde my Milſtris. 

Cr, Both of one horſe ? 

Gru., What's that to thee ? 

Cur. Why a horſe. | 

Grz. Tell thou the tale : but hadſt thou not croſt me, 
| thou ſhouldſt have heard how her horſefell, and ſhe un- 
der her horſe : thou ſhouldſt have heard in how miery a 
place, how ſhe was bemoil'd, how he left her with the 
horſe upon her; how he beat me becauſe her horſe ſtum- 
bled, how ſhe waded through the durt toplucke hjm off 
me: how he ſworc, how ſhe prai'd, that never prar'd be- 
fore: how 3 cryed,how the horſes ranne away,how her 
bridle was burſt: how 1 loſt my crupper, with miny 
things of worthy memory, which now ſhall dye in obli- 
V10n, and thou returne unexperienc'd to thy grave. 

Cur, By this reckning he is more ſhrew than ſhe. 

Gre, 1, and that thou and the proudeſt of you all ſhall 
find when he comes home. But what talke I of this? 
Call forth Nathaniel, Ioſeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter ,Su- 
| g#rſop and the reſt : lettheir heads bee flickely comb'd, 


and ſolong am I atthe leaſt. But wilt thon make a fire, 


C#r. All ready : and therefore I pray thee what newes. | 
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my head and my necke. A fire good (ur- | 
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their blew coats bruth'd, and their garters of an indiffe- 
reat knit, lot them curtlie with their left legges, and not 
preſurne torouch a haire of my Maſters hortc-raile, rill 
they kifſe thoir hands. Arethey allieady? | 
(ar, They are. ; | 
G12. Call thein forth. 
Car. Doe yoheare ho ? 
_ to countenance my Miſtris., 
Gru. Why ſhe hatha face of her owne. 
Czr. Who knowes nor thar ? 
Gr#s. Thou it ſcemes, thar cal's for company to coun» 
tenance her. | 
Cxr. Icall them forth to erediwher. 
Enter foureor fue ſerving men. 
Gre. Why ſhe comes to borrow nothing of them, 
Nat. Weicome home Grumio. 
Phil, How now Grami?. 
Toſ. What Gramio: 
Nick, Fellow Grams. 
Nath, How now old lad, - 
Gru. Welcome you : how now you : what you: fcl- 
low you: and thus much for greeting. Now my ſpruce 
companions, 1s all ready, and all things neate? 
Nat. All things are ready, how neere is our maſter ? 
Gre, E'ne at band, alighted by this : and therefore be 
not=—=—— Cockes paſhon, ſilence, 1 heare my Malter. 


you muſt meet my muiſter 


Emer Petrnchio and Kate. 
Pet. Where be theſe knaves ? Whar no man at doore 
To hoid my (tirrop, nor to take my horſe? - 
Whereis Nathanet, Gregory, Philip? 
All! ſer. Heere, hcere br, heere fir. 
Per, Heere (ir, hecre br, heere ſir, heere (irs 
Youlogger-headed and unpolliſht groomes : 
What? noattendance ? no regard ? no duty ? 
Where is the fooliſh knavel ſent before ? 
Gre. Heere ſir, as fooliſh as1 was before; 
Pet.Y ou pezant, ſwaine,yon horfon malt-horſe drudge, 
D1d I not bid thee meete me in the Parke, 
And bring along the ratcali knaves with thee? 
Gray. N athaxiels coatelir was not fully made, 
And Gabriel: pumpes were all unpinkt ith heele ; 
There was no Linke to colour Peters hat, 
And Walters dagger was not come trom ſheathing : 
There were none hne, but Adam, Rafe,and Gregory, 
The reſt were ragged, old, and beggerly, 
Yet as they are, they come to meete you « 
Per. Goe raſcalls,gocand fetch my ſupper in. Ex. Ser. 
Where is the life that late I led ? 
Where are thoſe? Sit downe Kate, 
And welcome. Soud, foud, foud, ſoud. 
Enter (ervants with (upper, 
Why when I ſay ? Nay good ſweet Kare be tnerry: 
Otf with my baots, you rogues : you villaines, when ? 
It was the Friar of Gratrs gray, 
As be forth walked 0n his way. 
Out you rogue, you piucke my foot awry, . 
Take thar, and mend the plucking of the other, 
Be merry Kate : Some water heere : what hoa. 
Enter one with water. 
Where's my Spaniel Troilus 2 Sirra, get you hence, 
And bid my cozen Ferdinand come hither ; 
One Kazethat you muſt kifle, and be acquainted with. 
Where are my Slippers? Shall I have ſome water? 
Came Kare and waſh, and welcome heartily : 
You herſon villaine, will you let it fall ? 
T 3 
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Kate. Patience I pray you, *rwas a fault unwilling. 


| + Per, A horſon beetle-headed flap-car'd knave : 


Come Kate fit downe, I know yowbave a ſtomacke, 
Will you give thankes, ſweet Kare, or elſe ſhall I ? 
What's this, Mucton? 

IT. Ser. I. 

Per, Whobrought it ? 

Sex. I. 

Pet. *Tisburnt,and fo is allthe meate : 
What dogges are theſe ? Where is the raſcall Cooke ? 
How durſt you villaines bring it from «he dreflcr 


And ſerve it thus to me that loye it not ? 


There, take it to you, trencBers, cups, and all : 

You heedleſſe jolt-heads, and unmanner'd flaves. 
What, doe you grumble ? Ile be with you ſtraight. 
| Kare, I pray you hnsband be not ſo dilquiet, 

The meate was well, if you were ſo contented. 

Pet. I tell thee Kate, *ewas burnt anddriedaway, 
And Iexprefſely am forbid to touch it : | 
For it engenders choller, planteth anger, 

And better *twere that both of us did faſt, 

Since of our ſelves, our ſelves are chollericke, 

Then feede it with ſuch over-roſted fleth : 

Be patient, to morrow't ſhall be mended, 

And for thisnight w-l faſt for company. 

ComeT will bring thee to thy Bridall chamber. Exennt- 
Enter Servants ſeverally. 

Nath. Peter didſt ever ſee the like? 

Peter. He kilsher in her owne humor. 

Gra. Where is he ? 

Enter Curtuz a Servant, 

C#r. In her chamber, makinga ſermon of continen- 
cy to her, and railes, and ſweare, and rates,that the (poore 
ſoule) knowes nut which way to ſtand, to looke, to 
ſpeake, and fitsas onenew riſen from a dreame. Away, 
away, for he is comming hither. 

Enter Petruchio. 

Pet. Thus have I politickely begun my reigne, 

And*tis my hope to end ſucceſſctully : 
My Faulcon now is ſharpe, and paſſing empty, 
And till ſhe ſtoope, ſhe mult not be full gorg'd, 
For then ſhe never lookes upon her lure. 
Another way have to man my Haggard, 

To make her come, and know her Keepers call : 

That is, to watch her, as we watch thelc Kites, 

That baite, and beate, and will not be obedient x 

She eate no meate to day, nor none ſhalleate. 

Laſt night ſhe ſlept not, nor to night ſhe ſhall not ; 

As with the meatc, ſome undeſerved fault 

He find abour the making ofthe bed, 

And heere llefling the piliow, there the boulfter, 

This way the Coverlet, another way the ſheetes ; 

I, and amid this hurly I intend, 

That all is done in reverend care of her, 

And in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch ali night, 

And if ſhechance to nod, Ile raile and brawle, 

And withthe clamor keepe her ſtill awake : 

This isa way to killa Wife with kindneſle, 

Andthus Ile curbe her madand hceadſtrong humor : 

He that knowes better how totame a ſhrew, 

Now let him ſpeake, *cis charity to ſhew. Exit. 
. Emer Tramo, and Hortenſio. 

Tra. Is't poſſible friend Lifo, that miſtris Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lacentso, 

I tell you fir, ſhebeares me faire in hand. 
Hor. Sir, to fatisfic you in what I have aid, 


Stand by, and markethe manner of histeaching. 
. Enter Bianca, 

Luc, Now Miſtris, profit you in what you reade ? 
Bian. W hat Maſter reade you firſt, reſolve me that? 
Luc. I reade, that T profefle the Art to love. 
Zeax. And may you plove fir Maſter of your Art, 

g Lac. White you ſweet deere prove Miſtreſle of my 
cart. 

Her, Quickeproceeders marry,now tell me pray,you 

that durſt {weare that your miſtris Bianca 

Lev'd me in the World fo well as Lxcentio. 


Tra. Oh deſpightfull Love, unconftant womankind, | 


I tell thee Zo this is wonderfull. 

Hor. Miſtake no more, 1 amnot Lx/io, 
Nora Mufitian as 1 ſTeme to be, 
But one that ſcorne to live inthis diſguiſe, 
For ſucha one as leaves a Gentleman, 
And makes a God of ſuch a Cullion ; 
Know ſir, that Iam cel'd Hortenſio. 

Tra. Signior Hertenſio, I have oftcn heard 
Of your entire affection to Biarcs, | 
And ſince mine eyesare witneſle of her lightneſſe, 

I will with you, if you beſo contented, 
Forſweare Bianca, and her love for ever. 

Hor. See how they kiffe and court: Signior Lacenti, 
Heere is my hand, and heereI firmely vow 
Never to wooe her more, but doe forſweare her 
As one unworthy all the former fayours 
That I have fondly flatter'd them withall. 

Tra. And hcere I take the like unfained oath, 
Never to marry with her, though ſhe would intreat, 
Fye on her, ſec how beaſtly ſhe doth court him. | 
flor. Would alltheworld but he had quite for{worne 
For me, that I may ſurely keepe mine oaths 
I will be married toa wealthy Widdow, 

Ere three dayes paſſe, which hath as long lov*d me, 
As I havelov'd this proud diſdaincfull Haggard, 
And ſo farewell tigniot Lucentis, 

Kindneſſe in women, not their Beauteous lookes 
Shall win my love, andI take my leave, 

In reſolution, as 1 {wore before. 

Tra. Miltris Bianca, blefie you with ſuch grace, 
As longeth to a Lovers bleſſed caſe ; 

Nay, I have tane you napping gentle Love, 
And have forſworne you with Hortenſo, 


Bian. Tranio you jeſt, but have you both forſworne 


me? 
Tra. Miſtris we have. 
Znc. Then weare rid of [5{0. 
Tra, T'faith he'l! have a luſty Widdow now, 
Thar ſhall be woo'd, and wedded ina day. 
Bian. God give him joy. 
Tra. I, and he'll tame her. 
Bian. He ayes ſo Trans. 
Tra. Faith he is goneunto the taming ſchoole. 
Bran. The taming ſchoole : what is there ſuch a place 
Tra, I miſtris, and Perrachio is the maſter, 
Thar teacheth trickeseleven and twenty long, 
To tame a ſhrew, and charme her chattering tongue. 
Enter Biondello, 
Bion, OhMaſter, maſter,I have watchtſolong, 
ThatI am dogge-weary, but at laſt I ſpied 
An ancient Angell comming downe the hill, 
Will ſerve the turne. | 
Tra. Whatis he Biondello, 
Bo, Maſter, a Marcantant, ora pedant, 


? 
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Tknow not what, but formall in apparcll, 
Ingacand countenance {urly like a father- 
186, And what of him Tran? 

Tra, It he becredalous, and truſt my tale, 
Ile make him glad to ſecme Fincenteo, 
And give alſurance to BaptiiFa 1 nola, , 
As if he were the right Vencentio. 
Take me your love, and then let me alone. 

| Enter a Peaant. 

Ped, God ſave you ir. 

Tre. And you (ir, youare welcome. 
Travaile you farre on, orare youat the fartheſt? 


| Ped. Sir at the farthcit for a weeke or two, 


But then up farther, andas farreas Rome, 

And ſo to Tiipoly, if God knd me l:fe. 
Tra, What CountreyinanI pray ? 

"Ped. Of Mantua, | 
Tre. Of Mantua Sir, marry God forbid, 

And cometo Padua, careleſle of your hte ? - 
Ped. My life fir ? how I pray? for that goes hard. 
Tra. * Tis death for any one in Mantua 

To come to Padua, know you nor the cauſe? 

| Your ſhipsare {taid at Venice, and the Duke 

For private quarrell 'twixt your Luke and him, 

Hath publiſh'd and proclaim'd1t openly : 

'Tis marvaile, but that you are but newly come, 

You might have heard it clſc proclaigr'd about. 

Ped. Alas ſir, it is worſe for methen ſo, 

For I have bils for mony by exchange 

From Florence, and mult heere deliver them. 

. Tra, Well fir, to doe youcourteſie, 

This will I doe, and thisI will adviſe you, 

Firſt tell me, have you ever beene at Pila ? 

Ped. 1 fir, in Piſa baveTI often beene, 

Pilarenowned for grave Cittizens- 

Tra, Among them know you one Vincentiod . 
Ped, bknow him not, but I have heard of him : 
A Merchaut of incomparable wealth. 
Tra, He is my faiher fir, and ſooth toſay, 

In countnance ſomewhat dc th reſemble you. 

Bion. AS much as an apple doth an oyBter, and all one. 
Tre. Toſave your lite in this extremity, 


| This favor will | doe you for his fake, 


And thinke it not the worſt of all your fortunes 

That you are like to Sir Vincentto, 

His name and credite ſhail you undertake, 

Andin my houſe you ſhall be friendly lodz'd, 
Lookethat you t:k& upon you as you thould, 

You underftand me fir : fo iJ;all you itay 

Till you have done your buſinefic in the City ; 

If this be court'fie fir, accept of it. 

Pea, Oh fir I doe, and will repute you ever 
Thepatron of my life and liberty. 

Tra. 'Then goe with me, to make the matter good, 
This by the way I let you underſtand, 

My father is heere look'd for every day, 

To paſſe aſſurance ofa dowre in marriage 

'Twixt me, and one Baptiſts daughter heere ? 

In alltheſe circuraſtances Ile inſtruct you, 

| Goe with me ſir to cloath you as becomes you. Exexnt. 
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Emer Katherina, and Grumis. 


Thedeckethy body 
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Gr#. No, noforſooth Idare not for my life. 
Kat. The more my wrong,the more his ſpite appeares- 
| What, did hemarry.me to famiſh me ? 
Beggers that come unto my fathers doore, 
Vpoa intreaty havea preſent almes, 
It not, clſewhere they mcete with charity: 
ButT, whonever knew how to intreate, 
Nor never needed that I ſhoald increate, 
| Am Rarv'd for meate, giddy for lacke of ſlcepe : 
With oathes kept waking and with brawling fed, 
And that which ſpights me more then all thele wants, 
Hedocz it under name of gerfedt love : 
AS who ſhould fay, if I ſhould flecpe or cate 
I were deadiy fickneſle, or elle pretent death. 
I prethee goe, and get me ſome repalt, 
I care not what, {0 it be holfome foode. 
Grz. Whart fay you toa Neats foote ? 
Kar. *Tis paſſing g00d, I prethee lt me have it. 
Gr#: | fearc jt is too phlegmaticke a meates 
Ho ay you toa fat Tnpe finely broyi'd ? 
Kare. Tlike it well, good Gram fetch it me- 
Gra. I cannottell, I feare 'tis choliericke. 
W hatſay you toa prece of Beefe and Muſtard? 
Kate. A difh that | doe loveto feede upon. 
Gra. 1, but the Muſtard is too hotalictle. 
Kate: Why then the Becte, and let the Muſt ard reſt. 
Grz. Nay then I will not, you ſhall have the Muſtard 
Or elfe you get no beefe of Grams. | 
Kate. Then both or one, or ally thing thou wilt. 
Gru. Why then the Muſtard wirhout the beete. 
Kate. Goe getthee gone, thou falſe deluding flaye, 
Beats him; 
That feed*{t me withthe very name of meare, 
Sorrow on thee, and all the packe of you 
Thattriumph thus upon my auſery ; 
Goe pet thee gone, I lay. 


Enter Petruchio, and Hortenſio with meate. 

Petr. How fares m, Kare, what {\vceting ail a mort ? 

Flor. Miltris, what cheere ? 

Kate, Faithes coid a5 can be, 

Pet, Plucke up thy ſpirits, looke cheerefully upon me. 
Heere Love, thou fcel{t how vdibgent | am, | 
Todreflc thy meate o;y telfc, aid briog itthee. 

I am ture {weer Kategthis kindnefie merites thankes, 
What, nota word ? Nay then, thoutou'.t ut nct ; 
And all my paines 1s ſorted to no prootce 
Heere take away this diſh. 

Kete. I pray youlet it ſtand. 

Pet. The pooreſt ſervice is repaide with thankes, 
And {fo ſhall mine before you touch the meate. 

Kate, I thanke youſir. 

Hor. Signior Petruchso, fie you are too blame : 
Come Miltris Kaze, Ile beare you company. 

Pct. Eate it up all Horzexfo, if thou lovelt me ; 
Much good doe it unto thy gentle heart ; 
Kate cate apace ; and now my hony Love, 
Will we returne unto thy Fathers houſe, 
And revell itas bravely as the beſt, 
With ſilken coatsand caps, and goiden Rings, 
With Ruffes and Cuffes, and Fardingales,and things : 
With Scarfes, and Fannes, and double change of brau*cy, 
With Amber Bracclets, Beades, and all this knau'ry. 
With haltthou din'd ? The Tailor ftaies thy leaſure, 
with his ruffling treaſure» 

Emer T aler, 
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| Come Tailor, letus ſec theſe ornaments. . | 
| Enter Haberdaſter. 
Lay forth the gowne. What newes with you fir? 
Fel. Heere isthe cap your Worſhip did beſpeake. 
Pet. Why this was moulded on a porrenger, 
A Velaet diſh: Fie, fie, 'tislewd and filthy, 
Why *tis acockle ora walnut-ſhell, 
A knacke, a toy, atricke,a babies cap : 
Away with it, come let me have a bigger. 
Kate, Ile have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 
And Gentlewomen weare ſuch caps as theſc. | 
Pet, When you ate gentle, you ſhall have one too, 
And not till then. | 
Hor. That will not be in haſt. 
Kate. Why ſir I truſt I may haveleave to ſpeakec, 
And ſpeake I will. 1amno child, no babe, 
Your betters have indur'd me ſay my minde, 
And if you cannot, beſt you ſtop your cares. 
My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 
Or elſe my heart concealing it will breake, 
And rather then it ſhall, I will be free, 
Evento the uttermolt as I pleaſe in words. 
Pet. Why thou failt true, it 15 a paltry cap, 
A cuſtard coffen, a bauble, a filken pyc, 
I love thee well in that thou lik'ſt it not. 
Kate. Love me, or loye me not, TIlike the cap, 
And it will have, or I will have none. | 
Per. Thy gowne, why I : come Tailor let us ſee't, 
Oh mercy God, what masking ſtuffe is heere ? 
W hat this ? a fleeve? 'tis likea demi cannon, 
What, up and downe caru'd like an apple-Tart? - 
Heeres ſnip, and nip, andcut, and liſh and flaſh, 
Ltketo a Cenſor ina barbers ſhoppe: | 
Why what a devils name Tailor cal'{t thouthis? 
Hor. Iſee ſhees like to have neither cap nor growne. 
Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well, 


According to the faſhion, andthe time. 

Pet. Marry and did ; but if you be remembred, 
I did not bid you marre it tothetime. 

Goe hop me over every kennell home, 

For you ſhall hop without my cuſtome fir : 

Ile none of it : hence, make your beſt of it. 

Kate, 1 never ſaw a better faſhion'd gowne, 
Morequeint, more pleaſing, nor mere commendable : 
Belike you meane to make a puppet of me. 

Pet. Why true, he meanes to make a puppet of thee. | 

=o Sacfayes your Worſhip meanes to make a puppet 
of her. 
Pet, Oh moſt monſtrous arrogance ; 

Thou lyeft, thouthred, thou thimble, 

Thou yardythree quarters, balfe yard quarter ,naile, 
Thou Fea, thoa Nit, thou winter cricket thou : 
Bravy'd in mine owne houſe with a skeine of thred: 

_ Away thou Ragge, thou quantity, thou remnant, 
'Or I ſhall ſo be-mete thee with thy yard, 

| As thou ſhalt thinke on prating whilſt thou liv'ſt : 

Itell thee 1, that thou haſt marr'd her gowne. 

Tail. Your worſhip is geceiv'd, the gowne is made 
Inſt as my Maſter had direction ; 

Grumio gave order how it ſhould be done, 
Grz. Igave him no order, | gave him the ſtuffe. 
Til. But how did you defire it ſhould be made ? 
Gre. Marry fir with needle and thred. 
Tas. But did you not requeſt to have it cut ? 
Gru. Thou haſt fac'd many things, 
Teil. 1 kave. | 


—m—_— ——__ _— 


Take up my Miſtris gowne to his maſters uſc. 


— 


Grw. Face not me : thou haſt brav*d many men, braye 
not me; I will neither be fac'd nor brav'd. I ay untothe 
I bid thy Maſter cut out the gowne, but I did not big 
him cut ir to peeces. Ergo thoulieſt. | 

Tai, Why herc is the note of the faſhion to teſtifie, 

Pet. Reade it. | 

Gr#, The note lyes in's throate if he ſay Ifaid ſo, 

Tasl. Inprimis, a looſe bedied gowne. 

Grz. Maſter, if ever Ifaid looſe-bodied gowne, ſow 
mc in the skirts of 1t, and beate me to death with a bot- 
tome of browne thred : I faid a gowne, 

Pet. Proceed, | 

Tas. With aſmall compaſt cape. 

Gr#. I confefle the cape. 

Tai, With a trunke ſleeve 

Gra, T confefſe two ſleeves. . 

Tail. The ſleeves curiouſly cur. | 

Pet. I there's the villany. 

Gr#. Error 1th bill fr, error 1'th bill ? I commanded 
the ſleeves ſhould be cut out, and ſow'd up againe, and 
that Ile prove upon thee, though thy lictle finger be ar- 
med in athimble. | 

Tai.This1s truethat I ſay, and I hadthee in place where 
thou ſhould know it. 

Gre, 1 am for thee ſtraight : take thou the bill, give 
me thy mete-yard, and ſpare not me. 

Hor, God-a-mercy Gramio , then he ſhall have no 
oddes, 

Pet. Well fir in breefe the gowne is not for me. 

Gra, You arc ith right fir, tis for my miſtris, 

Pet. Goe take 1t up untothy maſtersuſe. 

Gra. Villaine, not for thy life : Take up my Milſtreſſ 
gowne for thy maſiers uſe. 

_ Fee. Why fir, what's your conceit in that ? 
Gra. Oh ſir, the conceit isdeeper then youthinke for: 


Oh hee, fie, fie. 

Fer. Horteuffo, ſay thou wilt ſee the Tailor paide : 
Goe take it hence, be gon, and ſay no more- 

Hor, Tailor, Ile pay thee for thy gowne to morrow, 
Take no unkindneſle of his haſty words: * | 
Away I ſay, commend me to thy Maſter. ExitTas. 

Pet. Well, come my Kare, we will unto your fathers, 
Even 1n theſe honeft meane habiliments : 

Our purſes ſhalll be proud, our garments poore : 

For *tisthe minde that makes the body richs 

And asthe Sunne breakes through the darkeſt clouds, 

So honor peereth in the meancit habit. 

What is the Iay more precious then the Larke, 
Becauſe his feathers are more beautifull? 

Or is the Adder better then the Eecle, 

Becaufe hispainted skin contents the eye? 

Oh no good Kare : neither art thou the worſe 
For this poore furniture, and meane array. 
Ifthouaccountedſ it ſhame, lay it on me, 

And therefore frolicke, we will hence forthwith: 
To feaſt and ſport us at thy fathers houſe, 

Goe call my men, and ct us ſtraightto him, 

And bring our horſes unto Long-lane end, 

There will we mount, and thither walke on foote. 
Let's ſee, I thinke *tis now ſome ſevena clocke, 
And well we may comethere by dinner time. 

Kate. Idareaſſure you fir,'tis almoſt two, 
And 'twill be ſupper time ere you comethere: 
Pet. It ſhall be ſeven cre I goe to horſe ; 

Looke what I ſpeake, or doe, orthinke todoe, 
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Rk e ſtill croſſingit, firs ler't alone, 

Tag goeto day, and ere I doe, 

It ſhall be uw hata clocke I ſay 1t 15- 2 | 
Hr. Why ſo: this gallant will command the ſunne. 


Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dreFt like Uincentso. 

Tra. Sirs, this is the houſe, p!eaſe it you that I call. 
Ped. I what elſe, and but I be deceived, 

Signior BapriHiamay remember me 

Neere twenty yeeresa goe 1n Genoa. | 
Tra. Where we were lodgers, at the Pegaſs, 

Tis well, and hold your owne in any caſe 

With ſuch auſterity as longeth to a father. 


E nter Buondello, h 

Ped. I warrant you : bur (ir here comes your boy, 
'Twere good he were ſchool'd. 

Tra, Feare you not him : firra Biondehlo, 
Now doe your duty throughly I adviſe you z 
Imagine*twere the right Yincenrio, 

Fon. Tat, feare not me. 

Tre. But haſt thou done thy errand to Bapriſia? 

Bion, 1 told him that your father was at Venice, 
And that you look't for him thisday in Padua. | 

Tre. Thyart a tall fellow, hold thee that to drinke, 
Heere comes Bapteſta ; ſet your countenance lir- 


Enter Baptifts and Lucentio: and Peaant booted 
and bare headed. 

Tra. Signior Baptiſta you are happily met ; 
Sir, this is the gentleman I toid you of, 
I pray you ſtand good father tome now, 
Give me Biaxca for my patrimOny | 

Fed. Soft ſon : ſir by your leave, having come to Padua 
To gather in fome debts, my ſon Zucentio 
Made me acquainted with a waighty cauſe 
Ofllove betweene your daughter and himlelfe : E 
And for the good report I heare of you, 
And for the love he beareth to your daughter, 
And ſheto him ; to ſtay bim nottoo long, 
Iam content in a good fathers care ; 
To have him matcht, and if you pleaſe to like 
Noworlic then 1 fir upon ſome agreement 
Me ſhall you find moſt ready and moſt willing 
With one conſent to have her fo beſtowed ; 
Forcurious 1 cannot be with you 
Sign1or Baprzſta, of whom I heare ſo well. 
Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to ſay, 
Your plainnefle and your ſhortneſle pleaſe me well: 
Right truc it 15 your ſonne Lecemtso here 
 Dothlove my 6aughrer ,and ſhe loveth him, 
. Or both 4n7emble deepely their affections : 
Andrtheretore it you ſay no more then this, 
| That like a Father you willdeale with him, 
Andpaſſe my daughter a ſuiticient dower, 
The macch is made, and all is done, 
Your ſonne ſhall have my daughter with conſent. 
Tre. Ithanke you fir, where then doe you know beft 
Webe athed and ſuch affurance tane, 
AS ſhall wich cither parts agreement ſtand, 
Sap. Not in my houſe L«centio, for you know 
Pitchers haveearcs, and I have wany ſervants, 
Belides old Gremo 1s harkning (till, 
Ann haply we might be interrupted, 
Tre. Then at my lodging, and it like you fir 
There doth my father ly:and there this night 
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appendix. | 
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Weele paſſe the buſineſle privately and well 
Send for your daughter by your ſervant here, 
My Boy ſhall ferch the Scrivener preſently, 
The worlt is this thar ar ſo ſlender warning, 
Yonare like to have a thin and flender pittance. 
- Sap. Itlikes mic well : | 
Cambio hye you home, and bid Bianca make her ready 
ſtraight : 


And if you willtell what hath hapned, 


| Lacentios Father is arrived in Padga, 


And how ſhe's like tobe Lucentios wite. 
. $B40n, I pray the gods ſhe may with allmy heart: 


7ra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
_ | Emter Peter, 
Sign1or Baptiſta, ſhall I leage the way, 
Wecome, one meſle is like to be your cheere, 


_ Come fir, we will better it in Piſa 


Bap. Itollow you. Exeunt. 


Enter Lucentio and Biondello, 


Bion. Cambio, 
Luc. W hat faiſt thou Beondefo? 
_ You ſaw my Maſter winke and laugh upon 
you | 
 £#c. Biondells, mhat of that? 
Biond. Faith nothing : but has lefe me here behind 
- expound the meaning or morrall of his fignes and to» 
ENS. | 
L£xc. I pray thee moralizethem. 
| Bion, Theathus: Bapriftais ſafe talking with the de 
celving Father ofa deceitfull ſonne. 
Znc. And what of him? 
Bion. His daughter is to be brought by youto the ſup- 
PCre 
Luc. And then? 
Zion. The old Prieſt at Saint Zwkes Church is at your 


command at all houzes. 


Izc. And what of a!l this? 
Bon, I cannot tell, except they are buſied about a coun- 
ferteit aſſurance : take you aſſurance of her, Cam p:evale- 


gto ad Imprimenaum ſolum, toth' Church take the Pricit, 


Cla: ke, and ſome {ujhcient honeſt witneſles : 


; It chis be not that you lookefor, 1have no more toſay, 


But bid Bianca tarewell tor ever and a day. 

Luc. Hear tthou Biondelo. 

Bien, I cannotcarry ; Iknewa wench married in an 
afcernoone as ſhe went to the Garden for Parſeiey to 
ſtuffea Rabit, and ſs may you ir: and ſo adew fir, my 


Maſter hath appointed metro goe to Saint Lwkes to bid | 


the Prieltbe ready tocome againſt you come with your 

| Ext, 
Las. 1 may and will, if ſhe be ſo contented : 

She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould i doubt $ 

Hap what hap may, Ile roundly goc about her ; 

It ſhall goe hard if Cambio goe without her. - Exit. 

Enter Petruchio L Kate, Hortenſio. 


Pet, Come gn a Godsname, once more toward our fa- 
thers : © | 


Good Lord how brightand goodly ſhines the Moone: 


Kate, The Moone, the Sunne : it is not Moonelighrt 
nOW. . Op 

Pet. I ſay itisthe Moone that ſhines ſo bright. 

Kat. I know it is the Sunne that ſhines ſo bright. 


Pet. Now by my mothers fonne, and that's my and, | 
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Ext, 
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It ſhall bemoone, or ſtarre, or what 11 liſt, 
Or ere I journey to your Fathers houſe : 
Goe on, and fetch our horſes backe againe, 
Evermorc croſt andcroft, nothing bur croſt. 

Hor. Say as he ſayes, or we ſhall never goe, 

Kat. Forward l pray, ſince we have come ſo farre, 
And be it moone, or ſunne, or what your pleaſe : 
And if you pleaſe to callit a ruſh Candle, 


The Taming of the $ brew, 


And wander we to ſee thy honeſt ſonne, 
Who will of thy arriyall be full joyous. | 
Y:r. But is this true, or is it elſe your pleaſure, 
Like plcafant travailors to breake a jeſt. 
Vpon the company you overtake ? 
Her. I doeafſurethee father ſo it 18. 
Pet, Come gocalong and ſee the truth hereof. 
Forour firſt merriment hath made thee jealous. Exexn, 


Henceforth I yowe it fhall be fo for me. 
Pet. I fay it is the Moone. 
Kat. I know it is the Moone. 
Per. Nay then you lye : it isthe bleſſed Sunne. 
Kate. Then God be bleſt, itis the bleſſed ſunne, 


Hor, Well Peirachio, this has put me in heart : 
Have to my Widdow, and if ſhe be froward, 
Then haft thou taught Hortexſro ro be umtoward. E&xy, 
Enter Biouacllo, Lncentio and Bianca, Gremio it 

out before, 


But ſunne it is not, when you fay it 15 not. 

And the Moone changes even as your mind : 

What you will have it nam'd, even that it 1s, 

1] And ſoit ſhall be ſo for Katherme, 

Hort. Petruchio, goe thy wayes,the ficld is won. 

Pet. Well, forward, forward,thus the bowle ſhould 

| And not unluckily againſt the Bias : (run, 
But ſoft, Company 15 comming hexc. 


Bon, Softly and ſwiftly fir, for the Prieſt is ready, 

Luc. 1 flye Brondello, but they may chance to necd thee 
at home, therefore leave us. Ext, 

Bion, Nay faith, le ſee the Church a your backe, and 
then come backe tomy miſtris as ſoone as I can. 

Gre, I marvaile ({ ambio comes not all this while, 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, Vincentio, Gramio 
with Attendants. 


Pet. Sir heeresthe doore, thisis Lxcentios houſe, 
My Fathers beares more toward the Market-place, 
Thither muſt I, and here Ileave you fir, 
Cm. You ſhall not chooſe bur drinke before you goe, 
I rhinke I ſhall command your welcome here ? 
And by all likelyhood ſome checre is toward. Knocke, 
Grew. They're buſie within, you were beſt knocke 
lowder, 


Enter V/inicentto, 
- Good morrow gentle Mittris, where away : 
Tell me {weet Kare, and tell me trucly too, 
Haſt chou bebeld a freſher Gentlewoman : 
| Such warre of white and red within her checkes : 
What ſtarres doe ſpangle heaven with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become that heavenly face ? 
Faire lovely Maide, once morcgood day to thee : 
Sweet Kateembrace her for her beauties ſake. 
: Hort, A will makethe man mad to make a woman of 

im. 

Kat. Yong budding Virgin, faire, and freſh,and ſweet, 

Whither away, or where is thy aboad ? 
Happy the Parents of ſo faire a child ; 
Happier the man whom tavourable ſtars 
 Alots thee tor his lovely bedfcllow. 

Pet. Why how now Kate, 1 hopethou art not mad, 
This 15a man old, wrinckled, faded, withered, 
And no: a Maiden. asthou f{aiſt he 1s. 

Kate. Pardonold father my miſtaking eyes, 
That have beene ſo bedazled with the ſunne, 
1 Thar every thing I looke onſeemeth greene : 
Now I perceive thouarta reverent Father : 
Pardon I vray thee for my mad miltaking. 

Pet. Doe good old grandfire, and withall make known 
W hich way thou travelleſt, if along with us, 
We ſhal! be joytull ofthy company. 

Us. Faire Sir, and you my merry Miltris, 
That with your {trangeencounter much amaſde me : 
My name 1s Call'd Vincentio, my dwelling Piſa, 
And bound Iam to Pads, there to viſite 
| Aſonneof mine, whichlong I have not ſcene. 


| Pedant lookes ont of the window. 
Ped, What's he that knockes as he would beat done 
the gate? | 
UVin. IsSigntor Z#centio within fir ? | 
Ped. He's within ſir, but notto be ſpoken wirhall. 
Vis. What if a man bring him a hundred ponnd ortwo 
tomake merry witha!l. | 
Ped. Keepe your hundred pounds to your fclte, he 
ſhall need none ſo lor'g as I live. 
Petr, Nay, | told you your ſonne was well beloved in 
Pagaa : dox you heare fir, to leave frivolous circumliate 
ces, Ipray you teii fignior Zxcentio that his Father 1s 
_ trom Pa, and ishereat the doore co fpeake with 
im. 
Ped. Thau lieſt, bis Father is come from Padua, and 
here Jooking oat at the window. 
Vin. Axtthou his tacher ? 
Ped. I fir, ſo tis mother ſayes, if I may beleeve her. 
Per. Why how now gentleman : why this 1s flat kne 
very ro take tip. you another mans name. 
Feda. Lay hands on the villaine, I belceve a meanes t0 
coſen ſome body inthis City ander my countenance. 
Enter Biondello. 


— 


Per, What is his name? 
Vin. Lacentio gentle fir. 
Pet. Happily mer, the happier for thy ſonne : 
And now by Law, as well asreverent age, 
T may intitle thee my loving father; 


The ſiſter to my wite, this Gentlewoman, 


Thy Sonne by this bath married : wonder not, 
Nor be not grieved, ſhe 1s of good eſteeme, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 
Beſide, ſo qualified, as may beſceme 

The Spouſe of any noble Gentleman : 


thing. ; 


Bion, T haveſecnethcm 1n the Church together, God 
ſcnd'em good ſhipping :but who is heere ? mine old Mi 
{ter YVinceatio: now we are undone and brought to 10- 


Vir. Come hither crack hempe. 

Biov. 1 hope T may choole Sir, 

Fin. Come hicher you rogue, what have you forgt 
me ? 
Bien, Forgot you, no fir: I could not forget yous iO! 
I never ſaw you before in allmy life. 

Vin. What, you notorious villaiae, didſt thou nev« 


Let me imbrace with old Yincento, 


i. 


ſee thy Maſters father ,Vinceutio? | 
Bon, 


——— 
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| . _ What my old worſhipfull old maſter ?: yes mar- 
ry fir, ſcowhere helokes . out of the window- | 
Ying Iſt ſoindeed? He beates Brondello, 


der ME» j 2! Far wot 
Peds. Helpe, ſonne, helpe fignior Bapriſta. & 
Pet, Prethee Kate let's ſtand aſide and ſee the. end:'of 


this controverſie. 


Emter Pedant with ſervants, Baptifta, Tranio.. 


vant? _ ; 
73s. What amT fir : nay what are youfir : oh 1mmor- 


call Goddes: oh fine villaine, a ſilken: doublet, a vel- 
verhoſe; ſcarlet cloake, anda copataine hat z oh Tam 
undone, Iam undone: whilel play the good husband 
at home, my ſonne and my ſervant fpcnd all at the vn1- 
verſity. | 

Tra. How now, what's the matter ? 

Bap; What is the man lunaticke ? 

Tra, Sir; you {ceme a ſober ancient Gentleman by 
your habit : but your words ſhew you amad man : why 
fir, what concernes it yon,if I weare Pearle and gold : I 
thanke my good father, I am able ro maintainer. | 

Fin, Thy father ! oh villaine, he is a Saile-maker in 
Bergamo. : . 

Bg. You miſtake fir, you miſtake fir, pray what do? 
you thinkt is his name ? | 

Vin, His name, asif 1 knew not his name: TI have 
brought bim up ever ſince he was three yeeres old, and 
his name 1s T 74m. 

Ped; Away, away mad afſe, his name is Lucentio, and 
he ismineonely ſonne and heire to the Lands of me fig- 
nior Vinconrio. 

Vin. Lycentio | oh he hath murdred his Maſter ; lay 
hold on him I charge you in the Dukes name : oh my 
ſonne, my ſonne : tell me thou villaine, ' where 1s my fon 
Lacentio ? 

Tre. Call forth an oificer : Carry this mad knave to 
the Iaile : farher Baprsſta, I charge you 1ee that he bee 
| forth comming. ' 

Vin, Carry me to the Iaile ? 

Gree Stay orficer, he ſhall not goe to priſon. 

Bap. Talke not fignior Gremis : I lay he ſhall goe to 
priſon, 

Gre, Take heede fignior Baptiſta, leaſt you be coni- 
catcht in this buſincfſe : I dare {weare this 1s the right 
Uincentio, | 

Pea, Sweare if thou dar'ſt. 

Gre, Nay, I dare not ſweare it. 

Tra, Then thou wert beſt fay that I am not Zucen- 

tio, 

Gre. Yes, I knowthee to be fignior Lvcentio. 

Bap. Away with the dotard, tothe Iaile with him. 
Enter Biondello, Lucentio, and Bianca. 

Fm. Thus ſtrangers may be hauldandabufd : oh mon- 

ſtrous villaine. | 

Biomm. Oh we are ſpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny him, 

forſweare him, or cite we areall done, 

ExizBiondello, Tranio, and Pedant as faſt as may be, 

Lac, Pardon ſ\veet father. 

Vin. Lives my ſweet ſonne ? 

Zu, Pardon deere father. | 

Bay, How haſt thou offended, where is Lucentio. 


Luc. Here's Lucentio, right ſonne to the right Uin- 
Centio, 


_ Biox, Helpe, belpe helpe, here's a mad man will mur- 


Tra. Sir, What are: you that offer-ro beate my. ſer- 


22.7 
Thathave by marriage made thy daughter mine. 
W hile counterfeit ſuppoſes bleer'dthine eine. 

Gre. Here's packing,with a witneſle to deceiveugall, 

Var, Where is that damried villaine 7rano, ' 
Thar'fac'd and braved me in this matter 10? 

» Bap. Why tell me isnot this my: Cambio ?. 
« Brian. Cambio is chang'd inro LuCento, 

Lac. Love wrought theſe miracles. 'Biancaslove 
Made me exchangr my ftate with,Traxio, | 
While hedid beare my countenance in the towne, - 
And.happily I have atriv'd at laſt .-/. 

Vato the, wiſhed haven of my bliſſe : 
What Tra did, my ſelfeentorſt him:to ; 
Then pardon him {\veet Father for my ſake, 

Us. Ieclit the villaines noſe that 

to the Iaile. | 


Bap.]But do you heare ſir,have you-ttierried my daugh- 
ter without asking my good will ?: 1 
Vie. Feare not Septifta, we will content you, goe'to : 
but I will into be reveng'd forthis villaine. Exit. 
Bap. AndI to found the depth of this knauery.. Ei, 
Zxc.Looke not pale Biancagthy father will not frowne 


Gre. My cake 1s dough, but Ile inamong the reſt; 
Our of hope of all, but my ſhare ofthe feaſts ' +; 


Pet. Firſt kifſe me Kate, atid'we will, 
Kat. What in the midſt of the ftreete? 
Pet. Whatart thou aſham'd of me ? 
Kate. No fir, God forbid, but aſhami'd to-kiſſe, 
Pet. Why thenle'ts home againe: Come Sirra let's 
away.''. | | N 
E Kat,Nay, I will give thee kifſe,now pray thee Love 
ay. | 
Pet, Ts not this well? come my ſweet Kate. 
Better once then never, for never too late. 


Aus Quintus. 


Bianca, Tranio, Bioadello, Grumio, and Widdow : 
The Serving men with Trano bringing 
in 4 Banquet. 
Las. Atlaſt, though long, our jarring notes agree, 
And time it is when raging warre is come, 
Toſmile at fcapes and perilsoverblowne : 
My faire Bianca bid my father welcome, _ 
While 1 with felfe ſame kindnefſe welcomethine : 
Brother Petruchio, ſiſter Katerma, 
And thou Hortentio with thy loving Widdow : 
Feaſt withrthe beſt, and welcome ro my houſe, 
My Banket isto clofe our ſtomackes up 
After our great good cheere : pray you fit downe, 
For now we fit to chat as well as cate. 
Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and cate and cates 
Bap. Padua aftordsthis kindneſſe, ſonne Petruchio. 
Pet, Padaa affords nothing but what is kind. 


Per. Now for my life Hortentio feares his Widow. 
Hor. Then never truſt me if I beaffeard. ary. 
Pet. You are very ſencible, and yet you miſe my | 
ſence : | {1 val | 
I meanc Hortentiois afcard of you. 


| —— — 


Py ne _ 


"LA 


———_—_— a 


would have ſent me 


EXennt 


Kar. Husband let's followto ſeetht cad of this adv, | 


Exewnt, | 


[1 


Enter Baptiſta, Vincentio, Gremio, the Pedant, Lucentio,and | 


Hor," For both our ſakes I would that word weretrue. |} 


wid, \ 


4 a» 
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id; Hethatis giddy thinkesthe world turnes roukd, | Bio. I goe. | Ex, 
Per. Roundly replicd.. Zap. Sonne, Ile be your halfe, Bzaxca comes...  --... 
Kar, Miſtris, how meane you that ? Luc. Ie havenohalycs : Ile beare it allwy elſe; ; 
id. Thus 1 conceive by-him. 4s +: Enter Biondells, 
Pet. Conceivesby me, how likes Hortentiothat? How now, what nowes? = 
| Hor. My Widdow ſayes, thus ſhe conceives hertale. | Bio. Sir, my.Miſtris ſends you word 
Petr. Verywell mended: kifſe himfor that good | Tharſhe is buſic, and ſhe cannot come. 
Widdo'. | | Per. How ? ſhe's buſie, and ſhe cannot come: is tha 
j © Xa. Hetthatis giddy thinkes the world turnes round. | ananſwer 2 | 
| 1pray youtell me what you meant by that. | | Gre. I,and-a kinde one too : 

id, Your husband being troubled witha ſhrew, Pray Godfir your wife ſend you-not a worſe, 
Meaſures my husbands ſorrow by his woe x Pet. hope better. - 
And now you know my meaning. Hor. Sirra Biondello, goe and intreat my wife to come 

Kate. A very meane meaning. to me forthwith. . Exit Biondely, 
" Wid. Right, I mcanc'youe ; | Petr. Oh ho, intreate her, nay then ſhe muſt necdes 
| ar. And Iam mean indecd, reſpeRing you. Come. | 
Per. To her Kare. | | Hor. Iamaffiaid fir,do what you can, 
Hor. To her Widdow. ; | i Emte? Biondello, 
1] - - Pet. Ahundred markes, my Katedoc put her downe. | Yours will not beentreated : Now, where's my wife ? 
Hoy. That's my oifice. | Bon. She ſayes you have ſome goodly leſt in hand, 
| Pe. Spoke like an Officer : ha to thee lad. She will not come : ſhe bids you cometo her. 
| | Drinkes to Hortentio. | Pet. Worle and worſe, ſhe will not come: 
Bap. How likes Gremio theſe quicke witted folkes> | Ohvild, intollerable, not tobe indur'd : 
Gre. Belceve me ſir,they But together well: Sirra Grwmio, goe to your Miſtris, on” 
i Sie. Head, andbutan haſty witty body, Say I command her come to me. Exit, 
Would fay your Head and But were head and horne. Hor. 1 know her anſwer. 
Vie. I Miſtris Bride, hath that awakened you ? Pet. What? 
1 Ziaex. I, butnotfrighted me, therefore Ile fleepe a- | Hor. She will not. 
gaine. © | | Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 

Perry, Nay that you ſhall not ſince youhave begun : f 
Haveat youfor a better jelt or too. Enter Katerina. 

Bien, Am Iyour Bird, I meanc to ſhift my buſh, Bap. Now by my hollidam heere comes Kateriva, 
And then purſue me as you draw your Bow. o Kar. What is your will fir, that you ſend for me? 
Youare welcome all. #Exit Bianca. | Pet. Whereis your ſiſter, and Hortenftos wite ? 

Pet. She hath prevented me, here ſignior 774wio,, Kate. They ſit conferring by the Parlor fire. 

This bird youaim'd at, though you hit her not, Per, Goe fetchthem hither, if they denic tocome, 

Theretorea health toall that ſhot and miſt, Swindge me them ſoundly forth unto their husbands; ; 
Tri. Oh fir, Lucentiolipt me like his Gray-bound, Away Ifay,and bring then hither ſtraight. 

Which runnes himſelfe, and catches for his Maſter, Lnc. Here is a wonder, if you talke of a wonder. 

Pet, A good {wift fimile, but ſomething curriſh, Her. And ſo itis : I wonder what it boads. 

Tra. *Tis wellfir that you hunted for your ſelfe : Pet. Marry peace it boads, and love, and quict life, 
'Tis thought your Deere docs hold you at a bay. Anawfull rule, and right ſupremacy : 

Zap. Oh, ob Perrxchio, Tranio hits you now. And to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and happy» 

Luc. Trhanke thee for that gird good Travis. Bap. Now faire befall thee good Perrnchio ; 

Hor. Confeſle, confefle, hath he not hit you here? The wager thou haſt won, and I will adde 

| Per. A hasalittle gald mel confefle ; Vatotheir lofles twenty thouſand crownes, 
And asthe leſt did glance away from me, Another dowry to another daughter, 
1 *Tis tento one it maim'd you tooout right. For ſhe is chang'das ſhe had never beene. 
Bap. Now in good ſadneſle ſonne Perrachio, Pet. Nay,TI will win my wager better yet, 
I thinke thou haſt the verieſt ſhrew of all. And ſhow more ſigne of her obedience, 
Per. Well, Ifay no: and therefore for aflurance, Her new built vertue and obedience. 
Let's cach one ſend unto his wite, | Enter Kate, Bianca, and Widdow. 
And he whoſe wife is moſt obedient, See where ſhe comes, and brings your froward Waves 
Tocome at firſt when he doth ſend for her, As priſoners to her womanly perſwaſion : 
Shall win the wager which we will prepoſe. Katerive, that Cap of yours becomes you not, 
Hor: Content, what's the wager ? Of with that bable, throw ic underfoote. 
| £6. Twenty crownes- | Mia. Lordlet me never havea cauſe to figh, 
Pet. Twenty crownes. Till 1 be brought to ſuch a filly paſſe. 
le venture ſo much of wy Hawke or Hound, Bian. Fye whata fooliſh duty call you this? 
- | But twenty times ſomuchupon my Wife. | £xc. 1 wouldyour duty were as fooliſh tgo ; 
| Lxc. A hundred then. ] The wiſdome of your duty faire Biance, 
Her. Content. _ Hath coſt me tive hundred crownes ſince ſupper time. 
| Pet. A match,'tis done. Y; Bian, The more foole you for laying on my duty. 
.| - Her. Who ſhall begin? Fet. Katherine I charge thee tell theſe head-ſtrong wo 
. _ Tue. That willl, men , what duty they doe owe their Lords andhuf 
| Goe Biowdelo, bid your Miſtris come tome; bands. 
ha TM wy % Fid. Come, 
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q Por Comean Tay, and firitbegin with her. 
7id. She ſhall note. rf 
7r, Ifay the ſhall, and firſt begin with her. 


' Andgart not ſcornefull glances f rom thoſc eyes, 
To wound thy Lord ,thy King,thy gOVELNOUr. 
Ic blots thy beauty, 2s froſts bite the meads, 


in no ſence is mect Or amiable, 

ola mov'd, is like 4 fountainE troubled, 
Muddie, ill ſeeming, thicke,bereft of beauty, 
And while it is ſo, norte fodry orthiritie 
Will daigne to ſip, or touch one drop of it. 

hagband is thy Lord, thy lite, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy ſoveraigne: One that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance. Commits his body 
Topainfull labour, both by ſa and land ; 
Toarevithe night in ſtormes, theday in cold 
Whil'&tthou ly'it warme at home, ſecure and late, 
Andezavesn0 other tribute at thy hands, 


. | Buclove, faire lookes, and true obedience ; 


olitle payment for ſo great a debt, 


; Sar duric as the ſubje& owesrhe Prince, 


Erenſuch a woman oweth to her husband : 
Andwhen ſhe is froward , peeviſh, ſullen, ſowre, 
And got obedient to his honeſt will, 


| What is ſhe buta foule contending Rebell, 


Andgracelefſe Traitor to her loving Lord? 
Lamaſham'd that women are fo ſimple, 


: wid, Come, come, your mocking : we will have no | To offer warre, where they ſhould kneele for peace ; 


Confoundsthy fame, as whirlewinds ſhake faite buds, . My 


_—_— 
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Or ſecke for ruie, ſupremacie,and ſway, _ 
Wheathey arebound'ta ſerve "1978; and obay. 

' Why are uur bodies {ofr, and weake, andſmooth, 
Vnapt1o toyle and trouble in the-yyorld, © + 


Kate. Fie, fie naknit that threating unkinde brow, Butthar our ſoft conditions,and our hearty, 


Should well agree with ourexternall parrs? 
Come, come, you froward and unable wormes, 
Mygwnde hath binas bigge as. one of yours, 
eart 1S greet, my realoa haply more, 
. To bandie word tor word, ard trowne for frowne; 
=_ oF ies our Lanncesace bur ftrawes; 

ariyrangto as weake, our weakenefle paſt compare 
| That | cobemoſt, which we ho leaſt ay 
Then vale your ſtomackes, for it is no boote, 
Andplace your hands below your husbands foote : 
Intoken of which duty, if he pleaſe, 
My bandisreadie, may it do hit caſe. 


Kate. 


Luc, Well gothy wayes old lad,for thou ſhalt ha'r. 
Uiz. Tisa go0d hearing, when children aretoward. 
£uc. Bura harſh hcaring , when womenarefroward. 
Pet. Come Kare, wee'ie to bed, 

Wethree are married, but you two are ſped. | 
*Twas 1 wonne the wager, though you hit the white, 
And being a winner, God give you good night. 

Exit Petruchio. 


Hortes, Now goethy wayes, thou haſt tam*da curſt 
Shrow. 


Lac. Tis a wonder,by yourleave, fhe will be tam'd fo. | 
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Pet. Why there's aweech ; Come on, and kiſſe me - 
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VVell,acEnds VVell: . 


Aus primus. Scaena Prima. 
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1 - Enter young Bertram ( ovunt of Reſſillion, bis Mother, ana | andatcheeves her goodneſle. 


_—_ 


Helena, Lord. Lafew,allin blacks. Lafew. Your comtnendations Madam get from: her 
: teares. SIIRIN 
Mother, Ce. 'Tis the beſt brite a Maiden can ſeaſon herpraike 


@ . 
A (- 


FN delivering my ſonne fron'me, I buriea ſe- | in. The remembrance of her father never approchcs her 
FS) cond husband. | heart, but the tirany of her ſorrowes takes all livelihood 
TS Roſ. And in going Madam, weepe ore wy | from hercheeke. No more ofthis Helene, goe'too, ;no 
=) fathersdcath anew;but I muſt attend hisma- | more leaſt it be rather thought you affeR a ſorrow, then 
q "=D. jeſtics command, to whom I am now in | tohave ETON 
| Ward, evermore in ſabjeRion. Hel. I docaffeQ aſorrow indeed, bit I have it too. - 
Laf. You ſhall find- of the King a husband Madame, | Lf. Moderare*lamentations isthe' right ofthe dead, 
you fir a father. He thatſogenerally is atall timesyood, | exceſfivegreefe the enemie to theliving. 
muſt of neceſſitie hold his vertue to you, whoſe worthi- | 44. If the living be enemy to the grecfe, the cxceſſe 
| neſſe would ſtirre it up where it wanted, rather thenlacke | makes it ſoone mortall. 
it where there is ſuch abundance. | Roſ. Madam I deſireyour holy wiſhes. 
| Afe. What hope is there of his Majeſties amendment? Laf. How underſtand we that ? 
Laf. He hath abandon'd his Phifitions Madam, under CIHo. Be thou bleſt Bertrame, and ſucceed thy father 
whoſe practiſes he hath perſecuted time with hope, and | In mannersas in fhape : thy blood and vertue 
finds no other advantage in the proceſle , butenely the | Contend for Empire inthee, and thy goodneſle 
| loſing of hope by rims. Share with thy birth-right. Love all, truſt a few, 
1 <A, This young Gentlewoman had a Father , O that | Doe wrong to none : beable for thine enemie 
{ had! how ſada paſlage tis , whoſe $kill was almoft as | Rather in power thenuſe :and keepe thy friend 
{ great as his honeſtie, had it ſtretch'd ſo far , would have | Vnder thy owne lifes key. Be checkt for ſilence, 
| made nature immortall , and death ſhould have play for | Burnever tax'd for ſpeech. W hat heaven more will, 
1 Iacke of worke. Would for the Kings ſake hee were li- | That thee may furniſh, and my prayersplucke downe, 
1 ving, Ithinkeit would be the death of the Kings diſeaſe. | Fall on thy hand, Farewell my Lord, 
Laf. How call'd you the man you ſpeake of Madam ? 'Tisan unſcaſon'd Courticr, good my Lord 
{o. He was famous ſir in his profeflion , and it was | Aduiſe him. | 
| hispreat rightto be ſo: Gerardae Narbon. | . Zaf.. He cannot want the beſt 
Laf. He was excellent indeed Madam , the King very | That ſhall attend his love. 
lately ſpoke of him — and woarningly : he was 70. Heaven blefſc him : Farwell Bertram, Exu | 
| skilfullenoughto haveliv'd Mill, ifknowleage could be Rof: The beſt wiſhes thrt can beforg'd in your thoughts | WW | 
-| ſet up againk mortallitie. 2 | beſervantstoyou ; be comfortable to my mother , your 
| Ref. Whatis it {my good Lord ) theKing languiſhes | Miſtris, and make much of her. | | 
4 of ? | Laf. Farewell prettic Lady, you muſt hold the credit 
Laf. AFiſtula my Lord. | _ | of yourfather. | 
Ref. T heard notof it before, HD Hell. O were thatall, I thinke not on wy father, 
Laf. 1 would it were not notorious. Was this Gen- { And theſe greatteares grace his remembrance more 
tlewomanthe Daughter of Gerard de Narbon? © : Then thoſe I ſhed for him. What was he like? 
Ae. His ſole childe my Lord, and bequeathed to my | I have forgot him. My imagination | 
| over looking. I have thoſe hopes of her good, that her | Carries no favour in't but Bertrams. ; 
| education promiſes her diſpoſitions ſhe inherits, which |-I am undone, there is noliuing, none, 
makes faire gifts fairer : for wherean uncleane mind car- | If Bertram be away. *Twere all one, 
ries vertuous qualicies , there commendations goe with | That I ſhould love a bright particular ſtarre, 
| pitty, theyare vertnesand traitors too : 1n her they are | And thinke to wed it, he is ſoabove me 
the better for their ſimpleneſle z ſhe derives her honeſtic, \ In his bright radience and collateral light, Ty 
, | U 


——_— _ Pn PETTY Ry XX" _— ” * _—_— « J | 


_ T- ——_ 


. ” 
” 
: Cf Ipor " 
*#} We" Y 
Ss 
Ep 


PEIII EIT INS: 


Sateen A 


_—_ 


| <A ['s Well, that Ends Well. | 23k 


— 


, 
: © 


Maſt 1 be comforted, not in his ſphere; 
Th'ambition in my love thus plagues it ſelfe : 

' The hinde that wonld be matcd by the Lion 

Muſt dic for love. * I was pretty, though a plagne 
'Toſce him every houre tofitand draw | 

' His arched browes, his hawkingeye, his curſes 

' Tnour heartstable : heart too capable 

| Of every line and tricke of his {weet fanour. 

' Batnow he's gone, and my idolatrous fancic 

Muſt ſanRifie his Reliques. Who come here ? 


E nter Parrolles. 


One that goes with him : I love him for his ſake, 
And yet I know hima notorious Liar, 

Thinke him a great way foole, ſolic a coward, 
Yettheſe fixtevils ſit ſo fir in him, 

Thatthey take place, when Vertues ſteely bones - 
Lookes bleake !'th cold wind: withall, full oft we ſce 
Cold wiſedome waiting on ſuperfluous follie. 

Far. Save you faire Queene. 

Hel. And you Monarch. 

Pe. No. - 

Hel. And no. 

Pa, Are you mediatting on virginitie? | 

Hel. T; you have ſome ſtaine of ſouldier in you : Tet 
me aske you a queſtion. Man isenemie to virginitie,how 
may we barrocado it againſt him ? 

Par. Keepe him out. 

Hel. Bnt heaſſailes, and our virginitie though valiant, 
in the defence yet is weake : unfold us ſome watitke re- 
ſiſtance. 

Par. There is none; Man ſetting downe before you, 
willundermine you, and blow you up. | 

Hil. Blefle our poore Virginity from Vnderminers, 
and blowers up. Is there no Military policy how Vir- 
| gins might blow up men? 
| Par, Virginity being blowne downe, Man will quick- 

lier beblowne up : marry in blowing himdowne againe, 
with the breach yourſelvesmade , youloſe your City, It 
is not politicke , in the common-wealth of Nature , to 
preſerve virginitie. Lofſe of Virginite, is rationall cn- 
creaſe, and there wasnever virgin got, till virginitic was 
firſt loſt. That you were made of,is metrall to make Vir- 
= Virgivitte; by being once loſt, may beeten tines 
| found : by being ever kept it isever loſt; 'ris too colda 
| Companion : Away with't. 
| Eee I will ſtand for't a little, though therefore I die a 

irgin. | 

Pe. There's little canbe faid in't,'tis againſt the rule of 
Nature: To ſpeake on the part of virginitic, is to ac- 
cule your Mothers ; which 1s moſt infallible diſobedi- 
ence. He that hangs himſelfe is a Virgin : Virginitie 
murthers it ſelfe,” and ſhould be buried in highwayes out 
of all anRifed limit ,, asa deſperate Offendreſſe againſt 
Niture, Virginitic breedes mites, much like a Cheeſe, 
conſumes it ſelfe to the yery payring, andſo dyes with 
feeding his owne ſtomacke. Belides, Virginitie is 
peeuiſh, proud, ydle, made of ſelfe-love , which is the 
moſt inhabited finne in the Cannon. Keepe it not, you 
cannot chooſe but looſe by't., Out with't : within ten 
Yeares it willmake it ſelfe two,which is a goodly increaſe, 
_-_ = principall it ſelfe notmuch the worſe. A way 

at, "I 
. Hel, How might one doeſir, to looſe it to her owne 
liking > 


+ ang 
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_ Par. Let meſee. Marryilt, toJike him that ne're 1t 
likes. *Tis a commoditie will lofe the glofle with lying : 
The longer kept, the lefle worth : Off with't while "tis 
vendible. Anſwer the time of requeſt, Vireginitie like 
anolde Courtier, weares her cap out of faſhion, richly 
ſated, but unſuteable, juſt like the brooch and the tooth- 
pick, which were nornow : your Date is better in your 
Pycand your Porredge , then in yourchecke ; and your 
virginitie, your old yirginitie, is like ane of our French | 
wither'd peares,itlookes ill, it eates drily , marry *tis a 
wither'd peare : it was formerly better , marry yet *tisa 
wither'd peare , Will you any thivg with it ? 
Hel. Not my virginitie yer-: | 
There ſhall your maiter have a thouſand loves, 
A Mother, and a Milſtriſſe, and afriend, 
A Phenix, Capraine, and an enemy, 
A guide, a Goddefſle, and a ſoveratgne, 
A Counſellor, a Traitrefſe, and a Deare : 
His humbleſt ambition, proud humility : 
His Iarring, concord : and his diſcord, dulcet : 
His faith, his ſweet diſafter ; will a world 
Of pretty fond adoptious chriſtendomes 
That blinking Cupid gofſips. Now ſhall he : | 
I know not whathe ſhall, God ſend him well, 
The Courts a learning place, and he is one. 
Par. W hat one yfaith ? 
Hel. That 1 with well,*cispitty. 


——_— 


Par. What's pitty ? | 

Hel. That wiſhing well had not a body in't, | 
Which might be felr, that we poorer borne, | | 
Whoſe bater ſtarresdo ſhut ug up in wiſhes , - 
Might witheffe&s of them follow our friends, - 
And ſhew what wealone muſtthinke,which never 
Returnes us thankes. | 


Enter Page, 


Page. Monſieur P arrolles, 
My Lord calsfor yeu. 

Par. Little Helen farewell, if I can remember thee, 1 
will thinke of thee at Court. 

Hel. Monfier Paroles, you were borne under a charita- 
ble itarre, 

Par. Vnder Mars T. 

Hel. Teſpecially thinke, under Mars. 

Par. Why under Mars? | 

Hel. The warres hath ſo kept you under,that you muſt 
needes be borne under CMars. 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Hel. When he was retrograde I thinke rather. 

Par, Why thinke youſo ? 

Hel. You goſo much backward when you fight. 

Par. That's for advantage. 

Hel. Sois running away, 

When feare propoſesthe ſaf-ty: 

But the compoſition that your valour and feare makes in 
you, isavertue of a good wing, and I like the weare 
well. 

Parotl, T am ſo full of buſineſſes, I cannot anſwere 
thee acutely : I will retarne perfeRt Courier, in the 
which my inſtruQion ſhall ſerve to. nataralize thee , fo 
thou wilt be capeable of the Courtiers counſell, and un- 
derſtand what advice ſhall thruſtupon thee, elſe thou 
dyeſt inthine unthankeſulnes, and thine ignorance makes 
thee away,fareweil ; When thou haſtleyſure , fay thy 


praicrs : when thou haſt none , remember ,thy Friends: 
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Get thee a good husband, and uſe him as he uſes thee: 

So farewell. Exit. 
Hel. Our remedies oft in our ſelves dolye, 

Which we aſcribe to heaven : the fated skyc 

Giues us free ſcope, onely doth backward pull 

Our flow deſignes, when we our ſelves are dull, 

W hart power 1s it, which mounts my love ſo hyc, 

That makes me ſce. and cannot feede mine eye? 


] The mighti:ſ{ ſpace in fortune, Nature brings 


To joyne like, likes;aad kifſe like narive things. 
Impoeſlible be ſtrange attemptsto thoſe 


\ That weigh their paines in ſence, and do ſuppoſe 
' What hath beene, cannot be. Who cver {trouec 
' To ſhew her merit, that did mifle her love? 


(The Kings diſeaſe) my project may deceive me, 
But my intcntsare fixt,and will not leave me, = Exit. 
| Floursſh (ornets: 
Enter the King of Franc: with Letters, and 

divers Attendants. 


King. The Florentines and Senoys are by th'cares, 
Have tought with equall fortune, and continue 
A braving warre. 

I. £9.G. Sotis reported fir. 

Ris. Nay tis moſt credible, we heerereccive it, 
A certainty vouch'd from our Colin eAs/tria, 
With caution,that the Florentine will move us 
For ſpcedy ade: wherein our deerelt friend 
Prejudicates the bufineſle, and would ſeeme 
To haveus make deniall. 

I, Lo. 7 His love and wiſcdome 
Approvy'd lo to your Majcity,may pleade 
For aipieſt credence. | 

Kin. He hath arm'd our anſwer, 
And Florence is deni'de before he comes: 
Yet for our Gentlemen that meane to ſce 
The Taſcas ſervice, freely have they leave 
To ſtand on either part- 

3. Lo. E. It well may ſeruc 
A nurſſery toour Gentry,who are ficxc 
For breathing,and exploit. 

King. What's he comes heere, 


Enter Betram, Lafe w, and Parollese 


I. Zo. G. Tt 'tis the Count Rofillion my good Lord, 
Yong Bertram. 
King. Youth,thou bear'ſt thy Fathers face, 

Franke Nacure rather curious then in haſt. 
Hath well compos'd thee: Thy Fathers morall parts 
Maiſt thou inherit too: Welcome to Paris. 

Ber. My thankes and duty are your Majcſtics. 

Kin. 1 would I had that corporall ſoundnefie now, 
As when thy father, and my ſclfe,in friendſhip 
Firſt tride our ſouldierſhip:he did looke farre 
Into the tervice of the time,and was 
Diſcipled of the braveſt. He laſted long, 
But 0n us both did haggiſh Age fteale on, 
And wore us our of at:It much repaires me: 
To taike of your good father ; in his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well obſerve 
To day inour yong Lords: but they may jeſt 
Till their owne ſcorne returne to them unnoted 
Erethey can hide their levitie in honour: 
So like a Courticr, contemptnor bitterneſſe 


— —_ 


Were in his pride,or ſharpneſle;if they were; 
His equall had awak'd them, and his honour 
Clocke to it ſelfe ,knew the true minute when 
Exccption bid him ſpeakegandat this time 
His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below him, 
Rens'd as creatures of another place, 
And bow'd his eminent top to their loiv rankes, 
Making them proud of his humility, | 
In their poore praiſe he humbled: Such a man 
Might be a cop1e to theſe yonger times; . | 
Which followed well, would demonſtrate them now 
But goers backward. | 
Ber. His good remembrance fir 

{ Lies richer in your thoughts, then on his tombe: 

So 1n approofe lives not his Epitaph, 

AS 1n your royall ſpeech... 

King. Would | were with him:he would alwaics fay 
(Me thinkes I heare him now )his plauſive words * 
He ſcatter*d not in cares,but grafted them 

 Togrow thereand to beare:Let me not live, 
This his good melancholly oft began 
On the Cataſtrophe and heele of paſtime 
When it was out:Let me not live(quoth hee) 
After my flame lackes oyle,to be the ſnuffe 
Of yonger ſpirits, whoſe apprehenſive ſenſes 
All but new things difdaine;whoſe judgements are 
Meere fathers of their garments :whoſe conſtancies 
Se before their faſhions:this he wiſh'd. 
Iafter him,do after him wiſh too: | 
| (Since I nor wax nor honie can bring home, ) 
I quickly were diſſolved from my huve 
To give ſome Labourers roome. 
L.3-E. You'r loved Sir, 
They that leaſt lend it you ſhall lacke you firſt. 
Kis. I filla place I know*t,how long iſt Count 
Since the Phyftian at your fathers died? 
He was much fam'd. 
Fer. Some fix moneths ſince my Lord. 
Kin. If he were living, I wouldtry himyet, 
| Lend me an arme:thereſt have worne me our 
With {everall applications: Nature and ſickneſſe 
Debate it at therrleiſure. Welcome Count, 
My ſonne $ no dcerer. 
Ser, Thanke your Majeſty. 


Ext, 


Floursſh. 
Enter Counteſſe, Steward, and Clowye. 


Cox. I will now heare, what ſay you of this gentl- 
woman. 

Sr. Maddam the care I have had to even yaur con- 
tent , I wiſh might be found in the Kalender of my paſt 
endevours,for then we wound our Modeſtie , and make 
foule the clearnefle of our deſervings,whenof our {clves 
we publiſh them. 

Cox. W hat doe's this knave heerc?Get you gone firm: 
the complaints I have heard of youI do not all beleeve, 
'tis my ſlownefle that I do not : For 1 know you lacke 
not folly to commit them , and have ability enough to 

make ſuch knaveries yours. 
| Cho, 'Tisnorunknowneto you Madam , I am a poore 
fellow. | 

Con. Well fir. 

Clo. No maddam, 


'Tis not ſo well that I am poore , though mack 
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of the rich are damrn#d, bur if I have your Ladiſhips good 
willtogoe tothe world, [sbe/the woman and I will doe as 
{oun. Wilt thou needes be a begger ? 
Cle. 1 doe beg your good will inthis caſc. 
Cox. In what caſe? | ; 
Clo. In 1sbels caſe and mine owne : ſervice is no heri- 
tage, and I thinke I ſhall never have the bleſſing of God, 
til] 1 have 5fue a my bodie: forthey fay bearnes are blef- 


ſin gs- > : 
; Pow. Tell methy reaſon why thou wilt marrie?. 

Clo. My poore body Madam requires it, Lam driven on 
by the fleſh , and he muſt needes goe that the divell 
drives. | 

* Cox. Is this all your worſhips reaſon ? 

Clo, Faith Madam I have other holie reaſons, ſuch as 
they are. 

Con. May the world know them ? 

Cl. I have beene Madam a wicked creature, as you and 
all fleſh and blood are, and indeede I doe marrie that I 
may repent. | : 

Cov. Thy marriage ſooner then thy wickedneſle. 

(te, Tam out a friends Madam, and Thope to have 
friends for my wives ſake, 

{x Such friends are thine enemies knave. 

Clo. Y'are ſhallow Madam in great friends, fer the 
knaves come to doe that for me which Iama wearie of : 
he that cares my Land, ſpares my teame, and gives mee 
leave to Inne the crop : if I bee his Cuckold, hee's my 
drudge; hethat comtorts my wife, is the cheriſher of my 
fleſhand blood ; he that cheriſheth my fleſh and blood , 


| loves my fleſh and blood ; he that loves my ficſh and 


bloodis my friend : ergo, he that kiſſes my wife 1s my 
fri:nd: if men could bee contented to be what they are, 
there were no feare in marriage , for yong Charbos che 
Puritan, and olde Poyſams the Papiſt, how ſomere their 
hartesare ſeuer'd in Religion , their heades are both one, 
they may joule hornes together like any Deare i*th Herd. 

Cou, Wilt thou ever bea foule mouth'd and calum- 
nious knaue? 

Cl. A prophet I Madam, and I ſpeake the truth the 


true ſhall finde, your marriagecomes by deſtiny, your 
Cuckow ſings by kinde. 
9%. Get you gone (ir, Iletalke with you more anon. 

Stew, May it pleaſe you Madam , that hee bid Helen 
come to you, of her I am to {peake, 

Cor, Sirra tell my gentlewoman I would ſpeake with 
her, Helen I meane. | 

(to. Was this faireface the cauſe, quoth ſhe, 
Why the Grecians ſacked Troy, | 
Fond done, done, fond was this King Priams joy, 
With that ſhe ſighed as ſhe ſtood, bs 
And gaue this ſentence then, among nine bad if one be 
good, among nine bad if one be good, there's yct one 
good inten. 

(on, What, one 
lirra,- 

\ Ci, One good womanin ten Madam, which is a pu- 
rifying atl'ſong : would God would ſerue the world ſo 
all the yeere, weed finde no fault with the tithe woman 
if were the Parſon, one in ten quoth a? and'wee might 

vea good woman borne but ore every blazing ſtarre, 
datanearthquake, 'ewould mend rhe Lotteric well , a 


good intenne? you corrupt the ſong 


| Man may draw his heart out ere aplucke one- 


%. Youle be gone ſir knave, and doe as I command 


2——— 


you ? 


— — 


next way, for I the Ballad will repeate, which men full | 


——_— 


——_— 
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Co. That man ſhould beat a womans command , and 
yet no hurt done, though honeſtie be no Puriran, ' yetic 
will doe no hurt, it will weare the Surplis of hamilicic 
over the blacke-Gowne of a bigge heart : I am going for- 
{ooth, the buſineſle is for Hello come hither. 

Exit. 
Cos. Wellnow: | 

; _ I know Madam you love your Gentlewoman in- 
firely. | 

Cox, Faith I doe : her Father bequeath'd her to me,and 


ſhe her ſelfe without other advantage,may lawfullic make 


title ro as much love as ſhe findes, there ismoreowing 
her then is paid , and more ſhall be paid her then ſheele 
demand. 

Stew. Madam, I was verie late more neere her then 1 
thinke ſhe wiſht me, alone ſhe was, and did communicate 
to herſelfe her owne words to her owne eares, thee 
thought, I dare vow for her,they toucht not any ſtranger 
ſence , her matter was, ſheloved your Sonne ; Fortune 
ſhe ſayd wasno goddefle, that had put ſuch difference be- 
twixt their two eſtates; Loveno god , that would not 
extend his might onely, where qualities were levell, 
Queene of Virgins, that would ſuffer her poore 
Knight ſurpris'd without reſcue inthe firſt aſlault or ran- 
ſomeatterward: This ſhe deliver'd inthe moſt bitter 
touch of ſorrow that ere I heard Virgin exclaime 1n, 
whichT held my dutte ſpeedily to acquaint you withall, 
ſithence in the loſſe that may happen , 4t concernes you 
ſomnething to know it. 

Cox. You have eiſcharg'd this honeſtlie, keepe it 
toyour ſclife , manic likehthoods inform'd mee of this 
before, which hung ſo tottring in the ballance , that 
I could never beleeve. nor miſdoubt: pray you leave 
mee, ſtall this in your boſome, and T thanke' you 
tor your honeſt care: I will ſpeake - with;you further 
anon, TTL _ 
Exit Steward, 


I 


Enter Helen. 


Old, Con. Evenſoit was with me when Iwas young: 
Ifever we are natures theſe are ours, this thorne , 
Doth to our Roſe of youth righlic belong 
Our bloud to us, this to our blood ts borne, 

It is the ſhow, and ſeale of natures truth, 

Where loves {trong paſſion 1s impreſt in youth, 

By Our remembrancesof dates forgon, 

Such were our faults,or then we thought them none, 
Ker ele is ſickeon't, I obſerve her now . - 

Hel. W har is your pleaſure Madam ? 

O1.Cou. You know FHellen T am a mother to you. 

Hel. Mine honorable Miſtris. Fon 

Ol. (ou. Naya mother, why not a mother ? when 1 

ſed a mother. 08's | 
Me thought you ſaw a {erpent, what's in mother 
That you ſtart ar ir? I ſay I am your mother, 
And put you inthe Catalognevf thoſe 
That were enwombed mine, ris often ſeene © 
Adoption ſtrives with nature, and choife breedes 
A natiue ſlip tous from forraine ſeedes: © 
You ne're oppreltme with a mothers groane, 
Yet I exprefſe toyou a mothers care, A 
(Gods mercie maiden) dos itcard thy blood 
To fay Iamthy mother ? what's the marter, 


That this dſtempered _ 
: Ss ————— 
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' Religious in mine error, I adore 
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eAlls Well that Ends Well, 4 


The manic colour'd Iris rounds thine eye ? 
| Why, that you art my daughter ? 
Hel. That Iam not. 
OH.Cos. 1 fay Iam your Mother, 
Hef. Pardon Madam. 
The Count Roſillioncannot be my brother : 
Iam from humble, he from hoaoured name : 
No note upon w7 Parents, his all noble, 
My Maſter, my deere Lord hc is, and 1 
His ſervant live, and will his vaſlall dic : 


{| Hemuſtnot bemy brother. 


Of. (os. Nor I your Mother. 

Hel. You are my mother Madam, would you were 
Sothat my Lord your ſonne were not my brother, 
Indeed my mother, or were you both our mothers, 

I careno more for, then I doe for heaven, 

SoI were not his liſter, cant no other, 

But I your daughter, he muſt be my brother. | 
Old.Cox. Yes Hellen,you might be my daughter in law , 

God ſhield you meane it not, daughter and mother 

So ſtrive upon your pulſe ; what pale agen? 

My feare hath catcht your fondneſſe ! now I ſee 

The miſtrie of your lovelineſſe, and finde 


| Yourſaltteares head,noiy to all ſence 'ts groſle :, 


Youlove my ſonne, invention is afham'd 
inſt the proelamation of thy paſſion 

Toſaythou doſt not : therefore tell me true, 
But tell me then cis ſo, for looke, thy cheekes 
Confeſſe it 'ton to th'other, and thine eyes 
See it is ſogroſſely ſhowne inthy behaviors, 
That in their kinde they ſpeake ir, onely ſinne 
And hellich obſtinacie tye thy congue 
That truth ſhould be ſuſpeRed, ſpeake, iſt ſo? 
If it be ſo, you haue wound a goodly clewe : 
If it be not, forſweare't how ere I charge thee, 
As hcaven ſhall worke in mt for mine availe 
To tell me truely. 

' Hell. Good Madam pardon me. 

Cox. Do you lioue my Sonne ? 

Hell. Your pardon noble Miſtris, 

{-#. Loveyou my Sonne ? 

. Hell. Doe notyoulovehim Madam ? 

Con, Goe not about ; my love hath in't a bond 
Whereof the world takes note : Come, come, diſcloſe : 
The ſtate of your affeRion, for your paſſions 
Haveto the full appeach'd. 

Hell. ThenT confefle 
Here on my knee, before high heavensand you, 
That before you, and next unto high heaven, Lloye your 
Sonne : 
My frinds were poore but honeſt, ſo's my love : 
Be not offended, for it hurts not him | 
That he islov'd of me ; 1 follow him not 
By any token of preſumptuous ſuite, : 
Nor would I have him, till I doe deſerve him, 


' Yet never know how thatdeſert ſhould be : 
I knew I love in vaine, ſtrive againſt hope - 


Yet in this captious, andintenible Sivye. 
I till poure inthe waters of my love 
And lacke not to looſe till; thus [nd5av like 


| TheSunne that lookes upon his worſhipper, 

' Butknowes of him no mare. My decreſt Madam, 
Letnot your hate incouniter with my love 

For loving where youdoe z but if your ſelfe, 
Whoſe aged honor cites a vertuous youth, 


M— 


i. 


Did ever, inſotrue a flame of living, 
Wiſh chaſtly, and love decrely, that your Dian 
Was both her ſelfe and love, O then give pitty 
To her whoſe ſtate is ſuch, that cannot chooſe 
But lend and give where ſheis ſure tolooſe ; 
That ſcekes not to m__ that, ſearch implies, 
But riddle like, lives ſweetcly where ſhe dies. 
Cox. Had you nor lately an intent, ſpeake truely, 
To goeto Pars ? 
Hell. Madamel had; 
(on. Wherefore? tell true. 
Hel. I will tell true, by grace it ſelfe I ſweare ; 
You know my Father left me ſome preſcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd effes, ſuch as his reading 
And manifeſt experience, had colle&ed 
For generall ſoveraigntie :and that he will'd me 
In heedefull'ſt reſervation to beſtow them, 
As notes, whole faculties incluſive were, 
More then they were in note : Amongſt the reſt, 
Thereis a remedie, approv'd, ſet downe, 
To cure the deſperate languiſhings whereof 
The King is render'd loft. 
Cox, This was your motive for Pars, was it, ſpeake? 
Helt. My Lord, your ſonne, made me to thinke of this; 
Elſe Pars, and the medicine, andthe Ki 
Had from the converſation of my thoughts, 
Happily beene abſent then. 
( 9. But thinke you Heſlen, 
If you ſhould tender your ſuppoſed aide, 
He would receive it ? He and his phifitions 
Are of a minde; he,that they cannot kelpe him : 
They, that they cannot helpe, how ſhall they credit 
A poore unlearned Virgin, when the Schooles 
Embowel'd of their doctrine, have icf off 
The danger to it ſelfe, 
Hell. There's ſomthing in't 
More then my Fathers skill, which was the great'ſt 
Of his profeſſion, that his good reccipt, 
Shall for my legacie be ſanRified 
Byth' luckieſt ſtars in heaven, and would your honor 
But give me leave to ſucceſle, I'de venture 
The well loſt life of mine,on his Graces cure, , 
by ſuch a day, and houre. 
Con. Doo'ſt thou belceve't ? 
Hel. T Madam knowingly. ; 
Cox. Why Helen thou ſhalt havemy leave andlove, 
Meanes and attendants, and-my loving greetings 
To thoſe of mine in Court, Ile lay at home 
And pray Gods bleſſing into thy attempt : 
be ſure of this; 


 eAflus Sxecundas. 
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Enter the King with divers young Lords , taking leavi ft 
the Florentine warre ; Count Roſſe, and 
= Parrollar. Floriſh Cornets. 

King, Farewell yong Lords, theſe warlike principles 
Doe not throw from you, and you my Lords farewcl : 
Sharethe advice betwixt you, if bath gaive, all 
The guift doth ftretch it ſelfe as *risreceiv'd, 
And 1s enough for both. 

Lord.G. 'Tisour hope fir, 


_—_— Fe 


Es 


MN 
II 


_——_ . 


Y- 


_ to Morrow, a F 
What I can helpe thee to, thou ſhalt not miſſe, Exe. | | 


Pl 


Iwould you had kneel'd my Lord to aske me mercy, 


 eAllsW, ell ' that Ends Well. 


235 


1 After wellentred ſouldiers,to returne 


And finde your grace in health. | 

King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 
Will not confeſſe he owes the mallady 
Thatdoth my' life beſiege : farwell yong Lords, 
Whether 1 live or die, be you the ſonnes 
Of worthy French men : ict higher Italy 
(Thoſe bared that inherit.burt the fall 
Ofthe laſt Monarchy) ſee that you come 
Not to wooe honour, but to wed it, when 
The braveſt queſtion ſhrinkes : finde what you ſeeke, 
That fame may cry you loud; I ſay farewell. 

L.G. Health at your bidding ſcrue your Maicſty. 

King. Thole girles of Italy, rake hecd ot them, 

They {ay our French, lacke language to deny 
Ifthey demand : beware of being Captives 
Beforc you {erue. 
Bo. Our hartes receive your warnings. 
King. Farewell, come hether to me. (us, 
1.14.6. Oh my ſweet Lord that you will ſtay behind 
Parr. *Tis not his fault the ſparke- 
2.L0.E. Ol'tis braue warces. 
Parr. Moſt admirable, I have ſeene thoſe warres, 
Reſſil. Tam commanded here, and kept acoyle with, 
Too young, and the next yeere,and'tistoo carly. 
Parr. And thy minde ſtand too't boy, 
Steale away brauely. 

Roſif. I ſhall ſtay here the for-horſe to a ſmocke, 

Creeking my ſhooes onthe plaine Maſonry, 

Till honour be bought up, and no {word worne 

But oneto dance with : by heauen, Ile ſteale away. 
1-Le.G.There's honour inthe theft. 
Parr, Commit it Count. 
2.L0,E. IT am your accefſary, and fo farewell. 
Ro. 1 grow to you, and our parting is atortur'd body. 
I-Lo.G. Farewell Captaine, 

2.L0,E. Sweet Monlier Parolles. 

Par, Noble Heroes; my ſword and yours are kinne, 
good ſparkes and luſtrous, a word good mettals. You 
ſhall finde in the Regiment of the Spinij , one Captaine 
Spwrio his Cicatrice, with an Embleme of warre heere on 
his cniſter cheeke ; it was this very ſword entrench'd it; 
lay to him I live, and obſerue his reports for me. 

Lo.G. We (hall noble Captaine. 

Par. CHMarsdoate on you for his novices, what will ye 
oe? 

Rofſ. Stay : the King- 

Par. Vie a more ſpacious ceremonie to the Noble 
Lords, you have reitrain'd your ſclfe within the Liſt of roo 
coldan adieu:be more expreſſive to them ; for they weare 
themſelves tn the cap of the time, there do muſter true 
gate ; eat, ſpeake, and more under the influence of the 
molt receiv'd ſtarre, and though the divell leade the mea- 
ſure, ſuch are tobe followed : afber them, and takea more 
dilated farewell. 

Rofſ. And I will doe ſo. 
Far. Worthy felllowes,and like to proove moſt finewie 
ſword-men,  Exount. 


Emer Lafew. 
L.Laf. Pardon my Lord for meand for my tidings. * 
King, Ile fec thee toftand up. (pardon, 
Z.Laf. Then heres a man ſtands that hath brought his 


And that at my bidding you could ſo ftand up. 
King. I would I had, fo I had brokethy pate | 


| 


And askt thee mercy for*c. | 
Laf. Goodfaith a-crofſe,bvt my good Lord 'tis thus, 
Will you be cur'd of your infirmity? 
Kang. No. 
Lef. O will you cate no grapes iny royall foxe? 
Yes but you will, my noble grapes,and i 
My royall foxe could reach them:1 have ſcene a medicine 
Thar's able to breathe life intoa ſtone, 
Quicken a rocke,and make you dance Canary 
With ſprightly fire and motion ,wholc ſimple touch 
Is powerfull to arayſe King Pipes, nay 
Togive great Chariemainea penin's hand 
And write to ner a love-line. 
Kin, What her is this? | 
Laf. Why door ſhe:my Lord, there*s one arriy'd, 
Tf you will ſee her:now by my faith and honour, 
It ſeriouſly I may convoy my thoughts 
Inthis my light deliverance, have ſpoke 
With one, that in her ſexc,her yeercs, profeſſion, 
Wiſedome and conitancy ,hathamaz'd me more 
Then I dare biame my weakeneſſe: wil you ſee her? 
For that 1s her demand, and know her buſincflc ? 
Thar done, laugh well ar mc. 
King. Now good Lafew. 
Bring 1n the admiration, that we with thee 
May ipend our wonder too, or take off thine 
By wondrirg how thou took'1t it. 
Lf. Nay, Ile fir you, 
And not beall day neither. 
King. Thus he his ſpeciall nothing ever prologues. 
Laf. Nay,come your wayes. 
Enter Hellen. 
Xing. This haſte hath wings indeed. 
Laf. Nay, come your wayes, 
This is his Majeltie, ſay your minde to him, 
A traitor you doe looke like, but ſuch traitors 
His Majeltic ſeldome feares, I am Creſſeds Vncle, 
That dare leave two together, fare you well. Exit, 
King. Now faire one, do's your buſines follow us? 
Hel, I my good Lord. 
Gerard ds N arbon was my father, 
In what he did profeſle, wel found. 
King. ITknew him. | 
Het. The rather will I ſpare mypraiſestowards him, | 
Knowing him is cnough :on's bed of death, 
Many receits he gave me, chieflie one, 
W hichas the deareſt iflue of his practice 
And of his old experience,th'onelie darling, 
He bad me ſtore up, as a triple eye, | 
Safer then mine owne two : more dcare I have ſo, 
And hearing your high Majeſtie is touchr 
With that malignant cauſc, wherein the honour 
Of my deere fathers gift, ſtands cheefe in power, 
I come totender it, and my appliance, 
Withall bound humblencfle. 
King. Wetthanke you maidey, 
But may not be fo credulous of cure, 


W hen our moſt learned Doctors leave us, and 


| The congregated Colledge have concluded, 


Thar labouring art cannever ranſome nature 

From her inaydible eſtate : I ſay we muſt not 

So ſtaine our judgement, or corrupt our hope, 

To proſtitute our paſt-cure malladie 

Toempericks, or te diflever ſo 

Our great ſelfe and ourcredir, to eſteeme_ , | 
A ſenceleſſe helpe, when helpe paſt ſence we deeme. 


_—y - ——— I 
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eAll's Wellthat Ends Well. 


Hell. My dutic then ſhall pay me for my paines : 
I will nomore enforce my ojficeon you, 
Humbly intreating from your royall thoughts, 
A modeſt one to beare me backe againe. 
King. I cannot give thee lefſe to be cal'dgratctull : 
* Thouthoughtſtto helpe me, and ſuch thankesI give, 
| As oneneer death to thoſe that wiſh him live + 
But'what at full I know, thou knowlt no part, 
I knowing all my perill, thou no Art. 
Hell. What I can doe, candoe no hurt totry, 
' Since youſet up your reſt *gainſt remedie ; 
He that of greateſt workes is finiſher. 
Ofcdoesthem by the weakeſt miniſter : 
So holy Writ, in babes hath judgement ſhowne, 
When Iudges have bin babes ; great flouds have flowne . 
From ſimple ſources : and great Seas have dried 
W hen Miracleshave by the great'ſt beene denied. 
Oft expectation failes, and moſt oft there 
Where moſt it promiſes : and oft it hits, 
W here hope is coldeſt, and deſpaire molt ſhifts. | 
King. I muſt not hearcthee,fare thee well kind maide, 
Thy paines not us'd, muſt by thy ſelfe be paid, 
Proffers not tooke, reape thankes for-their reward- 
Hell, Inſpired Merit ſo by breath is bard, 
Tt is not ſo with him that all things knowes 
As 'tis with us, that ſquare our guefſe by ſhowes. : 
' Butmoft it is preſumption inus, when 
The helpe of heaven we count the at of men. 
Deare ſir, to my endeavors give conſent, 
Of heaven, nor me, make anexperimente 
I am not an Impoſtrue, that proclaime 
My ſelfe againſt thelevill of mine aime, | 
- Butknow I thinke, and thinke I know moſt ſure, 
My Art is not paſt power, nor you paſt cure, 
King. Art thou ſo confident 2 Within what ſpace 
Hop'ſtthou my cure ? 
Hel. The greateſt grace lending grace, 
Ere twice the horſes of the ſanne ſhall bring 
Their firie torcher his diurnall ring. 
Eretwice in murke and occidentall dampe 
. Moiſt Heſperws hath quench'd her ſleepy Lampe : 
Or foure and twentie timesthe Pylots glafle 
Hath told the theeviſh minutes, how they paſſe : 
W hart is infirme, from your ſound parts ſhall flie, 
| Health ſhalllive free, and ſickneſle freely dye. 
King. V pon thy certainety and contidence, 
Whar dar'{t thou venture # 
Hel. Taxe of impudence, 
Aſtrumpets boldneſle, a divulged ſhame 
Traduc'd by odious ballads: my maidens name 
| Seard otherwiſe, no worſe of worſt extended 
With vildeſt torture, let my life be ended. 
Kin. Me thinkes in thee ſome bleſſedſpirit doth ſpeak 
His powerfull ſound, wherein an organ weake : 
_ And what impoſſibility would ſlay 
In common ſenſe, ſence ſavesanother way : 
Thy life isdeere, forall that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eſtimate : 
Youth, beauty, wiſedome, courage, all 
That happineſſe and prime, can happie call : 
Thou this te hazard; needs muſt intimate 
| Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate: 
Sweet practiſer,thy Phyſicke I will try, 
That miniſters thine owne death if 1 die, 
Hel. If Ibreake time,orflinch in propertic 
Of what I ſpoke, unpittied letme die, 


. 


| 


| Emter (onnteſſe and C lowne. 
| Lay. Comeonſir , I ſhall now put youtothe height 


| ſwer. 


And well deſeru'd : not helping, death's my fee, 
But if I helpe, what doe you promiſe me. 

Kin. Make thy demand. 

Hel. But will you make it even ? 

Kin, I by my Scepter,and my hopes of helpe. 

Hel. Then ſhalt thou give me with thy kingly hand 
What huband in thy power I will command : 
Exempted bcfrom me the arrogance 
To chooſe from forth the royall bloud of France, 

My low and humble name to propagate 

With any branchor image of thy ſtare : 

Burt ſuch a one thy vaſſall, whom I know 

Is free for me to aske, thee to beſtow. 

Kin. Here is my hand, the premiſes obſerv'd, 

Thy will by my performance ſhall be ſery'd: 

So make the choice of thine owne time, for I 

Thy reſolv'd Patient, on thee till relye : 

More ſhould I queſtion thee, and more 1 muſt, 

Though more to know, could not be more to truſt : 

Frem whence thou camit, how tended on, but reſt 

Vnqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubted bleſt. 

Give me ſome helpe here hoa, if thouproceed, 

As high as word, my decd ſhall match thy deed. 
Exenn, 


of your breeding. 
Clown. I will ſhew my ſelfe highly fed, and lowly 
taught, I know my buſineſſe is but to the Court. 

Laay. To the Court, why what place make. you ſpecis 
all, when you put off that with ſuch contempt, butto 
the Court ? 

Clo, Truly Madam, if God have lent a man any man- 
ners, hee may caſilicput it off at Court :, he that cannot 
make a legge, put off's cap,kiſle his hand,and ſay nothiug, 


a fellow, to ſay preciſely, were not for the Court, but for 
me, I have an an{were willſerve all men. 

Lady. Marry that's a bountifull anſwere that fitsall 
queſtions. | 

(10. Itislikea Barbers chaire that fits all buttockes, 
the pin buttocke, the quatch-buttocke, the brawn but- 
tocke, or any buttocke. 

Lady. Will your anſwere ſerve fit to all queſtions? 

Clo.As fitas ten groates is for the hand of an Atturney, 
as your French Crowne for your taffety punke, as Tibs 
ruſh for 7 owss forefinger,asa pancake for Shrovetueſday,a 
Morris for May-day,as the naile to his hole, the Cuckold 
to his horne, as aſ{colding queane to a wrangling knave, 
asthe Nunslipto the Friers mouth, nay as the pudding 
to his skin. | 

Lady. Have you, I ſay,ananſwer of ſuch fitnefle for all 
queſtions? i 

Clo. Frem below your Duke, to beneath your Conſia- 
ble, it will fit any queſtion. 

Lady. It muſt bee an anſwere of moſt monſtrons ſize, 
that muſt fit all demands. 

Clo, But a trifile neither in good faith, if the learned 
ſhould ſpeake truth of it : heere it is, and all that belongs 
| to't- Aske mee if Iama Courtier, it ſhall doe you no 
harme to learne. 2 BETS 
' Lagz. Tobeeyoung againe if we could : I will beea 
| foolein queſtion ,- hopingto bee the wiſer by your a- 


has neither legge, hands, lippe, nor cap ; and. indeed fuch | 


1 Lady: 
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eAllsWell, that Ende Well, _ © 


La. 1 

| o_ wh 
OT TNEM?» \ 

; = Sir Iam apoorcfr end of yours) that loves you. 

{ls. O Lord fir, thicke, thicke, ſpare notme. 


pray you ſir, are you a Courtier? 


catCe _ : 
», O Lord fir ;nay put me too'r, I warrant you. 

Le. You werelatcly whipt fir as I thinke, 

{lo, O Lordlir, ſparenot me. | 

La. Doe you cry O Lordfir at your whipping , and 


your whipping: you would anſwere very welltoa 
whipping if you were but bound too't. 

Cle. I ne&re had worſe lucke in mylife in my O Lord 
| fir : I ſee things may ſerue long, bur not ſerve ever. 

1a. Iplay the noble huſwite with the time, to enter- 
tine it ſo merrily with a fqole. 

. O Lord fir, why there*tſerves wellagen. 

La. And end fir to your buſineſſe:give Helen this, 
And urge her toa preſent anſwer backe, 
Commend mero my kin{men, and my ſonne, 
This is not much. 

({. Not much commendation to them. 

La. Not much impioyment fer you, you underſtand 


| 


ord ſir theres a ſimple putting off; more, more, | 


74 
| 


ſpare not me? Indeed your O Lord fir, is very {equent tO | 


— 


of the king, asto bees 


be made, then ogely the recou'ry 
07.Laf. Genegally thankefull. 
-. a 


Enter Ko, Helen, aud attendants. 
Par. I would have faidir, you ſaid well : heere comes 


Ls, I thinke fir , you can eate none of this homely | the King, 


Or. Laf. Luſtique, as the Dutchman fayes : Tle like a 
maide the better while I haye atooth in my head : why 
he*sable to leade hera Carranto. 

Par. Mor ds vinager, is notthis Helen? 

Ol. Laf. Fore God I thinke ſo, 

King. Goecallbefore me all the Lordsin Courr, 
Sit my preſeruer by thy patients ſide, 
Aud with this healthfull hand whoſe baniſht ſence 
| Thou haſt repeald, a ſecond timereceyue 
The confirmation of my promis'd guift, 
Which bur attends thy naming. 


; Enter; or4 Lords. | 

Fairs Maide ſend forth thine eye,this youthfull parcell 
Ot Noble Batchellors, ſtand at my beſtowing, 

Ore whom both Soueraigne power,and fathers voice 

I haveto vie; thy franke election make, 

Thou haſt power to chooſe, and they none to forſake. 

Hel. Toeachof you, one faire and vertuous Miſtris; 
Fall when love pleaſe, marry to each but one. 


ME 
Cle. Moſt fruitfully, Iam there, before my legges. 
_ In, Haſt you agen. Exennt, 


Enter Count, Laſew,and Paroles. 


Ol.Lef. They fay miracles are paſt, and we have our 
Philoſophicall perſons, to make moderne and familiar 
things ſupernaturall and cauſelefle. Hence isir, thay wee 
make trifles of terrours, enſconcing our ſelves into ſee- 
ming knowledge , when we ſhould ſubmit our ſelves to 
anunknowne feare. 

' Far. Why 'tis the rareſt argument of wonder,that hath 
ſhot out in our latter times» 

Roſs And 1o'tis. 

01. Laf. To be relinquiſht of the Artiſts. 

Par. So I ſay bothot Galenand Paracelfus. =o 

Ol.Fal. Ofall the learned and authenticke fellowes. | 

Par, Right ſoI ſay. 

Ol.Laf. That gave him out incureable, 

Par. Why there 'cis; ſo ſay Itoo. 

01.Laf. Not to be help'd. 

Par. Right, as 'tiwcre a man afſur'd of a=—— 

Ol. Laf. Vncertaine life, and ſure death. 

Far, Tuſt you ſay well : ſo would I have ſaid. 

Ol. Laf. I may truely ſay, it isa noveltic tothe world. 

Pw. Itis indeed if you will have it in ſhewing, you 
ſhall reade it in what do ye call there. 
p = Laf. A ſhewing of a heavenly cfte> in an earthly 

Or. 

Par. That'sit, I would have faid, the very ſame. 
Ol.Laf. Why your Dolphin isnot luſtier: for mee 
Iſpeake in reſpet— 
Par, Nay *tis ſtrange, tis very ſtrange, that is the 
breefe and the tedious of it, and he's of a moſt facinerious 
ſpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the——— 
Ol.Laf. Very hand of heaven. 
Por. I,ſfol ſay. 
OL. Laf. Ina moſt weake ——= 
Per. And debile miniſter great power 


RR —_ 


great tran- 


01d Fal. I'degive bay curtall,and his furniture, 
My mouth nomore were broken then theſe boyes, 
And writ aslittle beard. 
King. Peruſe them well ; 
Not one of thoſe, but had a Noble father. 
She __ bey t04 Lord. 

Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath through mec , reſtor'd 
the king to health. 

All, Weunderſtand it, and thanke heaven for you. 

Hel. T ama ſimple Maide, and therein wealthicſt 
Thar I proteſt, I fimply am a maide: 
Pleaſe1t your majeſtie, I have done already ; 
The bluſhes in my cheekes thus whiſper me, 
We bluſh thatthou ſhouldſt chooſe, but be refuſed; | 
Let the whitedeath fit onthy cheeke for ever, 
. Wee neere come there againe. 

King. Make choiſeand ſee, | 
W ho ſhuns thy love, ſhuns all his love in me. 

Hel. Now Dian trom thy Altar dal fy, 

And to imperiall Iove, that God moſt high 
Do my ſighes ſtreame : Sir, will you heare my ſuite? 
1. Lo. And graunt.it.. 
Hel. Thankesfir,all the reſt is mute. 
O1.Laf. 1 hadrather be in this choile,then throw 
A deauſ-ace far my life, 

Hel. The honour fir thatflames 1n your faire cyes, 
BeforelI ſpeake too threatingly replyes : | 
Love make your fortunes twentie times above 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble love. 

2.Lo. Noberter if you pleaſe. 

Hel. My wiſhreceive, | 
W hich great love grant, and {o1 take my leave. 

O1.Laf. Doall they denie her ? And = were ſons of 
mine, I'de have them whip'd, or I would ſendthem to'ch 


' Tarke to make Ennuches of. 


Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand ſhould rake, 
Ile never do you wrong for your ownefake : 
Bleſſing upon your vowes, andift your bed 
Finde faircr fortune, if you ere wed. WRIT + 

of Ice , they'le notie 


cendence, which ſhould indeed give us a 


mm. 
ww 


further uſe to | 


Old Laf. Theſe boyes are boyes 
have 


I 
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"> AllWelltha enltWelll | 


have her: ſure they arc baſtards teh, 
| French vere got em. k 
| La. You are'to young, too happily 


4. Lora. Faire one, I thinke not 1o, | 
Ol. Lord. There's one grape yet, Tam ſure my father 
drunke wine. But if thou beſt noran afſe, Lam a youth 
of fourreene #1 have knowne thee already« 
Hel. I dare not ſay I take you, butT give 
Re and my ſervice, ever whilſt I live 
nto your guiding powcr : This is theman. . 
C ing. Why then young Bertram take her ſhee's thy 
witc. 
Ber. My wife my Leige ? I ſhall beſeech your highneſle 
In ſuch a buſines, give meleave to uſc 
The helpe of mine owne eyes. | 
King. Know'lt thou not Bertram what ſhee ha's done 
for me ? | | | 
' Ber, Yes my good Lord, butnever hope to know wFy 
I ſhould marric her. 
= my know'ſt ſhee ha's rais'd mee from my ſick- 
ly bed. 
k Ber, But followes it my Lord, to bring me downe 
Muft anſwer for your raiſing ? I know her well : 
Shce had her breeding at my fathers charge : 
A poore Phyſirians daughter my wife ? Diſdaine 
Rather corrupt me ever. ; : 
King. Tis enely title thon diſdainſt io her,the which 
I Jong rh, up : ſtrange 1sit that our bloods 
Ofcolour, waight, and heat; pour'd all together, 
Would quite confound diſtinction : yet ſtands off 
In differ:nces of mightie, If ſhe be 
All that is vertuous (tave whatthou diſlik'ſt) 
A poore phyſitians daughter, thou diflik'it 
Of vertue for thename : but doe not fo : 
From loweſt place, whence vertuous things proceed, 
The place is dignified by th'doers deede. 
W here greataddition {well's, and vertue none, 
Itis adropſied honour, Good a lone, 
. Is good without a name? Vileneſſe is ſo; 
The propertie by what it is, ſhould go, 
Not by the title. She is young, wile, faire, 
In theſe, to Nature ſhe's immediate heire: 
And theſe breed honour : that is honours ſcorne, 
Which challenges it ſelfe as honours borne, 
And is not like the ſire: Honours beſt thriue, 
| Whenrather from our as we them derive 
Then our fore-goers : the mecre wordsa ſlave 
Deboſh'd on every tombe, on every grave : 
A lying Trophee, and as oft is dumbe, 
Where duſt, and damn'd oblivion isthe Tombe. 
Of honour'd bones indeed, what ſhould be ſaid? 
If thou canftlike thiscreature, as a maide, 
I can create the reſt : Vertue, and ſhee 
Is her owne dower : Honour and wealth, from me. 
Ber. I cannot love her; nor will ſtrive to doo't. 
King. Thou wrong'lt thy ſclfe, it thou ſhonld'ſt ſtrive 


To makeyour ſelfe a ſonne our of iny blood. | 


to chooſe. 


Let the reſt go. | 
King. My Honor'sat the ſtake, which to defeate 

I muſt produce my power. Heere, take her hand, 

Proud ſcornefull boy, unworthie this good gift, 

That doſt in vile miſpriſion ſhackle up 

My love, and her deſert ; tlat canſt not dreame, 


We poizing us in her defeAive {cale, 4 


Het. That you are well reſtor'd my Lord, I'me glad : { 


Shall weigh thee to the beame : That wilt not know, 
Tris in Vsto plant thine Honour, whete 

Wepleaſe to have it grow. Checke thy contempt + 
Obey Our will, which«ravailes inthy good : 
Beleeve not thy diſdaine, but preſently 

Dothine owne fortnnes that obedient right 

Which both thy dutie owes, and our power claimes. 
Orl will through thee from my care for ever 

Into the. ſtaggers and careleſſe lapſe | 

Of youth and ignorance:both my revenge and hate 
Looſing upon thee, inthe name of juſtice, 

Withour all termes of pitty. Speake, thine anſwer, 

Ber. Pardon my gracious Lord : for I ſubmit 
My fancie to your eyes, when1 conſider 
W hat great creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid it : I finde that ſhewhich late 
Was in my nobler thoughts, moſt baſe : is now 
The praiſed of the King, whajo cnnobled, 

Is as*cwere borne ſo. 

King. Take her bythe hand. | 
Aud tell her the is thine : to whom I promiſe 
A counterpoize : If nor 1n thy eſtate, 

A ballance more replcat. 

Fer. I take her hand. 

Kin, Good tortune, and the faveur of the King 
Smile upon the contract: whoſe Ccremonie 
Sha!l ſeeme expedient on the now, borne briefe, 
And be perform'dto night : the folemne Feaſt © 
Shall more attend upon the coming ſpace, 

Expecting abſent friends. As theu lov'ſt her, 
Thy love'*sro me Religious: clfe, do's err ,, Exemm, 
Farolles and Lafew Hay behind, commen.- 
: ting of thts wedding, 

Laf. Doe you heaic Monſieur ? A word with you. 

Par. Your pleaſure far. 

Laf. Your Lord and Maſter did well to make his re- 
cantation. 

Par. Recantation? My Lord ? my maſter ? 

Laf, I ;Is it nota Language ſpeake ? *® 

Par. Amoſt harſh one, andnot to be underſtood 
without bloudie ſucceeding. My Maſter ? 

Laf. Arc you commpanion to the count Roſfilion? 

Par. Toany Count, to all Counts : to what is man. 

Laf. To what is counts man : Counts maiſter is of an 
other ſtile. 


Par. You are too o!dfir : Letit fatisfie you, you are | 


too old. 
Laf. I muſt tell thee firrab, I write Man: to which ti. 
tl-age cannot bring thee, 
Par, WharlI dareroo well do, I dare not do, 
Laf. I didthinke thee for two ordinaries:to bee a pre- 
tie wiſe fellow,thou didſi make tollerable vent of thy tre 
vel,it might paſſe : yet the ſcarffesandbthe barnerets + 
boat thee, did manifoldly diſſwade me from belecving: 
thee a veſſcll of too greataburthen. I have now found 
thee, when I loſe thee againe, Icarenors yet artthou 
good for nothing but taking up , and that th' ourt fearce 
worth. 
Ka, Hadfſtrhou notthe priviledge of Antiquitic upon 
rnee, 
Laf. Doe not plunge thy ſelfe too farre in anger, leaſt 
thou haſten thy triall : which if, Lord have mercic on 
thee fora hen, ſo my good window of Lattice fare thee 
well, thy caſernent I needenot open, for 1 looke through 
the. Give me.hy hand. 
Par, My Lord, you give me moſt egregious _> 


— 


? 


All: Well that Ends Well. 
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Laf. I with all my heart, and thou art worthy of it, 

Par. I have not my Lord deſerv'dit. - ' 

Laf. Yes good faith , ev'ry drameme of it , and I will 
not bate thee a fcruple. 

Par. Well, I ſhall be wiſcr. 

Laf. Ev'n as ſooneas thou can'ſt, for thou haſt to pull 
ata ſmacke a'th contrarie. It ever thou bee it bound in 
thy skarfe and beaten, thou ſhalt finde what it istobe 
proud of thy bondage, I have a deſire to hold my acquain- 
' tince with thee, or rather my knowledge, that I may ſay 
 inthedefawt, he isa man | know. 
Par. My Lord you do me molt 


Wo 

b Laf. would it were hell paines for thy ſake, aud my 
poore doing cternall : for doing I am paſt, as1 will by 
thee, in what motion age will giue meleave. — Ex#. 

Par. Well, thou laſt aſonne ſhall rake this diſgrace off 
me; ſcuruy,. old, filthy, ſcurny Lord : Well, I muſt 
be patient, there is no fettering of authoritie, Ile beate 
him (by my life) if I can meete him with any convent- 
ence, and he were double and double a Lord. Ile have 
no more pittic of his agethen I would have of ——lle 
beatchim, and if I could but meet him agen. 


Enter Lafew. 


Laf. Sirra, your Lord and Maſter's married, there's 
newes for you; you havea new Miltris, 

Par.. I molt unfainedly beſeech your Lordſhippe to 
make ſome reſervation of your wrongs. He is my good 
Lord, whom I ſerue above is my Malter. 

Laf. Who? God. 

Po. I tir. F 

Lef. Thedivell it is, that's thy maſter. Why dooeſt 
thou garcer upthy armesa this faſhion? Dolt make hoſe 
ofthy fleeves ? Do other {ſervants ſo? Thou wert belt ſet 
thy lower part where thy noſe ſtands. By mine Honour, 
if I were but two houres yonger, I'de beate thee : mee- 


{ , | think thou art a generall offence, and every man ſhould 


—Y 


beate thee : I thinke thau wait created for men to breathe 
themiclves upon thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeſerved meaſure my Lord. 

Laf. Go to fir, you were beaten in /taly for pickinga 
kernel out ofa Pomgranar, you are a vagabond, and no 
true traveller : you are more fawcie with Lordsand hon- 
curable _ perſonages, then the Commiſſion of your birth 
and vertue gives you Heraldry. You are not worth ano- 
ther word,elle I'de call you knaves1 leave you. —Exir. 


Enter Cownt Roſſillzon. 


P 47. Good, very good, itis ſothen : good, very good, 
(ct itbe conceal'd awhile. 
Ref. Vndone, and forfeited to cares for ever. 
Per. What's the matter ſweer-heart ? 
Roſalfh, Although before the ſolemne Prieſt 1 have 
ſworne, I will noc bed her. 
Par. What ? what ſweet heart? 
Koſ. O my Parrolles, they have married me : 
Ile tothe Twſetn warres, and never bed her. 
Par, Fraxce is a dog-hole, and it no more merits, 
The tread of a mans foot : too'th warres. 


. Roſe There'sletters from my mother: What th'import 
Is, I know not yet. ; 


tooth warres ; 


inſupportble vexati-* 


'#. Ithat would be knowne : too'th wares my boy, | 


He weares his honour in a boxe anſ{eenc, + 
| That hugges his kickfie wickhe here at home, 
Spending his manlte marrow in her artnes F 
W hich ſhould ſuſtainethe bound aud high curvet 
Of Marſes fierie ſteed :to other Regions, 
Franse is a ſtable, we that dwell in't Iades, 
Theretore tpo'th warre. 
Roſ. It ſhall. be ſo, Ile ſend her to my houſe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled ; Write to rhe King 
That which I durſt not ſpeake. Hispretent gift 
Shall furniſh me torhoſe Icalian fields F42) 
W here noble fellowes ſtrike ; Warre isno ſtrife 
To the darke houſe, and the detected wife. 
Par. Will this Caprichio hold in thee, art ſure? - 
Roſ. Go with me to my chamber, and advize me» 
Ile ſend her ſtraight away : To morruw; 
He tothe warres, ſhe to her ſingle torrow. 
Par. Why theſe bals boune,ther's noiſe in it. Tis hard 
A young man marricd, is man that's mard: 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely: go, - 
The King ha's done you wrong: but huh 'tis ſo, 


Exit. 


Enter Helena and Clowne. 


Hel. My mother greets me kindly, is ſhe well? 

Ch. She is not well, bift yer ſhe has her heaith, ſhe's 
) very merrie,butyet ſhe is not well : but thankes be given 
ſhe's very well , and wants nothing1th world : bur yet 
( ſhe isnor well, | | 
{ Hel. Ifſhebevery well, what do's the ayle, that ſhe's 
not very well? | ' 

Clo. Truly ſhe's very well indeed, but fortwo things . 
Hel, Whattwothings ? | | 228003 
{. One that ſhe is notin heaven, whither God ſend 

her quickly : the other, thar ſhe s in earth, from whence 
| God ſcnd her quickly. 


| 
| Enter Paroles. 
Par. Blefle you my fortunate Ladies | 
Hel. Thope fir I have your good wiil co have mine 
owne goad fortune. 
Par. You had my praycrsto. leade them on, and to 


my old Ladie? | | 

(10. Sothat you had her wrinkles and I her money, 
I would ſhe didas you ſay. 

Par. Why i ſay nothing. 

(!o. Marry youare the wiſer man: for many a mans 
tongue ſhakes out his maiters undoing :. to 1ay nothing, 
| todo nothing, ro know nothing, and ro have nothing , 1s 
to be a great part of your title, which is within a very 
little of nothing. | 

Par. Away, taarta knaue. . : 

C/o. You ſhould have fayd fir before a knave, tart a 
knave, that's before me th'art a knaue ; this had beene 
truth ſir. 

Par. Go to, thon-arta wittie foole, I have found 
thee. | EE . | 

Clo. Did you finde mein your ſclfe fir, or were you 
taught to finde me? Eff 4 | 

to, The ſearch fir was profitable,and much Foole may 
you find in you, even to the worlds pleaſure, and the en- 
creaſe of laughter. 

Par. A good. knave ifaith, and well fed. 

Madam, my Lord will go. away tonight, 


A 


keepe them on, havetlica) (till, O my knaue, hov7 do's. 


7 
——— 


— _ 


—__— 


| 
| 
| 


(5 


| 


I ee mee ee 


| 
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eAllsW ell that end; well, 


a” 


A verie ſerrious buſineſſe cali's on bim :; 

The great prerogative and rite of love, | 

Whichas your due time claimes, be do'sacknowledge, 
Bur putsit offtoa compell'd reſtraint: 

Wheſe want, and whoſe delay, is ſtrew'd with ſweets 
Whichthey diſtill now inthe curbed time, 

To makethe comming houre-oreflow with joys 

And pleafure drowne the brim. 

Hel. What's his will elſe ? 

Par. That you will take your inſtant leave a'th king, 
And make this haſt as your owne good proceeding, 
Strengthned with what Apo!ogie you thinke 
May make it probable n:ede. | 

Hel. W hat more commands hee ? 

Par. That having this obtain'd, you preſently 
Attend his further picaſure. 

Hel. In everything I waite upon his will. 


Par. I ſhall report it ſo. Exit Par. 
Hell. I pray you comefirrah. Exit. 
Enter Lafew and Bertram. 


Leaf. But I hope your : Lordſhippe thinkes not him a 
ſouldier. 
Ber. Yes my Lord,and of veric valiant approofe. 
Lef. You have it from his owne deliverance. 
Ber. :And by other warranted teſtimonie. 
' Laf, Then my Diall goesnot true, I tooke this Larke 
for abunting- 

Ber. ] do aflure you my Lord he is very great in know- 
ledge, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf. I have then {inn'd againſt his experience, and 
tranſgreſt againſt his valour,and my ſtate that way is dan- 
gerous, fince I cannot find in my hart to repent : Heere 
he comes, I pray you make usfriends, I will purſue the 


amitie. 
Enter Paroles. 


Par. Theſe things ſhalll be done fir. 

Laf. Pray youſir who's his Tailor? 

Par. Sir? 

Laf. O I know kim well, I fir, hefir's a good worke- 
man, a very good Tailor. 

Ber, Isſhe gone tothe king? 

Pay. Shee 1s. 

Fer. Wiil ſhe away to night ? 

Par. Asyou'le have her. 

Ber. I have writ my letters, casketted my treaſure, 
Given order for our borſe, and to night, 
When I ſhould take poſlcifion ofthe Bride, 
AndereI do begin. _ 

Laf. A good travailer is ſomething at the latter end of 
a dinner, but on that lics three thirds, and ufes a knowne 
truth to paſſea thouſand nothings with , ſhould be once 
heard,and thrice beaten. God fave your Captaine. 

Ber. Is there any unkindnefſe betweene my Lordand 


you Monſieur? 
Par. I know not how I have deſerved to run into my 


Lords diſpleaſure. | | 
Laf. You have made ſhift to run into'r, bootes and 
ſpurresand all ; like himthar leapesinto the Cuſtard, and 
out of it you'lerunne againe , rather then ſuffer queſtion 
for your refidence. | ue 
Ber.It may be you have miſtaken him my Lord. 
Laef. And ſhall doe ſoever, though I tooke: him at's 


——— 


prayers- Fare you well my Lord, and belceve this of 


me, therecan beno kernell inthis light Nut : theſoule 
of this man is his cloathes : Truſt him not in marrer-f 
heavie conſequence: I have kept of them tame, and knoy 


their natures. Farewell Monſieur, I have 


of you, then you have or will deſerve at my hand, bury 


muſt do good againſt evill. 
Par. Anidle Lord, I ſweare. 
Ber, 1 thinke ſo. 
Par. Why do younot know him ?. 


Ber. Yes, 1do know him well, and common f peech 
Gives him a worthy paſſe. Here comes ny clog. 


Enter Helena. 


Hel. I haveſiras I was commanded from you 
Spoke with the Kiug, and bave procur'd his leave 


For preſent parting,cnely he deſircs 
Some private ſpeech with you. 
Ber, 1 ſhall obay his will. 


You muſt muſt not mervaile Helenat my courſe, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 


The miniſtration, and required office 
On my particular. Prepar'd I was not 
For ſuch a buſinefſe, therefore am I found 


So much unſetled : This drives me to intreate you, 
That preſently you take your way for home, 

And rather muſc then aske why T intreate you, 
For my reſpe&s re berter then they ſeeme, 

And my appointments have inthem a necde 
Greater then ſhewesit ſelfeatrhe firſt view, 

To youthat know them not. Thisto my mother, 


"Twill be twodaies ere 1 ſhail ſee you, ſo 
I kaveyouto your wiledome. 
Het. Sir, I can nothing fay, 
But that Lam your molt obedient ſervant. 
Ber. Come, come, no moreof that. 
Hel. And ever ſhall 


With true obſervance ſecke to ecke out that 
Wherein toward me' my homely ſtarres have faild 


Toecqual! my great fortune. 


Ser. Letthat goe: my haſte is very great. Farcwell: 


Hie home. 
Hel. Pray fir your Pardon. 
Ber. Well, what would you ſay ? 


_ Bel. 1 amnot worthy of the wealth I owe, 


Nor dare I ſay 'tis mine: a:d yet it 18, 


But likea timorous theefe, moſt faine would ſteale 


W hat law does vouch mine owne. 
Ber, What would you have ? 


Hel. Something, and ſcarſe ſo much : nothing indeed, 
I would not tell yoa what I would my Lord ; Faith yes, 
Strangers and foes doe ſunder, and not kifſe. 

Ber. I pray you tay not, bur in haſt to horſe, 

Hel... 1 ſhall not breake your bidding, good my Lord: 
Where are my other men? Monſieur: farewell. Exit, 

B:r. Go thou toward home, where I will never come, 

' Whil'& I can ſhake my ſword, or heare the drumme : 


A way, and for our flight. 
Par. Bravely, Coragio. 


ſpoken better 


— 


Lo —— 


Anus Tertins. 


Gd mT 


CD m_— 


Floxriſh. . Exter the Duke of Florence, thetwo Frenchmen 


with a troops of Soulaiers. 
Duke.Sothat from point to point, now 


h ou heard 
ave y The 


- 


NE OO. 


— 


D_—— 


And ygofe rhirits after. 
1. Lord. Holy fecmes the quarrell 


Onthe oppoſer. 


"y 


Againſt our borrowing prayers. 
French E. Good my Lord, 


As often as I guelt. 
Du, Be it his pleaſure. 


Come heere for Phy!tcke. 
Du. Welcome ſhail they bce: 


To morroiv to the fieid. 


{ that 3e comes not alung with her. 


melancholiy man- 


t0 come. 


man loves money, with no ſtomacke. 
Lad. W hat have we hecrce : 
. (%. Inthat have you there. 
A Letter. 


Toflyethefavours of ſo good a King, 
Toplucke his indignation on thy head, 


ortheconempt of Empire. 
Enter Clowne, 


; twoſouldiers,and my yong Lady. 
La. What is the matter. 


IS 


he would. 


Con. By whar obſervance pray you? 

Ch.W hy he will looke upon his boote,and ſing:mend 
the Ruffe and ſing, aske queltions and ting , picke his 
teeth, and fing:1 know a man that had this cricke of me- 
lancholy hoid a goodly Mannor fora fong. 

Lad, Let mc tec whar he writes, and when he mcanes 


Vpon your Graces part : blacke and fearfull 


The reaſons of our ſtate I cannot yeclde, 
But like a cotamon and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a Coumtai:c frames, 
By ſelfe unable motion , therefore dare 
Say what I thinke of it,fince I have found 
My ſelfe in my incertaine grounds to faile 


nor 


Andall the honors thar can flye from us, 
Shall on them fettle:you know your places well, 
{ When better fall, for your availcs they fell. 


Eater Counteſſe and Clowne. 
Count, It hath happen'd ail,as | would have had it,fave 


{ This is not well:raſh and vnbrid!ed boy,) 


By themiſpriſing of a Maide too vertuous 


A I's IWell that ends Well, 24] : 


| The fundamentall reaſons of this'warre, | 
Whoſegreat decifion hath much blood let forth 


Dk. Therefore we mervaile much our Coſin France 
Would in ſo juſt a buſineſſe, ſhut his botome 


Fre, G. Bart 1 an ſure the yonger of our nature, 
{ That ſurfet on their cate, will day by day 


{*v. By my troth i take-my young Lord to be a yery 


Clo] havetyo mind to 7sbell fince I was at Court.Our 
od Ling andpur /she/ra'th Country, are nothing like 
your old-Ling & your /:b-15a'th Court:the brains of my 
Cupid's knock'd out, and | beginnctolove, as an old 


Exit. 


I have ſent you a danghter-ix.= Law , free hath reconered the 
King,and vadore we © 1 have wedded her,not bedded her , and 
ſworne to make the 3:01 cternall. You ſhall beare I am runne a- 
wap, krow it before the report comes If there be bredth enough 
mmthe world, 1 will hold a long diſtasce. My duty to you. 

Torr wife tuniate fonne, 


Bertram. 


Cl. O Madam, yonder is heavy newes within between 


Clo, Nay there is ſome comfort in the newes, ſome 
comfort,your ſonne wil not be kild ſo ſoone as 1 thought 


| Ze. Why ſhould he be kill'd? 

(0. So fay I Madame, if he runne away , as Theare he 
docs, the danger is in ſtanding too'r, that's the loſſe of 
men, though it be the getting of children. Heere they | 


come wall tell you more. For my part I onely heareyour | 
tonne was run away, 


Enter Pellen avd two Gentlemen... 


Frerch E. Save you good Madam. 
Hel. Madam,my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 
Fren. 6. Do not fay to. 
£4. Thinke upon patience, pray you Gentlemen, 
I have felt ſo many quirkes of joy and greece, 
Thatthe firlt face of neither on the ſtart 
Can woman me vntoy*t. Where 1s my ſonne I pray you? 
Frer. G. Madam he's gone to ſerve the Duke of Flo- 
rence, | 
Wemet him thitherward, for thence we came: 
And after ſome diſpatch in hand at Court, 
Thither we bend againe. 
Hel. Looke on his Letter Madam, here's my Paſporrt. 


When thou car ft get the Ring upon my finger, which never ſhall | 
come off,and few me a childe begotten of thy body, that [ am 
father to, then call we husband:t nt inſucha (then) 1 write a 

Never. | 

This isa dreadfull ſentence. 
£4. Brought you this Letter Gentlemen? 
I, G. I Madain,and for the Coments fake are ſorry for | 

OUr PaINES. | | 
O/a La.T prethee Lady have a better cheere, 

It thou engrotielt, ail the greefes are thine, 

Thou robvit me ofa moity:He was my ſonne, -. | 

But I do waſh his name out of my blood, 

And thou art all my childe, Towards Florence is hc? 
Fren. G. 1 Madan. | 
La. And to d&a fouldie: ! 

Fren. G. Such is his noble purpoſe,and beleev?r 

The Dake will lay upon him ali the honor 

That good convenience cialmess 
La. Returne you thither? 
Frca. EI Madam, with the ſwifteſt wing of ſpeed. 
Het. Till I have zo wife, I have nothing in France, 

'Tis better. | 
La. Finde you that therc? | 
Het. 1 Madame. 

FrenE. Tis but the bo!dnes oChis hand happily,which | 
his heart was not con{enting roo. | 
Lad. Nothing in France, untill he have no wite: | 

There's nothing heerethat is too good for him | 

Bur onely ſhe, and ſhe deſerves a Lord 

T hat twenty ſuch rude boyes might rend upon, 

And cail her hourely Miſtris. Who was with him? 

Fren. E. A icrvant onely , and a Gentleman : which I | 
have ſometime knownc. 

La. F arolles was it not? | 

Fren. E.1 my good Lady, hee. 

La. A very tainted fellow,and full of wickednefle, 

My ſonne corruprsa well derived nature 

With his inducement. 

Fren. E. Indeed good Lady the fellow has a deale of 
that, too much, which ho!ds him much to have. 

La, Y'are welcome Gentlemen, 1 will :ntreate you | 
when you ſce my ſonne, totell him that his ſword can 
never Winne the honor that he looſes:more Ile intreate 


oy 


X | __you | 


' you Written to beare along. | 


| That tings with piercing, donot touch my Lord: 
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Fren. G. We ſerve you Madam inthat and all your 
worthieſt affaires. 

La. Not ſo,but as we change our conrteſies, ' 
Will you draw neere? 

Hel. Tilt I bave no wife | have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France untill he has no wite: 

Thou ſhalt have none Roſſilton,none in France, 
Then haſt thou all againe:poore Lord, is'tTI 

That chaſe thee from thy Countrie, and expoſe 
Thoſe tender limbes of thine, to the event 

Of the none-ſparing warre? And is it I, 

That drive thee from the ſportive Court, where thou 
Was't ſhot at with faire eyes,to be the marke 

Of ſmoakie Muskets? © youleaden meſſengers, 

That ride upon the violent ſpcede of fire, 

Fly with falſe ayme,move the ſtill-piercing aire 


E xit. 


Whoever ſhootsat him, I ſet him there. 

Who cver charges on his forward breſt, 

I am the Caitiffe that do hold him too't, 

And though I kill him not, I am the cauſe 

His death was ſo effe&ed:Better'twere 

I met the ravine Lyon when he roar'd 

With ſharpe conſtraint of hunger:better"twere, 
That all the miſeries which nature owes 

Were mine at once. No come thou home Roſſilizor, 
Wohence honor but of danger winnes a ſcarre, 

As oft it looſes all. I will be gone: 

My being hcere it is, that holds thee hence, ' 

Shall I ſtay heere to doo't?No, no, although 

The ayre of Paradiſe did fan the houſe, 

And Angels ojic'd all: will be gone, 

That pitrifull rumour may report my flight 

To conſolats thine care. Come night, end day, 

For with the darke(poore thecte)Ile ſteaic away. Exit, 


Flouriſh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Roſſillion, 
drum and trumpets,ſoldiers, Parrolles. 


Dwke. The Generall of our horſe thouart,and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beſt loye and exedence 
Vpon thy premiting fortune. 

Ber. Sir it 1s 
A charge too heavy for my {trength, bur 


eAllswell that Ends well. 


—_——F 


FWrite,write,that from tho bloody courſe of wary, 
My acereſt Maiſter your deare ſonne may hit, 
Bleſſe him at home in peace. Whilſt I from farre, 
His name with <ealous fervenr ſanttifie: 

Hi; taken labonrs bia him me forgine: 

I his deſpightfoll Iuno ſent him forth, 

From Comrtly friends with Camping foes to live, 
here death and danger dogs the heeles of worth, 
He is too good and faire for death,and me, 
Wham I my ſelfe emhrace,to ſet him free. 


Ah what ſharpe ſtings are in her mildeſt words? 
Kyzardo, you did neverlacke advice fomuch, 
AsIetting her paſſe ſo:had I ſpoke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents, 
W hich thus ſhe hath prevented. 
Ste. Pardon me Madam, 
If I had given you this at over-night, 
She might have beene orc-tane:and yet ſhe writes 
Purſuite would be but vaine. | 
La. W hat Angell ſhall 
Bicſſe this unworthy husband,he cannot thrive, 
Vnleſle her prayers, whom heaven delights to heare 
And loves to grant, repreeve him fron, the wrath 
Of greateſt Iuſtice. W rite, and write Rynalds, 
Tothis unworthy husband of his wife, 
Lctevery word waigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does waigh teolight:my greateſt grecfe, 
Though little he doe feele it,ſet downe ſharpely, 
Diſpatch the moſt convenient meſſenger, 
When haply he ſhall heare that ſhe is gone, 


| He will returne, and hope I may that ſhee 


Hearing ſo much,will ſpecd her foote againe, 
Led hither by pure love:which of thera both 
Is decreſt to me, I have no skill in ſence 
To make diſtintion:providethis Meſſenger: 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weake, 
Grecfe would have teares,and {orrow bids me ſpeake. 
d E xenm, 
e-4 Tucket «farre offs * 
Enter old WWiddow of Florence, her daughter, Viotents 
and Mariana, with other 
Cit1wNS. 


Wee'l {trive to beare it for your worthy ſake, 
Tothextreme edge of hazard. 
Ds. Then go thou forth, 
And fortune play upon thy proſperous helme 
As thy auſpicious miltris, 
Ber. This very day 
Great Mars I put my ſelfeinto thy file, 
Make me but like my thoughts, and I ſhall prove 
A lover of thy drumme;, hater of loye. Exeunt omnes 


Enter Counteſſe & Steward, 


La. Alas/and would youtake theletter of her: 
Might you not know ſhe would do,as ſhe has done, 
By ſending mea Letter, Reade it agen, 


Letter, 
I ar S. laques bis. gan nr” 2 
Ambitions love hath ſo in me offended, 
That bare-foot plod I the cold ground wpou 


With ſainted vow my faults to have amended. 


—— 


Widdow. Nay come, 
For if they do approach the Citty, 
We ſhall looſe all the fight. | 
Dea. They ſay,the French Count has done 
Moſt honourable ſervice. 
Wd. It is reported, 
That he has takentheir great'ſt Commander, 
And that with his owne hand he flew 
The Dukes brother : we haue loſt our labour, 
They are gonea contrary way: harke, 
You may know by their Trumpets: 
Maria. Come lets returne againe, 
And ſuihice our ſelves with rhe report of it. 
Well D#ana, take heed of this French Earle, 


| The honor ofa Maide is her name, 


And no Legacie is ſo rich 
As honeſty. 
rid. Thavetold my neighbour 
How you have beene ſolicited by a Gentleman 
His Companion. 


Mew 


— ——— 


nm. 4 


ee tdi = —_ a 


All's Well that ends Well 


| afilthy Officer he is inthoſe ſuggeſtions for the young 
Earle, beware of them Diaza ; their promiles , entiſc- 
ments , oathes , tokens , andall theſe engines of luſt , are 
not the things they go under : many a maide hath beene 
ſ:duced by them , and the miſery 15 example , that ſo 
rerrible ſhewes in the wracke of\maiden-hood , cannot 
for all that difſwade ſucceffion , /but that they are limed 
with the twigges that threatens them, I hope I neede 
not to adviſe yon further, but I hope your owne grace 
will keepe you where you are, though there were no 
farther danger knowne,,, but the modeltic which is ſo 
loſt, | 
2 Dia. You ſhall not neede to feare me. 

Enter Hellen. 
wid. I hepe ſo :looke here comes a pilgrim , I know 
the will lye at my houſe , thither they ſend one another, 
{ llequeſtion her. God ſave you pilgrim, whither are you 
bound? 
Hel. To S. Taques Ia grand. 
Where do the Palmers lodge, I do beſeech you? 
Wid. At the S. Erencis heere befide the Port. 
Het. Is this the way? A march afarre. 
wid.1 marry ift. Harke yon, they come this way : 
If you will tarry holy Pilgrime. 


' OWoaria. I know that knave , hang him, one Parrolles 


| Corrupt the tender honour of a Maide: 


But ſhe is arm'd for him, and keepes her guard 
| In honelteſt defence. 


; _ Drumme and Colonrs- 
enter Connt Roſſillion, t arr olles,and the whole Army, 


Ma. The goddes forbid elſe. 
' Wid. So, now they come: 
That is eAntoniothe Dukes eldeſt ſonne, 
That E/ca'ns. 
Hel. Waich is the Frenchman? 
Dia. Hee, | 
That with the plume, 'tis a moſt gallant fellow, 
| I would helov'd his wilezit he were honcſter 
He were much goodlicr. Istnot a handſome Gentleman? 
Hel. 1 like him weil. 
Dsa. Tis pitty he 1s not honeſt:yonds thar ſame knave: 
That leades him to theſe places: were | his Lady, 
I would poiſonthat vile Raſcall. 
Hel. W hich is he? 
Dea. I hat lacke an-apes with ſcarfes. Why is he me- 


—_— WW on 


lancholly? 
- Hel. Perchance he $s hurt ith battaile, 
Par, Loole our drum? Well. 


Bur till the the troopes come by, © « 
1 will conduct you where you ſhailbe lodg'd, 
1 The rather for I thinke I know your holtclle 
| Asample as my ſeltc. 
Hel. Is it your ſelfe? o 
wid: Ifyou ſhall pleaſe ſo Pilgrime. 
Hel. I thanke you, and will ſtay upon your leiſuure. 
Wid.'You camc I thinke from France? 
Bel. 1 did fo. 
*-Wid. Heere you ſhall ſee a Countriman of yours 
That has done worthy ſervice, 
Hel. His name I pray you? : 
Dia, The Count Reſſilion:know you ſucha one? 
Hel. But by the care that heares molt nobly of him: 
His face I know not. 
Dia. Wifat ſomere his is | 


As tis reported:for the King had married him 
Againſt his liking. Thinke you it is ſo? 

Hel. I ſurely, mecre the truth, I know his Lady. 
Di4. There isa Gentleman that ſerves the Count, 
Reports but courſcly ot her. 

Hel. What's his name? 

Dia. Monſieur Parrolles. 

Ael. Oh1 beleeve with him, 

In argument of praiſe , or tothe worth 

Ofthe great Count himſclfe, ſhe is too meane 
Tohave her name repeated,all her deſerving 
Isareſerved honeſty, and that 

I have not heard cxamin'd, 

Dia. Alas poore Lady, 

Tisa bard bondage to beconze the wife 

Of a dereſting Lord, 

Wid. I right good creature, whereſoere ſhe is, 
Her hart waighes ſadly : this yong maid might do her 
A ſhrewd turne if ſhe pleas'd. 

Hel. How-do you meane? 

May be,the amorous Count ſolicites her 
Intheunlawfull purpoſe. 

Wid. He does indeede, 


He'sbravely taken heere. He ſtole from France _ | 


Dc:ceived in him? | 


{pyed us. 
Wid. Marry hang you. 
Mar. And your curteſie, for a ring-carrier. Exit. 
Vid. The troope is paſt: Come p1i!grim.T wil bring 
You, Wherc you ſhall hoſt: Of injoyn'd penitents 
There's foure or five, to great S.{aques bound, 


Hel. | humbly thanke you: 

Pleaſe it this Matron,and this gentle Maide 
Toeate withus to night,the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me,and to requite you further, 

I will beſtow ſome precepts on this virgin, 
Worthy the note. 

Both. Wee'lrake your offer kindly. Exenn, 


Erter Count Roſſilton a»d the Frenchmen, 

as at firſ}. 
Cap. E. Nay good my Lord put him toet't:let him 
have his way. 
Cap. G. If your Lordſhip finde him not a Hilding, 
hold me no more in your reſpet, 
Cap. E. Onmy life my Lord a bubble. | | 
Ber, Do you thinke I am fo farre 


w 


Cap. E. Beleeve it my Lord , inmine owne dire&t 


Atar. He's threwdly vext ar ſomething. Looke he has | 


| 


| 


Already at my houſe. 


knowledge , without any malice , but to ſneake of him 
as my kinſiman , hee's a moſt notable Coward ,- an infi- 
niteand endlefſe Lyar , an hourely promilc-breaker , the 
owner of no one good quality ; worthy your Lordthips 
entertainement. 

Cap. G.It were fit you knew him, leaſt repoſing too 
farre in his vertue which he hath not , he might at ſome 
great andtruſtie buſineſſe , in a maine daunger , fayle 


ls | 
Ber. I would I knew in what particular ation to try 
him. 1 
Cap. G .None better then to let him fetch off his |/ 
drumme,which you heare him ſo confidentlyundertake to 
do. | 


And brokes with all that can in ſuch a ſuite 


Fm 


G. E.'I with a troop of Florentines will ſodainly ſur- | 
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mm AliWelltiamdWel. | 


prize him ; ſuch I will have whom I am ſure he knowes undertake this bufineſſe , which he knowes isnotto bee 
| not from the enemic : wee will binde and hoodwinke | done , damnes himſclfe to do, & dares better be damnd, 
| him ſo, that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but that he is car- | then to doo't. 

| ried into the Leager of the adverſaries , when we bring Cap. G. You do not know him my Lord as wee doe, 
| him to our owne tents : bee but your Lordſhip preſent | certaine it isthat he will ſteale himſelfe into a mans fa 
at his examination , 1f he do not tor the promite of his vour, and for a weeke eſcape a great deale of diſcove. 
life, and in the higheſt compulſion of baſe feare, offer to | ries, but when you finde him out , you have him ever af+ 
betray you , and deliver all the intelligence in his power' | ter. , 

7] againſt you, and that with the divine forfeite of his ſoule Ber. Why do you thinke hee will make nodeedeat 


upen oath , never truſt my judgement in any things —| all of this that ſo ſeriouſly hee doocs addrefic himlclfe 
Cap.G.O for the love of laughter , let-him fetch his | unto? 
drumme , he ſayes he has a ficatagem for't : when your (4p. E. None in the world, but returne with an in- 


Lordſhip ſees the bottome of this ſucceſſe in't , and to | vention , and clap upon youtwoor three probable lies; 
what mettle this counterfeyt lump of ours will be mel- | but wee havealmoſt imboſt him, you ſhall ſe hisfallto 
ted,if you give him not Iohn drummes . entertainement, | night ; for indeede hee is not for your Lordſhippes re- 


- your inclining cannot be removed. Heere he comes. ſpeak. ; 
Cap. F. Weele make you ſome ſport with the Foxe 
| Enter Paroles. ere wee caſe him. He was firſt ſmoak'd by the old Lord 


| Lafew; when his diſguiſe and he is parted , tell me what 
Cap. E. Ofor the love of laughter hinder notthe ho- | a ſprat you ſhall finde him , which you ſhall ſee this very 
nor of his defigne, ler him fetch off his drumme in any | night. 


I” 


hand. Cap. F. I muſt golooke my twigges, 
| Ber. How now Monſicar ? This drumme ſticks fore- | He ſhall be caught. 
ly. in yout diſpoſition. Ber. Your brother he ſhall goalong with me. 
Cap. G. A pox on't, let it go, 'tis but a drumme. ( #p. G, As't pleaſe your Lordſhip, Le leave you. 


Par, But adramme ! Iſt but a drumme ? A drum ſo Ber. Now will I leade you to the houſe,and ſhew you 
loſt. There was exceſlent command, tochargein with | The Laſle I ſpoke of. 


our horſe upon our owne wings , and to rend our owne Cap. E. But you ſay ſh's honeſt. 
ſouldiers. Ber. That's all the fault : I ſpoke with hir but once, 
Cp. G. That was not to be blam'd inthe command | And found her wondrous cold, butIſentto her 
of the ſervice: it was a diſaſter of warre that (ſar him | By this ſame Coxcombe that we have i'th winde 
ſelfe could not have prevented , if he had beene there to | Tokens and Letrers, which ſhe did reſend, 
command. .| Andthis is all I have done:She's afairecreature, 
| Her. Well, wee cannot greatly condemne our ſuccefſe: *| Will yougo ſee her? 
{ ſome diſhonor wee had jn the loſſe of that drum,but it is | Cap. E. With all my heart my Lord, E xemt. 
not to. be recovered. | 
Pa. It might have beene recovered. Enter Hellen, and Widdow, 
Ber. It might, but it is not now. | 
Par. It 1s to berecovered, but that the merit of ſer- | Mel. If you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhee,' 


vice is fildome attributed ro the true andexatt perfor- | Iknow not how I ſhall aſſure you further, 

mer, I would have that drumme or another , or hic ja- | But I ſhall looſe the grounds I workeu 

cet, Wid.Though my eltate be falne,l was well borne, 
Ber. Why if you have a ſtomacke:too't Monſicur : if | Nothins acquainted withtheſe buſineſles, 

youthinke your myſterie in ſtratagem , can bring this | And would not put my reputation now 

inſtrument of honour againe into his nativequarter , bee | In any ſtaining at. | 

magnanimous inthe enterprize and goon, I willgrace | Hel. Mor would I wiſh you. 

the attempt fora worthy exploit : if you ſpecde well in | Firſt give metruſt , the Count he his my husband, 

it, the Duke ſhall both ſpeake of it, and extend to you | And what to your {worne counſaileT have ſpoken, 

what further becomes his greatneſle, even ro the vtmeſt || Is1o from word to werd:and then you cannot 


ſyllable of your worthincſle. By the good ayde that I of you ſhall borrow, 
'} Pr. By the hand of a {ouldicr I will undertake it. | Erre in beſtowing it. 
Ber. but you muſt not now ſlumber in it. | Mid. ſhould beleeve you, 


Far. Ile about it this cvening, and I will preſently pen | For you have ſhew'd me that which well approves 
downe my dilemma's, encourage my (clfe in my certain- | Y'aregreatin fortune. 
ty,put my ſelfc into my mortall preparation:and by mid- | #Hel.Take this purſe of Gold, 
night looke to heare further from me. Andlct me buy your friendly kelpe thus farre, 
Ber. May I bee bold ro acquaint his grace you are gone | Which 1 wili over-pay,and pay againe 


J— 


about it. When I have found it. The Count he wooes your 
Par. I know not what the ſucceſle will be my Lord, daughter, 
but the attempt 1 vow. Layesdowne his wanton fiedge before her beauty, 
Ber. I know th'art valiant, Retolvesto carry her:let her in fine conſent 
Arid to the poſſibility of thy ſouldierſhip, As wee'l direct her how 'tis beſt to beare it: 
| Will ſubſcribe for thee : Farewell. Now his important blood will naught deny, 
PF ar. I love not many words. Ext. || That ſhceldemand:a ring the County weares, 
Cap-'E. No more then a fiſh loves water. Is not this | That downward hath ſucceededin his houſe 
| a ſtrange fellow my Lord , that ſo confidently ſeemes to From ſonneto ſonne, ſome foure or five deſcents, 4 
| ince 
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WT All«Well tharends Well, 


Since the firſt father wore it. This Ring he holds 

In moſt rich choice:yetin his idle fire, 

To buy his will,it would not ſeeme too deere, 

' How crerepented after. 1 5 
Fid. Now 1 ſce the bottome of your-purpoſe. 
Hel. You ſec it lawfull then, it 1s no more; 

But that your daughter ere ſhe ſecmes as wonne, 

Deſires this Ring ; appoints him an encounter, 

In fine, delivers me to fill the time, '' 

Her ſclfe moſt chaſtly abſent:after this 

Tomarry her, He addethree thouſand Crowne 

To what js paſt already. | 

tid. Khave yeclded: | 

Inftrut my daughter how ſhe ſhall petſever, 

That time and place with this deceit fo lawfull 

May prove coherent. Every night he comes 

With Mufickes of all ſorts,and fongs compos'd 

Toher vnworthineſfſe:It nothing ſtecds us 

Tochide him from our ceves,for he perſiſts 

As it his life lay ont. 

Hel..W hy then to night 

Let us affay our plot, which if it ſpeed, 

Is wicked meaning in alawfull deede; 

And lawfull meaning ina lawfull at, 

Where both not ſinne,and yet a ſinfull fact. 

But let's about it- | 


Aftus Quartus. 


k 


— 


Enter one oft be Frenchemen, with five or ſx other 
ſonldier5in ambuſh. 


_ | 
t- Lord E.He can come no other way but by this hedge 


Language you will: though you underſtand it not your 
ſelves , no matter : for we muſt not ſeeme to underitand 
him, ynlefſe ſome oneamong us, whom we muſt produce 
for an Interpreter. J 

I. So}. Good Captaive,lct me be th'Interpreter. 

Dor, E. Art not acquainted with him ? knowes he not 
thy voice? 

* 1. Sol. No ſir I warrant you. | 

Lo. E-. But what linfie wolſy haſt thou to ſpeake to us 
ine? | | 

I, Sol. E'n ſuch as you ſpeake to me. 

Ls. B. He muſt thinke us ſome band of ſtrangers,i'th 
adverſaries entertainement. Now he hath aſmacke of all 
pers Languages : therefore: we muſt every one 
be aman of his owne fancy,not to know what we ſpeake 
one toanother:ſo we ſeeme to know,ls to know ſtraight 

| our purpole : Choughs language, gabble enough, and 

god enough. As for you interpreter , you mult ſeeme 

| very politicke.Bur couch hoa,hecre he comes,to beguile 

two houres ina ſleepe , and thento returne & {weare the 

lics he forges. 


Enter Parrolles. 


Pay. Ten aclocke : Within theſe three houres *twill 
betime enough ro goc home. What ſhall I ay I have 
done?It muſt bee a very plaufive invention that carries 
it. They beginne to ſmoake mee , and diſgraces have of 
late, knock'd too often at my doore:I finde my tongue 

18 toofoole-hardy , but my heart hath the feare of Mars 


ee PI 


corner : when you ſally upon him, ſpeake what terrible | 


Come on,thou arc g 


my tongue. ./ 


was guilty of. 


came you off with ſo little'? And. great ones I dare not 
 8ive, wherefore what's the inſtance. Tongue,I muſt put 
you into a Butter»womans mouth ,and buy my ſelfeano- 


ils. 


Lo. E. Ts it poſſible he ſhould know what he is;and be 
that he is, 
Par. I would the cutting of my garments would ſerve 
the turne,or the breaking of my Spaniſh ſword. 
£9. E. We cannor affoord you ſo. | 
Par. Or the baring of my beard ; andto fay it was in 
ſtratagem. | 
£o. E.'Twould not do. 
Par. Or to drowne my cloathes,and ſay I was ſtript. 
Lo. E. Hardly ſerve. 
_ Par, Though IſworeT leapt from the window of the 
Citadell, | 
Zo. E. How deepe? 
Par. Thirty fadome. 
Le. E. Three great oathes would ſcarſe make that be 
beleeved. 
P4-1 would I hadany drumme of the cnemics,I would 
ſweareI recover'd it. 
Le. E. You ſhall heare one anon. 
Par. A drumme now of the cncmies. 
| eAlarum within. 
Lo. E. Throca movenuſus, cargo,carge,cargo. 
| ell. Cargo,cargo, vilianda par corbo,cargo. 
Par, O ranlome,ranſome, 
Do not hide mine cyes. 
Inter. Baskos thromuldy beckos. 
Par. I know you are the CMHnskes Regiment, 
And I ſhall looſe my life for want of language. 
If there be hecere German or Dane, Low Dutch, 
Icalian,or French,ler him ſpeake to me, 
Ile diſcover that, which ſhall undo the Florentine. 
Int. Bockos vawuedo, 1 underſtand thee, and can ſpeake 
thy tongue : Kerelybo»o fir , betake thee to thy faith, for 
ſeventecne ponyards are at thy boſome. 
Par. Oh, 
In. Oh pray,pray,pray, 
AManche — Lk : , 
Lo. E. Oſceorbidulchor walivores. 
Int. The Generall is content to ſpare thee yet, 
And hoedwinktas thou art, will leade thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou mayſt informe 
Something to ſave thy lite, | 
Par, Olet me live, 
And all the ſecrts of our campe Ile ſhew, | 
Their force, their purpoles:Nay, Ile ſpeake that, 
Which you will wonder at. 
1x, But wile thou faithfully? , 
Par. If I do net, damne me. 
Int. Acordo lints. 


an 


ſpaces ';. Exie, 


ther of Bajazerhs Mule, if you prattle mee into theſe pe- | 


| before it, and of his creatures, not daring the reportsof | 
Lo. E. This is the firſt truth that ere thine own tongue 1] 


Par. W hat the divell ſhould move mee to undertake | 
the recovery ofthis drumme , being nor ignorantof the | 
1mpoſſibility , and knowing I had no ſuch purpoſe 21 | 
mult give my ſeclfc: ſome hurts, and fay I gotthem in ex- | 
ploit.: yet {light ones will not carry it. They will ſay, } 


and 
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_ Z.E. Gotell the Count Refſilon and my brother, 

We have caught the woodcocke, and will keepe:him 

Till we do heare from them. . 
Sol. Captaine I will. 

- £Z« E. A will betrayus 

Inferme on that. -: : 
Foe. S0I will fir. 

 , FE. Till thenlle keepe bim darke and ſafely lockt. 


Enter Bertram,and the Maidcalled ; 
Fer They told me that your name was Fontybet. 
Dia. No my geod Lord, Diana. . 
Ser. Titled Goddefiſe; -.. _ 
And worth it with addition : but faire ſoule, 
In your fine frame hath love noquality? 
If the quicke fire of youth light not your minde, 
Youare no Maiden but a monument: 
When you are dead you ſhould be ſuch a one 
As y= are how:for you are cold and fterne, 
And now you ſhould be as your mother was 
When your ſweet {elfe was got. 
. Dia. She then was honeſt. - 
Zer.So ſhould you be. 
. Dia, No: | 
My mother did but duty, ſnch(my Lord) 
As you owe to your wite. 
Ber. No more a'that: PICKS 
I prethee donot ſtrive againſt my vowes: 
I was compelt'd to her, but I love thee = 
By loves 'owne ſweet conftraint,and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of ſeruice. ; 
Dsa. I ſo you ſerve us '' | 
Till weſerve you:But when you have eur Roſes, 
You barely leave our thornes to pricke our ſelves, 


allunto our ſelves, 


- 


-And mocke us with our bareneſle. © 


Ber. How have I ſworne. | 

Dia. Tis not the many oathes that make the truth, 
But the plaine fingle vow,that is vow'd true: 
What is not holy,that we ſweare not by, 


If i ſhould ſweare by Ioves great attribute, 
Tloy'd you deerely, would you beleeve my cathes, 
When I did love you ili? This ha's no holding 
Toſweareby him whom I proteſt to love 
That I will worke againſt him. Therefore your eathes 
Are words and poore conditions, but unſcal'd 
Atlcaft in my opinion. 

'Ber. Change it, change it: 
Be riot ſo holy cruell : Love is holy, 
And my integrity ne're knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with:Stand no more off, 
But givethy ſclfe unto my ſicke deſires, 
Who then recovers. Say thou art mine,andever 
My love as it beginnes, ſhall ſo perſever. 

Dsa, I ſcethat men make rope's in ſuch a ſcarre, 
That wee'l forſake our ſclves. Give me that Ring. 

Ber. Ile lend it thee my deere, but have no power 
To give it from me. 

Dia, Will younot my Lord? 

Ber. It is an honour longing toour houſe, 

ueathed downe frem many Anceſtors, 

hich were the greateſt obloquy i'th world, 
In'me to looſe. F . 
.* Dix: Minc Honors ſuch aRing,”' - 
My chaſtities the Jewell of obr houſe, 


'z (muffled 


But take the high'f to witneſſe : then pray. yourtell mc, | 


I 


—_—. 
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Bequeathed downe from many Anceſtors, 

Which were the greateſt obloquie i'th world 

In meetolooſe., Thus your :owne proper wiſedome 
Brings in the Champion honor on my part, 


- | Againſt your vaine aſſaults, 


| Ber. Heere; take my Ring, 

My houſe, mine honor, yea my life be thine, 
And Ile be bid by thee. | 

Dia. When midnight comes, knocke at my chamber 
window: _ bring 

Ile order take, my mother ſhall norheare. 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 
| When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed, 
Remaine there but ns woolen nor ſpeake to me: 
My reaſons are moſt ſtrong, and you ſhallknow them, 
W hen backe againe this Ring ſhall be deliver'd:, 
And on your finger-iathenight, Ile put : 
Another Ring, that what intime proceeds, 
May token to the-future, our paſt deeds. 


—_ 


} Adieu till then,then faile not : you have wonne* - 


A wife of me, though there my hope be done. 
Be, A heayen oncarth I have won by weoing thee.Ex, 
D-.. For which,live long to thanke both heaven & me, 
You may ſo in theend. _ | 
My mother told me juſt how he would woo, 
As ifſhefſatcin's heart. She ſayes.all men 
Have the like oathes:He had ſ{worne to marry me 
When his wife's dead : therefore Ile lye with him 
When Iam buried. Since Frenchmen are ſo braide, 
Marry that will,1 live and dic a Maid: 
Onely in this diſguiſe, I think*t no finne, 
To coſen him that would unjuſtly winne. Exit. 
Emer the two French Capt aines, and ſome two or three 
| | Sonldiogrs. 
Cap. G. You have not given him his mothers letter. 
Cap. E.T havedeliv'red it an houre ſince,there 1s ſom 
thing in't that ftings his nature : for on the readiug it, 
he chang'd almoſt into another man. : 
Cap. G. He has much worthy blame lzid upon him, 
for ſhaking eff ſo good a wife, and ſo ſweet a Lady. 

Cap. E. Eſpecially, hee hath incurrcd the everlaſting 
diſpleaſure of the King , who had even tun'd his bounty 
to ſing happineſle to him. I will tell you a thing , but you 
ſhalltet it Iwell darkly with you, | 

Cap. G. When you have (poken it*tis dead, and Iam 
the grave of it. | 

Cap. E. Hee hath peruerted a young Gentlewoman 
heere in Florence, of a moſt chaſte renown, and this night. 
he fleſhes his will in the ſpoyle of her honour : hee hath 
given her his monumentall Ring , and thinkes himſcltc 
made in the unchaſte compoſition. 

Cap. G. Now Goddelay our rebellion as we are our 
ſelves, what things are we- 

Cap. E. Meerely our owne traitours. Andasin the 
common courſe of all treafons , we ſtill ſee them reveal 
themſelves, till they attaine to their abhorr'd ends: {o he 
that inthis ation contrives againſt his owne Nobility 1 
his proper ſtreame, ore-flowes himlelfe, 

Cap. G. Is it not meant damnable in us,to be Truth 
peters of our unlaw full intents ? We ſhall not then have 
his company tonight? ; 

Cap, E.Not till after midnight: for hee isdieted to þis 
houre. | 

Cap. G. That approaches apace : I would gladly have 


him {ce his company anathgmiz'd, that hee might _ 


LK edtined 


—_— —_— 
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ameaſurc of hisowne j udgements , wherein ſo curiouſly \ Lordſhip. 


he had ſet this counterfeit. 


for his preſence muſt be the whip of the other. 


Warres* : 
Cep. E. I heare there is an overture of peace. 


aþ. G, Nay, 1 aſſure you a peace concluded, = 
Cap. E. W hat will Count Roſſillon do then? Will hee 
travaile higher,or returne againe into France? 

Cap. G. 1 perccive by this demand, you are not altege- 
ther of his councell. ; 
Cap. &- Letit be forbid fir,ſo ſhould I be a great deale 
of his a}. I | 
{. G. Sir , his wife ſome two months ſince fledde 
from his houſe ; her pretence 15a pilgrimage to Saint Le- 
ines Þ+ grand ; which holy undertaking, with moſt au- 
Rok fntimony ſhe accompliſht: and there reſiding,the 
tenderneſſe of her Nature,became as a prey to her greefe: 
in fine ; made a groane of her laſt breath,& now ſhe ſings 
in heaven. PN | 

Cap. E. How is this juſtified? _ 
(#5: The ſtronger part of it by her owne Letters, 
which makes her ſtory true, even to the poynt of her 
death : her death is ſelfe , which could not be her office 
to ſay, is come : was faithfully confirm'd by the Reftor 
of the place. . 

; Cap. E. Hath the Countallthis intelligence? | 

».C&.9; T,and the particular confirmations,point from 

-Ipoltitzto the full arming of the verity. | 

RF (ap. E. I am heartily ſorry that heel bee gladde of 
this. 

(#. 6. How mightily ſometimes, we make us com- 
forts of our loſſes. | 

Cap. E, And how mightily ſome other times, wee 
drowtie our gaine in teares , the great: dignity that his 
valour hath here acquir'd for him , ſhall at home becn- 
countred with a ſhame as ample. 

Cep.G. The webbe of our life,is ofa mingled yarne, 
good and ill rogether : our vertaes would bee proud, if 
our faults whipt them not,and our crimes would defpaire | 
if they were nor cheriſh'd by our vertues. 


| Enter a Meſſenger. 
How now 2 Where's your maiſter? 

Ser. He met the Duke in the itreet fir , of whom hee 
hath taken a ſolemncleave:his Lordſhippe willnext mor- 
- | ning for France. The Duke hith offcred him Letters of 
| commendations to the King. 

| Cap. E. They ſhall bee no more then necdfull there , if 
they were more then they can commend. 


Enter (ount Roſſilsov. | 

Ber. They cannot be too ſweete for the Kings tart- 
| neſſe, heere's his Lordſhip now. How now my Lord, i'it 
notafter midnight? 
Ber. 1 have to night diſpatch'd ſixteene buſineſſes , a 
moneths lenghta pecce, by an abltraR of ſucceſle : I have 
congied with the Duke, done my adicu with his neereſt; 
buried a wife , morn'd for her ,writto my Lady mother, 
Tam returning,entertain'd my Convoy, and betweene 
theſe maine parcels of diſpatch , affected many nicer 
_ : the laſt was the greateſt , butthat I have not cn- 

edyet. 

Cap, E.If the buſineiſe bee of any difficulty and this 
morning your departure hence , it requires haſt of your 


Cap. E. We wil not meddle with him till he come; 


- "{4p. G. In the meane time , what heare: you of thoſe 


———c, 


Sev. T meany the buſineſſe is not ended, asfearing to 
heare. of it hereafter : but ſhall weave this diilogue bet=- 
weene the Foole and the Soldiour. Come , bring torth 
this counterfer modulc;hasdeceiv'd mee , like adouble- 
meamng Pfropheſier. | 

Cap. E. Bring him forth;ha's ſate i'th ſtockesall night 
poore gallant knave. : 

-- Ber. No matter , his heeles have deſerv'd it, inufur- 
ping his {purres fo long. How does he carry himiclc? 

Cap. E: I have told your Lordſhip already: | he ttccas 


ſtood, he weepes like a wench that bad ſhed ber miil-«. 
he hath confeſt hiniſelfe to Morgan,whom hee ſippoſcs 
to bea Friar , from the time of tis remewbrancetothis 
very inftant diſaſter of Þisſetting i'th ſtockes : aud what 
thinke you hc hath confeſt? 
Ber. Nothing of me. ha's a? 

_ Cap. E.His coutcliion is taken , and it ſhall be read ro 
his face, if your Lordſhip bein't, as I bejeeve you are,ou 
mult have the patience to heare it, 


Entey Parrolles with bis Interpreter. 
Ber. Aplagae upon him , muffeld ; he can ſay nothing 
of me: huſh, 
Cap. G. Hoodman comes: Portetartaroſſa. 
Im. Hecalies for the tortures, what will you ſay with- 
our'em. | 
Par. I will confeſſe what I know without conſtraint, 
If ye pinch me like a Paſty, I can ſay no mores 

Int. Bocko Chimm cho. | 

Cap. Boblibindo chicurnenrco. 


Re ——_— 


carric him. But to anſwer you as you wouid be wider | 


— O__ 


4 4s vv 


Izt. You are a mercifull Generall : Our Generall bids 
you anſwer to what I ſhall aske you out ofa Note. 
Par. Andtruly, as1hopeto live. | 
Int. Firft demand of him , how many horſe the Duke | 
is ſtrong. W hat ſay you to that? i 
Par. Five or {ixc thoutand, but very weakeand unſer- 
viceable : the rroopes areall ſcattered , and the Comman- 
ders very poore rogues, upon wy reputation and credir, 
and as I hope to live. | 

Int. Shali I ſet do-yne your anſwer fo? 

Far. Dv, ile take the Sacranzent on't, how and which 
way you will : all's one to him. 

Ber. W hat a paſt-ſaving flave 1s this? - | 
Cap. G. Y'are deceiv*d my Lord,this is Monficur Par- 
rolles the gallatit militariſt,that was his owne phraſe,that 
had the whole theorick of warrein the knot or his ſcarfe 


—” 


Cap. E.I will never truſt a man againe, for keeping his | 

ſword cleane, nor belceve hee can have every thing in 

him, by wearing his apparell neatly. h 

[ut. Weil, that's ſet downe. | | 

Par. Five or ſix thouſand horſe I ſed, IF will fay true, | 

orthereabours ſet downe, for le ſpeake truth, | 

Cap.G. Hes very necrethe truth inthis. . 

Ber. But 1 con him nocnankes fort in'the nature hee 

deliversit, — 

Par. Poore rogues, I pray you ſay. 

Int. Well,that's ſet downe. | 
Par. I humbly thanke you fir ,/a truth'satruth, the 

Rogues are marvailous poore. | 

Int. Demiaund of him of what ſtrength they area foot. 

W hatſay yeu to that? 

Par. By my troth fir , if I wereto live this preſent 

houre, I will tell true, Let me fee , Spwrio a hundred and | 


y——_— 


and the praRiſc in the chape of his dagger. KA 


«#/ fifry, | 


| oa 
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fifty, » Sebaltian ſo many , (orambiis ſo many ; Taques fo 


teene thouſand pole , halfc of the which , dare not ſhake 
ſelves to peeces. 
Ber. W hat ſhall be done to him? 


Duke, 


this? W hat do you know of 1t? 


 theintergatories. Demand them ſingly. 
Int. Do you know this Captaine Dumaine? 


S Aly. 


know his braines are forfeite to the next tile that fals.. 


campe? | = 
Far. Vpon my knowledge he is, and lowfſie- 


your Lord anon. 
It. What is his reputation with the Duke? 


{| ket, 
4 - I=s. Marry we'll ſcarch. 


Tent. 


1 ®Par.1donot know if it be it or no. 

Ber. Our Interpreter do's it well. 

Cap. G. Excellently. 

Int. Dian,the Counts « foole aud fall of gold. 


ut it ane. . | 
g In. aygtle reade it firſt by your fayour. 


—_— 


nity, and devours up all the fry it finds. 
Ber. Damnable both-fides rogue. 


| take tt; 
Afeer be (cores he never payes the ſcore; 
Helfe won ir match woll made match and well make it, 
He were peyes brs zake it before, 
Andſay « ſoulder( Dian) told thee this: 
Mew are te well with, bojes are net to hip. 


many : Gailtien,Coſwe,Lodowicke , and Graty , two hun- 
dred fifty each : Mine owne Company , Chitopher , Vau- 
word, Bentij, two hundred fifty cach : ſo that the muſter 
| file, rotten and ſound , upon my life amounts notro fif- 


the ſnow from off their Caſſocks, leaſt they ſhake them - 
Cap. G. Nothing , but let him have thankes: Demand 
ef him my conditions:and what credite I have with the 
Int, Well that” ſet downe :.you ſhall demaund of him, 
whether one Captaine Daumaine be it'h Cawpe, aFrench- 
man : what his reputation is with the Duke , what his 
valour , honeſty, and expertneſle in warres : or whether 
hethinkes it were not poſſible with-wellwaighing ſum- 
mes of gold to corrupt him to a reyolt. What fay you to 


Pg Ibeſcech you let me anſwer to the particular of 
Par. I know him ,a wasa Botchers Prentize in Paris, 
from whence he was whipt for getting the Shrieves fool 
with childe, a dumbe innocent that could not fay him 
Ber. Nay, by your leave hold your hands, though I 


Inter, Well, is this Captaine in the Duke of Florences 


Cap. G. Nay looke not ſo upon me: we ſhall heare of 


Pw.In good fadneſle I do not know,cither itis there, 
or it is upon a file with the Dukes other Letters, 1n my 


Int. Heere 'tis,heere's a paper , ſhall I reade it to you? 


Par. That is not the Dakes letter fir : that is an ad- 
vertiſement to a proper maide in Florence, one Diena,to 
take heede of theallurement of one Count Roſſilion,a foo- 
liſh idle boy : bat for all that very rutriſh. I pray you fir 


Int. Let When he ſweares oathes , bid him drop gold, and 


[OT 


Per. My mcaning in't I proteſt was very honeſt in the | 
behalfe of the maid : for I knew the young Count to be a 
crous amd laſcivious boy , who is a whale to Virgi- 


Par. The Duke knowes him for no other, but a poore | 
Officer of mine , and writ to me this other day, toturne 
him out a'th band. I thinke I have his Letter in my poc- 


i —. 


—_—_ 


For connt of this,the (onnt a Fools 1 know 57; 

17 ho pajes before, but not when he does oweit, 

Thine as he vow'd tothee in thine care, 
| Parrolles. 

rime in's forehead. 

Linguiſt, andthe army-potent ſouldier. 

he's a Cat to me. 


be faine to hang you. 


on, ith ſtockes,or any where, ſo I may live. 


you have an{wer'd to his reputation wit 
to his valour. What is his honeſty? 


"Herewtes, He willlye fir, with ſuchyolubility , that 
would thinke truth were a foole:drunkennefle is his 


ric thing that an honeſt man ſhould not have ; 
honeſt man ſhould have he has nothing. 
Cap. G. I begin tolove him for this. 


on him for me,he's more and more a Cat. 
Int. W hat ſay you to bis expertneſſe in warre? 


C#p. G- He hath out-villain'd villany ſo farre, tha 
raritie redeemes him. 
Ber. A pox on him, he's a Cat ſtill. 


to aske you, if Gold will corrupt him torevolt. 


tually. 


Int, What's his Brother , the other Captain Damn? 


(ap. E. Why do's he aske him of me? 
Int. W hat's he? 


its reputed one of the beſt that 1s, In a retreate hee 
Crampe. ; 


the Florentine? 


1 


pleaſure, 


| onely to ſceme to deſerve well, and to beguilerhe ſu 


. Ber. He ſhall bee whipt through the Amy withthis 
C*p. E. This is your devoted friend fir , the manifold 
Ber. I could endure any thing before but a Cat , and 
Int. I perceive fir by your Generals lookes , wee ſhall 


Par, My life ir in any caſe : Not thatTI amafraideto 
dye, bur that my offences beeing many , I would repent 
oat the remainder of Nature. Let me live fir ina dunge- 


Int, WeT'le fee what may bee done, ſo you canfeſſe 
freely : therefore once more to this _—_ Dumaine, 
the Duke , aud 


Par. He will ſtcale firan Egge out of a Cloiſter : for 
rapes and raviſhments he paralels Neſs. Hee profeſſes 
not keeping of oaths , breaking em he is ſtronger then 


vertye;for he will be ſwine-drunke, and in his ſleepehe 
does little harme, fave to his bed-cloathes about him; 
but they know, Ms conditions, and lay hini- in ſtray. 1, 
havebar little more to ſay fir of his honefly, he ha's cve- 


Ber. For this deſcription of thine honeſty ? A pox up- | 


_ Fax. Faith fir, ha's led the drumme before the Eng- 
liſh Tragedians : to belic him I will not, and more of his 
ſouldierſhip I know not, except in that Country , he had 
the honour to be the Oilicerata place there called Mil- 
xd, to inſtrudt for the doubling of files. Lwould doe the 
man what honour I can, but of this I am not certaine. 


Int. Ais qualities being at this poore price , I neednot 


Par.Sir , for aCardecue he will ſell the fee-ſimple of 
his falvation,the inheritance of it, and cut th'intaile frem 
all remainders, and a perpetuall ſucceſſion for it perpe- 


Par. E'ne a Crowath ſame neſt : not altogether fo 
greatas the firſt in goodneſle, but greater a great deale in 
evill. He excels his Brother for a coward,yet his Brother 


runnes any Lackey , marry in comming on , hee ha'sthe | 


| Far, land the Captaine of his horſe, Count Rofſilion- 
Int, Ile whiſper with the Generall , and knowe his 


Par, Ile no more drumming , a plague of all drummes, 


fition 


* 


t the 


out« 


Ire. If your life be ſaved, will you undertake to betray | 


ppo- 


——— —_— . 
_— 


he 
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Gtion of that laſcivious yong boy the Count , haveI run 
into this danger: yet who would have ſuſpetedan am- 
baſh where 1 was taken? MD 7. | 
Int, There is no remedy fir, but you muſtdye : the 
Generallſayes , you that have fo traitorouſly diſcovered 
theſecters of your army , and made ſuch peſtiferous re- 
res of men very nobly held,. can ſerve the world for 
no honeſt uſe: therefore you mult dye. Come headeſiman, 
of with his head. Ty 
fa. O Lord firlet melive , or let mee ſee my death. 
Isz. That ſhall you , and take your leave of all your 
friends: 
So looke about you, know you any heere? 
{{omn, Good morrow noble Capraine. 
Lo. E, God bleſſe you Captaine Parolles. 
({#: G. God fave you noble Captaine. :=h 
'Lo. E. Captaine , what grecting will you tomy Lord 
LefemiT :m tor France. : 
Cap. G: Good Captaine will you give me a Copy of 


Roſſilion , and I were nota yery Coward, V'de compell it 


of you, but fare you well. Exenmt. 
Im. You are undone Captaincall but your ſcarfe, that 
has a knot on't yet. 


Pw. W ho cannot be cruſh'd with a plot? 
Int. If you could finde out a Country where but wo- 
men were that had received ſo much ſhame , you might 


. of, beginan impudent Nation, Fare yeEwellfir , I am for 
27} Fraxcetoo,, we ſhall ſpeake of youthere. 


Exit, 
Par. Yet am 1 thankfu!l : if my heart were great 


+1 'Twould burſt at this: Captaine Ile be no more, 


'” | But I will cate , and drinke, and ſleepe as ſoft 

| {| AsCapraine ſhall. Simply the thing Iam, 

| Shall make me live:who knowes himſelfe a braggart 

| Let kim feare this;for it will come to paſle, 
Ae 


That every braggart ſhall be found an A 
Ruſt ſ\word,coole bluſhes, and Parrolerlive 
Safcſt in ſhame : being fool'd, by fool'ry thrive; 
There's place and meanes for every man alive. 
lle after them. 


Enter Hellen, widdew, and Diana. 


| Hel. That you may well perceive I have not 
| wrong d you, 
One of the greatelt in the Chriſtian world 
Shall be my ſurcty:forewhoſe throne 'risneedfull 
EreIcan perfe&t mine intents,to kneele. 
Time was I did him a deſired office 


| Decrealmoſt as his life , which gratitude 


Through flinty Tartars boſome would peepe forth, 
And anſwer thankes. 1 duly am inform'd, 
| His -_ it Marſell;s,to which place 
We have convenient convoy:you muſt know 
Lam ſuppoſed dead,ths Army breaking, 
My husband hies him home, where heaven ayding, 
And by the leave of my good Lordthe King, 
| Wee'l be before our welcome. $19 

Wid. Gentle Madam; 
You never had a ſervant to whoſetruſt 
Your bufines was more welcome. 

Hel. Nor your Miſtris | 
Ever a friend, whoſe thoughts more truly labour 
' Torecompence your loye:Doubt not but heaven 
| Hathbroughe me up to be your danghters dower, 

it hath fatcd her to be my motive 


A... 


My 


the ſonnet you writ to Din in behalfe of the Count: 


And helper to a husband. Bur O trangemien,, _ 
That canſuch fweet ufe make of what they hate, 
When ſawcy trufting of the cofin'd thoughts 
Defiles the pirchy mght, ſoluſt doth play 
With what it loathes, for that which is away, 
But more of this heereafter: you Diana, 
Vnder my poore inftruftions yet muſt ſuffer 
Something in my behalte. 
.  Dia,Let death and honeſty 
Go with your impofitions, I am youts 
Vpon your will to ſuffer. 

Hel. Yet pray you: | 
But withthe word the time will bring on ſummer, 
When Briars ſhall have leaves as well as thornes, 
And beas ſweet as ſharpe:we muſt away, 
Our Wagon is prepar'd, and timereviues us, 
AlFs well that ends well, {till that fines the Crowne; 
Whatere the courſe, the end is the renowne- @Exemnr. 


Emer Clowne, old Lady, and Lafew. 


Zaf. No, no; no,your ſonne was miſled with a ſaipt 
taffata fellow there, whoſe villanous ſaffron would have 
made ali the unbak'd and dowy youth ofa nation in his 
colour; your daughter - in-law had beecne alive at this 
houre,and your ſonne heere at hom, more aduanc'd by rhe 
King,then by that red-tail'd humble Bee I ſpeak e of. 

Za. T would I had not knowne him, it was the death 
of the moſt vertuous gentlewowanzthat ever Nature had 
praiſe for creating. If ſhe had partaken of my fleth and 
coſt mee the deereſt groanes of a mother, I could nor 
have owed her a morerooted love. 

La. Twasa good Lady , 'twas 2 good Lady. We may 
ick 8 a thouſand fallets ere wee iight on ſuchanother 
carbe. . 

Cle. Indeed fir ſhe was the ſweete Margerom of the 
{allet, or rather the hearbe of grace. 
| Laf. They are not hearbes you knave, they are noſe» 
hearbes. 

Cto.T am no great N abuchadnezar ſir, have not much 
Skill in grace. | 

La. Whether doeſt thou profeſle thy ſeife, a knave or 
a foole? | | 


mans. | 
La, Your diſtinction. Ry 
Cho. I would couſen the man of this wife, and do his 
ſervice. 
La. So you werea knave at his ſervice indeed. 
Cle. And I would give his wite my bauble fir todo her 
fervice. 
_ La.1 will ſubſcribe for thee , thou art both knave and 
foole. | 
(7. At your ſervice. 
La. No, no,nv. ; . 
Clo. Why fir, if I cannot ſerveyou, I can ſerveas great 
a prince as youare- | 
La. W hoſe that, a Frenchman? of 
Ce. Faith fir a has an Engliſh maine, but his fiſnomy 
is more hotter in France then there. 
Le. What prince 1s that? 


alias the divell. br. 
La. Hold thee,there's my purſe, I give thee not this to 


Clow. 


| 


— 


—p———— ” N PI 


— 


Ch. A foolefirat a womans ſervice, anda knaveata | 


Cle. The blacke prince fir,alias the prince of darkeneſſe | 


| ſuggeſt thee from thy maſter thou talkſt off, ſerve him} 
"cd | 


| 
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Cle. Tam a, woodland fellow fir, thatalwaies loved | T0 

agreat fire,and the miſter I ſpeake of ever keeps a good oA on F Ont ntuas, 

fire, but Tire he is the Pritice of the world , let his No- 

bilitie remaine in's Court. Iam for the houſe with the - 
' narrow gate, which I take to bee too little for pompe to Enter Hellew, Widdow , and Diana, with 
enter: ſome that humble themſelves may , but the ma- | Hs 

ny will be too chill and tender, and theyle bee for the | 
flowric way tliat leads to the broad gate , and the great Hel. Bat this exceeding poſting day andnight, 


hre. | | | | Muſt wear your ſpirits low, we cannot helpe 1t. 
La, Go thy waics, I beginto bee a weary of theeand | py ih bevemade the daies and nights as one, 
I tell thee ſo before, becauſe T would not fall out with | o7, your gentlelimbes in my affaires, 


thee. Go thy wayes, let my horſes be well look'd to, | p14 you do to growgin my cequitall, 


without any trickes. Asnothi ou. in h time 
Ch. IfT put any trickes upon em fir , they ſhall bee oO AE (oe Faw prom klh : 


Tades rrickes , which aretheir owne right by the law of | 14. may helpe me to his Majeſttes care, 
Nature. EX#: | If he wouldi —_ his power. God fave you lir: 


| 
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« ' Gent, And you. 

Lady. Soais. My Lord that's gone made himſelfe | 7, Sir, I have ſcene you in the Court of France, 

, Gent. have beenc ſometimes there. b 

; , | bet ſawcineſic, Hel. I do preſume {ir,that you are not falne J 
and indecd he has no pace, but runngs'Ww efe/he will. From the report that gocs upon your goodnefle, E 


Laf. Tlike him well , "tis not aniiffezandj1 was about | a, 1 c ded with moſt ſharpe eccafions 
to tell you , ſince T heard of the goodTadttics death,and it rg «4: corerAaiy re put > to : 


that my Lord your ſonne was upon his returne home. 1 Mp ; 
moved the King my maiſter to ſpeake in the behalfe of 2 baked 1s" PR 
' my daughter, which in the minority of them both , his | @,,, W hat's your will > 

Majeſty out of aſclfe gracious remembrancedid firſt pro- Hol, Thari wall pleaſe you 
| poſe, his Highneſfſe hath promis'd me to doe it , and to To give this poore petition tothe King, 


ſtoppe up the diſpleaſure he hath conceived againſt your | aq aydeme with that {tore of power you have 
ſonne , there 1s no fitter matter, How do's your Ladyſhip | T9 come into his preſence. 


like it? Z #: ll? ; theere. 
E = La. With very much content my Lord , and I wiſkftt Fj The = m7 > I gt 
happily effected. 2 {.. "Gen. Not indeed, 


14, His Highneſſe comes poſt from IMar/elis , of ab, 
able body as when he number'd thirty , a will be heere 
1] to morrow, or Iam deceiv'd by him that in ſuch intelli- 
'{ gence hath {eldome fail'd. | 
| _ 44. Irejoyces me, that I hope ſhall ſee him ere I die. 
Thave ketters that my ſonne will be heere to night:T ſhal 
| beſeech your Lordſhip to remaine with mee, till they Gem. Marcie as | takeit to Roſſillion, 
j mecre together. 5 Ns W hither I am going. « 
Laf. Madam ,. I was thinking with what Manners I Hel. Ido beſtects von 
might ſafely be admitted. rn 
p Za. You ncede but pleade your honourable privi- 
ledge.” 
La. Lady of chat I have made a bold charter , but 1 
] thanke my God, it holds yet, 


*He hence remov'd laſt night, and with more haſt | 
Then is his uſe. 
Vid. Lord how we looſe our paincs. 
Hel. All's well that ends well yet, 
Though time ſeeme ſo adverſc, aud meanes unfit : 
I do beſeech you, whither is be gynE? 


Pr WTF. Ut 
= oo WR. obs ct, bt; 
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Since you are like to {ce the Rite before me, 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand, 
Which Ipreſume ſhall render yon no blame, 
But rather make you thanke your painesfor it : 
I will come after you with what good ſpeede 

| | Our meanes will make us meanes, 

Enter Clowne. Gent. This }le do for your. 


| | el. And you ſhali finde your ſelfe tobe well thank | 

Clo. O Madam, yonders my Lord your ſonne with a _ 4 5 4 8 
patch of yeluct on's face, whether rok. Garten ot w__ ri e falles morc. We mult to horſe arinc, 20.00 
or no, the YVeluet knowes, but'tis a goodly patchof V cl- PESOS xewnt, 


. . : F'uter Clowne and Parrolles. 
vet, his left checke 1s acheeke of two pile and a halfe, Ip 
bat his right cheeke is worne bate. P Par, Good M. Lavatch give my Lord Lafew this |t- 


—— 


; ter,[ have crenow fir beene berter knowne to you, when 
Pike erm a— Rd liv'ry of h I have held familiaritic with freſher work, but I am 
ma urrngh = 4 154g ry of honor, now fir muddicd infortunes mood, and ſmell ſomewhat 


o . S737 ſtrong of her ſtrong diſpleaſure. 
-n 7 portant Rady Gfate. . Col, _ Fortunes diſptcaſure is but fInttiſh - 
; ." GY mell fo ſtrongly as thouſpcak*ſt of : I will hencefoort 
With andy if bay bby PO | cate no Fiſh of Fortunes butt'ring. Prethee allow the 


(te. Faith there's dozen of em,with delicate fine hats, | 39 


and moſt courteous feathers, which boy the heat and nn 97 mo {command 
TY | | Cle. Indeed fir, if your Metaphor ſtinke, I will ſtop 
| Exennt, | mynoſe,or againſt any mans Mctaphor. Prethee get thee 
DE | | further. © Pa, 


— 


All's Well that ends Wi ell. 


DE O——_—_ 


Par. Pray you ſir deliver 'me this paper. 
(le. Foh , prethee ſtand away:a paper from fortunes 
cloſe-ſteole , to give toa Nobleman. Looke heere hee 


comes himſclte. 


Enter Lafew, 


{to. Heere isa purre of Fortunes ſir, or of Fortunes 
Cat , but not a Muſcat that ha's falne into the uncleanc 
fſh-pond of her diſpleaſure , and as be ſayes1s muddied 
withall. Pray you ſir, uſe the Carpe as you may , for hee 
lookes like a poore decayed, ingenious, toolith , ra(cally 
| knave- I do pittie his diſtreſſe in my ſmiles of comtort, 
and leave him to your Lordſhip. 

Par. My Lord, Iam a man whom fortune hath cruelly 
ſcratch'd. wy 

Laf. And what would you have me todo? *Tis too late 
to paire hex.nailes now. W herein have you played the 
knave with fortune that ſhe ſhould ſcratch you, who of 
her ſelfe isa good Lady,& would not have knaves thriue 
long under her? There's a Cardecue for you : Let the lu- 
ſices make you and fortune friends ; I am for other bu- 
fineſſe. 

Par. Ibeſcech your honour to heare mee one ſingle 
word: | 
Laf. You begge a inglepeny more : Come you ſhall 
ha't, ſave your word. 

Par. My name my good Lord is Parolles. 
Laf. You begge more then word then. Cox'my pal- 
ſion, give me your hand:tiow does your drumme? 

Par. O my good Lord, you were the firlt that found 
mee. 

Laf. Was I inſooth? And I was the firſt that loſt thee. 
Per. Ttlics in you my Lord to bring me 1n lome grace 
for you did bring me out. 


Humbly call'd Miſtris. 

Ki». Praifing what is loſt, 
Makes the remembrance deere. Well,call him hither, 
Wearereconcil'd,and the firſt view ſhall kill 
All repetition:Let him not aske our pardon, 

The nature of his great offence is dead, 

And deeper then oblivion, we do burie 
Th'inceniing reliques of it. Let him approach 
A ſtranger, no offender;and informe him 
So'*tts our will he ſhould 

Gert. I thail my Liege.” 

Kin. W hat fayes heto year daughter, 
Have you ſpoke? | 

Laf, All that he is, hath referenceto your Highnes. 

Kin. Then ſhall we havea match. I haveletters ſent 
me, that ſets him high in fame. 


Enter Count Bertram. 
Zaf. He lookes well on't 
Kn.I am not aday of ſeaſon, 
For thou maiſt fee a ſun-ſhine, and a haile 
In me at once; Butts the brighteſt beames 
Diſtrated cloudsgive way, {o ſtand thouforth, 
The time is faire againe. wh 
- Ber. My high repented blames 
Deere Soveraigne pardon to me. 
Kin. All is who'e, 
Not one word more of the conſumed time, 
Let's take the inſtant by the forward top 
For wearec old, and on our quick'ſt decrees 
Tt inaudible,and noiſclefſe toot of time 
Steales, ere we can effet them. You remember 
The daughter of this Lord? 
Sor, Admiringly my Liegc,at fir {t 
I ſtucke my choice upon her, ere my heart 


Laf. Out upon thee knave , doeft thon put upon mee 
at once both the oxice of God and the divel : one brings 
thee in grace , and the other brings thee out. The King s 
comming | know by his Trumpets. Sirrah , inquire fur- 
ther after me, I had talke of you laſt night , though you 
are a foole and a knave, you ſhall catc,$o to,follow. 

Par, | praite God for you, 


| 
| 


Flonriſh, Enter Ki::g, old Lady, Lafew,the two French 
$ Lords,with attendants. 

Kin, Weloſt a Tew'ell of her,and our eſteeme 

Was made much poorer by it:but your ſonne, 

As mad in folly,jiack'd the ſence to know 

Her eſtimation home. . 

O04 La. Tis paſt my Liegc, 

AndI beſeech your Majeſty to make it 

Naturall rebeliton, done i'th blad: of yourh , 

When oyle and fire,too ſtrong for reaſons force, 

Ore-beares it, and burnes on. 

Kin My honouar'd Lady, 

I have forgiven and: forgotten all, 

Though my revenges were high bentupon him, 

And watch'dthe time to ſhoote. 

Laf. This muſt ſay, | 

But firſt I begge my pardon:the yong Lord 

Did to his Majeſty, his Mother,and his Lady, 

Offence of mighty note;but to himſelte 


he greateft wrong of all. He loſt a wife, 

Whoſe beauty did aſtonith the ſurvey 

Of richeſt eyes: whoſe words all eares tooke captive, 
Whoſe deereperfeRion, heartsthat ſcorn'd to ſerve, 


; Where the impreſſion of mine eye enfixing, | 


; Or, erethey meete in me, O Nature ceaſle. 


Durſt make too bold a heraald of my tongue: 


Contempt his {cornfull Perſpective did lend me, 
Which warpt the line of every other favour, 
Scorn'd a faire colour,orexprelt it ſtolne, 
Extended or contracted allproportions 
To a moſt hideous object. T hence it came 
Thar ſhe whom a!l men prais'd, and whom my ſelfe, 
Since I have loſt, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The duſt that did offend it. 

Kin, Wel excus'd: 
That thou did(t love ker, ſtrikes fome ſcores away 
From the great compt: but love that comes too late, 
Like a remorſefull pardon flowly carried 
To the great ſender, turnes a ſowre offence, 
Crying, that's good that's gone: Our raſh faults, 
Make triuiall price of ſeriousthings we have, 
Not knowing them, untill we know their graves 
Oft our diſpleaſuresto our {clves unjuſt, 
Deſtroy our friznds,and after weepe their diſt: 
Our ownelove waking,cries to ſee what's done, | 
While ſhamefull hate ſleepes outrhe atternoone. 
Be this ſweet Helens knell,and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for faire Mand/n, 
T he maine conſentsare had, and hcere wee'l ſtay 
To ſee our widdowers ſecond marriage day: 
W hich better then the firſt, O deere heaven bleſle, 


Laf. Come on my ſonne,in whom my houſes name 
Muſt be diſgefted: give a favour from you 
To ſparkle inthe ſpirits of my daughter, 


_' Thar | 


— ee — 


— — 
EH - - 


i 


252 


AllsWellthat ends Well 


That ſhe may quickly come. By my old beard, 
Andev'ry haire that's on't, Heyen that's dead 
Was a ſweet creature:ſuch a ring as this, 
The laſt that ere I tooke her leaveat Court, 
I ſaw upon her finger. 
Ber. Hers it was not. 
Kin. Now pray you let me ſec it. For mine eye, 
While I-was ſpeaking,oft was faſtep'd too't: 
This Ring was mine,and when 1 gave it Helen, 
I bad her if her fortunes ever ſtoode 


Neceſlitied to helpe, that by this token 


I would releeve her. Had you that craftto reave her 
Of what ſhould ſicad her motli? 
Ber. My gracious Soveraigne, 
Howy cre it pleaſes you to take it ſo, 
The ring was never hers. 
Old La. Sonne, on my life 
T have ſeene her weare it, and ſhe reckon'diit 
At her lives rate. | 
Lafe.T am ſure I ſaw her weareit. : 
Ber. You are deceiv'd my Lord, ſhe never ſaw 1t: 
In Florence was it from a caſement throwne mce, 
Wrap'd ina paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it:Noble ſhe was, and thought 
I ſtood ingag'd, but when 1 had ſublcrib'd 
To mine owne fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not anſwer inthat courſe of Honour 
As ſhe had made the overture,ſhe ceaſt 
In heauy ſatisfation, and would never 
Receivethe Ring againe. 
Kin. Platus himielte, 
That knowes the tint and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in natures mylterie more ſcience, 
ThenT have in this Ring. Twas mine, *twas Helens, 
W ho ever gave it you:then if you kno 
That you are well acquainted with your ſclfe, 
Confeſle 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it fronvher. She call'd the Saints to ſurety, 


- That the would never put it from her finger, 


Vanleſle ſhe gave it to you ſelfe in bed, 
Where you have nevcr come: or ſent it us 
Vpon her great diſaitcr, 

Ber. She never {aw 1t. 

K#r. Thou ſpeak'It it falſcly:as I love mine Honor, 
And mak'ſt conjeturall feares to come into me, 
Which I would faine ſhut our, if it ſhou'd prove 
That thou art {o inhuwanc, *twill not prove ſo, 
And yet I know not, thou didft hate her deadly, 
And ſhe is dead,which nothing bar to clofe 
Hereyes my {elfe, couid win me to belceve, 
More then tofſce this Ring. Take him away, 


| My fore-paſt prooies, how ere the matterfall 


Sh:l taxe my teares of little vanity, 
Having vainly tear'd too little. Away with him, 
wee ſift this matter further. 

Ber. If you ſhall prove 
This Ring was ever hers, you ſhall as cate 
Prove that I husbanded her bcd in Florence, 
W here yet ſhe never was. 

Enter a Gentleman, 
Kin, T am wrap'd in diſmalichinkings. 
Gen, Gracious Soveraigne. 


Whether I have beene too blame or no, I know not, 


Here's a petition from a Florentine, 
W ho hath for foure or &veremoyes come ſhort, 
To tender it her felfe. I undertooke it, 


— 


—— 


Vanquiſh'd theretoby the faire grace and ſpeech. 

Of the poore ſuppliant, who by this I know 

Is heereattending:her buſincſe lookes in her 

Withan importing viſage, and ſheerold me 

In a ſweet verball breefcit did concerne 

Your Highnefle with her lelfe, 

| eA Letter. 

Upon his many proteſtations to marry me when his wife way | 
dead, I bluſh te ſay it, he wonne me. N owss the C ont Ref. 
fillson a Widdower , his vowes are forfeited to mee, and 
bonors payed to him. He folefrom Florence taking no leave 
and I follow him to his (orntrey for Iuſtice : Grant it me,0 
King, in you it beſt lies, otherwiſe a {edacer flouriſhes, and 
a poore Maid is undone. 
| Dtana Caplilet, 

Leaf. Twill buy mea ſonne in Law ina feare,and toule 
him for this. Ile none of him. | 

Kin. The heavens have thought well on thee Lafey, 
To bring forth this diſcou'ry, {ceke theſe ſutors: = 
Go ſpeedily, and bring againe the Count. 

Emer Bertram, 

Tam a-feard the life of Helen(Lady ) 
Was fowly ſnatchr. 

O14 Li. Now juſtice on the doers. 

K#n.1 wonder fir, wives are ſuch monſters to you, 

And that you fiye them as you ſweare them Lordſhip, 

Yet you deſire to marry. What woman's that? 


Enter Widdow,Diana,and Parrolles. 


D:4a.1 am my Lord a wretched Florentine, 

Derived from the ancicnt Capilct, 

My ſuite,as I dounderſtand, you know, 

And therefore know how farre I may be pittied 
id. T am her Mother fir, whoſe age and honour 

Both ſuffer under this complaint webring, 

And both ſhall ceaſe, without your remedie. 

Km, Come hither Count,do you know theſe Women? 
Zer. My Lord, i neither can nor will denie, 

But that I know them,do they charge me further? 
Dia, Why do you looke ſo ſtrange upon your wife? 
Ber. She's none of mine my Lord. 

Dia. If you ſhall marrie | 

You giveaway this hand, and that is mine, 

You give away heavens vowes, and thoſe are mine: 

You give away my fclfe, which is knowne mine: 

ForT by vow am fo embodied yours, 

That ſhe which marries you, muſt marrie me, 

Either both or none. 


Laf. Your reputation comes too ſhort for my dangh- 


ter, you are no husband for her. 

Ber. My Lord, this 1s a fond and deſperatecreature, 
Whom ſometime I have laugh'd with:Ler your highnes 
Lay a more aoblethought upon mine honour, 

Then for to thinke that I would finke it heere. 


Kin. Sir for my thoughts, you have them ill to friend, | 


Till your deeds gaine them fairer:prove your honor, 
Then in my thought it lies. 
Diar. Good my Lord, 
Aske him upon his oath, if bedo's thinke 
He had not my virginity. 
. Kin, What ſaift thou to her? 
Ber. She's impudent my Lord, 
And wasacommon gameſter torhe Campes 
Dia. He do's me wrong my Lord:IfI were ſo, 
He might have bought meat a common price. 


_ i at. ac} Lomas God —__—— 
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Doenotbeleeve him. O behold this Ring, vocall Companion is this ? 
Whoſe high reſpe& and rich validity Par. Iama poore man, and at your Majcſties com- 
Did lacke a Paralell: yer for all thar mand, | I 
Hegaveirtoa Commonera'th Campe "_ He'sa good drumme my Lord, but a naughty O- 
] be one. s 
gf uh He bluſhes, and” tis hit : Dia. Doe you know he promiſt me marriage? 
Of lixepreceding Anceſtors, that Temme Par. Faith I know more then lle ſpeake. | 
Confer d by teſtament to*ch ſequent ſe Ks. But wilt thou not ſpeake allthou know*# ? 
Hath it beene owedand worne. This is his wife, Par. Yes1o pleaſe your Majeſty : I did goe betweene_. 
ThatRings's a thouſand profes. them as I ſaid, but more then that he loved her, for in- 
Kin. Methought you ſaid deed he was madde for her, and talkt of Sathan, and of 
You ſaw one heerein Court could witneſle it. Limbo, and of Furies, and I know not what: yet I was in 
Dia, 19did my Lord, but loatham to produce that credit with thean at that time, thatI knew of their 
& bad an inſtrument, his name's Parrolles. going to bed, and of other motions, as promiſing her 
Laf. 1 ſaw the man to day, if man be bes marriage, andthings which would derive me ill will to 
Kin. Find him, and bring him hither. ſpeake of, therefore I will not ſpeake what I know. 
Roſ, What of him ? | Kin. Thou haſt ſpokenall alrcady, unlefſe thou canſt 
He's quoted fora moſt perfidious ſlave ſay they are married,butthoy art too fine in thy evidence, 
With allche ſpots th world, taxt and deboſh'd, therefore ſiand alide. This Ring youſay was yours: 


Dia. I my good Lord. 


Whole nature ſickens: but to ſpeakea truth, 
Kin. Where did you buy it ? Or who gave it you? 


Aml, orthat or this, for what hell utter, 


That will fpcake any thing, Da. It was not given me, por Idid not buy 1t. 
Kin. She hath that Ring of yours. Kin. Who lent it you ? | 
Roſ. I thinke ſhe bas ; certaine it is 1 lik'd her, [:a, It wasnotlent me neither. | 
And boorded her 1th wanton way of yourh : Kin. Where «id you find it then? 
She knew her diſtance, and did angle of me, Dia. Ifound it note | 
Madding my eagernefle wich her reſtraint, Km, If it were yours by none of all theſe wayes, 
Asall impediments in tancics courſe How could you give it him? 
Are motives of more fancy, and in fine, Dz:. I never gave it him. | 
Herinfuit comming with her moderne grace, Laf. This woman's an eafie glove my Lord, ſhe goes 
Subdu'd me to her rate, ſhe got the Ring off and on at pleaſure, 
And I had that which any inferiour might Kin. This Ring was mine, I gave ir his firſt wife. 
At Marker price have bought, | Dia. It might be yours or hers for ought I know. 
Dis, I muſt be patient : | Ken Take her away, I doe not like ber now, 
| Yoathat have turn'd offa firſt ſonoble wite, Toprifon with her : and away with him, 
| | May juſtly dyet me. I pray you yet, Vnleſſc thou telſt me where thou haditrhis Ring, 
| (Sifice you Tacke vertuc, 1 will loſe a husba1d) Thoudieſt within this houre. 
| Send for your Ring, I will retucne it home, Dia. llc never tell you. 
| Andgive me mine againe. Kin. Take her away. 
Rof. I have itnot, Dia. Ile put in baile my liedge. 
Kin. Whar Ring was yours | pray you ? | Xs. Irhinke thee now fomecommon Cuftomer., 
Dias. Sir much like the ſame upon your finger. Dia. By love ttever I knew man 'twas youu, 
Kin, Know you this Ring, this Ring wasKis of late. Kis. Whereforc haſt thou accuſde bim #Sthis while? } 
. Dia. And this was it I gave him betnga bed. Dia. Becauſe he's guilty, and he 1s not guilty ; 
- Ks. The tory then gocs falſe, you threw it him He knowes Iamno Maid, and he] {weare too't; 
Out of a Caſemnent. Ile ſweare 1am a Maid, and he knowes not. 
Di. I have ſpoke the truth. Exter Parolles. Grear King I am no ſtrumpet, by my life, 
Roſe My Lord, I doe confeſle the ring was hers. I am either Maid, or elte this old mans wife. 


Km. You boggle ſhrewdly, every father tarts you: | Kin: She does abuſe our cares, topriton with her. 
Is this the man yoa ſpeake of ? Dia. Good mother fetch my bayle. Stay Royall fir, 
Dia. I, my Lord. The Ieweller that owes the Ring 1s ſent for, 


Kin. Tell me firrab, but tell me true I charge you, And he ſhall ſurety me. Bur for this Lord, 
Not fearing the diſplcaſure of your maſter : Who hath abus'd me as he knowes himſelte, 
| (Whichon-your jutt proceeding, Ve keepe off) Though yet he never harai'd me,heere quit him, 
By himand by this woman heere, what know you? He knowes himſclfe my bed he hath defil'd, | 


Par. Sopleaſe your Majeſty, my maſter hath beene an | Andatthattime he got his wife with child : 
bonorable Gentlemen, Trickes hee bath had in him, | Dead though ſhe be,the fceles her yong one kicke: 
which Gentlemen have. | Sothere'smy riddle, one that's dead 15quicke, | 
iS; ,ceme,tothipurpoſe : Did he love this | And nowbehold-the-meauung. 


—_ 


Woman? | 
Pax. Faith fir he did love her, but how ! Enter Hellen and Wiagdow, f 
Kin, How I pray you? | _— 
Par. He did love her fir, as a Gent. lovesa Woman. Kin. 1s there no exorciſt = 
mis. How-is-that-? Beguilesthe-trucr-Ogice of mine cyes.e 
Par. He lov'd her fir, and lov'd her not. Is't reall that I ſee? | 
Z Kin. AsSthou art a Knave andno Knave, whatan equi- Hel. No my good Lor d, yoo 
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King. Lets from point to point this ſtory kno 
Thename, and not the thing. To make the even truth in pleaſure flow : s 
Ref: Both, both, O pardon. | _ If thou beefſt yet a freſh uncropped flower, 
Hel. Oh my good Lord, when'I was like this Maid, | Chooſe thouthy busband, and Ile pay thy dower, 
T found you wondrous kind, thereis your Ring, For I can gueſle, that by thy honeſt ayde, 
And looke you, heere's your letrer': this it ayes, Thou keeptſt a wite ker ſelfe, thy ſelfea Maide. 
When from my finger you can get this Ring, Of that andall the progreſſe more Mice, 
And is by me with child, &c. This is done, Reſoldv'dly more leafure ſhall explleſe; 
Will you be mine now you are doubly wonne 2? All yet ſeemes well,and if it end ſo c, 
Roſe If ſhe my Liege can make me knoy this clearely, | The bitter paſt, more welcome is the ſweer, 
Ile love her dearely, ever, cvecr dearely, © Flomiþh, 


Hel. If it appeare not plaine, and prove untrue, | 
Deadly divorce ſtep berweene me and you. . He Kings 4 Beeger, #0w the play ts done. 
O my deere mother, dae-I fee you living ? ell ts well ended, if this ſutte be wonne ,1 

Laf. Mine eyes ſmell Onions, I ſhall weepe anon : T bat you expreſſe Content : which we will pay, 

Good Tom Drumme lend me a handkercher. With ftrife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day : 

So I thanke thee, waite on me home, Ile make ſport with | Omrs be your patience then, aud yours our parts, 
| thee : Ler thy curtſies alone, they arc ſcurvy ones. Your gentle handslend us, and taks onr hearts. Excuti ont, | 


'Tis but the ſhadow of a wife you ſee, 


— 
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eAtfhus Primus. Scena Prima. 


DE — 


Enter Orfin Duke of Illyria, (urio, and other 
Loras. 


Ds. What Cnr? 
Cur, The Hart. 
Du. Why fo 1 doe, the Nobleſt that I have: 
O when mine eyes did ſee Ohvia firſt, 
Me thought ſhe purg'd the ayre of peltilence ; 
That inſtant was I turn'd intea Hart, 
And my defires like fell and cruell hounds, © 
| Ere ſince purſne me, How now what newes from her ? 


a 


Enter Valentme, 


Ud. So pleaſe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her handmaid doe returne this anſwer : 
The Element it ſelfe, till ſeven yeares heate, 
Shall zot behold her face at ample view : 
Buthke a Cloy ſirefle ſhe will vailed walke, 
And water once a day her Chambers round 
With eye-offending brine : all this to ſeaſon 
A beers dead love, which ſhe would keepe freſh 
Andlaſting, in her ſad remembrance. 

Ds. O ſhe that hath a heart of that fine frame 
Topay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How will ſhe love, when the rich golden ſhafc 
Hath kill'd the flocke of all affe&ions elſe 
That live in her. When Liver, Braine, and Heart, 
Theſe ſoveraigne thrones, are all ſupply'd and fill'd 
Her ſweet perfeQions with one ſelfe ſame king: 

before me, to ſweet beds of Flowres, 

Love-thoughts lye rich,when canopy'd with bowres. 
E xennt. 


| ( They fay) ſhe hadabjur'd the fighe 


" He was a Batchellor then. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Vila, a (aptaine, and Saylors, 
UV'0. What Country (Friends) is this? * 
Cap. This is Illyria Lady. . 
| Fioe. And what ſhould Idoe in Illyria? 
My brother he is in Elizium, 
Perchance he is not drown'd : What thinke you faylors? 
Cap. Itis perchancethat you your ſclfe were ſaved. 


Vio, O my poorebrother,and ſo perchance may he be. | 


C4p- True Madam, and to comfort you with c 
Aſſare your ſelfe, after our ſhipdid ſplit, 
When you, and thoſe poore number ſaved with you, 
Hung on our driving boate : I ſaw your brother. 
Moſt providentin perill, binde himlelfe, 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the practiſe) 
To aſtrong Maſte, that liv'd upon the ſea: 
Where like 0750 on the Dolphines backe, 
I ſaw him hold acquaintai.ce withthe waves, 
Solongas I could ſee. 
UVie. For faying fo, there's Gold ; 
Mine owne eſcape unfoldeth tomy hope, 
Whereto thy ſpeech ſerves for dy | 
The like of him. Know'ſt thouthis Country ? 
Cap. I Madam well, for 1 wasbred and borne 
Not three houres travaile from this very place? 
Uro. Who governs heere? 
Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as in name. 
Vio. What ishis name ? 
Cap. Orſino. 
Vio. Orfins tT have heard my father name him. 
Cap. And ſo is now, or wasſo very late : L 
For but a moneth ago [ went from hence, 
And then *twas freſh in marmure (as you know 
What great ones doe, the lefle will prattle of ) 
Thar he did ſeeke the love of faire Ohvie. 
Vis. What's ſhe? 
. A vertuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
Thar di'd ſome twelvemonth ſince, then leaving her 
In the protection of his ſonne, her brother, 
Who | phe alſo di'd : for whoſe deere love | 


company of men, MF, 
Uie. OthatI ſerv'd that Lady, 
And might not be GO to the world 
2 
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| Till I had made mincowne occaſion mello 
| What myctateis: . > | | 


. That were hard tocompaſle, 

gh ſhe will admir-no kind of ſuite, 
No not the Dukes. | : 

Vio. There is afaire behavigur in thee Captaine, 
And though that nature, with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft cloſe in pollution : yet of thee 
I will beleeve thou baſt a mind that ſuites 
With thisthy faire and outward character, 


{| Iprethee (and Ile pay thee bounteouſly) 


Conceale me what I am, and be my ayde, 
For ſuch diſguiſeas haply ſhall become 


| The formeof my intent. Ile ſerve this Duke, 


Thou ſhalt preſent me as an Eunuchto him, 
It may be worththy paines : for I can ſing, 
And {peaketo him 1n many ſorts of Muſicke, 
That will allow me very worth his ſervice. 


| What elſe _ hap, to time I will commit, 


Onely ſhape thou thy ſilence to my wit. | 
Cap. -Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute llebe, 


| When my tongue blabs, then let mine cyes not ſee. 


Exennt. 


Vie. 1thanke thee: Lead me on. 


Scana Teri. 


Sz - 
; & 


% 
-"- 


Evter Sir Toby, aud Maria. 


.'SirTo, What a plague meanes my N 
death of her brother thus? I am ſure care's an enemy to 


Mar. By my troth fit Toby, you muſt come in earlyer 
anights : youe Coſin, my Lady, takes great exceptions 
to your ill houres. 

To. Why let her except, before excepted. 

Mex. I, but you muſt contine your ſclfe within the 
modeſt limits of order. 

Te. Confine? lle confine my ſelfe no finer then IT am: 
theſe cloathesare good enough to drinke in, and fo be 
theſe boots too.: and they be nor, let them hang them- 
ſelves in thetr owhe ſtraps. 

Mar. That quaiting and drinking will. nndoe you : I 


{ heard my Ladyralke of it yeſterday : and of a fooliſh 
| knightthat you brought in one nighthere, to be her 


To. Who, Sir eAndrew Apgxe-checke ? 
Ma. TI he. 
To. He's astall a man as any's in 1llyria. 
Ma. What's that toth*purpoſc ? 
To. Why he ha's three thouſand ducats a yeere. 
Aa. T, but he'll have but ayeare inalltheſe ' ducates : 
He's a very foole, andaprodigall. 
To. Fye, that youll ſay fo: he playes &ch Viol-de-gam- 
boys, and ſpeakes three or ftoure languages word for 


(wootr. 


{ word without booke,& hath all the good gifts of nature. 


Mar. He hath indeed;almoſt naturall : for beſides that 
he'sa foole, he's a great quarreller: and bur that he hath 
- the gift of a Coward, to allay the guſt he hath in quarrel- 
ling, *tis thought among the prudent, he would quickly 
have the gift of a grave. - 


— 


tors that ſay ſo of him, Whoare they 2 | 
— Har.-They that adde moreover, he's drunke nightly 


 inyour 


a , 


| To. With drfaking healths to. my Neece: Ile drinke 


_ es. 2X ——_ 


eece to take the 


c—_— 


Tob. By this jhand ithey are ſcoundrels and ſubſtrac- | 


; Pariſh top. What wench 2? Caitihzane wulgo: for here 


+ An. Marry but you ſhall have, and heeres my had, 


 ſweare. Tur there's life in't man. 


en 
to her as long asthere isa paſſage in my throar,and driqy 
in {{;3ria; .be'sa Coward and a. Coyitrill that will ke 
drinke to my Neece, till his braines turne o'th toe, like, 


comes Sir Andrew Agne face. 
E mer Sir eAndrew. 
e-Tnd. Sir Toby Belch. How now Sir Toby Belt? 
To. Sweet {is- Andrew... 
e-7nd. Blefle you faire Shrew. 
ar. And yan too ir. 
Tob. Accolt Sir Andrew, accoſt, all 
end. What's that? 
To. My Nceces Chamber-maid. 
An. Good Miſtris accoſt,l defire better acquaintance, 
74. My name is Hayy tir. 
And. Good miſtris A7ary accoſt. 
To. You miſtake knight : Accoſt, is front her, boord 
her, wooe her,aflayle her. 
An. By my troth | would not nndertake her in this 
company. Is tharthe meaning of Accoſt? 
Car. Fareyouwell Gentlemen. 
To.. Ard thou let part fo Sir e4ndrew, would thoy 
mightſt never draw ſyvord agen. | 
And. And you part ſomiltris, I would I might never 
draw {wordagen ; Faire Lady, doe youthinke youhaye 
focles in hand ? | 
Ma. Sir,1 have not you by*th hand. 


Aar. Now fir, thought is free: I pray you bring your 
hand to*ch Buttry barre, and let irdrinke- 

—_ Wherefore ({weet-heart?) What's your Metz 
10r ? 
: Mar, Ir's dry fir. 

An. Why Ithicke ſo : Tam not ſuch an afſſe, but 1 
can keepe my hand dry. But what's your jelt ? 

Aa. Adry jclt Sir. 

end, Are you full ofthem ? 

Aa. ISir, I havethemat my fingersends: marry now 
I let goe your hand, Tam barren. Exit Maria, | 

To, O knight, thou lack*it a cup of Canary : when 
d1d I ſee thee fo put downe ? 

And. Never 1n your life I thinke, unlefſe youſce Cz 
nary put downe : me thinkes ſometimes I have no morc 
wir thena Chriſtian, oran ordinary mans ha's : but! 
ama great eater of becte, and I belceve that doesharme 
to my wit. %. > Ui —— 

To. No queſtion. DN Pg.» 

An. And TI thought that, 1'de forſiycare it. Ile ride 
hometo morrow {ir Teby. | OY 

To. Pur-quoy my deere knight ? | 

An. What is p#rquoy ? Doe,or nor doc? I would I had 
beſtowed that time in the tongues, that I have in fencing 
dancing, and beare-bayting ; O had I but followed the 
Arts. | 

To. Then hadſt thou had an excellent head of haire- 

An, Why, would that have mended my haire? 

To. Paſt queſtion, for thou ſeelt it will not coole my 

An, Bntit becomes me well enough, doſt not ?(nature 

To.Excellent,it hangs like flax on a diſtaffe:and 1 hope 
to ſcea huſwife take thee between her legs, & ſpinit off. 

Av.Faith Ile bottie to morrow (ir Toby,your niece will 
not be ſeene,or it ſhe be it's four to one,ſhe'l none of me: 
the Count himſelfe here hard by, wooes her. 

To. She'll none o'th Count the?il not match aboye her 
degree, neither ineſtate,yeares,nor wit : I have heard he! 
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' eAud.! Le ſtayamoneth. longer. I amta fellow: o'th 
ſtrangeſt mind ch world : 1 delight in Maskes and Re- 
yells ſometimes altogether. OE A * 
Te. Art thou goodattheſe kicke-chawſes Knight? 
| Had; As any man in Ulyria,i whatſocyer he be, under 
the degree of my betfers,and yet I will not compare with 
old man- "rhe $ Ys 
w Ta...\W hat isthy exgellence ina oalliard, knight ? 
And, Faith, I can cutacaper, | 
:To, And 1cancutthe Mutron too't. | | 
"4d. And I thinke I have the backe-tricke, ſimply as 
firong asany man in Illyria, | | 
Te. Wherefore are theſe things hid? Wherefore have 
theſe gifts a Curtaine before 'em ? Are they like ro take 
duſt, like Miſtris 2Zz/s picture ? Why dolt thou not goe 
to Church in a Galliard, and come home ina Carranto? 
My.yery:walke ſhould bea ligge : I would not ſo much 
as make water bur in a Sinke-a-pace : W hat dooeſt thou 
meane?- Is ita world to hide vertues in ? 1did thinke by 


der the ſtarre of a Galliard. 

And; 1,"tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent well in a 
dan d colour'd itocke. Shall we fir about ſome Revels ? 

To. What ſhall we doeelſe : were we not borne under 
Taurus? | 

And, Tawru ? That (fidesand heart, 


pers Ha, higher : ha, ha, excellent. Exeun. 


————_— — 
L) 


_— 


Scana Quarta, 


-O— 


Enter Valentine, and Viola in mans attire. 

Ual. Tf che Duke continue theſe favours rowards you 
Ceſario,you are like tobe'much advanc'd,he hath known 
you but three dayes, and already you are no ſtranger. 

Us.. Youcither feare his humour, or my neghgence, 
that you call in queſtion the continuance of his love, Is 
he inconſtant fir, in his favours? 

Fal.. No beleeve mc. 
Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants, 

Vis. T thanke yon : here comes the Count. 

Dzk, Who ſaw Ceſariohoa ? 

Vin. Onyour attendance my Lord heere. 

Da. Stand you a-whilealoote, Cefar:s, 

Thou knowſt nolefle, but all : 1 have unclaſp'd 
To thee the booke even of my ſecret foule., 
herefore-good youth, addreſlz thy gate unto her, 
Benot deni'd acceſſe, ſtand ar her doorcs, 
And tellthem, there thy fixed foot ſhall grow 
Till thou have audience. 
Viv. Sure my Noble Lord, 
If he be ſoabandon'd to her ſorrow 
As itis ſpoke, ſhe never will admir me. 
Ds. Be clamorous, andleapeall civill bounds, 
Rather then make unprofited returne. 
Vo, Say I doe fpeake with her (my Lord) what then? 
Dak, O then, unfold rhe patlion of my love, 


 Surprize her with diſcourſe of my deere faith ; 


It ſhall become thee well toa& my woes ; 
She willattend it berfer inthy youth, 
Thenina Nuntio's of more graveaſpeR. 
Ui. I thinke not to, my-Lord: 

Dak, Deere Lad, beleeveit ; 


theexcellent conſtiration of thy legge, 1t was form'd un- | 


To, Nofir, it is leggs and thighes : let me ſec thee ca-. 


i 


| that faying was borne, of I feareno colours. 


Forthey ſhall yet belye thy happy. yeeres, - - 
Thatſay thouart a man; Dianas | I 
Is not more ſmooth, and rubjous : thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the maidens organ, ſhrill; and found, 
Andallis ſemblative a womans parr. 
Tknow.thy conſtellation is right apt 
For this affaire : ſome foure or fiveattend him, 
All if you will ; for I my ſelfe am beſt 
When leaſt in company : proſper well inthis, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his fortunes thine, 

Uo. Hedoe my belt | 
To wooe your Lady : yet a barefull trife, 
Whoere I wooe, myſeclte would-be his wife. Exexr. 


Pm mr n—_ —— 


Scana Quinta. 


wa 


Enter (Maria, and ( lowne. 
_ Har. Nay, either tell me where thou haſt bin, ar l 
will not open my lipsſo wide as a brisfle may enter, in 


way of thy excale:my lady wil hang thee for thy abſence. | 


C/o. Lether hang me: he that is well hang'de in this 
world, needsto feare no colours. 
Aa. Make that good. 
Clo. He ſhall ſee noneto feare. 
-.. Har. A goodlentonanſwer ; I can: tell thee where 


-- Clo. Where good miſtris Cary ? ; 
_ Mar. Inthe warres, and thar may you be bold to ſay 
1n your foolery. 

Clo, Wcll, God give them wiſedome that have it : 
and thoſe rhat are fooies, let them ute their talents. 

Mar, Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long ..Aab- 
ſenc, or be turn'd away : 18 notthat as good as a hanging 
to you ? 


Clo. Many a good hanging, prevents a bad marriage : | 
and for turning away, ler ſummer beare it out. 


© Afar, Yourare reſolute then ? 
Clo. Not ſoneither, bar I am reſoly'd on two points. 

Aar. That if one breake, the other will hold :.or if 
both breake, your gaskins fall. 

Cle. Apr in goud faith, very apt : well goethy way,if 
fir Toby would ieave drinking, rhou wertas wittya piece 
of Eves fleſh, asany 1a lilyria. 

Har. Pcace you rogue, no more o'that : here comes 
wy Lady : make your excule wite!y, your were belt. 

Enter Lady Olivia, wth Malvolio, 

Clo. Wit, and*r be thy will,put me into good fooling: 
thoſe witsthat thinke they have thee, do very oft prove 
fooles ; and I that ain ſureIlacke thee, may paſſe tor a 
wiſe man. For what ſayes Puinapalus, Bctter a witty 
foole, then a fooliſh wit. God blcfle thee Lady. 

Ol, Take the toole away. 

Cle. Doc younot hzare fcllowes, take away the Lady. 

OL. Goe too, y*arcadry foole : Ile no more of youtbe- 
fides you grow diſ-honeſt, _ 

Ch. Two faults Madona, that drinke and good counk 11 


| will amend:for givethe dry foole drinke,then is the foole | 


notdry:bid the diſhoneſt man mend himſelfe, if he mend, 
he is nolonger diſhoneſt ; if he cannot, let the Botcher 
mend him:any thing that's mended, is but patch'd:vertue 
that tranſgrefles, is but patche with ſinne, and (int 

mends, is but patcht with vertue. Tf that this Goo! 
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As there is no-trie Cuckold but calamity, ſo beautie's a 
flower; The Lady-bad take away the foole,therefore Ifay 
ine, take her away. 

Ol. Sir, I bad'them take away you. 

Cle. Miſpriſion in the higheſt degree. Lady,Cuculius 
on faciz monachum : that's as much to ſay,as I wearenot 
motley in my braine : good Aſadona, give me leave to 
prove you a foole, 

Ol. Can you doe'it? 

Clo. Dexteriouſly ,good Madona. 

Of. Make your proofe. 

Cho. I muſt catechize youfor it CMadons, Good my 

Mouſe of vertuegnſwer me. - 

- Of. Wellfir, for want of other idleneſſe, Ile bide your 
proofe. 

'”* Ch. Good Madera, why mournſt thou ? 

Of, Good foole, for my brothers death. 

(lo. I thinke his ſoule 15 in hell, Hadona. 

Ol. 1know his ſoule is in heaven, foole. | 

(te. The more foole (44dova) to mourne for your 
Brothers ſoulc, being in heaven. Take away the foole, 


Gentlemen. 
Oz; Whatthinke you of this foole Matvehe, doth he 
not mend ?. 


Mel. Yes, and ſhalldoe, till the pangs of death ſhake - 


him : Infirmity that decaies the wiſe,dothever make the 
better foole. | 

Clo. God ſend'you fir, a ſpeedy Infirmity,for the bet- 
ter increaſing your folly : Sir Toby will be ſworne that 
Iam no Fox,but he will not paſſe his word for twopence 
that you are no foole. 

Ol, How fay you tothat Malvolio ? 


| - Aadl. I marvell your Ladyſhip takes delight in ſuch 
a barren raſcall: I ſaw him put downe the other day,with | 
anordinary foole, that hasno more braine then.a ſtone. | 


Looke younow, he's our of his gard already: unlefle you 


_ | laugh and miniſter occaſion to him, he is gag'd.I proteſt 
| Itaketheſe Wiſemen, that crow ſo at theſe ſet kind of 


fooles, no better then the fooles Zanies.. 

_ 01. Oyouare ſicke of ſelfe-love Matvolis, and taſte 
with a — appetite. To be generous, guitleſſe, 
and of free diſpoſition, isto take thoſe things for Bird- 
bolts, that you deeme Cannon bullers : There isno ſlan- 
der inanallow'd foole, though he doenothing but rayle; 
nor norayling, ina knowne diſcreet man,though he doe 
nothing but reprove. 

(s.” Now Mercury indue thee with leaſing, for thou 
ſpeak'ſt well of fooles. | 

Enter Maria. 

Afar. Madam, thereis at the gate, a young Gentle- 
man, much defireste ſpeake with you. 
- -O04. From the Count Orſino, 1s it ? 

Ads. Iknow not (Madam) *tis a faire young man,and 
well attended. | 

Ol. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Ma. Sir Toby Madam, your kinſman. 

O01, Fetch him off I pray you, he ſpeakesnothing but 
madman: Fye onhim. Goeiyou Malveho ; If it be a 
ſuite from the Count, Tam ſicke, or not at home. What 
you will, to diſmiſle it. Exit Malvo, 
Now you ſee fir, how your fooling growes old, and 
lediflike it. 

Clo. Thon haſt ſpoke for us ( Xadora) as if thy eldeſt 
Janne ſhould be a foole : whoſe ſcull, Tove cramme with 
brifines, for heere he comes. Emer Sir Toby, 
Ons of thy kin hasa moſt weake Pia-mger. 


\ 


O7. By mine honor halfe drunke. What is heiat the 
gate Colin? "3,895: 
To. A Gentleman. ' | 
Of. AGentleman? W har Gentletnan? ' 


herring : How now Sot. & 
- (oe. Good Sir Toby. | 

O07, Cofin, Cofin, how have 
this Lethargy ? 
© Tob. Letchery, 
gate. 

C7. IT marry, what is he? | X 

. To, Lethim be the divelland he will, I care not: giye 
me faith ſay I, Well, it'sall one. Ex, 

01, Whar'sa drunken man like, foole ? 

C fo. Like a drown'd man, a foole, and a madman : 
Onedraught aboue heate, makes him a foole, the ſecond 
maddes him, and a third drownes him. 

Ol. Got thou and ſecke the Crowner and let himfit 
o'my Cez: for he's inthe third degree of drinke : he's 
drown'd : goe looke after him. 

(70: Heis but mad yet Aſadona, and the foole ſhall 
looke to the madman. | 

Enter Malvolio, 

Mal. Madam , yond young fellow {weares hee wil | 
ſpeake with you. '1 told him you were ſicke, hetakes on 
him to underſtand ſo much,and therfore comes to ſpeake 
with you.I to!d him you were aſleepe,be ſeemes to have 
a fore knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to 
ſpeake with you. What is to be ſaid to him Lady, he's 
fortified againſt any deniall, f 

O/. Tell him, he ſhall not ſpeake with me. 

7al. Ha's beene told ſo ; and be ſayes he'll ſtand at 
your doore like a Sheriffes poſt, and be the ſupporter to 
a bench, but he'll ſpeake with you. 

Ol. Whatkindo'man is he ? 

Hal. Why of mankind. 

Ol. What manner of man ?- 


you come {6 carely by 


I defie Letchery : there's one at the 


Mal. Of very ill manner: he'll ſpeake with you, wil 


yon, Or no. . 

01, Of what perſonage, and yeeres is he? 

Mat, Not yet old enoughfor a man,nor yong enough 
for a boy :asaſ{quaſh is before tis a peſcod, or a Codling 
when tis almoſt an Apple : Tis with him in ſtanding ws 
ter, betweene boy and man. He isvery well-favour'd, 
and he ſpeakes very ſhrewiſhly : One would thinke his 
mothers milke were ſcarſe out of him. _ 

Ol. Let himapproach : Call in my Gentlewoman. 

Aatl. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. Ext 

Enter Maria, 
Of. Give me my vale : come throw it ore my face; 


| We'll once more heare Or/mes Embaſlic. 


Enter Viola. 

Viz. The honorable Lady of the houſe, which is ſhe? 

O71. Speake to me, I ſhall anſwer for her : your will 

Vie. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable beau- 
ty. Ipray youtell me if this be the Lady of the houſe,| 
for I never ſaw her. I would beloath to caſt away wy 
ſpeech : for beſides thatit is excellently well pend,l have 
taken great painesto con it. Good Beautics, let me {u- 
ſtaine noſcorne; Iam very comptible, even tothe lcak 
ſiniſter viage. f 

Ol, Whence came you fir? 

Utio. I canſayli:tle more then I have ſtudicd, and that 
queſtion's out of my part. Good gentle one, give me 


'To. *Tisa Gentleman here. A plague o'theſe pitkl 
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Imay-proceede inmy ſpeech. 

p 0, yn you a Comedian? : 

© Fio. Nomy profound heart: and yet (by the very 
hangs of aialice, I ſweare) 1 am not that 1 play«Are you 

the Lady of the houſe ?_-- | 

..01. If Ldoenot uſurpe my ſelfe, Iam. | 

{ -_ Z40. Moſt certaine, if you are ſhe, youdoe nſurp your 

| ceife: for what is yours to beſtow, is, not yours to re- 

ſerve. Butthis is from my Commiſſion : I will on with 

myſpeech in your praiſe, and then ſhew you the heart of 

my meſlage. ; 

pls Come to what is important in't ; I forgive you 
| the praiſe. ; DIET 
| 74. Alas, I tooke great paines to ſtudy it, and tis Poe- 
ticall, - . | 
04. Itis the more like to be feigned,l pray you keepe 
it in.I heard yoa were ſawcy at my gates,and allowd your 
approach rather to wonderat you, then to heare youeIf 
you benotmad, be gon if you have reaſon, be breefe : 
*is not that time of Moone with me, to make one info 

skipping a dialogue, 
| Aa. Will you hoyſt fayle fir, here lyes your way. 

Fioe. No good ſwabber, Iamto hull here a little lon- 
ger. Some mollification for your Giant, ſweet Lady ; 
tell me your mind, I am a meſſenger, 

00, Sure you have ſome hiddeous matter to deliver, 
when the curteſie of it is ſo fearetull. Speake your oilice. 
| Yo, Italone concernes your care ; I bring no over- 
| ture of warre, no taxation of homage ; I bold the Olyfte 
in my hand : my words are as full of peace, as matter- 

Ol. Yet you began rudely. VW hat are you? 

What would you? 

Vo. The rudeneſſethat hath appear'd in me, havel 
learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and what I 
| would, areas ſecret asa maiden-heard : to your cares, 

Divinity ; toany others, prophanation. 

01, Give usthe placealone. 

We will heare this divinity. Now fir,what is your text? 

Vis. Moſt ſweet Lady. 

01. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be faid of 
it. Where lyes your Text ? 

. Vie. In Orfinoes boſome. h | 

O/. In his boſome? In what chapter of his boſome ? 

Vie. To anſwer by the method inthe firſt of his heart. 

01. ©, lhaveread it: itis hereſie. Have you no more 
to ſay? | 

: Via, Good Madam, let me {ce your face, 

Ol Have you any Commiſſion from your Lord, to 
-hegotiate with my face : you arenow out of your Text: 
but we will draw the Curtaine, and. ſhew you the picture, 
_ you fir, ſuch a one I was this preſent : Iit not well 

one-? 

Vao, Excellently done, if God did all. 
wy 'Tisin graine fir, *twill endure winde and wea- 

IG 

Vio, 'Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white, 
Natures owne ſweet, and cunning hand laid on ; 

Lady, you are the crucll'ſt ſhe alive, 
If you will leade theſe graces tothe grave, 
| Andleave the world no copy- 

01. O fir, I willnot beſo hard-hearted : 1 will give 
outdiversſcedules of my beauty. It ſhall be Inventoried 
and every particle and ytenlile labell'd to my will : As, 
Item twolippes indifferent red, Item two grey eyes, 
with lids tothem:Item one necke,one chin,and ſo forth, 
Were youſent hither topraife me ? 


z 


|  .Twelft Nietr, or 


Vo. Ice you what you are, you are too proud 3 
But if you were the divell,you are faire : 
My Lord;and maſter loves you : O ſuch love 
Could be but recompenc'd, though you were crown'd 
The non-pareill of beauty. 
Ol. How dees he loye me ? 
Vio. Withadorations, fertill teares, 
With groanes that thunder love, with ſighes of fire. 
Ol. Your Lord does know my mind,l cannot loue hiar 
Yet I ſuppoſe him vertuous, know him noble, 
Of greateltate, of freſh and liainelefſe youth ; 
In voyces well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant, 
And indimenſion, and the ſhape of nature, 
A gracious perſon ; But yet I cannot love him :- 
He might haue tookehis anſwer long agoe. 
Vie. If I did love you inmy maſters flame, 
With ſuch a ſuffring, ſucha deadly life : 
In your deniall, I would find no ſence, 
I would not underſtand it. 
Ol. Why, what would you? 
Fio. Make me a willow Cabine at your gate, 
And call upon my ſoule within the houſe, 
Writeloyall Cantons of contemned love, 
And {ing them lowd even inthe dead of night : 
Hollaw your'name to the reverberate hilles, 
And wake the babling Goſſip of the ayre, 
Cry out Ohvia : O you ſhould nor reft 
Betweene the elements of ayre, and earth, 
But you ſhould pitty me. 

O1. You mightdoe much : 
What is your Parentage? 

Vis. Above my fortunes, yct my ſtate is well : 
I am a Gentleman. 

O71. G:t you to your Lord: 

I cannot love him : let him ſend no more, 
Valeſle (perchance) you come to me againe, 

To tell me how he takes it ; Fare you well: 

I thanke you for your paines : ſpend this for me. 

Vio, Tamno teede-poaſt, Lady ; keepeyour purle, 
My Maſtery not my ſelfe, lackes recompence. 
Love make his heart of fliar, that you ſhall love. 
And let your tervour like my Maſters be, 

Plac'd in contempt : Farwell fayre cruelty. 

Ol. What 1s your Parcntage ? 

Above my fortunes, yer my Rate is well : 
I am a Gentleman. Jle be fwornethou art, 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbes, ations, and ſpirit, 
Doe give thee five-fold blazon : not too faſt ; ſoit, ſoft, 
Vnlefle the Maſter werethe man. How now ? 
Even ſoquickly may one catch the plague? 
Methinkes I feele this youths perfeRions 
With an inviſible, and ſubtle Realth 
To creepeinat mine eyes. Well, let it bes 
What hoa, CMalvolin. 

Enter Matuolio. 

21al. Heere Madam, at your ſervice. 

O01. Runne after that ſame peeviſh Meſſenger 
The Counts man : helefcthis Ring behind him, 
Would I, or not : tell him, Ilenone of ir. 

Deſire him not to flatter with his Lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes, I am not for him 2 
If that the youth will come this way tomorrow, 
Ile give him reaſonsfor't : bye thee Malvolio, 
Mal, Madam, I will. 
' Ol. Tdoel know not what, and feareto find 


Exit. 


J 


| 
| 


. 


Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind? | 


——— 
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Tiwelfe Nnight,or, 


hat youwill. 


Fate, fhew thy force, our ſelves we doe not owe, 
_— {t be : and bethis ſo. - 
rio Grcrenh URAt Ge (RI Te Finis; Aftus prin. 


— 
RR ————— 


tus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


—_ ths mm—__—_— 


Enter Antonio, and Sebaſtian. 
ev. Willyou ftay no longer : nor will you not that I 
oe with you? - = 
: Seb, By your patience,no: my ſtarres ſhine darkely 
over me ; the malignancy ofmy fate, mightperhaps di- 
ſtemper yours , therefore I ſhall crave of you your leave, 
that I may beare my evills alone. It were a bad recom- 
pence for your love, to lay any ofthem on you. "SIP 
Ae, Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound. 
Seb. No ſooth fir, my determinate voyage 1s IMEcre 
extravagancy. But I perceive in you ſo excellent a touch 
of modeſty, that you willnot exrort from me, wha: I am 
willing to keepein : thereforeircharges me in manners, 
the rather toexpreſſe my ſ{elfe : you mult know of mee 
then Antonio, my name is Sebaftian (which I call'd Rodo- 
rigo) my father wasthat Sebaſtian of Meſſalme, whom 1 
know you have heard of. He left behind him, my ſelte, 
anda fitter, both borne in an houre: if the Heavens hid 
beene pleaſ'd,. would we had ſo ended. But you fir, al- 
ter'd that, for ſome houre before you tooke me from the 
breach of the ſea, was my ſiſter drown'd, 
Ar. Alasthe day! | 
Seb. A Lady fir,though it was ſaid ſhe much reſem- 
bled me,was yet of many accounted beaurifull:but though 
I could not ,with ſuch cſtiinable wonder over-farre be- 
leevethat, yet thus farreI will boldly publiſh her, ſhe 
borea mind that envy couldnot but call faire: Shee 1s 
drown'd already fir with ſalt water, though I ſeeme to 
drowne her remembrarce againe with more. 
et. Pardon me ir, your bad entertainments 
Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 
Ant. It you will not murther me tor my love, Ict me 


| —_—— 


| be your ſervant. 


Seb. If yon will notundoe what you have done, thatis 


| killhim, whom you have recouer'd, acfire it not. Fare 


ye wellat once, my boſome is full of kindnefle, and I 

am yet ſo neere the manners of my morher, that upon the 

leaſt occaſion more, mine eyes will tell rales of me ; Iam 

bound to the Count Orfino's Court, farewell. Exwu. 
en. The gentleneſle of all the gods goe with thee : 

I have many enemies in Or/z0's Court, 


| Elſe would I very ſhortly ſee thee there : 


But come what may, TI doe adore thee fo, 


That danger ſhall ſceme ſport, aud 1 will goe: Exit. 


—_ 


< 
— 


Scana Secunda. 


Ee — 


—— 


Enter Viola, and Malvolio, at ſeverall doores. 

Mal. Were not you cu'nnow, with the Counteſſe O- 
lroia ? | 

Vis. Evennow fir, on a moderatepace, TI have ſince 
ariv'd bur hither. 

dat. She returnes this Ring to you (fir) you might 
have ſaved memy paines, to have takea it away your 
ſelfe. She adds:morcover, that you ſhould put your Lord 


_ 


| into a deſperate aſſurance, ſhe will none of him. Ando. 


thing more, that you be never ſohardy to come agzj 


| in his affaires, unlcfle it be to repert your Lords taking | 


of this : recerve itſo. 

Vie. She tooke the Ring of me, Ilenone of it. 

Hal. Comeſir, you peeviſhly threw it to her :anq 
her will is, it ſhould be to return'd :If it be'iyorth fog. 
ping for, there it lyes, in your eye : if not, beit histha+ 
tinds it. | | Exit. 

Vs. Tlettno Ring with her: what meanes this Lady? 
Fortune forbid my out-fide have not charm'd her : 

:She made good view of me, indeed ſo much, 
Thar ſure me thought Fer cyes hadloſt her tongue, 
For the did ſpeake in ſtarts diſtraRtedly. 


She loves me ſure, the cunning of her paſſion 
Invites me1n this churliſh meſſenger : 

None of my Lords Ring? Why he ſent her none ? 
I amthe man, ifit be ſoas tis, 

Poore Lady, ſhe were better loye adreame : 
Diſguiſe, I ſee thou arta wickedneſſe, 

W hercinthe pregnant enemy does much. 

How eafie is1t, for the proper falſe 

In womens waxen hearts to ſettheir formes : 
Alas, our frailty isthe cauſe, not we, 

For ſuch as we are made, if ſuch we be: 

How will this fadge ? My maſter lovesherdeercly, 
And I (poore monſter) fond aſmuch on him: 

And ſhe (miſtaken) ſeemes to dote on me : 

W har will become of this? As Iam man, 

My ſtate 1s deſperate for my maiſterslove ; 

As Iam woman(now alas the day ) 

What thriftleſſe Fghes ſhall poore O/rvigbreathe ? 
O time, thou muſt untangle this, rbt I, 

It 15 too harda knot for me tunty. 


—— ——— cc —  -. —————— 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 

Teb. Approach Sir e4ndrew: not to be abedafier 
midwght, is to be-up betimes,and Diliculs ſurgere,thou 
know'ſt., 

Ana, Nay by my troth I know net : but] know, to 
be up late, isto be up late. 

To. A falſeconcluſion : T hate it as an unfill'd Canne, 
To be up after midnight, and to goe to bed then is early: 
ſothat togoeto bed after midnight, is to goeto bedbe- 
times. Does nor our lives conſitt of the foure Ek- 
ments ? 

es, Faith ſothey ſay, but I thinke it rather conſiſts 
of cating and drinking. 

To, Thart a (choller ; let us therefore cate and drinke, 
Harianay,a ſtoope of wine. 

Enter Clowne. 

And. Heere comes the foole yfaith. ; 

Clo. How.now my hearts: Did you never ſee the Pic- 
eure of wethree ? : | 

Ts. Welcome afſe, now let's have a catch. 

And. By my troth the foole has an excellent breaſt, 1 
had rather then forty ſhillings I had ſuch a legge, and ſo 
{weeta breath to ſing, as the foole has. Inſooth thou waſt 
in very gracious fooling laſt night, when thou ſpok'ſtof 
Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians paſſing the EquinoQiall of 


wy— . > _ 


Puenbu : twas very good ytaith : I fentthee __—_— 
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' For thy Lemon, bad{ſt it? 52 6d 

Cl. I did impeticosthy gratillity : for a/velios noſe 
isno Whip-ſtocke. My Lady hasa white hand, and the 
Mermidons are no bottle-ale houſes. 

As. Excellent : Why this is the beſt fooling, when 
all is done, Now a ſong. 

To, Come on, there is ſixe pence for you. Let's have 
a ſong. | T : þ 

eAn. There's a teſtrill of me too ; if one knight give a- 

Clo. Would you have a love-ſong, or a fong of good 
life ? 

To. Aloveſong,a love ſong. 

An, 1, I- I care nct for good lite. 

Clow:e ſings. 
O Miftris mine where are you roming ? 
O ſtay and beare, your true loves coming, 
That can ſing both high and tow. 
Trip no further pretty ſweeting, 
Tourneys eud in lovers meeting. 
Ewery wiſe mans ſonne doth know. 
An, Excellent good, italth. 
To. Good, good. _- 
(10. What uu love, "tis not heereafier, 
Preſent mirth, hath preſent laughter : 
W hats to come, #$ill unſure. 
Indzlay there tyes no plenty, 
Then come kiſſe me ſweet andtwenty : 
Yonths a ſtuffe will not endgre. 

An, A mellifuousvoyce, as Iam true knight. 

To. A contagious breath, 

e4n, Very tweet, and contagious ifaith. ; 

To. To heare by the noſe, it 1s dulcet in contagion. 
But ſhall we make the Welkin dance indeed? Shall we 
rowze the night-Owle ina Carch that willdrawe three 
ſoules out of one Weaver ? Shall we doe that ? 

And, And you love me,lct's doo't : I am dogge at a 
Catch. 

Clo. Byrlady fir, and ſome dogs will catch wel', 

eAnd. Moltcertaine : Ler our Catch be, Thou Kaze, 

(le. Hold thy peace, tho Knsve knight. 1 (hall be con- 
ſtrain'd in'r, to call thee Knave,Knight, 

ef, *Tisnotthe firittimel have conitrained one to 
call me kriave. Begin foole : it begins, Hold thy peace, 
( lv. T ſhall never begin it 1 hold my peace. 

( atch ſang. 


An, Good faith : Come begin. 
| Entcr Maria. 

Mar. W hat a catterwalling doe you keepe heere? If 
my Lady have not cail'd up ber Steward /alvolo, and 
bid him turne you out of doores, never trait me. 

To. My Lady's a ( atayen, we are politicians, Malvolos 
a Peg-a-ramiic, and Threemerry men be we. Am not I 
confanguinious? AmTI not of acr blood : tilly vally., La- 
dy !There dwelt a manin Babylon, Lady, Lady. 
Ch. Beſhrew me, the knight's in admirable fooling, 
Ax. I, he do's welt enough ithe be diſpol'd, and ſo doe 
T too : he does it withaberter grace, but I doe it more 
naturall, | "fs 
To, O the twelſe day of Decemzer, 
Mar, For the love o'Ged peaces 

Enter Malvol, 
at. My maſtersare you mad ? Or what are you? 
ave youno wit, manners, nor honeſty, but to gabble 
ike Tinkers at this time of njght > Doe yee make an Ale- 
houſe of my Ladies houſe, thar ye ſqueak out your Cozi- 
ers Catches without any mitigation or remorſe of yoyce? 
| Isthere no reſpe& of place, perſons, nor time in you ? 


_ 


bad me tell you, thatthough ſhe harbors you as ber kint- 
man, ſhe's nothing ally*d co your diſorders. If you can 
ſeparate your ſelfe and your miſdemeanors, you are wel- 
cometothe houſe : if not, and it would pleaſe you to take 
leave of her, ſhe is very willing to bid you farewell. 
To. Farewell deere heart, ſince I mult needs be gone. 

Mar. Nay good Sir Teby, 

Clo, His eyes doe ſhey his Sayesare almoſt done. 

Mat. Is't even {0? 

To. But I willnevery dye. 

Clo. Sir Toby there you lye. | ; 

Meal, This 1s mich credit to you. 

To. Shall | b:d bins goet 

Clo. What and if yore doe ? 

To: Shall [ bid bim pot, and {pare net ? 

Clo. O no, no, 10, no, you dare not. 

To, Our o'tune fir, ye lye: Artany more then a Stew. 
ard ? Doſt thou thinke becauſe thou art vertuous, there 
{ſhall be no more Cakesand Ale ? 

Clo, Yes by S. 2 Ame, and Ginger ſhall be hot y'*th 
mouth too, 
To. Thvartithright. Goe fir, rub your Chaine with 
crums. A ſtope et Wine aria. 

4). Miftris Mary, if you priz'd my Ladyes favour 
at any thing more then contempr, you would not give 
meanes for this nnc1vili rule ; ſhe {hail know of it by this 
hand. Exit. 

Mar.Goe ſhake your cares. 
An. 'Twere as good adeed as to drinke when a mans 


promiſe with him; and arake a foole of him. 

To. Doo'c knight, lie write thee a Challenge : or Ile 
deliver thy indignationto him by word of mouth. 

Mar, Sweet Sir Toby be patient for to night ; Since 
the youth of ch2 Counts was today with my Lady, ſhes 
much out of quiet, For Mounlicor Hafvelo, It me alone 
with him: 1F1 doenor gull him intoan ayword,and make 
hima common recreation, doe not thinks I have wit e- 
nough telye ſtraightin my bed : I know I can doe it. 

Te. Pofleſle us, poficfieus, tell us ſomething of him. 

CHar, Marry fir, ſometimes he isa kindof Puritane. 

&n. O, it | thonght thar, Ide beate him like a dogge, 

70, What for being a Puritan, thy exquilite reaſon, 
deere knight, 

An. I haveno exquiſite rezſon fo1';, butT have reaſon 
good enough. ; 
far. The dis*il a Puritane that Fe 1s, or any thing 
conſtantly but a time-pleaſer,- an atfetion'd Aſſe, thar 
Cons State without booke,and utters it by great fwarths, 
The beſt perſwaded of himſcife:ſocram*d(as he thinkes) 
with excellencies, that it is his ground 'of faith, that all 
that looke on him, love him: nd on that vice in him, will 
my revenge find notable cauſe to worke. 

To. What wilt thon doe ? 

Mar. I will drop inhis way ſome obſcure Epiſtles of 
love, wherein by the colour of his beard,the ſhape of his 
legge, the mainer of his gate; the expreſlure of his eye, 
forehead, and completion, he ſhall fnd bimſelfe moft 
feelingly perſonated, I ca write very like my Lady | 
your Neece, on a forgouten matter we can hardly make | 
diftin&tton of our hands. 

* To. Excellent, I ſmell a device. | 

An. | hav'tin my noſe too. 


To. Wedid keepe tirmefir i1 our Catches. Snecke up: ; 
Atal. Sir Toby, I mult be round with you. My Lady | 


a hungry, to challenge him the field, and thento breake | 


_— 


Fu. — 


Ts. He ſhall chinke by the Letters that chou witrd,, | 
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{| dreameon theeyent. Farewell. 
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thatthey come from my Ncece, and that ſhe's in love 
with Ms , | 
- Mew. My purpoſeis indeed a horſe ofthat colour, 
An. And your horſe now would make himan Ae. | 
HMar. Aﬀe, I doubt not. : 
en, O twill be admirable, 
' Mar. Sport royall I warrant you : I know my Phy- 


| Gcke will worke with bim, 1 will plant you two,and let 


rhe Foole make a third, where he ſhall find the Letter : 
obſerve this conſtruction of it :For thisnight to _ 
Exit. 

To. Good night Pemthiſiles. 

An. Before me ſhe'sa good wench. 

To. She's a beagle, true þred, and one that adores me; 
what o'that? > kgs 

An. 1 was ador'd once too. 

To. Let's to bed-knight : Thon hadſt necde ſend for 


An, 1f I cannot recover your Neece, I ama foule way 


Out. 


To. Send for money knight, ifthou haſt- her not rth 
end, call me Cut, L : 
A4r. Tf I doe not, never-truſt me, take it how you will. 
To, Come, come, Ile goc burne ſome Sacke,tistoo late 
to goe to bed now : Come knight, came _ : 
o xennt. 


bs 


— 


_—— 
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Scena (Marta, 


a 


— —— __  .,  - 


Enter Dake, Viola, Curio, and others.” * 
Ds.Give nie ſome Muſicke;Now good morrow friends 

Now good Ceſario, butthat peece of ſong, 

That old and Anticke ſong we heard laſt night ; 

Methought it did releeve my paſſion much, 

Morethen lightayres, and recolleRted termes - 

Of theſe molt briske and giddy-paced times. 

Come, but one verſe. 


|  C#.He isnor here (ſo pleaſe your Lordſhip) that ſhould 


ſing its 
| Ds. Whowasit ? 
Cer. Fete the Iciter my Lord, a foole that the Lady 
Oltviaes Father tooke much delight im. He is about the 
houſe. 
Dwk, Sccke him out, and play the tune the while. 
Auſicke playes. 
Come hither Boy,.if ever thou ſhalt love 
In the ſweet pangsof it, remember me 2; 
For ſuch as 1 am, all true Lovers are, 
Vnſtaidand skittiſh in all motions elſe, 
Save inthe conſtant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. How doſt thou like this tune ? 
Vie. Tt givesa very ecchototte ſeate 
Wherelove isthron'd. 
Ds. Thoudoſt ſpeake maſterly, | 
My life upon'c, yong though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtaid ſome fayour that it loves ; 
Hath itnot boy ? 
Uo. Alittle, by your favor. 
Ds#. What kind of woman iſt ? 
Vie. Of your completion. 
Ds. She is not worth thee then. What yeares ifaith ? 
Vio. About your yeares my Lord. 
D#, Too eld by heaven: Let ſtill the woman take 


Fy 


An elder then her ſelfe; ſo weares ſhe to him: 
So {ſwayes ſhelevell in her husbands heart : 
For boy, however we doe praiſe our ſelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy andunfirme, 
More lenging, wavering, ſooner loſt and worne, 
Then womensare: | F OR 
Vie. I thinke it well my Lord. | 
Dx. Thea letthy Love be yongerthen thy ſelfe,. .» 
Or thy afteion cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as Roſes, whole faire lowre © 
Being once diſplaid, doth fall that very houre, 

Yio. Andſothey are : alas, thatthey are ſo: 
To dye, even when they to perfeRtion grow. 

Lynter Curio, and Clowne. | 

Dw#k, O fellow come, the ſong we had laſt night : 
Marke it C'eſ#r4o, itis old and plaine; _ -- 
The Spinitersand the Knitters in the Sun, 
And the free maidsthat weave their thred with bones, 
Doe uſeto chant it : it is filly ſooth, 
Anddallies with the innocence of love 
Like the oldage. 

Cle. Are you ready Sir ? 

Duk, Iprethee ſing. 


CMnſely, 

The Song. 

Come away, come away death, 

And in ſad cypreſſe let me be laid, 

Fye away, fie away breath, 

I am ſame by a faire cruell maid. 8—_ 
Hy ſorowd of white, ſtucke all with Ew, O prepan 
My part of death no one ſo true did (parett, (it, 


Not a flower, not a flower ſweet 

On my 6lacke coffin, let there be flrewne : 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 

Cy poore corpes, where my bones (hall be thr owne : 
A thouſund thouſand ſighes to ſave,tey me O when 
Sad true lover never find my grave, to weepe there« 


Ds. There's for thy paines. | 

Ch. Nopaines fir, I take pleaſure in ſinging fir. 

Ds. l1le pay thy pleaſure then. 

Clo, Trucly fir, and pleaſure will bepaid one time, or 
another. ; | 

Dk. Give me now leave, ts leave thee. 

Dk. Now the melancholly God prote& thee, andthe 
Tailor make thy doublet of changeable Taffata, for thy 
mind isa very Opail. I would have men of ſach conſtans 
Cy put to Sea, thattheir buſinefſe might be every thing, 
and their intent every where, forthat*s it, that alwayes 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell. Exit, 

Dak, Ictalithereſtgiye place : Once more Ceſario, 
Gettheeto yond ſame ſoveraigne cruelty : * 

Tell her my love (more noble then the world) 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands, | 
The parts that fortune hath beſtow'd upon her,' 
Tell her I hold as giddily as Fortune : 

But tis that miracle, and Queene of lems 

That natureprankes hcr in, attra&tsmy ſoule, 

Vio. But if ſhecannotloveyou fir. 

Ds. Ircannot be ſoanſwer'd, 

Uio. Sooth but you muſt. 

Say that ſome Lady, asperhappes there is, 

Harh for your love as greatapang of heart 

As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her : 

Youtell her ſo : Muſt ſhenotthen be anſiver'd? 
Dk, There is no womans ſides 


—— 


Twelft 


FTW, 


Night, or What you will. 


— 
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Can bide the beating of io ſtrong a paſſion, 
| As lovedoth give my heart : no womans heart. 
 - F Sobigge, to hold ſo much, they lacks retention. 
| Abs their love maybecall'd appetite, 
No motion of the Liver, bur the Pallat, 
| That ſafer ſurfer, cloyment, and revolt, 
' But mine is all as hungry asthe Sea, 
And can diſgeſt as much, make no compare 
Betweenethat-love a woman can beare me, 
| Andthat Fowe Olivia, 
Jo, Ibut I kgow. 
Ds, What doft thou know ? 
*.7)jo, Too well whatlove womento men may owe : 
{ In faith they are astrue of heart, as we. 
| My father had a danghter lov'd a man 
As it might be perhaps, were Ia woman 
I ſhould your Lordſhip. 
| D#k. And what's her hiſtory? 
' Fze; A blanke my Lord : ſhe never told her love, 
 Butlet concealment like a worme 1th budde 
Feede on her damaske cheeke : ſhe pin'd in thought, 
And with a greene and yellow melancholly, 
She fate like Patience ona Monument, 
Smiling at-greefe. Wasnot this love indeed ? 
We men may fay more, ſweare more, but indeed 
. | Ourſhewes are more then will : for ſtillwe prove 
Much in our vowes, bur little in our love. 
- Ds. But di'd thy ſiſter of her love my Boy ? 
. Fje, 1 amall the davghtersof my Fathers houſe, 
And all the brothers too : and yet I know not. 
Sir, ſhall I ro this Lady ? 
*- Ds, I that's the Theame, 
To her in haſte ? give her this Iewell : fay, 


Thy love can give no place,bide no denay, Exeunt. 


Eppp—_— 


Scena Quinta. 


—— 


Lnenrn—o—_mm——_— 
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Enter Sir Toby, Sir eAvarew, and Fabian, 
To, Come thy wayes Signior Fabzan, 
Fab. Nay Ile come : if ilote a ſcruple of whis ſport, 
{ct me be boyP'd rodeath with Mclancholly 
To. Woulditthou not be glad to have the niggardly 
Raſcally ſheepe-biter, come by ſome notable ſhame ? 
Fa, I would exult man ; you know he brought me out 
of favour with my Lady,about a Beare-baiting here. 
Te.' Toanger him wee'\l have the Beare againe, and 
we will foole him blacks and blew, ſhall we not fir Az- 
ew? 
An. And wedoe not, it 1s pitty of our lives. 
WH. Enter Maria. 
To. Heere comes the little villaine : How now my 
Nettle of jndia? 
Mary. Get ye all three into the box tree: AMabvolio's 
comming downe this walke, he has beene yonder the 
Sunne practiſing behaviour to his owne ſhadow this halfe 
| houre: obſerve him for the love of Mockery:for I know 
this Letter wili make a contemplative Ideot of him. Cloſe 
inthe name of jeaſting, lyethou there : for heere comes 
the Trowt, that muft be caught with tickling. =o Exit. 
| Enter Matvolio. 
 Afal. 'Tis bur Fortune, ail is fortune. CHMaria once 
told me ſhe didaffeQ me, and 1 have heard her ſelfe come. 
thusneere, that ſhould ſhe faricy; it ſhould be one of my 
compleQtion. Beſides ſhe uſes me with a more exalted 


re ea. 


| reſpeR,then any one<elferthat followes her. Whar ſhould 
I thinke on'r?. | . 1 

To. Heere'sanever-weening rogue. 

Fa. Ohpeace: Contemplation makesa rare Turkey 
Cocke of him, how he jersunder hisadvanc'd plumes, 

Ang. Slight I could ſo beate the Rogue. 

To. Peace I ſay. 

Mal. To be Count Malvelin, 

To. Ah Rogue. 

Az. Piltoll him, piſtoll him. 

To. Peace, peace. x71 

Mat. There isexample for't : The Lady of the Stra- 
chy, married the yeoman ofthe wardrobe. . 

An. Fyeon him lezabel, | 

Fa. O peace, now he*sdeepely in : looke how imagi- 
nation blowes him. - 

Mat. Having beenethree moneths married to her, 
ſitting 1n my fate. | 

To. O fora ſtone-bow ta hit him in theeye. 

Mal. Calling my Officers about me, in my branch'd 
Velvet gowne : having come fromatday bed, where I | 
have left Olrvie fleeping. Tem 2.4 

To. Fireand Brimſtone, 

Fa. O peace, peace. 

Mal. And then to have the. humor of ſtate ; and after 
a demure trayaile of regard : telling them I know my 
place, as I would they ſhould doe theirs i to aske for my 
kinſman Toby. 

Ts. Boltesand ſhackles. 2 

Fa. Oh peace, peace, peace, tow, now, Jud | 

HA, Seavei of my people with at: obedient ſtarr, 
make our for him: I trowne the while, and perchance 
winde up my watch, or play with my ſome rich Iewell ; 
Toby approaches ; curtſics there to me, 

To. Shall this fellow live ? 

Fa. Though our filence be drawne from us with cares, 
yet peace. | 

Mal. I extend my hand to him thus: quenching my 
familiar {mile with an auſtere regard of controll. 

To. And do's not Tebytake you a blow 0'the lippes? 

then ? 

Atl. Saying, Coſine Toby, my Fortunes having caſt 

me on your Neece, give me this prerogative of fpeechz 

To. W har, what? 

al. You muſt amend your drunkennefle, 

To Out {cabs 

Fab. Nay patience, or we breake the finewes of our 
lot? | 

Mal. Beſides you walte the treaſure of your time, 
with a fooliſh knight. 

Aud, That's meI warrant you: 


Mal. One fir Andrew, 

And. IT knew *twas 1, for many doe call me foole. 
Meal, What employment have we heere? = 

Fa. Now is the Woodcocke neere the gin, 

To. Oh peace, and the ſpirit of humors intimate rea | 
dingaloud to him, 

Mal. By my lifethisis my Ladies hand : theſebe her 
very C*s,her V's, and her T*s, and thus makes ſhe her 
great P's. It is incontempt of queſtion her hand. 

eAn. Aer C's, her V's, and ber T's: why that? 

Hal, To the unknowne below d, this , and my good Wiſhes : 
Her very Phraſes: By your leave wax. Sofr, and the im- 
preffure her Zucrece, with which ſhe uſes to ſeal: tismy | 
Lady : To whom fhould this be? | 


| 


Fab, This winnes him, Liverand all. 
. | _Mal.\ 
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a. Tovi huowves 1 love, but who, Lips doe not move, no | even with the {wiſtrcefſe of puating on. Jove, and my 
eat know. No manmuſt know. What followes? | flarres be praiſed... Heere is yet a poſtſcript. Thow cant 
The numbers alter'dsNomanmuſt know, . not chooſe but know who 1 am. |f thaw entertainſt my love {uy | 
| If this ſhould bethee Ada/volss ?.. ; | appeer e tv thy [miling,, thy ſmiles become thee well. Ther. 
Tv. Marry hang. thee brocke. * _ | | fore in my preſence ſtill ſenile, deere my ſwaet, I prethes. low 
Hal. 1 may 5 "a where [ adore, but filence ike a Lu | 1 per ke thee,I vill imile,l will deeevery thing that thoy 
creſle knife, | wilt have me. | , Exit, 
With he firoke my heart doth gore, CM. O. A. 7. doth | Fab. I will not give wy part of this ſport for a. penſ+ 


£ 


. 


| ſway my life. on of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. 
Fa. A fuſtian riddle. To. I could marry this wench for this deuice. 
To. Excellent Wench, ſay I. ef». SOcould I too. | 
| Hal. 24.0. A.1I, doth ſway my life. Nay but firſt | To. And aske no cther dowry with ker, but ſuch ano- 
let me ſee, let me ſte, let me ſee. ther jeſt. | 
Fab. What diſh a poyſon has ſhe dreſt him? - Emer Maria. 
To. And with what wing the ſtallion checkes at it? en, Norl reither, 


Mal. I may command, where I adore: Why ſhe may | Fab. Heere comes my noble gull-catcher. - 
command me: I ſerve her, ſhe ismy Lady. Why this is Zo. Wilt thou ſet thy foote o'my necke? 
| evidentto any formall capacity. There is no obſtruction An. Or o'mine either? © 
{ in this, and the end ; What ſhould that Alphabetical po- To. Shall I play my fredome at tray-trip, and become 
Gtion portend, if I could make that reſemble ſomething | thy bondſlave?.. 


in me? Softlyz AOsd.7. es, Itaith, or Icither? 
To. O1, make upthat, he is now at a cold ſent. Tob. Why,thou haſt put him in ſuch a dreame, that 
Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, though it be as | when the image of it leaves him, he muſt run mad. 
ranke asa Fox. Aſa. Nay but ſay true,.do's it worke upon him ? 
Mal. M. Matoetio,M. Why that begins my name. To. Like Aqua-vitz with a Midwife, 
* Fab Did-notli-fay he would worke it our, the Curre is Aar.'If you will then ſee the fruits of the ſport,marke 
exedient atfabltes. . tis firſt approachbeforemy Lady : he will come to her | 


Mal. CH . But then there 1s no conſonancy in the ſe- | in yellow ſtockings, and tis acelour ſhe abhorres, and 
quell that ſuff ersunder probation : ef. ſhould follow, | crofle garter'd, a taſhion ſhe deteſts : and he will ſmile 
but 0. does. ©. © | upon her, which will now be ſo unſutcable to her diſpe- 

Fa, AndO ſhall end, I hope. a ſition, being addicted to a melancholly,as ſhe 'is, that it 

To.: I, or He cudgell him, and make him cry 0. cannot bur turne him intoa notable contempt: if you wil | 

Mat. And then 1. comes behmd. | ſee ir, follow me. 

Fab. 1, and you had any eye. bchind yon , you might To. Tothe gatesof Tartar, thou moſt excellent dival 
ſee more detraQtion at your hecles, then Fortunes before \ of wit. | 
| yOu ; And. Ile make oxetoo. E xeunt, 

Fin Atlus Sccunds. 


A - 


VRed. A1.0. 4.1. This ſimulation 1s not as the former: 
and yet tocruſh this a little, it would bow to me, for c- 
-| veryone - ls tet are omar nd | — roo ate oro 

lowes-proſe : [f thu fallmto thy band,revelye.In my Starres | Fs... . 
| Iam dove Hl but be not affraid of eevltuat 1 Some eA Tus Ter HuS. Scana Pro ma. 
arebecome great, ſome atcheeve greatneſſe, and ſome 
have greatnefſe thruſt upon em. Thy fates open their 
hands, let thy blood and ſpirit embrace them, and to in- Enter Viola, and (lowne. 
ure thy ſelfe to what thou artliketa be 2 caſtthy humble | : ' : 
flough, and appeare freſh. ' Be oppoſite with a kinknan, | Vis. Save thee Friend and thy Muſicke : doſt thou hye 
ſfarly with ſervants : Letthy tongue tang arguments of | Þy the Tabor ? | 
State; pur thy ſelfe into the tricke of ſingularity. Shee | (7. No fir, I live by the Church. 
thus adviſes thee, that ſighes for thee. Remember who | ©. Art thou a Churchman ? | 
commended thy yellow ttockings, and wiſh'dto ſeethee Clo. Noſuch matter fir, I doe live by the Church:for, 
ever crofſe garter'd: I ſay remember, goe too, thouart | I doe live at my honſe, and my houſe doth Rand by the 
made if thou deſir'ſt to be ſo : If aot, let me ſeethee a te. | Church. 
ward{till, the fellow of ſervants, and not worthy to | Yi. Sothou mailt ſay the King lyes'by a begger, ifa 
touch Fortunes fingers Farwe!l: Shee that would alter | begger dwell neer him : or the Church ſtands by thy Ta- 
ſervices with thee, the fortunate unhappy daylight and | boryit thy Tabor ſtand by the Church. ; 
champian diſcoversnot more :. This 1s open, I will be Clo. You have ſaid fir ; Toſee this age ! A ſentence 15 
proud, Iwillreade politicke Auchors, I will baffle Sir | but a chev'rill glove to a good witte, how quickely the 
Toby, I will waſh oft groſſe acquaintance, I willbe point | wrong ſide may be turn'd outward. : 
deviſe, the very man. 1:doc now foole my ſelfe, to let Vio. Nay that's certaine :they that dally nicely with |' 
imaginationjade me; for every reaſon excites to this, | words, may quickely make them wanton. : 
that my Lady loves me. ' She did commend my yellow | ©C/e. I would tierefore my fiſter had had no name SIr- 
ſtockingsof late, ſhe did praiſe my legge being crofſe- Uo. Why man? ' \\| 
garter'd, and in this ſhe manifeſts her felfe to my love, | Cho, Why fir, hername*saword, and to dally wit | WB | 
and witha kind of injunQtion drives meto theſe habits | that word, might make my ſiſter wanton: But indeed | i | 
of her liking. Tthanke  my-ſtarres, Tam happy : I will | words are very Raſcals, ſince bonds difgrac'd them. | 
beſtrange, ſtour, in yellow ſtocking,and crolle gareer'd | 750. Thy reaſon man? Ch.\ 
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Twelfe night, or what you will, 
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/..Troth ſir, I can yeeld you none without. words, 


ith them- : 
he I warrant thou art a merry fellow , and car'ſt for 


$M ſofir, Idoe care for ſomething : but in my 
conſcience ſir,I doe not care for you : ifthat beto carcfor 
nothing fir, 1 would it would make you inviſible. 

7. Art notthou the Lady Olivia's foole ? 

Clo, No indeed fir,the Lady Olivia has no folly, ſhee 
will kcepe no foole {ir,till ſhe be married , and toolesare 
axlike husbands,as Pilchersare to Herrings,the husbands 
thebigger,l am indeed not her foole,but her corrupterof 

ords. 
wo I ſaw thee late at the Count Orfizo's. | 

Cl Foolery fir ,does walke about the Orbe like the 
Sunne,it ſhines every where, I would be ſorry fir,butthe 
Foole ſhould be as oft with your Maſter, as with my Mi- 
firis:I thinke I ſaw your wiſedome there. 

Vio, Nay ;and thou paſſe upon tee, Ile no more with 
thee. Hold there's expences for thee. 

Clo. Now [ove in his next commodity of haire , ſend 
thee a beard. 

Vie, By my troth Ile tell thee , Tam almoſtſicke for 
one,though I would not have it grow on my chinne. Is 
thy Lady within. «© __. 

Chl, Would not apaire of theſe have bred ſir? 

Vie. Yes,being kept together,and put to uſe. 

Clo. would play Lord Pandarr of Phrygia fir,to bring 
a Creſrida to this Troyla. | 

Jie. 1 underſtand you fir, tis well begg'd. 

Clo. The matter I hope 18not great fir ; beggrag-but 
begger : Creſiida wasa begger. My Lady is within fir. I 
wyl conſter to them whence you come,who youare,and 
what you would is out of my Welkin , I might fay Ele- 
ment,but the word 1s oyer-Worne. "Ex. 

Vio, This fellow is wiſe enough to play the foole, 

And to doe that well,craves a kinde of wit : | 
He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he jcſts, 
The quality of perſons,and the time : 
And like the Haggard,checke at every Feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice, 
As full of labour as a Wiſe-mans Art: 
For folly that he wiſely ſhewes,is fit : 
But Wiſe mens folly falne,quite tainttheir wit, 

Enter fir Toby and eAnarew. 
To, Save you Gentleman. 
Vo, And you' ſir. | 
eAnd, Dien vou guard Monnſier. 
Vio, Et vouz, anfie voſtre ſervitenre, 
end, I hope fir, you are,and I am yours: 
: To. Will you encounter the hon{e,my Neece is defi- 
| | Tous you ſhould enteryif your trade be to her. 
| | Fw, Iambound toyour Neecefir, I meanc ſhe is the 
liſt of my voyage. 
To. Taſte your legges ſir,put them to motion. 
UVis,My-legpes doe better underſtand me fir,then I un- 
derſtand what you mcane by bidding metaſte my legges. 
To. I meane to got fir,to enter. | 
UT will anſwer you with gateandentrance, but wee 
ae prevented. 
Enter Olivia and Gentlewoman. | 
Moſt excellent accompliſh'd Lady, the heavens raine O- 
Urs on you. 

end. That youth'sa rare Conrtier,raine Odours,well. 
Fie. My matter hath no voyce Lady,but to your owne 


inn 


and wordsare growne {o falſe, am loath to prove reaſon | 


moſt pregnantand vouchſafed eare. 
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And. Odours, pregnant, and vouchſafed : lle get "eh 


all three already. 


Of. Letthe Garden doore be ſhut, and leave meto wy 


hearing, Give me your hand ſir. 


Uio. My duty Madam, and moſt humble ſervice. 


O7. Whatis your name ? 


Vis, Ceſario1s your ſervantsname, faire Princeſſes 
Ol. My ſervant fir ? 'Twasnever merry world, 


Sincelowly feigning was call'd complement : 
y are ſervant tothe Count Orſino (youth.) 


. Vo, And he isyours, and his muſt needs be yours: 


your ſervants ſervant, is your ſervant Madam. 


Ol. For him, I thinke not on him ; for histhoughts, 
Would they were blankes rather then fill'd with me. 
Vo. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 


On his behalte. 

O07. O by your'teaveI pray you. 

I bad you never ſpeake againe of him z 
But would you undertake another ſuite 
I had rather heare you, to ſolicitthat, 
Then Muſicke trom the ſpheares. 

Fo. Deere Lady. 

Of. Give me lcave,beſeech you:T did ſend, 
Afterthe laſt enchantment you did hare, 
A Ringinchace of you. Sodid I abuſc 
My ſelfe, my ſervant, and I feareme you; 
Vnder your hardconſtrution muſt I fit, 

To force that on you in a ſhamefull cunning 


Which you knew none of yours. What might you think? 


Have you not ſet mine Honorat the ſtake, 
And baited itwith allth*unmazled thoughts 


That tyrannous heart can thinke?to one of your receiuing 


Enough is ſhewne, a Cipreſle, not a boſome, 
Hides my poore heart : ſo let me heare you ſpeake. 

Vio. I pitty you. 

Cl. That'sa degree to love. by 

Vio. No nota grice: for tis a vulgar proofe 
Thar very oft we pitty enemies. 

07. Why then me thinkes*tistime toſmile agen: 
O world, how aptthe pooreare to be proud ? 
Tf one ſhould bea prey, how much the better 
To fall before the Lion, thenthe Wolfe ? 

Clacke frikes. 

The clockenpbraides me with the waſte of time, 
Be not affraid-good youth, I will not have you; 
And yet when wit and youth is come to harveſt, 
Your wifeis like to reapea proper man : 
There lyes yoar way, due Welt. 

Uo, Then Weltward hoe: 


Grace and good diſpoſition attend your Ladyſhip : 


You'l nothing Madame to my lord, by me : 


Ol, Stay : I pretheetell me whatthouthinkſt of me ? 
Vie. T hat you doe thinke you are not what you are. 


O7. If I thinke ſo, Ithinkethe ſame of you. , 


Yio. Thenthiake you right : I am not what Iam. 


O1. I would you were, asI would have you be. 
Uso, Would it be better Madam, then I am ? 

I wiſh it might, for now Iam your foole. 
0.7. O what 

In the contempr and anger of his lip, 

A murdrous guilt ſhewes nor it ſeife more ſoone, 


a deale of ſcorne, lookes beautifull ? 


Then love that would ſeeme hid : Loves night,is noone. 


Ceſario, by the Roles of the Spring, : 
By raaid-hood, honor, trnth, and every thing. 
Llove theeſo, that, maugre all ay pride, 


Nor 


mag _ 


a 


Nor wit, nor reaſon, can my paſſion hide : 

Doe not extort thy reaſons from this clauſe, 

For that I wooe, thou therefore haſt no caſe : 

But rather reaſon thus, with reaſon ferter ; 

Love ſought, isgood : but given unſought, is better. 
Uio, By innocence 1 {weare, and by my youth, 

T have one heart, one boſome, and one truth, 

And thatns woman has, nor never none 

Shall miſtris be of ity ſave I alone. 

| And ſo adien good Madam, never more, 

WillT my Maſters tcares to you deplore. 
OL Yet come againe: for thou perhaps mayſt move 


That heart which now abhorres, to like hisloves 
E, AXCHVNTe 


—_— 


Scana Secunda. 


Emter Sir Toby; Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


ed. No faith, Ilc not ſtay a jotlonger : 

Tob. Thy teaſondeere venom, give thy reaſon, - 

Fabia, Yo 
drew. 

And. Marry I ſaw your Neece doe more favoursto the 
Counts Serving-man, than ever ſhe bcſtow'd upon me : 
Iſaw'tith Orchard. 

Tob. Did the ſee the while, old boy, tell me that ? 

eAnd. Asplaine as I fee you now- 

Fabi. This wasa great argument of love in hertoward 
you. 

ed. Slight ; will you make an Afe o'me ? 

Fabi. I prove it legitimate fir, upon the Oathes of 
Judgement, and reaſon, 

Tob, And they have beene grand Iury men,fince before 
RN gah was a Saylor, 7 

Fabi. Shce did ſhew favour to the youth in your fight, 


to put fire in your Heart, andbrimſtone in your Liver : 
you ſhould then have accoſted her, and with ſome exccl- 
lent jeſts (fire-new from the mint) you ſhould have bangd 
the youth into dambeneſſe : this was look'd for at your 
band, and this was baulk:t : the double gilt of this oppor- 
tunity you let time waſhoff, and you are now ſaild into 
the North of my Ladies optaion, waere you will hang 
like an yſickle on a Dutchmans beard, unlefle you doe re- 


deeme itz by ſome laudable attempt, either of valour or | 


polkcy. : 

And, And'tbeany way, it muſtbe with Valour, for 
policy I hate : I hadaslicte be a Browniſt, as a Politi- 
Clan. 

Tob. Why then build me thy fortunes upon the baſis of 
valour. Challenge me the Counts youthto fight with him 
hurt him in eleven places, my Neece ſhall take note of it, 
and aflure thy ſelfe, there 1sno love-Broker in the world, 
can more prevaile in mans commendation with woman, 
than report of valour. | 

Fab. There isno way but this fir Aridrew. 

Azxd. Will either of you beare me achalenge to him ? 

Tob. Go, write it inamartiall hand,be curſt and briete: 
it is no matter how witty, ſo it be eloquent, and full of 
invention : taunt him with the licenſe of Inke : if thou 
thou'ſt him ſome thrice,it ſhall not be amiſſe,and as ma- 


ny Lyes, as will lye inthy ſheete of paper, although the | 


Fab. And his © 
great preſage of ct 


u muſt needs yeeld your rcaſon, Sir er. | 


T welfe mght,or hat youwll, 


| ſheete were big enough for the bed of Ware in England 
ſet '*em downe, goe about it, Let there be gall enough in 
thy inke, though thou write with a Gooſc-pen, no ma. 
ter : about it. 

eAnd. Where ſhall I find you ? 

Tob. Well call thee at the Cubiculo : Goe 


Fab. This is adeere Manakinto you Sir Toby. 

Tob; Thave beenedeere to him lad, ſometwothouſarg | - 
ſtrong, or ſo. 

Fa. We ſhall have a rare Letter from him ; but you'le 
hot deliverit. 

Tob, Never truſt me then: and by all meanes flirreo 
the youth toan anſwer. I thinke Oxenand waine-ropes 
cannot hale them together. For Andrew,if he were open'd 
| andyou find ſo much blood in his Liver, as will clog the 
foot ofa flea, Ileeate the reſt of th'anatomy. 
lite the youth bearcs in his viſage ng 


) 


Tob, Looke where the yongeſt Wrenof mine comes, 

Aar. It you defire the ſplecene, and will laugh your 
ſelves into ſtitches, follow me;yond gull 2dalvoire is tur- 
ned Heathen, a veryRenegatho; for there isno chriſtian 
that meanestobe ſaved by beleeving. rightly, can ever 
| beleeve ſuch impoſſible paſſages of grofleneſic. Hee'sin 
yellow ſtockings. 

Tob. And crofſegarter'd ? 

A1ar. Moſt villanouſly : 1 
Schoole I th Church : 1 have dogg'd him like his murthe- 
rer. Hedoes obey cvery point of the Letter that I dropt, 
to-betray bim : He does tmile his face into more lynes, 
thentisinthe new Mappe, with the augmentation of the 
Indies : you have nor ſecne ſuch arhing as tis: I can hard- 
Iy forbeare hurling thingsat him, I know my Lady wil 
{trike him : ifſhe doe, he'll ſmile, andrake't for a great 


enely to exaſperare you, to awake your dormouſle valour ; f | : 
Tob, Come bring us, bring us where he is. 


\ 


ro 


ke a Pedant that keepesa 


Exit Sir Audrey, 


E xeunt Omne!, 


| m—_— 


Scena Terta. 


Enter Shaftian and Anthonto. 


Seb. IT would not by my will have troubled you, 
But ſince you make your pkaſure of your paynes, , 
I wilino further chide you. 

Anth. T could not ſtay behind you : my deſire 
(More ſharpe than filed ſtecle)did ſpurre me forth, 
And not all love to ſee you (though ſo much 
As might have drawneoneto alonger voyage) 

But jealoufie, what might befall your travell, 
| Being skillefſe in theſeparts : which to a (tranger, 
| Vnguided, and unfriended, often prove 
Rough, and unhoſpitable. My willing love, 
The rather by theſe arguments of fcare 
Set forth in your purſuite. 
Seb. My kind Amhonio, 
Ican no other anſwer make, but thankes, 
But were my worth, asis my conſcience firme, 


You 
= S——— 
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= 
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T welfe Neebr, Joy what you wil 
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I pray you ler us ſatisfic our eyes 


x 


That doe renowne this City. 
Ant. Would youl'd pardon me : 


I ſhall pay deere. 


Se. Why I your purſe ? 


Ithinke isnot for idle Markets, ſir, 


For an houre, 
As, To th' Elephant, 
Seb. I doe remember. 


$b, Doe notthen walke too open. 

Ant. It. doth not fit me : hold fir, here's my purſe. 
In the South Saburbes at the Elephant 
[sbeſt to ludge : I will beſpeake our dyet, 
Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your 
With viewing of the Towne, there ſhall you have me. 


Yoa ſhould find better dealing : what' 
Shall we gos {cethe reliques of this Towne ? ; 

Ant. To morrow fir,” beſt firſt goe ſee your Lodging, 
' $eb, Tamnot weary,aud 'tis long to night, 


$to doc ? 


Wirth che memorialls, and the things of fame 


1 doe not without danger walke theſe ſtreetes. 

| Once ina ſea-fight'gainſt che Count his gallies, 

| did ſome ſervice, of ſuch note indeed, 

That were I tane heere, it would ſcare be anfwer'd: 
Seb. Belike you ſlew greatnumber of his people. 
Ant. Th' offence 1s not of ſucha bloody.narure, <. 

Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrell 

Might well have given us bloody argument : 

It might have ſince beencanſwer'd m repaying © - * 

What wetooke from them, which for Traihques ſake 

Moſt ofour Citry did. Onely my ſelte ſtoud out, 

| For which if Lbe lapſed inthis place \, 


knowledge 


eAn. Haply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 
Yea havedcfire to purchaſe :and your ſtore 


$:b, lle be your purſe-bearer, and leave you 


Excant, 


jp I 


— 


Scena Quarta. 


— 


—_ 


Where is Malwolzo? 
Mar. He's comming Madam : 


01, Goe call him hither. 


Enter Malvolio. 

12m as mad as he, 

Itfad and mercy madneſſe equall be, 
{. How now CMalvelio? 

Ca, Sweet Lady, ha, ha. 


CMHal. Sad Lady, I could be fad: 


—  _ ———— — 


Enter Olivia, and Maria 


01, T have ſent after him, he ſayes he'll come : 
How ſhall I feaſt him 2 What beſtow of htm? 
For youth is bought more oft, then begg'd, or borrow'd. 
I ſpeake too lond : W here's Matnolio, he is ſad,and civill, 
| And ſuites well for a ſervant with my fortunnes, | 


But in very ſtrange manner. He is ſure poſſeſt Madam. 
Ol. Why what's the matter, does he rave? 

Mar. No Madam, he does nothing but ſmile: your La- 
dyſhip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, if he 
come, for ſure the man is tainted 1n's wits- 


Of. Smil'{t thou? T ſent for thee upon aſd occaſion. 


Thisdoes make ſome obſtruftion inthe blood : 
croſle-gartering, but what of that ? 


EE —_—_ 


If it pleaſetheeye of one, itis with measthe very truc 
Sonnet it : Pleale one, and pleaſe all. 

O!, Why how doeſt thou nian ? 
Whatis the matter with thee ? 


legges : Itdid cometo his hands, and Commands ſhall 
- On Ithinke wedoe know the ſweet Romane 
and. 
O07. Wilt thou goe to bed Matvolio? 
mal. To bed? I ſweet hearty and Ile come tothee, 
Ot. God comfort thee : Why doſt thou ſmile ſo, and 


1 kiſlethy hand ſo oft ? 


Mar. How doe you Halvohio. 
Mal. At your requeſt : 
Yes Nightingales anſwer Dawes. 
Aer. Why appeare you with this ridiculous boldnefle 
before my Lady? 
al, Be not afraid of greatneſſe : 'twas well writ. 
Oz. What meancft thou by that .alvolio? 
Hel. Some are borne great. 
O7. Ha? 
Mat. Some atcheeve greatneſſe. 
O7!, What fayſt thou? | 
Hal. And tome have greatneſſe thruſt uponthem. 
Of, Heaven reſtore thee. 
Mat. Rememver who commended thy yellow ſtock- 
ings. 
Ol, Thiy yellow ſtockings? 
UMHal. And wiſh'd to ſee thee Croſſe garter'd. 
Ol. Croſſe garter'd? ' | Sow 
Mal.Goetoe;thou art made, if thou deſu*it to be ſo} 
Atal. If not, let me ſee thee a ſervant ſtii}, 
Ot, Why this is very Midſommer madneſſe, 


Enter Servast. 


Ser. Madam, the yong Gentleman of the Connt "Orf6- 
no'$ is return'd, I could hardly entreate him backe : he at- 
tends your Ladyſhips pleaſure. 

O07. Ile come to him. 

Good Afar:a, let this fellow be look*d too. Where's my 
Coſin Toby, let ſome of my people have a ſpeciall care of 
him, I wouldnot haye him milcarry for the halfe of my 
Dowry. FI Exit. 
- Mal. Oh, ho, doe you come neere me now: no worſe 
manthen fir Toby tolooke to me: This concurresdirea- 
ly with the Letter, ſhe ſends him on purpoſe, that I may 
appeare ſtubborneto him': for ſhe mcires me to that 1n 
the Letter. Caſt thy hamble flough ayes ſhe: be. oppo- 
ſite with a Kinſman , furly with (ervants , let = tongue 
tang with arguments of ſtate, put thy ſelfe into the tricke 
of 1ngularity : and conſequently ſets'downe the manner 
how : as a fad face, areverend carriage, 'aflow rongue,in 
the habite of ſome Sir of note;and ſo forth: 'Thave lymde, 
her, but it is /ovesdoing,; and Tove make me thankefull. 
And when ſhe went away now; let this Fellow be look'd 
to : Fellow ? not Matvelio, nor after my degree, bur 
Fellow. "Why every thing adheres togerher , that no 
dramme of a euple: no ſcruple of a fcruple, no obſtacle, 
no incredulous or unſafe circumſtance : W bat can beſaid? 
Nothing that can be, cantcome betweene me, and the full 


' proſped of my hopes: Well Zove, riot I, is-the doer of 


this, and he is to be chanked. 


Enter Toby; Fabian, and Maria, TRY 
| Z2 


To. | 


—_—_ 


A1al. Not blacke in my mind, though yalow in my. 


Ss 
ts i. 


- 


Ts II "IN ITT ha 


©>"1 Twelfe Niizht,or, What youvill 


To. Which way ishe in the name of fanQity? If all 
the divelsof hell be.drawne in little, and Legion himſclfe 
polſeſt him, yer le ſpeaketo him. _ 

Fab. Heere he is, heere he is :; how iſt with you fir ? 
Haw iſt with you man ? "ie 

. Mal. Goc off, I diſcard you: let me enjoy my private: 
oc off. | 
; Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeakes within him ; 
did not Itell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prayes you to have 
a care bf him. ' 
Mal. Ah ha, docs ſhe ſo? 


To. Goe to, goe to : peace, peace, we mult deale gently 


with him : Let mealone, How doe you Aatvolio? How 
iſt with you ? What man, defie the divell : conſider, he's 
an'enemy to mankind. 
Mil. Doe you know what you ſay ? 
Mar. Ta you, and you ſpeak ill of the divell, how 
he takes it at heart, Pray God he be not bewitch'd. 
Fab. Carry his water to th'wiſe woman. ; 
Mary. Marry and it ſhall be done tomorrow morning 
if Tlive, My Lady would not looſe him for morc then ile 
ſay. 
AMal. How now miſtris? 
CMar. Oh Lor d; ; 
To. Prethee hold thy peace, this is not the way : Doe 
you notice you move him ? Ler me alone with him. 
Fa. No way but gentleneſle, gently, gently : the Fiend 
isSrough, and will not be roughly us'd. 
To. Why how now my bawcocke ? how doſt thou 


* Mal. Sir. | (chucke?- 


To: I biddy, come with me- What man, tis. not for 
gravity to play at cherry-pit with ſathan.Hang him foule 

olltar. 

Mar, Get him to lay his prayers, good fir Toby get 
him to pray. | 

Mat. My prayers Minx... 

- Ml No TI warrant you, he will not heare of godly- 
neſſe. .. . . {Io | ef Hy 
Mal. Gochang your ſelves all :-jyou are idle ſhallow 


things, I am not of your clement, you ſhall know 'more 4 


hereafter. | Exit. 
Te. Iſt poſſible? ' Cer | " 
Fab, If thiswereplaid upona ſtage now, I could cons 


_ demne 1t as at) improbable fiction. 


” 


device mane... - ..-. *: ROS A 
CHar.Nay purſac him now, leaſtthe device take ayre, 
and taint. $2: 32 I | 
Fa. Why we ſhall make him mad indeed: 
Mar. The houſe well bethe quieter. 


To.Come, we'l haye him inadarke.roome and bound. 


. 


To. His very genius hath taken the infeQion of the 


. «a V oy 


My Neece is already-in the beleife that he's mad : we may 
carry it thus for. our pleaſure,and his pennancegtill our ve- 


ry paſtimetyred our of breath, prompt us: tohave mercy 
6d cre | 


| which time,we wil bring the deviceto rhe bar 
andcrowne thee fora finder of madmcn :bur ce, but ſee. 
« Enter Sir eAvarew. 


| © Fe. More matter for a May morning. | 
|  And.Heere's the Challenge, reade it: I warrant there's 


vinegar and peppcrin't. 

; Fab. Iſtfo ſawey? *M 

_ e-Fnd. |, iſt? I warranthim: doe but reade.:. 
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Tonth, whatſoev er thou art, thou art but a ſcurvy fellow, 
Fa. Good and valiant. h 
To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind why I doe call 


C———_—_ 


thee ſo,for 1 will ſhew thee noveaſon for t. 
T 6. Thou comſt tothe Lady Olivia, and in my 


thee kindly : but thou teſt in thy throat , rhat is not the Batter 


1 challenge thee for. 


Fa. Very brecfe,and to exceeding good ſence-leſſe, 
To. 1 will way-lay thee going homs, where 5f it be thy chayy 


toke!l me, 
Fa. Good. ns | 
To. T hon. kalft mt like a rogue and a villaine. 


Fa. Still you keepe oth windie fide of the Law:goqd, 
To. Fartheewell,and God have mercie upon one of our ſoule, 
He may have mercie upon mine, but my hope t better , andſ, 
looke te thy ſeife. Thy friend as thon 2/eft him , and thy ſway 


exemy, Andrew Ague-cheeke, 


To. If this Letter move him not, his legges cannor: 


Ile giv't him. 


Hear. You may have veric fit occaſion for't : hee is 
now in fome commerce with my Lady , and will by and 


by depart. 


To. Go ſir Ahdrew; (cout mee for him at the corner 
of the Orchard like a bum-Baily : ſo ſoone as ever thoy 
ſceſt him,draw;and as thou draw'ſt ſweare horribly: for 
it comes to paſle oft;that a terrible oath , with a {wagee- 
ting accent tharpely twang'd off, gives manhood more 
approbation, then ever proote it ſelte would have cam{ 


him. Away. 
And. Nay let me alone for ſwearing. 


To. Now will not 1 deliver his Letter : for the behavi 
Our of the yong Gentleman, gives him out to be of good 
capacity , and breeding : his employment betweene hi 
Lord and my Neice, confirmes no lefle, Therefore , this 
Letter being ſo excellently ignorant, will breed no terior 
in the youth:he will finde it comes from a Clodde-pol, 
Bur fir, I will deliver his Challenge by word of mouth; 
{et upon e4gme-checke a notable report of valor,and drive 
the Gentleman(asI know his youth will aptly recciveit) 
into a moſt hideous opinion of his rage , skill, furic, and 
impetuoſity.This will fo fright them both, that they wi 
kill one another by the looke , like Cockatrices- 


- Enter Olivia and Viola. 


F. Heere he comes with your Neice, give them waj 


til he rake leave,and preſently after him. 


To.I wil meditate the while upon ſome horrid meſſzge 


for a Challenge. 


+, Ol. I have faid too much untoa heart of itone, 


And laid mine honour too vnchary or't: 


There's ſomething in me that reproves my fault: 


But ſuch a head-itrong pctent fault it 1s: 
Thar it but mockes reproote. - 


Vio. With the ſame haviour that your paſſion beares, 


Goes on my Maiſters greefes. 


O4. Heere,weare this Jewell for me, tis my picture: 


Refuſe it net, it hath no tongue,to vex you: 
And I beſeech you come againe to morrow. 
W hat ſhali you. aske of me that Ile deny, 
That honour(fav*d) may upon asking give. 
Yzo. Nothing but this , your true love for 
07. How with mine honor may I give him 
Which I have given to you ? 
Yio. T will acquit you. 


_ OL. Well, come againe to morrow:fare-thee-well, 
A Fiend like thee might beare my ſoule to hell. Ew 


Enter Toby and Fabian. 
To. Gentleman, God ſave thee. 


— 
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po 
Fa. A good note;that keepes you from the blow 6 te 


my maiſter, 
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. And you ſir, 
4 That {fence thou haſt; betake theeroo't s of what 


the wrongs are thou haſt done him ; T know not 3 
beds Oakes, If tull of deſpighr, bloody as the Hun- 
ter, atrends thee at the Occhard end: diſmount thy rucke A 
be yare in thy preparailon, for thy aſlaylant 1s quicke, 
$killfull, and deadly. 

ie. You miſtake fir Lam ſure, no man hath any quar- 
rell to me : my remembrance is very free and cleere from 
any image of offence done to any man. 

To. You'l find itotherwiſe I aſſure you : therefore, if 
you hold your life atany price, betake you to your gard : 
for your oppoſite hath in him whar youth, (trength,skill, 
and wrath, can furniſh man withall, 

Yo. T pray you fir what is he? 

To, He isknight dubb'd with unhatch'd Rapier, and 
on carpet conſideration, but he is a divell in private brall, 
ſoules and bodies hath he divorc'd three, and his incenſe- 
ment atthis moment is ſo implacable, that ſatisfaction 
can be none, but by pangs of deathand ſepulcher : Hob, 
nob, ishis word : giv't or take't. | 

Y;o. I willretarne againe into the houſe, and deſire 
ſome conduct of the Lady. Iamno fighter, I have heard 
oflome kind of men, that putquarrells purpoſely on 0- 
thers, to taſte thctr valour : belike this is a man of that 

uirke. 

'T v. Sir,no : his indignation derives it ſelfe out of a ve- 
ry computent injury, therefore get you on, and give him 
hisdeſire. Backe you ſhallnot to the houſe, unlefle you 
undertake that with me, which withas much fafety you 
mightanſwer him ? therefore on, or ſtrippe your {ſword 
ſtarkenaked : for meddle you mutt thar's certaine,or for- 
ſweare to weare iron about you. 

Vio, This isas uncivill as ſtrange. I beſeech you doe 
me this courteous otfice, asto know of the Knight what 
my offenceto him is: it is ſomething of my negligence, 
| nothing of my purpoſe, 

To. I will doe 10. Signiour Fabian, ſtay you by this 
&cntleman, till my returne, Exit Toby, 

Viv, Pray your, doe you know of thismatter ? 

Fab. I know the knightis incenſt againſt you, evento 
amortall arbitrement, but nothing of the circumſtance 
more, 

Vie. T beſeech you what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderfull promiſe toread him 
by his forme, as you are like to find him in the proofe of 
his valour. He is indeed ſir, the moſt skillfull,bloudy,and 
fatall oppoſite that you could poſſibly have found in any 
part of Illyria : will you walke towards him, will make 
your peace with him, if I can. 

Fn. T ſhall be much bound to you for't : I am one, 
that had rather goe with fir Prieſt, then fir knight : I care 
not who knowes ſo much of my mettle. E xeunt. 

_ Enter Toby, and Anarew. 

Tob. Why man he's a very divell, I have not ſeencſuch 
afirago: I had a paſſe with him, rapier,{cabber*d,and all: 
and be gives methe ſtucke in with ſuch a morrall motion 
that it 1s ineuitable : and on the anſwer, hepayes your as 
as your feete hits the ground they ſtep on. They 
fay, he has beene Fencer to the Sophy. 

"d. Pox ont, i!enot meddle with Him. 
.To. Tbut he willnotnow be pacified, 
4ian can ſcarſe hold him yonder. 
ef», Plague on't, and Ithought he had beene valiant, 
and ſo'cunning in Fence, I'de have ſeene him damn'd ere 


Ide have challeng'd him. Let him let the matter flip,and 


—___ 


Ile give him my horſe, gray Capilet. 
Tob. Ile make the motion - ftand heere, make a good 
ſhew on'r, this ſhall end withoutthe perdition of ſouies, 
marry Ile ride your horſe as well as 1 ride you, 
Enter Fabian, and Viola. | 
I have his horſe to take up' the quarrell, I have perſwaded 
him the youthsa divell. | 

Fab. He is as horribly conccited of him: and pants, 
and lookes pale, as if a Bearc were at his heeles. 

To. There's no remedy fir, he will fight with you for's 
oath ſake : marry he hath better bethought him of his 
quarrell, and he finds that now ſcarſeto be worthtalking 
of : therefore draw for the ſupportance of his vow, he 
proteſts he willnot hurt you. 

Iv. Pray God defend mee: alittle thing would make 
me teilthem how much T lacke of a man. 

Fab. Give ground if you ſee him furious. 

To. Come tir eAndrew, theresno remedy, the Gen- 
tleman will for his honors ſake have one bout with yon : 
he cannot by the Duello avoid it : but he has promiſed 
me, as he isa Gentleman anda Soldiour, he will not hurt 
yon. Come on, t00'r. 

And. Pray God he keepe his oath, 

Enter Antonio. 

Vie. T doeaſſure you tis againſt my will; 

ent, Put up your ſword : if this yong Gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me : 

It youoffend him, I for him defie you. 

Tob. Youlir ? Why, whatare you? 

Ant. One fir, that for his lovedares yet doe more 
Then you have heard him bragto you he will. 

Tob, Nay, if you be an undertaker,lI am tor you. 

Enter Officers. 


Fab. O good fir Toby hold : heere come the Officers. 


Tob. le be with you anon. | 

Ui. Pray fir, pat your ſword up if you pleaſe. 

end. Marry will I fir :andtorthatI promis'd you le 
beas goodas my word. He will beare you ealily, and 
rataes well. 

1.0ff. This is the man, doe thy Oice. 

2.Off: Anthonis,T arreſt thee at the ſuit of Count Orf3no, 

Aznt. Youdoe miſtake me fir. | 

I. Off. No fir, no jot :I know your favour well ; 


Though now you baveno ſea-cap on your head : 


Take him away, he knowes I know him well. 
Ant. T muſt obey. This comes with ſecking you: 
But there's no retnedy, I ſhall anſwer it ; 
What will you doe? now my necellity 
Makes me to aske you for my purſe. It greeves me 
Much more, for w hat I cannot doe for you, 
Then what befals my ſelfe : you ſtand amaz'd, 
But be of comfort. 
2. Off. Come fir away. 
Ant. 1 muſt entreat of you ſome of that money. 
Vio, What mcney ſir? | 
For the faire kindneſſe yon have ſhew*d me here, 
And part being prompted by your preſent trouble, 
Out of my leane and low ability 
Te lend you ſomething : tny having is not much, 
Ile make divifionof my preſent with you ; 
Hold, there's halte my Coffer. 
Ant. Will youdeny menow, 
Iſt poſſible that my deſertsto yon + | 
Canlacke perſwaſion? Doe not tempt my miſery, 
Leaſt that it make me ſounſound a man 
As to upbraid you with thole kindnefſes 


w— 
" 


_ 


| 


| 


To. __ Thar | 


_— 


| 


270 | Ae Twelfe Nizbt.oW bat you will. 


That I havedone for you, 
Vio. I know of none: + 
Nor know I you by voyce, or any feature £ 


| I hate ingratitude more in a man, 


Then lying, vainnefle; babling drunkenneſle, 
Or any taint of viceg whoſe ſtrong corruption 
Inhabites our fraile bloods 
Ee moons themſelves ! 
2, Off. Come lir, I pray you gee« _— 
. eur. Let me ſpeake alittle. This youth that you ſee 


I fnatch'd one balfe out of the jawes of death, (heere; 


Relcev'd him with ſuch ſanRity of love ; 
And to his image, which me thought did promiſe 
Moſt venerable worth, did I devotion« 
1.Of. What's that tous,the time goes by : Away. 
Ant. Butoh, how vikde an idoll provesthis god : 
Thou haſt Sebaft:an done good feature, ſhame, 
In Nature, there's no blemiſh but the mind : 
None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind. 
Vertue 1s beanty, but the beateous evill 
Are cmpty trunkes, ore-flouriſh'd by the devill. 
I. Off. The man growes mad, away with him :. 
Come, come fir. | 
ent. Leade me on. Exit. 
Vie. Me thinkes his words doe from ſuch paſſion flye 
That he beleeves himſelfe, ſo doe not F : 
Provetrue imagination, oh prove true, 
That 1 deere brother,be now tanefor you. 
To. Come hither Knight, come hither Fabian : Well 
whiſper ore a couplet or two of moſt ſage ſawes. 
Vie; He nam'd Seba#tian : I my brother know 
Yet living in my glaſſe : even ſuch, and ſo 
In favour was my Brother, and he went 
Still inthis fafhion, colour, ornament, 
For him I imitate : Oh ifit prove, 
Tempeſtsare kind, and ſalt waves freſh in love. Ex9t 
Tob, A very diſhoneſtpaltry boy,'and more a coward 
then a Hare, his diſhoneſty appeares,in leaving his friend 
heere in neceſſity, and denying him : and for his coward- 
ſhip aske Fabian. 
| Fab. A Coward,;amoſtdeyout Coward, religious in 
it. 
end. Slid Ile after himagaine, and beate him. 
To. Doe,cuffe him ſoundly,but never draw thy ſword 
And. And I doe not. 
Fab. Come, let's ſee the event. 
Tob. Idarc lay any mony, twill be nothing yets Ex. 


eAins Quartus Scena Prima. 


CD 


Evter Sebaſtian, and Clowne, 
(te. Will you make me beleeve, that Iam not ſent for 


you? | 


Seb. Goe to, goc to, thou arta fooliſh fellow, 
Let me be cleere of thee. 

(t. Well held out yfaith : No, I doe not know you, 
nor Iamnot ſentto you by my Lady, to bid you come 
ſpeake with her : nor your name is not Malter Ceſar#o, 
nor this is not my noſe neither : Nothingthar is ſo,is ſo. 

Seb. I prethee vent thy folly ſome-where elſc, thou 
know'ſt not me. | 

(low. Vent my folly: He has heard that word of ſome 
great man, and now applyes itto a foole. Vent my fol- 


| Cockney : I prethee now vungird thy ſtrangenes, aid tel 


in't, and I would 1 were the firſt that ever difſembled in 


ly : T am affraidthis great lubber the World will provez 


me what I ſhall vent to my Lady? Shall I ventto her that 
thatart comming ? | 

Seb. I prethee fooliſh greeke depart from me; there'y 
money for thee, if you tarry longer, I ſhall give worſe 
paiment. | 

Co, By my troth thou haſt an open hand: theſe Wiſe. | 
men thar give fooles money, get thetnſclves a good re- 
port, after fourteene yeares puzchaſlc. 


| Emer Andrew, Toby, and Fabian. 

And. Now fir, have I met you againe: there's for you, 

Seb. Why there's for thee, and there, and there, 
Are all the people mad ? 

To. Hold fir, or Ilethrow your dagger ore the houſe, 
_ "Clo. This will I tell my Lady ftraghr, I would nothy 
1n ſome of your coats for two pences 

To, Coine on fir, hold. | 
Aud. Naylethimalone, Ile goe another way to worke 
with him : 1c have an aCtion of Battery againſt him, if 
there he any law in Illyria : though I iroke hum firſt,yet 
t's no matter for that. 

Seb, Let goe thy hand. 

Tob. Cone fir, I will not let you go. Come my yore 
ſouldier put up your yron: you are well fleſh'd : Come 
Jay | 


Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldſt thou noy? 
If thou dar'ſt tempt me further, draw thy ſword. 

To. What, what? Nay then I muſt have an Ounce 0 
two of this malapert blood from you. 

Enter Olivia. 

Ol. Hold Toby , onthy lifeI charge thee hold. 

Tob. Madam, 

Gf. Will it be ever thus? Yngracious wre:ch, 
Fit for the Mountaines, and the barbarous Caves, 
Where manners ne're were preach'd : out of my {ight, 
Be not offended, deere Ceſario : 
Rudesbey be gone. I] prethee gentle friend, 
Let thy faire wiſedome, not thy paſſion ſway 
In this uncivill, and unjuſt extent 
Agatnſt thy peace. Goe with me to my houſe, 
And heare thou there how many fruitlefle prankes 
This Rufhan hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 
Maift ſmile ar this: Thou ſhalt not choofe but goe ; 
Doe not deny, beſhrew his ſoule for me, 
He ſtarted one poore heart of mine, in thee. 

Seb. What relliſh is inthis? How runs the ſtreame ? 
Or Iam mad, or elſe this is a dreame :; 
Ler fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſtcepe, 
If it be thusto dreame, ſtill let me ſleepe. 4 

O/:Nay come I prethee, would thoud'ſt be rul'd by me. | 
Seb. Madam, I will. Y 


01, O ſay fo, and ſobe, | F xeunt, 
Scena Secunda. 
Enter Maria, and Clowne, 


a— I prethee put on this gowne,and this beard, 
make him beleeve thou art fir Topas the Curate, doe it 
quickly. Ile call fir Toby the whilit. 

{e. Well, Ile put it on, and I will difſemble my {elfe 
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Enter Tobie. 


Mat. Who cals there ? 

{le. Sir Topas the Curate,who comes to viſite alvo- 
lo the Lunaticke. 

Mal. Sir T opas, (ir Topas, good fir Topas goe to my 


To, Tove bleſſe thee M-Parſon. | 
Clo, Bonos dies ſix Tobie: for as the old Hermit of Prage, 
thatnever ſaw Pen and Inke, very wittily faidto a Neece 
ofKing Gorbodacke, that that is, is : {0 1 being M. Parſon; 
M.Parſon ; for what is that;but that ? and is,but is ? 
To. Tohim fir Topas. 
Claw, What hoa,I ſay,Peacein this priſon, 
Te. The Knave counterfeirs well : a good Knave. 


Atatvolis within, 


_=_ Out hyperbolicall fiend , how vexeſt thou this 
man? Talkeſt thou nothing bur of Ladies? 

Tob. Well ſaid M.Pariſon. 
Mal. Sir Topaz , never was man thus wronged, good 
\ fir Tp4adoc not thinke I am mad : they have layde mee 
heere in hudeous darknefſle. 
(lv. Fyezthou diſhonelt Sathan :I call thee bythe moſt 
modeft termes, for Iam one of hole gentle ones, that 
will uſe the Divell himſelfe with curteſic ; ſayſt thou that 
houſe isdarke ? 

' Mal. As hell fir Topas- 

(hb. Why it hath bay Windowes tranſparant as Barie 
cadoes and the cleare (tones toward the South North, are 
as luſtrous as Ebony : and yet complaineſt thou of obſtru- 


Mal. 1am not mad fir Topas,1 ſay to you this houſe is 


Clo. Madman thou erreſt ; I ſay thereis no darkneſle 
but ignorance , in whichchou art more puzell'd then the 
Egyptians intheir fogge. 

Mal. 1 fay this houſe is as darke as 1gnorance, though 
Ignorance were as darke as hell ; and 1 fay there wasne- 
| Yer manthus abus'd , I am no more madde than you are, 
make the triall of it in any conſtant queſtion. 

Clo, What isthe opinion of Pythagoras , concerning 
Wilde-fowle ? 
| Mal, That the ſoule of our Grandam , might happily 
Inhabite a Bird. 
(%. What think'ſt thou of his opinion? 
Mal, Ithinke nobly of the ſoule , and no way approve 
his opinion. 
Cho. Fare thee well : remaine thou ſtill in darkenefle, 
thou ſhalt hold th'opinion of Pythagoras,ere T willallow 
of thy wits, and feare to kill a Woodcocke, leſt thou diſ- 
Poflefle che houſe of thy Grandam: Fare thee well. 
Mal. Sir Topas fir Topas. 
Tov. My molt exquiſite fir Topas. 
Clo, Nay,I am for all waters. 
Mar. Thou mightit have done this without th 
and gowne, he ſees thee not. 
Teb.To him in thine owne voyce,and bring me word, 
how thou findſt him : I would wee were all rid of this |. 
knavery, If hee may be conveniently deliver'd, I would 
ewere,for Tam now ſo farre in offence with my Neece, 
that ] cannot purſue with any ſafety this ſport the up- 
ſhot, Come by and by tomy Champer: 


Exit. 


ſuch 4Gowne. I ah notrall enough to become the fun- | 
Aion well, nor leane enough to be thought a good Stu- 
dent : but to be ſaid an honeſt man,and a good Houſekee- 
r goes as taircly, as to ſay , a carefull man,and a great 
Scholler. The Competitors enter. 


y beard | 


Ci, Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me how thy Lady 
OES. 

Mal. Foole. 

Clo. My Lady is unkinde, perdie. 

AAat. Foole. 

Clo. Alas why is ſhe ſo. 

Aal. Fookl ſay. W 

(!e. She loves another. Whocalls,ha? _ 

414]. Good Foole, aseverthou wilt deſerve well at 
my hand, helpe nie to a Candle,and Pen, Inke, and Paper : 
- Tama Gentleman, I willlive to bee thankefull to thee 
or'ts 

Clo. M, Malvolio ? 

Mat. I good Foole. | | 

Cle, Alasfir, how fell you beſides your five wits ? 

fat. Foole,there was never man ſo notoriouſly a- 
busd: 1 amas well in my wits(foole)as thou art. 

C/o. But as well: then you are mad indeed , if youbee 
no better in your witsthen a foole. 

Mal. They have herepropertied me ; keepe mee in 
darkeneſſe,ſend Miniſtersto mee, Aſſes, and doe all they 
can to face meout of my wits. 

(7. Adviſe you what you fay : the Miniſter is here: 
Matvoho, Malvelio, thy wits the heavens reſtore : ende- 
_ thy {clfe to ſleepe, and leave thy vaine bibble bab- 

C 

CMHal. Sir Topas. 

Cls. Maintaine no words with him good fellow, 
| Whol fir,not I fir. God buy you good fir Top : Mar- 
ry Amen. I will fr;I willfir. 

Hal. Foole, foole, foole I fay. | 

Clo.Alas fir bepatient. What ſay you fir,I am ſhent for 
ſpeaking to you. | 

Mal. Good foole helpe me to ſome light , and ſome 
Paper, I tell thee Iamas well in my wits, as any man 1n 


| Illyrta, 


Clo: Well-a-day that you were fir. 

Mat. By this hand Iam : good foole, ſome Inke, Pa- 
per,and Light : and convey what I will ſet dowhe tomy 
Lady : it ſhall advantage thee more, then ever the bearing 
of Letter did. 

_ Ch. I will helpe you too't-Buttell me true,are you not 
miad indeed,or doe you but counterfeit? 

Aal.Beleeve me,I amnor,I tell thee true. 

Ch. Nay, lle ne're beleeve a madman till I ſee his 
I will fetch you light,and paper,and inke. 
Mat. Foole,Ilerequite it in the higheſt degree ; 
I prethee be gone. 
Che. I am gone (ir,andanon fir, 
Ile be with you againe : 
Inatrice,like tothe old vice, 
your neede to fuſtaine. ; 
Who with Dagger of Lath,in his rage and his vwrath, 
cryesahha,to rhe Divell : 
Like a mad lad, paire thy nayles Dag, : 
Adieu good man Divells Ext. 


i 
_——— 


Scana Tertta. 


Enter Sebaſtian. 
Seb. This isthe ayre,that is the glorious Sunne, 
This Pcarle ſhe gave me,I doe feeIr,and feet, 
And though 'tis wonder that enwraps methus, 
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Yet 'tis not madneſſe, Where's eLnthoxio then > 
I could not finde him atthe Elephant, 

. Yet there he was, and there I found this credite, 

' That he did range the Towne to ſeeke me our, 
H1s counſell now might doe me golden ſervice, 
For though my ſoule diſputes well with my ſenſe, 
That this may be ſome c1ror,but no madnefle, 
Yet doththis accidentand flood of Fortune; 

So farre exceed all inſtance,alldiſcourſe; 

That 1 am ready to diſtruſt mine eyes, 

And wrangle yith wy reaſon that perſwadesme 
To any other truſt,butthat I am mad, 

 Orelle the Ladies mad ; yetif *twere ſo, 

She could not ſway her houſe, command her followers, 

Take, and give backe affaires,and theirdiſpatch, 

1 With ſuch a ſmooth,diſcreet,and ſtable-bearing 

As I perceive ſhe do's : there's ſomething in'r 

That 1s deceiveable. But here the Lady comes. 


, : Enter Olrvia,ard Preeft. 

Of. Blame notthishaſte of mine : if you meane well 
Now goe with me,and with this holy man 
Intothe Chantry by : there before him, 
And underneath that conſecrated roofe, 
Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith, 
That my moſt jcalous, and too doubtfull ſoule 
May live at Peace. He ſhall conceale it, 
W biles you are willing it ſhall cometo note, 
What time we will our celebration keepe 
According to my birth, what doe you ſay ? 

Seb. Ile follow this good man,and goe with you, 
And having ſworne truth,ever will betrue, 

O1.Then lead the way good father,and heavens ſo ſhine, 
That they may fairely note thisat of mine. Exennt. 

Finga Aus Dnarti, 


Bhat 


eA Tus Quintus. Scana Prima. 
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Enter { lowne and Fabian. 
Fab. Now asthou lov'{tme,let me ſee this Letter, 
Clow. Good M. Fahiangrant me another requeſt, 
Fab. Any thing. 
(ow, Doe not deſireto ſee this Letter. 
Fab, This istogivea Dog , and in recompence deſire 


my dogge againe. 


Enter Duke,Viola,Curiogand Lords: x 
D#ke. Belong youto the Lady Olivie,friends? 
Clow. I ſir,weare ſome of her trappings: 

Duke. I know thee well : how docſt thou my good 


Fellow ? | 
Clo. Truely fir,the better for my foes , andthe worſe 


for my friends. wh 
Ds. Iuſt the contrary : the better for thy friends. 
(to. No fir,the worle. 
Ds. How canthat be ? 
(lo. Marry fir,they praiſe me,and make an Aſeof me, 
now my foestell me plainely,l am an Aſle : ſo that by my 
foes ſir, I profit inthe knowledge of my ſelfe, and by my 
friends Iam abuſed : ſo that concluſions to be as kiſles, if 
your foure negatives make your two aihrmatives , why 


. then the worſe for my friends,andthe better formy foes. | 
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Ds. Why this is excellent. 

C/o. By my troth fir,no : though it pleaſe you to bee 
one of my friends. 

D#. Thou ſhalt not be the worſe for me; there's gold, 

C/s.But that it would be double deilling fir,l would you 
could make it another. 

Ds. Oyou give me ill counſcll. 

Cho. Putyour Grace in your pocket ſir,for this once 
and et your fleſh and blood obey it. : 

Dux. Well, I will be ſo much a ſinner to be adouble 
dealer : there's another. 

Clo. Primo, ſecunds, tertio, is a good Play; and the glde 
ſaying is,the third Payes for all : the triplex fir, isa good 
tripping meaſure,or the bels of S. eres ſir , may put you 
in minde,one,two,three. 

D#. Youcan foole nomore money out of me at this 
throw : if you wiil let your Lady know 1 am here to 
ſpeake with her,and bring her along with you, it may a 
wake my bounty further. 

Cho. Marry fir, lullaby to your bounty till I come agen, 
I goe fir, but I would not have you to thinke , thatmy de- 
ſire of having is the finne of covetouſneſle : but as you ſay 
firglet your bounty take a nap, I will awake it anon. Ex:. 


Enter eAnthonio and Officers. 


Vie, Heere comes the man ſir,that did reſcue we, 
Ds. That face of his I doe remember well, 

Yet when I ſaw it laſt,it was beſmear*d 

Asblackeas Vulcan,in the ſmoake of Warre; 

A bawbling Veſlell was he Captain of, 

For ſhallow draught and Bulke unprizable, 

With which ſuch ſcathfull grapple did he make, 

With the moſt noble bottome of our Fleer, 

That very envy,and the tongue of loſſe | 

Cride* fame and honour on him : What's the matter ? 
1 Offi. Orſine,thisis that Anthonio 


* | That tooke the Phenix and her fraught from Candy, 


And this is he that did the Tger boord, 
When your yong Nephew Tit loſt his legge ; 
Heere in the ſtreets,deſperate of ſhame and ſtate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 
Vis, He did me kindneſle ſfir,drew on my ſide, 

But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeechupon me, 
I know not what't was,but diſtration. 
- Ds, Notable Pyrate,thou fſalt-water Theefe, 
What fooliſh boldnefſe brought. thee to their mercics, 
Whomthou in termes ſo bloudy,and fo deere 
Haſt made thine enemies? 

Ant, Orſino : Noble fir, 


Bepleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give mee: 


Anthonio never yet was Theefe,or Pyratc, 
Though I confeſſe,on baſe and ground enough 
Orſmo senemie. A witchcraft drew me hither : 
That moſt ingratefull Boy there by your fide, 
From the rude ſeas enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Did I redeeme: a wracke paſt hope he was : 
Hislife I gave him,and didtheretoadde 

My love without retention,or reſtraint, 

All this in dedication. For his ſake, 

Did Iexpoſe my ſelfe(pure for his love) 

Into the danger of this adverſe Towne, 

Drew todefend him,when he was beſet : 
Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me indanger) 
Taught himto face me Out of his acquaintance, 
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Which I had recommended to his uſe, 
Not haife an houre before. 
- io. How can this be ? — 
D#. When came he to this Towne ? | 


No interim,nota minutes vacancie, 
Both day and night did we keepe company. 
| Enter Ola and attendants, 


on earths 
But for thee fellow ; fellow thy words are madnefle, 
Three monthes this youth hath tended upon me, 
But more of that anon. Take him aſide. 


Wherein 0/6via may ſecme ſerviceable ? 
Ceſario,you doe not keepe promiſe with me. 
Vio, Madam. 
Ds. Gracious Olvia, 
01. What doe you fay (ſari? Good my Lord. 
Vie. My Lord would ſpeake,my dutic huſhes me. 
O01. Kitbe ought tothe old tune my Lord, 
It is as fatand fulſome to mine care 
Ashowling after Muſicke, 
Ds. Still ſocrucll? 
01. Still ſo conſtant Lord, 
D#. What to perverſeneſſe ? you uncivill Lady 
Towhoſe ingrate,and unauſpicious Altars 
My ſoule the faithful[{t offerings have breath'd out 
Thatere devotiontender'd, What ſhall I doe ? 
Ol. Even what it pleaſe my Lord, that ſhall become 
Du, Why ſhould I not,(had I the heart to doe it) 
Liketo the Xgyptian Theefe,at point of death 
Kill what I love : (a favage jealoufie, 
That ſometime ſayours nobly)but heare me this : 
Since you to non-regardance calt my faith, 
And thatT partly know the inſtrument 
That ſcrewes me from my true place in your favour : 
Live you the Marblc-breſted Tyrant ſtill. 
But this your Minton, whom I know you love, 
And whom,by heavev I ſweare,I tender decrely, 
Him will I teare our of that cruell eye, 
Where he fits crowned in his Maſters ſpight. 
Come Boy with me,my thoughts are ripe 1n miſchiefe : 
Ile facrifice the Lamberhar I doe love, 
Toſpight a Ravens heart within a Dove. 
Uio, And I moſt jocond,apt,and willingly, 
To doe you reſt,a thouſand deathes would die. 
01. Where goes (eſario ? 
Vis. After him Ilove, | | 
Morethen I love theſe eyes, more then my lite, 
More by all mores,then ere 1 ſhall love wife. 
If1 doefeigne,you witneſſes above 
Puniſh my litegfor tainting of my Love. 
01. Aye me deteſted, how am I beguil'd? 
Ur. Who does beguile you? who i 
07. Haſt thou forgot thy ſelfe ? Is it ſo long ? 


Call forth the holy Father. 


Du, Come,away. - 

01, Whither my Lord ? Ceſario, Husband,ſtay, 
D#. Husband? 

O01, T Husband. Can hethat deny ? 


Ds. Her husband,tirrah ? 
Vio. No my Lord,not I. 


Ot, Alas,it is the baſeneſſe of thy feare, 


4 
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DT welfe Niebt.or What y_= will. 


| Andgrew atwenty yeeres rem oved thing, | 
While one would winke : denide me mine owne purſe, 


eAnt. Today my Lord ; and for three monthes before, 


Dx, Heere comes the Counteſle , now heaven walkes 


01, What would my Lord, but that he may not have, 


(him. 


oes do you wrong? 


That makes thee ſtrangle thy ricty : 
| Feare not (oavietake thy —— up, 
Be that thou know'ſtthou art;and thenthou art 
AS greatasthat thou fear'ſt. 
Enter Prieff. 
O welcome Father : _ oi 
Father,I charge thee by thy reverence _ . 
Here tounfold,thoughlarely we intcnded 
Tokeepe indarkenefle,what occaſion now. 
Revealcs before 'tis ripe : what thou doeſt know 
Hath newly paſt,betweene this youth,and me; 
Prieft, A Contract of eternall bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutuall joynder of your hands, 
Atreſted by the holy cloſe of lippes, 
| Strengthened by enterchangement of your Rings, 
Andall the Ceremony of this compact 
| Scal'd in my funion,by my teſtimony : 
| Since when,my watch hath told mie;taward my grave 
I have travail'd but two houres. 
Z#. O thou difſembling Cub : what wilt thou be 
When time hath ſow'd agrizzle on thy caſe ? 
Or will not elſerhy craft ſoquickly grow, 
That thine owne trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 
{ Farewell,and take her,but dire thy feer, 
Where thou,and I(henceforch)aay never meet. 
| Uis. My Lord,I doe proteſt. 
Ol. Odoenotſweare, 
Hoy little faith,though thou haſt too much feare. 


Enter Sir Anarew, 
And, For the love of God a Surgeon, tend one pre- 
ſently to fir Toby. 
Ol, Whar's the matter ? E411 
And. H'as broke my head a-crofle , and has given Sir 
Toby a bloody Coxecombe to : forthe love of God your 
helpe,T had rather than forty pound I were at home. 
Ol, Who has done this Sir Andrew ? 
And, The Counts Gentleman,one ( e/ario: wee tooke 
him fera Coward, but he's the very Diveil incardinate. 
Dx. My Gentleman Ceſario ? | 
And. Odd's lifelings here he is: you broke my head 
or that that I did,I was ſet on to doo'rby fir 
Toby. | 
Uio. Why doeyou ſpeaketo me,I never hurt you : 
Youdrew your {word upon me without cauſe, 
Bnt I beſpake you faire,and hurt you not. 


Enter Toby and Clowne. 

ed. If a bloody Coxecombe be a hurt, you have hurt 
me : I thinke you ſet nothing by a bloody Coxecombe, 
Heere comes fir Toby halting, you ſhall heare more ; butif 
he had not beene in drinke , hee would have tickel'd you 
other gatesrhen he did. 

Ds. How now Gentleman ? how iſt withyyou 2 _ 

To. That'sall one, has hurt me,and there's th'end ont . 
Sot,didſt ſee Dicke Surgeon fot ? __ 
Clo. O he'sdrunkefit above an houre agone : his cyes 
were (ctat eight 'th morning. —=_ 1h 4, 

To. Then he's a Rogue after a paſſy meaſuresPavin:I 
hate a drunken Rogne: not x”. 

O71. Away with him? Who hath made this havocke 
with them ?. + 738; | Effe £1 
And. Ile helpe you Sir Toby,becauſe we'll be dreſt to- 
her; of | 
__— 0. Will you helpean Aſſe-head, and a Coxecombe, 
anda Knave : athinne-fac'd Knave,a Gull ? 
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Ol. Get him to bed;and let his hurt be look'd to. 
| Emer Sebaitian. | 
Seb. Tam ſorry Madam I have hurt your kinſman : 
Burhad it beene the brother of my blood, 
I muſt have done no lefle with wit and lafety. 
You throw a ſtrange penn me,and by that 
Idoeperccive it hath offended you: 
Pardon me ({weet one)cven for the vowes 
We madeeach other,bur ſo late agoe. 
Dm. One facc,one voyce,one habir,and two petſons, 


| A naturall Perſpccive,thar is,and is not, 


Sth. eAuthonio, O my deare eAntbonso | 
How havethe houresrack'd,and tortu'rd me, 


1 Since I have loſt thee ? 


Ant. Sebaſtian are you? 
Seb, Fear'(t thou that Anthonis? 
Ant, How have you made diviſion of your ſelfe, 
An Apple cleft in two,is not more twin 
Then wy two creatures. Which is ScbaF7ian ? 
Of. Moſt wonderfull. 
Seb. Doc I ſtandthere 2? I never had a brother : 
Nor can there be a Deity in my nature 
Ofhere,and every where. I hada ſiſter, 
Whom the blinde waves and ſurges have devour'd: 
Ofcharity,what kinne are you to me ? 
What Countreyman ? What name? What Parentage? 
Uio. Of HMeſſaline : Sebaſtian was my Father, 
Such a Sebaſtian was my brother to : 
So went he ſuited to his watery tombe : 
If ſpirits can aſſume both forme and ſuite, 
You come tofrightus. 
Seb, AflpiritI am indeed, 
Butam in that dimenſion grofly clad, 
Which fromthe Wombe I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reſt goe even, 
I ſhould my teares.let fall upon your cheeke, 
And ſay,thrice welcome drowned Uiola, 
Vie. My Father hada Moale upon his brow. 
Seb, 'And ſo had mine. 
Uio. And di'd that day when Yiola from her birth 
Had numbred thirteene yeeres. 
Seb. O that record is lively in my ſoule, 
He finiſhed indeed his mortallate 
Thar day that made my ſiſter thirteene yeares. 
Vie. If nothing lets to make vs happy both, 
Butthis my maſculine uſurp'd attyre : 
Doe not embrace me,till each circumſtance, 
Of place,time,fortune,doe co-here and jumpe 
That I am F49/a,which to confirme, 
Ile bring you to a Captaine inthis Towne, 
Where lye my Maiden weeds: by whoſe gentle helpe, 
I was preſerv'd to ſerve this noble Count : 
Allthe occurrence of my fortune ſince 
Hath been between this Lady,and this Lord. 
Seb. So comes it Lady,you have beene miſtooke : 
But Nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have beene contracted to a Maid, 
Nor are you therein(by my life)deceiv'd, 
You arebetroth'd both to a Maid and man. 
Ds. Be not amaz'd, rightnoble is his blood : 
- If this be ſo,as yet the glaſſe ſeemes true, 
1 ſhall have ſhare inthis meſt happy wracke. 
Boy,thou haſt ſaid to me a thouſand times, 
Thounever ſhoulſt love woman like to me. 
Uis. Andall thoſe ſayings,will I over-ſweare, 
Andall thoſe ſwearings keepeas true in ſoule, 


| 


| Tat ſevers day from night; 


| 


| How does he ſirrah ? 


I Ladyſhip will have it as it ought to. be, you muſt allow 


| 
| 


| 


| 


| 


As doth that Orbed Continent, the fire, 


Ds. Give methy hand, | 
Andlet me ſee thee inthy womans weeds. 

Vio, The Captaine that did bring me firſt on ſhore 
Hath my Maides garments : he upon ſome Action * 
Is now in durance,at AZelvolso's ſuite, 

A Gentleman and follower of my Ladies. 

O/. He ſhallenlarge him : ferch M4«/voho hither, 
And yet alas,now I remember me, 

They ſay,poore Gentleman, he's much diſtrad. 
Emer the Clowne with a Letter,and Fabian, 

A moſt exacting frenzic of mine owne, 

From my remembrancc,clearely baniſh his. - 


Ct. Truely Madam, he holds .Belzebub at the ſlaves 
endas well asa man in his caſe may doe: has heere writ 
aletter to you,T ſhould have given't you today morning, 
But as a madmans Epiſtlesare no Goſpels , fo it skills 
not much when they are deliver'd- 

Of, Open't,and reade it. 

(7%. Lookethen to be well edificd, when the Focle 
deliversthe Madman. Fythe Lord Madam. 

Ol. How now,art thou mad ? 

(79. No Madam)lI doe but reade madnefſe ; and your 


Vox. | 

OL. Prethee reade i'thy right wits. 

Co. So Idoe Madona : but toreade his right wits, is 
to reade thus: therefore,perpend my Princefle , and give 
care. | 

O07. Reade it you,ſirrah. 

Fab. Reads, By the Lord Madam , you wrong me, and 
the world ſhall know it : Though you have pur mee into 
darkeneſſe,and given your drunken Cozen rule over me, 
yet have I the benefit of my ſenſes as wellas your Lady- 
ſhip. I have yourowne Letter , that induced meto the 
ſcmblance I put on ; with the which I doubt not , butto 
doe my ſelfe much right,or you much ſhame :; Thinkeot 
me as you pleaſe. I leave my duty alittle unthought of, 
and ſpeake out of my injury. The madly ns'd Halvoln, 

Ol. Did he writethis? 

C/o, I Madame. 

D#x. This favours not much of diſtraftion. 

Ol. See him deliver'd Fabian,bring him bither : 
My Lord,ſo plcaſe you, theſe things further thought on, 
Tothinke me as well a fiſter,asa wite, 

One day ſhall crowne tlralliance on't,ſo pleaſe you, 
Hereat my houſe,and at my proper coft. 

Dx. Madam,I am moſtapt t'embrace your offer : 

Your Maſter quits you : and for your ſervice done him, 
So much againſt the mettle ot your ſex, 
So farre beneath your ſoft and tender breeding, 
And ſince you call'd me Maſter,for ſo long : 
Here is my hand, you ſhall from this time bee 
Your Matters Miſtris. 

O04. Aſiſter,you are ſhe. 

Emer Matvolio, 

Ds, Isthisthe Madman ? 

. 01. I myTLord,this ſame: How now Aatvolr ? 

Mal. Madam,yon have done me wrong, 

Notorious wrong» 

Ol. Have I Malvolio ? No. 

Mal. Lady you have,pray you peruſe that Letter- 
You muſtnot row deny it is your hand, 


Write from it if you can,in hand,or phraſe, ſo 
r 


T welfenight, or What you will. 
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*tis nor your ſcale,not your invention : 
16 ſay nod.» ofthis. Well,grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of honour, | 
Why you have given me ſuch cleare lights of favour, 
Bad me come ſmiling and crofle-garter'd to to you, 
To puton yellow ſtockings,and to frowne 
ypon ir T oby,and the lighter people : 
 Andacting this in an obedient hope, 
Why have you fuffer'd me to be impriſon'd , 
tina darke houſe, viſited by the Prieſt, 
And made the moſt notorious gecke or gull, 
Thatere invention plaid on ? Tell me why ? 
01. Alas Halvelio,this is not my writing, 
Though I confefle,much like the Character : 
But out of queſtion, tis Maria hand. 
And now Idoebethinke me,it was ſhe 
Firſt told me thou watt mad ; then caav'ſt in ſmiling, 
And in ſuch formes,which here werepreſuppos'd 
Vponthee in the Letrer : prethee be content, 
This practiſe hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee: 
But when we know.the groundsand authors ofit, 
Thou ſhalt be both the Plaintiffe and the Iudge 
Ofthine owne caule. 
Fab, Goed Madam here me ſpeake, 
And let no quarrell;nor no brawle to come, 
Taint the condition of this preſent houre, 
Which 1 have wondredat. In hopeit ſhall nor, 
Moſt freely I confeſſe my ſelfe,and Toby 
Setthisdevice againſt 2ſa/velio heere, 
Vponſome ſtubborne and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againſt him. Cari writ 
The Letter;at fir Tobyes great importance, 
In recompence whereof, he hath marrycd her : 
How with a ſportfull malice it was follow'd, 
May rather plucke on laughter than revenge, 
If that the o_ = _ weigh'd, 
That have on both ſides pait. | 
01. Alas poore Foals how have they baffel'd thee ? 
le, Why ſome are — {ome atchievegreat- 
nefſe, and ſome have greatneſle throwne upon them. I 
wasonefir, in this Enterlude,one fir Topas fir, but that's 


| 


all one: By the Lord Foole, Taninot mad : but doe you |. 
remember,Madam,why laugh youat ſacha barren raſcal, 
and you ſmile not hee's gag'd : and thus the whirle-gigge 


of time; bringsin his revenges 


Mel. le be reveng'd on the whole packe of you, 


Oz. He hath beene moſt notoriouſly abus'd. 
Ds. Purſue him,andentreat him toa peace ; 
He hath not told us of the Captaine yer, | 
When that is knowne, and goldentime convents, 
A ſolemne Combination ſhall be made 
Ofour deere ſoules. Meane time ſweet ſiſter; 
We will notpart from hence. Ceſariocome 
(Forſoyou ſhall be while you are a man :) 
But whenin other habites you are ſcene, 
Orfino's Miltris,and his fancies Queene, 


Clawne fings, 
When that 1 was and 4 little tine Boy, 
with hey,ho,the winde and the raine ; 
e1 foolifh thing was but a toy, | 
for therame it rameth every days 


But when I came to mans eft ate 
with hey,ho,&c. 


Gain#t knaves and timeves men ſont their gae, | 


for theraine,&&c. 


But when I came alas to wine, 
with hey,ho,ec. 
By ſwag gering could I never thrive, 
for the raine,5c. 


But when I came unto mybeds, 
with bey ho,esc. | 
With Tofpots ſtill bad drunken heads, 
for the rainege+c, 


A great while agoe the world begon, 
with hey,ho;&c, 
But that's all one,our Play u done, 


and wee I ftrive to pleaſe you every day; 


— 
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eAftus Primus. Scana Prima, 


Eenter (amillo and Archidamm. | TheShepheards Note, ſince we have left our Throne 
Without a Burthen : Time as long againe 
x86 F you ſhall chance (Camillo) to viſit Bohemia,on | Would be fill'd up (my Brother) with our Thankes, 
8 [Bs the like occaſion whereon my ſervices arenow | And yet we ſhould, tor perpetuitie, 
(e3) 6d on-foot, you ſhall ſee (as I have ſaid) greatdif- | Goe hence in debt : And therefore, like a Cypher 
&=F» ference betwixt our Bohemia, and your Sicz/ia. | (Yct ſtanding inrichplace) I multiply 
Cam. I thinke, thiscommon Summer, the King of $i- | With one we thanke you, many thouſands moe, 
cilia meanes to pay Bohemia the viſitation,which he jaſtly | That goe before it. 


owes him: , Leo. Stay your Thankesa while, 
eArch. Wherein our Entertainement ſhall ſhame us ; | And pay them when you part. 
we will be juſtiGed in our Loves: for indeed—- Pol. Sir, that's tomorrow: | 


Cam. *Beicech you— | Tam queſtion'd by my feares of what may chance, 
Arch. Verely Iſpeake it in the freedome of my know- | Or breed upon our abſence, that may blow 
ledge ; we cannot with fuch magnificence—in 10 rare-m | No ſneaping Winds at home, to makeus ſay, 
I know not what to ſay We will give you ſleepy | Thisis put torth too truly : beſides, I have ftay'd 
Drinkes, that your Sences ( un-intelligent of our inſuh- | To tyre your Royaltie. 


cience) may, though they cannot prayſe us , aslittle ac- Leo. Weare tougher (Brother ) 
culeus. Then you can put usto't. 
Cam. Youpay a great dealetoo deare, for what's given Pol. Nolonger ſtay. 
freely. ; ; Leo, One Seve'right longer. 
Arch. *Bcleeve me, I ſpcake as my underſtanding in- Pol. Very footh, to morrow. 
ſtruts me, and as mine honeitie puts 1t to utterance. Leo. Wec'ic part the timebetweene's then: andinthat 


Cam. Sicilia cannot ſhew himicife over+kind ro Bohe- | Ile no gaine-ſaying. 
ma; They were trayn'd together in their Child. hoods ; Pol. Prefle menot (*befcech you) fo: 
and there rooted betwixt them then ſuch an zfteCton, | There is no Tongue that moves; none, none i'th*® Would 
which cannot chuſe but branch now. Since their more | Soſoone as yours, could win me : ſoit ſhould now, 
mature Dignitics, and Royall Neceilities, made {eperati- | Were there neccffitic in your requeſt, although 
| on of their Societie, their encounters ( thoughnot Perſo- | *Twereneedfull I deny'dit. My Afﬀaires 
nall ) have beene royally attornyed with enter-chagge of | Doe even drag me home-ward : which to hinder, 
Gift, Letters, loving Embaſſies, that they have ſcem'd to | Were (in your Love) a Whip to me; my ſtay, 
be together, though abſcnt : ſhooke hands, as overa Vaſt | Toyou a Charge,and Trouble : to fave both, 
Sa,andembrac'd as ir were from the eds of oppoſed | Farewell (our brother. ) 
Winds. The Heavens continne their Loves. Zeo. Tongue-ty'd our Queene? {peake you. 
efrch. I thinke there is not in the World, cither Ma- Her, T had thought (Sir)to have held my peace, untill 
] lice or Matter, to alter ir. You have anunſpeakeable com- | You haddrawne Oathes from him, not to ſtay ; y 04(Sir) 
fort of your young Prince Mamillizs : 1t isa gentleman of | Charge him toocoldly. Tell him, youare ſure 
the greateſt Promiſe, that ever came into my Note. All in Bohemnsa's well: this ſatisfaction, 
Cam, 1 very well agree with you, in the hopes ofthim: | The by-gone-day proclaim'd, fay this to him, 
tisagallant Child ; one that (indeed) Phyſicks the Sub- | He's bearfrom his beſt ward. 


jet, makes oldhearts freſh : they that went on Crutches Leo. Well faid, Hermione. 
ere he was borne, dchre yet their lite, to {ce him a Man, Her. Totell, he longs to {lee his Sonne, were ſtrong; 
Arch. Would they elſe be contertto dye? Butlet him ſay ſo then, and let him goe ; 
Cam. Yes; if there were no other excuſe, why they | Butlet him ſiweare ſo, and he ſhall nor ſtay, 
ſhoulddeſireto live, Wee'l thwack him hence with Diſtaffes. 
arch. If the King had no Sonne , they would deſire to .| Yer of your royall preſence, Ie adventure 
live on Crutches till he had one. Exeuvnt. | The borrow ofa wy oo at Bohemia 
+ OC : You take my Lord, Ile give him my Commiſſion, 
Sczena Secunda. To lechim therea Moneth, behind the Geſt | 


Enter Leontes, Herneione, Mamillius, Polixenes, Cannllo. | Prefix'd for's parting: yer(good-heed) Leonres, 
Pol. Nine Changes of the Watry-Starre hath beene I love thee not a Iarre o*th' Clock, behind 
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The Winters Tale, 4 


What Lady ſhe her Lord. You'le ſtay ? 
Pol. No, Madame. 
Her. Nay, but you will ? 
Pol. I may not verily. 
Her, Verily? 
You put me off with limber Vowes : but I, 
Though you would ſeek t'unſphere the Stars with Oaths, 
Should yet ſay, Sir, ho going : Verely 
You ſhall not goe; a Ladyes Verely 1s 
As potent as a Lords. Will you goe yet? 
Force me to keepe you as a Priſoner, 
Not like a Gueſt : ſo you ſhall pay your Fees 
When you depart, and fave your Thankes. How ſay you? 
My Priſoner? or my Gueft ? by your dread verely, 
One of them you ſhall be. | 
Pol. Your Gueſt then Madame : ; 
To be your Priſoner, ſhould import offending; 
Which is for me leſſe calie ro commit, 
Then you to puniſh- 
Her. Not your Gaoler then, 
But your kind Hoſtefle, Come, Ile queſtion you 
Of my Lords Tricks and yours, when you were Boyes* 
You were pretty Lordingsihen ? 
Pol. We were (faire Queene) | 
Two Lads,that thought there was no more behind, 
But ſach a day to morrow as to day, 
And to be boy eternall. 
Hel. Was not my Lord 


The verier Wag o'th' two ? 


Pol. We were astwyn'd Lambs, that did frisk 1'th'Sun 
And bleat the oneat th'other : what we chang'd, 
Was Innocence, for innocence: we knew not 
The Do&tine of ill-doing, no nor dream'd 


| That any did : Had we purſu'd thar life, 


And our weake Spirits ne're beene higher rear'd. 
With ſtronger blood, we ſhould have anſwer'd Heaven 
Boldly, not guilty ; the Impoſition clear'd, 
Hereditarie ours. 

Het. By this we gather 
You havetript ſince. 

Pot. O my moſt ſacred Lady, 
Temptations have ſince then beene borne to's: for 
In thoſe unfledg'd dayes, was my Wife a Girle ; 
Your precious ſelfe had then not crols'd the eyes 
Of my young Play-feilow. 

Her. Grace to boot : 

Ofthis make no concluſion, leaſt you ſay 
Your Queeneand [ are Devils : yet goe On, 
Th' offences we have made you doe, wee'le an{were, 
If you far{t finn'd with us: and that with us 
You did continue fault; and that you ſlipt not 
With any,'but with us. 

Leo, Is he wonne yet? . | 

Her. Hee'le ſtay, (my Lord.) 
Leo. At my requelit, he would not : 


|-Hermione (my deareſt ) thoa never ſpoak'it 


To better purpoſe, 

Her. Never? 

Leo. Never, but once. 

Her. What? have I twice ſaid well? when was't before? 
I prethee tell me : cram's with praiſe, and make's 
As fatas tame things: One good deed, dying tongueleſle, 
Slaughters a thouſand, wayting upon thar. | 
Our prayſcsare our Wages, You may ride's 
| With one ſoft Kiſſea thouſand Furlongs,ere 


| 


With Spur we heatan Acre. But toth' Goale : 


_—_— CIT 
—_ 
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My laſt good deed was to intreatc his ſtay. 

What was my firft? itha's an elder Siſter, 

Or I miſtake you : O,would her name were Grace, 
But once before I ſpoke to th'purpoſe? when? 


| Nay, letme have't : I long. 


Leo. Why, that was when . - | 
Threecrabbed Monerhs had ſowr'd themſelves to dent 
Ere Icould make thee open thy white Hand : 
And clap thy {elfe, my Love; then didſt thou utter, 
I am yours for ever. 

Her, *Tis Grace indeed. 
Why lo-younow;; 1 have ſpoke toth' purpoſetwice: 
The one for ever carn'd a Royall Husband ; | 
TH other, for ſome while a Friend. 

Leo. Too hot, too hot : 
To mingle friendſhip farre, is mingling bloods. 
I have Tremor ('ordss on me : my heart daunces, 
But not for joy; nor joy. This entertainement 
May a free face put on : derives a Libertie 
From Heartinefſe,from Bountic, fertile Boſome, 
And we'l become the Agent : 't may; I graunt : 
But to be padling Palmes, and pinching fingers, 
As now they are, and making praQis'd Smiles 
Asina Looking-Glaſſe: andthen to ſigh, as twere 
The Mort o'ch' Deere: oh, that is entertainement 
My Boſome likes not, nor my Browes. Aamiliine, 
Art thou my Boy ? 

Alam. I my good Lord. 

Leo. Ttecks: 
Why that's my Bawcock:what?has't ſawtch'd thy Noſe? 
They fay 1tisa Coppy out of mine. Come Captains, 
We muſt be neat ; not neat, cleanly Captaine : . 
And yet the Steere, the Heycfer, and the Calfe, 
Areall call'd Neate, Still Virginalling 
Vpon his palme ? Bow now (you wanton Calfe) 
Art thou my Calfe ? 

Mam. Yes if you will (my Lord.) 

Leo.Thou want'ſt a rough paſh,& the ſhootes that I haxe 
Tobe full, like me: yet they ſay we are 
Almoſtas like as Egges ; Women ſay ſo, 


| (Thar will ſay any thing,) But were they falſe 


As o're-dy'd Blackes, as Wind, as Waters;falſc 

As Dice are to be wiſh'd, by one that fixes 

No borne 'twixt his and mine ; yet were it true, 

To fay this Boy were hike me. Come (Sir Page) | 
Looke on me with your Welkin eye :{weet Villaine- 
Moſt dear'it, my Collop: Can thy Dam,may'tbe 
Aﬀection? thy intention ſtabs the Center. 

Thou do'ſt make pofhible things nor be ſo held, 
Communicar'{t with Dreames (how can this be? ) 
With what's unreall; thou coactive art, 
Andfellow'ſt nothing. Then'tis very credent, 

Thou may'ſt co-joyne with ſomething, and thou do'ſt, 
(And that beyond cammiſſion) and I findeit, 

(And thatto the infection of my Braines, 


| And hardning of my Browes.) 


Pol. What meancs Sicilia? 
Her. He ſomething ſeemes unſetled- 
Pol, How? my Lord ? 
Les. What cheere? how is't with you,beſt Brother ? 
Her. You look as if you held a browof much diſtraQion, 
Are you moy'd (my Lord? ) 
Leo. No, in good earneſt, 


How ſometimes Nature will betray it's folly? 


It's tenderneſle? and make it (elfe a Paſtime 
To hatder boſomes? Looking on the Lynes 


"Vn 
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he 


f my Boyes face, me thoughts I did requoyle es 
abu y car yeares, and ſaw my ſelfe unbreech d, 
In my greene Velvet Coat;my Dagger muzzel d, 
Leaſt it ſhonld bite it's Maſter, and ſo prove 
( As Ornaments oft do's ) too dangerous [ 


How like (me thought) I then was to this Kernell, 
This S;uaſh, this Gentleman. Mine honeſt frend, 
Will you rake egges for Money 2 

Mam. No (my Lord) Ile fight. RE. 

Leo. You will: why happy man be's dolce, My Brother 
Arc you {o fond of your young Prince, as we 
Doe ſecme to be of ours? 

Pol. If at home (Sir) 

Hee's all my Exerciſe, my Mirth, my Matter ; | 
Now my {worne Friend, and then mine Enemie ; 
My paraſite, my Souldier : Stateſ-man;all : 
He makes a Iulyes day, ſhort as December, 
And with his varying child-neſle, cures in me 
Thoughts, that ſhould thicke my blood. 

Leo, So itands this Squire | 
Ogic'd with me ; We two will walke (my Lord) 
And leave you to your graver ſteps. Hermione, 
How thou lou'ſt, us, fſhew in our Brothers welcome ; 
Let whatisdeare in Sicily, be cheape : 
Next to thy ſelte, and my young Rover, hee's 
Apparant to my heart. | 

would ſecke us, | 

Weare yours 'th' Garden : ſhall*s attend you there ? 

Leo, To your owne bents diſpoſe you: you'le be found, 
Be you bencath the Sky z I amangling now, 
(Though you perceive me not how I give Lyne) 
Gur to, goe tO. | 
Huv ſhe holds up the Neb? the Byll to him? 
And armies her with the boldneſſe of a Wife 
Tohcrallowing Husband. Gone already, 7 
Yuch-thicke, knee-deepe; ore head and carcs a fork'd one. 
Goe piay (Boy) play : thy Mother playes,and I 
Play too; but ſodiſgrac'd a part, whole iflue 
Wul hiſſe me ro my Grave : Contempt and Clamor | 
Willve ny Knell. Goe play (Boy) play, there have been 
(0:I am much deceiv'e) Cuckolds ere now, | 
| And many a man there is (even at this preſent, 
Now, whiic Lipeake this) holds bis Wife by th* Arme, 
That little thinkes ſhe ha's beene ſluyc'd in's abſence, 
And his Pond fiſh'd by his next Neighbor (by 
Sir Smile, his Neighbor:) nay ,there's comfart in't, 
Whiles ocher men have Gates, and thoſe Gates open'd 
(As mine) againſt their will. Should all deſpaire 
ſha: have revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind 
Wouid hang themſelves, Phyſicke for't, there's none: 
[t 13a bawdy Planer, that will ſtrike 
Where *tispredominaat; and *tis powrefull : thinkeit: 
From Eaſt, Weaſt, North, and Sourh, be it concluded, 
No barricao for a Belly. Know't, 
Itwil ler in and out the Enemie, 
Wirh bag 2nd baggage : many thouſand on's 
Have the Diſcale, and feele't not. How now Boy? 

Man, | amlike you they ſay. 
Leo, Why, that's ſome comfort. 
What? (milo there? 

Cem. I, my good Lord, 

Leo.Goc play (CMamilixe) thou'rt at honeſt man: 
Coil , this great Sir will yet ſtay longer. 

Cam. You had much adoe to make his Anchor hold, 

hen you caſt out, it ſtill came home. 

Zee, Didſt note it? 


_—_——— 


pO IS 


Refides not in that man,thazdo's notthinke) 


Cam, He would nor ſtay at your petitions, made 

Hts bufineſſe more materiall. | 

. Leo. Didſ perceive it? 

They're here with me already ; whiſp'ring, rounding: 
SIicllia isa ſo-forth: *tis farre gone, 

WhenT hall guſt it laſt. How cam't (Camilo) 

That hedid ſtay ? 

| (am. At the good Queenes intreatic. » 


| Butſo iris, itis not. Was thistaken 

By any underſtanding pate butthine? 

Forthy conceir is ſoaking, will draw in 

More then the common Blocks. Not noted, is't, 
But of the finer Natures? by ſome Severalls 

Of Head-peece extraordinarie? Lower Meſles 
Parchance are to this buſineſle purblind? ſay. | 

Cam. Puſineſſe, my Lord? Ithinke moſt underſtand 
Bohemia ſtayes heere longer, 

Leo. Ha? 

( am. Stayes here longer. 

Zo. I, but why? 

Cam. Toſatisfic your Highneſſc,and the Entreatics 
Of our moſt gracivus Miſtris. 

_ Leo, Satishe? 
Tirantreaties of your Miſtreſſe? Satisfie ? 
Let that ſuifice. I have truſted thee (Camilo) 
With all the neereſtthings to my heart, as well 
My Chamber-Counccls, wherein (Prieſt-likc) chou 
Haſt cleans'd my Boſome : 1, trom thee departed 
Thy penitent reform'd : but we have beene 
| Deceiv'd inthy integritic, decciv'd 

In that which ſeemes ſo. | 

Cam. Be it forbid (my Lord.) 

Leo* Tobide upon't :thouart not honeſt : or 

If thou inclinſt that way, thou art a Coward, 
Which hoxes honeſtic behind, reſtrayning 
From Courſe requir'd: or el{c thou muſt be counted 
A Servant, grafted in my ſcrious Truſt, 
And therein negligent : or elſe a Foole, | 
Thar feeſt a Game plai'd home, the rich Stakedrawne, 
And tak'ſt itall for jeaſt. 

Cam. My gracious Lord, 

I may be negligent, fooliſh, and fearefull, 
Inevery one of theſc, no man is free, 

But that his negligence, his folly,feare, 
Amongſt the infinite doing ofthe World, 
Sometime puts forth in your atfaircs (my Lord.) 
If ever I were wilfull-negligent, 

It was my folly z if indaltriouſly 

I plai'd the foole, it was my negligence, - 

Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearefull 
To doea thing, where Ithe iſſue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did cry out 

Againſt the non-performance, 'twas a feare 
Which oft infe&sthe wifeſt : thele (my Lord) 
Arc ſuch allow'd Infiranticsthat honeſtie 
Isnever free of. But beſcech your Grace 

Be plainer with me, let me know my treſpas 
Byir's owne viſage ; if I then deny it, 

'Tis none of mine. - _ 

Les, Ha' not you ſcene Camille ? 2 TIS 
(Bur that's paſt doubr; you kave, or your eye-glafle 
Is thicker thena Cuckolds Horne) or heard ? 

(For toa Viſion ſoapparant, Rumor — 
Cannot be mute) or thought? (for Cogitation 


. 
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Leo, At the Queenes be't :Good ſhould be pertinent, . | 


| 
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My Wife'is lipperie ? If thou wilt confeſle, 
Or elſe be impudcntly negative, 
To have nor Eyes, nor Eares, nor Thought, 
My Wife's a Holy-Horſe, deſerves a Name 
As rankeasany Flax-Wench, that putsto 
Before her troth-plight : ſay'r, and juſtify*t. 

Cam. I would nor be a ſtander-by; to heare 
My Soveraigne Miſtrifſe clouded ſo, without 
My preſent vengeance taken : *(hrew my heart, 
You never {poke what did become youlcfle 
Then this; which to reiterate, were fin 
As deepeasthat, though true. 

Leo. Is whiſpering nothing? _ 
Is leaning Cheeketo Cheeke? is meating Noſes ? 
Kiſſing with in-fide Lip? ſtopping the Cariere 
Of Laughter, with a ſigh? (a Note infallible 
Ofbreaking honeftic) horſing foot on foot ? 
Skulking in corners? wiſhing Clocks more ſwift? 
Houres, Minutes? the Noone, Mid-night? andall Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and Web, bur theirs; theirs onely, 
That would unſeene be wicked? Is this nothing? 
Why then the World, and all that'sin't, is nothing, 
The covering Skie is nothing, Bohemia nothing, 
My Wife is nothing, nor Nothing have theſe Nothings, 
If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my Lord, be cur'd 
Of this diſeas'd Opinion, and betunes, 
For *tis moſt dangerous. 

Leo. Say it be, tis true. 

Cam. No,no, my Lord- 

Leo. It is: you lye,you lye: 

I fay thoulye(t Camilo, and I hate thee, . 
Proneunce thee a grofle Lowt, a mindleſſe Slave, 
Or elſe a hovering Temporizer, that 
Canſt with thine eyes at once ſec good and evill, 
Inclining to them both : were my wives Liver 
Infe&ed (as her life) ſhe would not live 
The runnipg of one Glaſſe. 

Cam, W hodo'sinfect her ? 


then ſay 


\ © Leo. Why be that weares herlike her Medull, hanging 


Abour his necke ( Bohemie) who, if I 
Had Servantstrue about me, thar bare cyes 
Toſec alike mine Honor, astheir profits, 
(Their owne particular Thrifts) they would doe that 
Which f1,culd undoe more domg : I, and thou 
His Cup-bearer, whom I from meaner forme 
Have Bench'd, and rear'd to Worſhip, who may'ſt ſee 
Plaincly, as Heaven ſees Earth, and Earth ſces Heaven, 
How I am gall'd, thou might'ſt be-ſpice a Cup, 
To give mine Enemie a laſting Winke: 
Which Draught to me, were cordiall, 

(am. Sir (my Lord) 
I could doe this, and that withno raſh Potion, 
But with a lingring Dram, that ſhonld not worke 
Maliciouſly, like Poyſon : ButT cannot 
Beleeve this Cracke to be in my dread Miſtreſle 
(So ſgveraignely being Honorable. ) 
I havclov'd thee. 

Leo. Make that thy queſtion, and goe rot : 
Do'ſt thinke I aw {o muddy, ſounſetled, - 
To appoint my ſelte in this vexation ? 
Sully the puritie and whiteneſſe of my Sheetes 
(Whichto preſerve, isSleepe: which being ſpotted, 
IsGoades, Thornes, Nettles, Tailes of Waſpes) 
Give ſcandall to the blood o'ch' Prince, my Sonne, 
(Whol doethinke is mine, andloveas mine) - 


———————, 
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Without ripe moving to't? Would I doe this? 
Could man fo blench ? | 

( am. 1 muſt beteeve you (Sir) 
I doe,and will fetch off Bobemiafor't : 
Provided, that when hee's remov'd, your Highneſſe 
W1ll take againe your Queene, as yours at firſt, 
Even for your Sonnes ſake, and thereby for ſcaling 
The Injurie of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdomes 
Knownezand ally*dto yours. 

Ze», Thou do'ſt adviſe me, 
Evenſo as I mine owne courſe have ſet downe : 
Ie give no blemiſh to her Honor, none. 

Cam. My Lord, 
Goe then;zand with a countenance as cleare 


As Friendſhip weares at Feaſts, keepe with Bohemia, 


And with your Queene : I am his Cup-bearer, 
It from me he have wholeſome Beveridge, 
Account me not your Servant. | 
Leo, Thisisali; 
Do't, and thou haſt the one halfe of my heart ; 
Do't not, thou fplitt'{t thine owne. 
Cams. Iiedo't, my Lord. 
Loo. I will ceme friendly, as thou haſt advis'd me.£xj, 
Cam. O miſerable Lady, Burfor me ! 
What caſe ſtand I in ? I muſt be the poyſoner 
Of good Polixenes, and my ground todo't, 
Isthe obedierice to a Maſter ; one, 
Who in Rebellion with bimſclfe,will have 
All that are his, fo too. To doe this deed, 
Promotion followes : If I could find example 
Of thouſand's that had ſtruck anoynted Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'd not do't : But ſince 
Nor Brafle, nor Stone, nor Parchment beares not one, 
Let Villany it ſelfe forſwer't. I muſt 
Forſake the Court ; to do't, or no, is certaine 
To me a breake-necke. Happy Starre raigne now, 
Here comes Bohemia Emter Polixener, 
Pls. This is [trange : Me thinkes 
Me fauor here begins to warpe. Not ſpeake? 
Good day (amo. | 

Cam, Hoyle moſt royall Sir. 

Pol. W hatis the Newes 1'th' Court ? 

Cam. None rarc (my Lord.) 

Pot. The King hath on him ſuch acountenance, 
As he hadloſt ſome Province, and a Region 
Lov'd, as he loves himfclfe: evennow I met him 
With cuſtomary complement, when he 
Wafring hiseyestotl' contrary, and falling 
A Lippe of much contempr, ſpcedes trom me, and 
So leaves me, toconfider what is breeding, 

That changes thus his Manners. 
(4am. I dare notknow (wy Lord.) 
Pol. How,date not?doe not?doe you know,and dare not? 
Be intelligent to me;'tis thereabouts : 
For to your ſelfe, what you doe know, you muſt, 
And cannot ſay, you dare not. Good {amilto, 
Your chang'd complexions are to me a Mirror, 
Which ſhewes me mine chang'd too: for I muſt be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
My ſeife thus alter'd with't, 

Cam. There 1sa licknes 
Which puts ſome of vs in diſtemper, but 
I cannot name the Diſeaſe, and it 15 caught 
Of you, that yet arewell. 

Pol. How caught of me? 

Make me not ſighted like the Baſiliſques 


Lure! 
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Llook'd on thouſands, who have ſped the better 
By my regard, but kill'd none fo 3 Camwlo, 
As youare certainely a Gentleman, thereto 


| Clerke-like expedienc'd, which no lefſe adornes 


Our Gentry, then our Parents Noble Names, 
In whoſe ſuccefle we are gentle : I beſeech you, 
If you know ought which do's bchove my knowledge, 
Thereof to be inform'd,impriſon't not 
In ignorant concealement. 
Cam. I may not anſwete. 
Pol. A Sicknefſe caught of me, and yet I well ? 
I muſt be anſwer'd. Do'it thou heare Camo, 
I conjure thee by all the parts ofman, 
Which honor do's acknocvl:dge, whereof the leaſt 
Isnot this Suit of mine , that thou declare 
What incidencie thou do'lt gefle of harme 
Is creeping toward me; how farre oft, how ncere, 
Which way to be prevented, if tobe : 
If not, how beſtro beare it. 
Cam, Sir, will tell you, 
Since I am charg'd in Honor, and by him 
That Ithinke Honorable: therefore marke my counſaile, 
Which muſt be ev*nas ſwittly followed, as 
I meane to utter it; or both your ſelfe, and me, 
Cry loſt, and ſo good night. 
Pol, On, good Camille. 
Cam. Iappointed him to murther you. . 
Fol. By whom, Camillo ? 
Cam. By the King. 
Pol. For what? 
Cam. Hethinkes, nay with all confidence he ſweares, 
As he had fecn't, or beene an inſtrument 
Tovice you to't, that you have toucht his Queene 
Forbiddenly. 
Po. Oh then, my beſt blood turne 
Toan infected Gelly, and my Name 
Beyoak'd with his, that did betray che Belt ; 
Turne then my freſheit Reputationto : 
Afavour, that may ſtrike the dulleſt Noſthrill 
Where arrive, and my approach be ſhun'd, 
Nay hated too, worſe then the great'{t intection 
Thatere was heard, or read. 
Cam, Sweare his thought over 
By each particular Starre in Heaven, and 
By all their influences; you may as well 
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moone, 
As(or by Oath) remove, or (Countaile) ſhake 
The Fabrick of his Folly, whoſe foundacion 
Ispyl'd upon his Faith, and wiil continuc 
The ſtanding of his Body. 
Pot. How thould this grow ? 
(am. I know not : but I am ſure *tisſafer to 
Avoid what's growne, then queſtion how 'tis borne. 
It therefore you dare truſt my honeliic, 
Thatlyes encloſed in this Trunke, which you 
Shall beare along impawnd, away to Night, 
Your Followers 1 wil whiſper to the Bulineſle, 
And will by twoes, and threes, at ſeverall Poſternes, ' 
Cleare them o'th* Citie ; For my ſelfe, Ile pur 
My fortunes to your ſervice(whichare here 
By this diſcoverieloſt.) Be not uncertaine, 
For by the honor of my Parents, 1 
Have uttered Truth ; which if you ſecke to prove, 
I darenot ſtand by; nor thall you be ſafer, | 
Thenone condemned by the Kings owne mouth: 


Thereon his Execution ſworne- 


———— 


Pol. Idoe beleeve thee : 
| faw his heart in's face. Give me thy hand. 
Be Pilot to me, and thy places ſhall 
Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and 
My people did expe my hence departure 
Twodayes agoe, This jealouſie © 
Is tora precious Creature : as ſhee*s rare, 
Muſt 1t be great;and, ashis Perſon's mightie, 
Mult 1t be violent : and,as he do's conceive, 
He is diſhonor'd by a man, which ever 
Profeſs'd to bim: why his Revenges muſt 
In that be made more bitter. Feare ore-ſhades me: 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 


The gracious Queene, part of his Theame; but nothing 


Ot his i{|-ra'ne luſpition. Come {amilto, 
I will reſpe& thee as a Father, if 
Thou bear'ſt my life off, hence: Let us avoid. 
Cam, Itis in mine authoritie to command 
The Keyes ofallche Poſternes: Pleafe your Highneſſe 
To takethe urgent houre. Come Sir, away. Exennt, 


& 


Atlus Secundus, Scena Prima, 
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Enter Hermione, CMamillina, Ladies: Leontes, 
e-Mntigouns, Lord. 


Her. Take the Boy to you : he ſo troubles me, 
'Tis paſt enduring. 
Lady. Come (my gracious Lord) 
Shall I be your play-fellow ? 
Mam. No, lle none of you. 
Lady. Why (my ſucer Lord?) 
Ham, You le kifle me hard, and ſpeake to me, as if 
I werea Baby ſtill. I love you better. 
2. Lady. And why ſo (my Lord?) 
Ham. Not for becauſe 
Your Browes are blacker ( yet blacke-browes they ſay 
Become ſome Women beſt, fo that there be not 
Too much haire there, bur in a Semicircle, * 
Or a balte-Moone, made witha'Pen. ) 
2.Lady. WW ho taught this? 
Mam. 1 learn'd it out of Womens faces: pray now, 
W hat colour be your eye-browes ? 
Lady. Blew (my Lord.) | 
Mam. Nay, that'sa mock : I have ſeenc a Ladies Noſe 
That ha's beene blew, but not her eye-browes. 
Lady. Hearke ye, 
The Queene (your Mother) rounds apace: we ſhall 
Preſent our ſervices toa fine new Prince 
One of theſe dayes, and then youl'd wanton with us, 
If we would haye you. 
2.Lady. She is ſpread of Late 
Into a goodly Bulke( good time encounter her.) 
Her. What wiſdome ſtirs amongſt you?2Come Sir, now 
I am for youagaine : *Pray you fit by us, 
And tel!'s a Tale. 
Mam. Merry, or (ad, ſhaPt,be? 
Hel. As merry as you will. 
Mam. A fad Tale'sbeſt for Winter : 
1 have one of Sprights, and Goblins, 
| Hel. Let's have that (good Sir.) | 
Come-on, fit downe, come-0n, and doe your beſt, 


To fright me with your ſprights ; you're powrefull at it, 
, " A : ft Mars. There 
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Ham. There was a man. 
Her. Nay, come fit downe ; then on. 2 
Haw, Dweltby a Church-yard : I will tell it ſoftly, 
Yond Crickets ſhall not heare it, | 
Her.Come on then, and giv't mein mine care. Enter L. 
Leon. Was he met there ? his Traine? (mille with 


him? 

Lord. Behind the tuft of Pines I metthem, never 
Saw I men ſcowreto on their way : I eyed them 
Evento their Ships. 

Leo. How bleſt am I 

In my juſt Cenſure? in my true Opinion ? 

Alack, for lefſer knowledge, how accurs'd, 

In being ſo bleſt > There may be in the Cup 

A Spider ſteep'd, and one may drinke ; depart, 

And yet partake no venome ; (for his knowledge 
Is not inteed) but if one preſent 

Thabhor'd Ingredient to hiseye, make knowne 
How he hathdrunke, he cracks his gorge, his ſides 


With violent Hefts: I have drunke,and ſeene the Spider. 


Camillo was his helpe in this, his Pander : 

There isa plot againſt my Life, my Crowne ; 
Al's true thar is miſtruſted: that falſe Villaine, 
Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by him : 
He ha's diſcover'd my Deſigne, and I 

Remaine a pinch'd Thing ; yea, a very Tricke 
Forthem to play at will : how came the Poſternes 
So eaſily open? 

Lord. By his great authoritie, 

Which often harhnoleſle prevail'd, then ſo, 
On your command. | 
Leo. I know't too well. 
Give me the Boy, Lam glad you did notnurſe him 2 
Though he do's beare ſome ſignes of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 
Her, What isthis? Sport ? 


Ze», Beare the Boy hence, he ſhall not comeabont her, 


Away with him, and let her ſport her ſelfe 
With that ſhe's big-with, for 'tis Polixencs 
Ha's made thee ſwell thus. 

Her. But I'd ſay he had not ; 
And Ile be ſworne you would beleeve my ſaying, 
How e're you leane to th'Nay-ward. 

Lee. You (my Lords) 
Looke on her, marke her well : be but aboat 
Tofay ſhe is a goodly Lady, and 
The juſtice of your hearts willthereto adde 
"Tis pitty ſhe*s not honeſt : Honorable ; 
Prayſe her bur for this her without-dore-Forme, 
(Which on my faith deſerves high ſpecch)and ſtraight 
The Shrug, the Hum, or Ha, (theſe Petty-brands 
That Calzmnie doth uſe; Oh Iam out, 
That Mercy do's, for Calumnie will feare 
Vertue it {elfe) theſe Shrugs, theſe Hum's, and Ha's, 
When you have ſaid ſhe's goodly, come berweene, 
Ereyou can ſay ſhe's honeſt : But be*tknowne 
(From him that ha's moſt cauſe to grieve it ſhould be) 
She's an Adultreſle. 

Her. Shoulda Villaine ſay fo, 
(The moſt repleniſh'd Villainein the World) 
He wereas much more Villaine: you (my Lord) 
Doe but miſtake. 

Leo. You have miſtooke (my Lady) 
Polixenes for Leontes : O thou Thing, 
(Which Ile not calla Creature of thyplace, 
' Leaſt Barbariſme ( making me the precedent) 


©. me -— — = = 
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Should alike Language uſctoalldegrees, 
And mannerly dittinguiſhment leave out, 
Betwixt the Prince and Begper :) I have aid 


| Shee's an Adultreſle, 1 have ſaid with whom: © 
| More; Shee'sa Traytor, and {amillo is 


A Federarie with her, and one that knowes 

What ſhe ſhould ſhameto know her ſelfe, 

But with her moſt vild Principall ; that ſhe's 

A Bed-\{warver, even as badas thoſe | 

That Yulgars give bcld'ſt Titles; I, and privie 

To this their late eſcape, 
Her. No(by my lite) 


| Privy tonone of this : how will this grieve you, 


W hen you ſhall come toclearer knowledge, that 


) You thus have publiſh'd me? Gentle my Lord, 


Youſcarce can right me throughly, then, to ſa 
Vou did wg 4d 12 op 
Zeo. No: if I miſtake 
In thoſe Foundations which I build upon, 
The Centre is not bigge enovgh to beare 
A Schoole-Boyes Top. Away with her, to Priſon: 
He who ſhall ſpeake for her, isa farre-off guiltie, 
But that he ſpeakes. 
Her, Thsre's ſome ill planet raignes: 
I muſt bepatient, till the Heavens looke 
With an aſpe& more favorable, Good my Lords, 
I am not prone to weeping (as our Sex | 
Commonly are) the want of which vaine dew 
Perchance ſhall dry your pitties : but I have 
That honorable Griefe lodg'd here, which burnes 
Worle then Teares drowne : *beſeech you all (my Lords) 
With thoughts ſoqualified, as your Charities 
Shall beſt inſtru you, meaſure me; and ſo 
The Kings will be perform'd. 
Leo. Shall T be heard? 
Her. W hois't that goes with me?'beſeech your Highnes 
My women may be with me, for you ſee 
My:plight requires it. Doe not weepe (good Fooles) 
There1s no cauſe: When you ſhall know your Miſtris) 
Ha's deſerv'd Priſon, then aboundin Teares, 
As Icomeout ; this Action I now goe on, 
Is for my better grace. Adicu (my Lord) 
I never wiſh'd to ſee you ſorry, now 
I truſt I ſhall : my Women come, you have leave; 
Leo, Goe doc our bidding : hence. 
Lora.Beſcech your Highneſle call the Queene againe, 
ent. Be certaine what you do (Sir) leaſt your Tuſtice 
Prove violence, in the whichthre: great ones ſuffer, 
Your Selfe, your Queene, your Sonne. 
Lord. For her (my Lord) 
I dare my life lay downe, and will do't (Sir) 
Pleaſe you Caccept it, that the Queene is ſpotleſſe 
Irh'eyes of Heaven,and to you (1 meane 
In this, which you accuſe her. ) 
Antig. If it prove 
She's other wiſe, Ile keepe my Stables where 
T lodge my Wife,lle goe in couples with her : 
Then when I feele, and ſee her, no turther truſt ker : 
For every ynch of Woman in the World, 
I, every dram of Womans fleſh is falſe, 
If ſhe be. \ 
Leo. Hold your peaces, 
Lord. Good my Lord. | 
eng. Itis for you we ſpeake, not for our ſelves; 
You areabus'd, by ſome putter on, 5 
That willbe daran'd for't : would I knery the Villaine, 
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| twould Land-damne him : be ſhe honor-flaw'd, 
'Thavethreedaughrers : the eldeſt is cleven:; 

The ſecond, and the third, nine : and ſonnes five: 
Itthisprovetrue, they'l pay for'r. By mine honor 
| Nlegell'd emall : foureteene they ſhall not ſee 

' Tobring falſe generations: they are co-heires, 

And I had rather glib my ſelfe, then they 

Should not produce faire iſſue. 
| Leo. Ceale,na more ; 
| You ſmell this buſineſle with a ſetice as cold 
As isa dead-mans noſe : but I do ſee*t, and feel'r, 

As youfeele doing thus : and (ce withall 
The Inſtruments thar feele. 

Ant. If it be 10, 

We neede no grave to buric honeſtte, 
There's not a graine of it, the face toſweeten 
Of the whole dungy-earth. 

Leo. What 2 lacke I credit ? 
| Ld. Thad rather you did lacke then I. (my Lors ) 
Vponthis groand : and more it wovld content me 
To have her Honor true , then your ſu{pition 

Beblam'd for't how you might. 

Leo. Why what neede we 
Commune with you for this ? but rather follow 
Our forcefull inſtigation? Our prerogative 
Caisnot your Counſailes, but our naturall goodnefle 
Impartsthis : which, if you, or ſtupihed, 
Or ſeemigayſo, in sKill, cannot, or will not 
Reliſh a trifh, like us: informe your ſelves 
We neede no more of your advice : the matter, 
The loſe, the gaine, the ord'ring on't, | 
Isall properly ours. 

Ant. And I wiſh (my Liege) 
You had onely in your lilent judgement tride it, 
Without more overture. 
- Lee. How could that be ? 
Either thonarc moſt ignorant by age, 
Or thou wer'r borne a foole : Camillo's flight 
Added to their Familiarity 
(Which was as groſle,as ever touch'd conjeure, 
Thatlack'd ſight onely, noughr for approbation 
But onely ſeeing, all other circumſtances | 
Made up to'th deed) doth puth or this proceeding, 
Yer, for agreater confirmation | 
( Forin ana of this importance, 'twere 
Moſt pitrious to be wilde) I bavedifpatch'd in poſt, 
Tofacred Delphos, to eYpolio's Temple, 
(lrominesand Deon, whom you know 
Of ſtuff deſmficiency ; Now, from the Oracle 
They will bring al, whoſe ſpirituall counſaile had, 
Shall top, os ſpurre me. Have I done well? 

Lord, Well done (my Lord.) 

Leo. ThoughT am fatisfyde, and needeno more 
Then what I know, yet ſhall the Oracle 
Givereſttoth' mindesof others; ſuch as he 
Whoſe ignorant credulity will not 

ome up to th'truth. So have wethought it good 
From our free perſon, ſhe ſhould be continde, 
Leaſtthatthe treachery of the rwo, fled hence, 
Beleft her to performe. Come follow us, 
Weare toſpeake in publike : for this buſineſſe 
Will raiſeus all. 

Antiz. Tolaughter, asT take it, 
If the good truth, were knowne, 
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| Leaſt ſhe ſhould be deny'ds 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Paulina, a Gentleman,Gaoler, Emilia. 


Paul. The Keeper of the priſon, call to him : 
Ler him have knowledge whom Iam. Good Lady, 
No Court in Europe is too good for thee, 

W hat dolt thou then in priton? Now good Sir, 
You know me, do you not ? 
Gao. Fora worthy Lady, 
And one, whom much T honours 
Pau. Pray you then, _ 
ConduR me to the Queene. 

Gao, I may not (Madam) 

To the contrary | have expreſſe commandment, 


Pau, Here'sa-do, tolocke up honeſtie and honor from | 


TH acceſſe of gentle viſitors. 1s lawfull pray you 
To ſee her Women ? Any of them? Emilia? 
Gas. So pleaſe you (Madam) 
To put a-part rheſe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emita forth, 
Pan. I pray you now call her : 
With-(raw your ſclves, 
Gao. And Madam, 
I muſt be preſent ar your Conference. 

Pau, Well : be'tſo : prethee. 

Heere'sſuch a-doe, to make no ſtaine ,a ſtaine, 
Aspaſles colouripg. Deare Gentlewoman, 
How fares one gracious Lady ? 

Emil. As wellas one ſo great, and ſo forlorne 
May hold together : Oaher frights, and greefes 
( Which never tender Lady hath borne greater) 
She 1s, ſomething before her time, deliver'd. 

Pan. A boy ? 

Emil. A daughter, and a goodiy babe, 

Luſty, and like ro live : the Queene receives 
Much comfort in't : Sayes, my poore priſoner, 
I am innocent as you, | 
Pan, I dare be {worne :' 
Theſe dangerous, unſafe Lunes1'th* King, beſhrew them, | 
He muſt be told on't, and he ſhall : the office 
Becomesa woman belt. 1c take'r upon me, 
If I prove hony-mouth'd, let my tongue bliſter. 
And never to my red-look'd Anger bez 
The Trumpet any more : pray you (Emilia) 
Commend my beſt obedienceto the Queene, 
If the dares truſt me with her little babe, 
Ile ſhew't the King, and undertake tobe 
Her Advocate to*ch loiwd*lt, We doe not know 
How he may ſofcen at the fight o*c«h'Childe : 
The ſilence often of pure innocence 
Perſwades,when ſpeaking failes. 

Emil, Moſt worthy Madam, 


Enter 
Emilig. 


Your honour, and your goodneſſeis ſo evident, - | 


That your free undertaking cannot miſle 
A thriving iflue : there is no Lady living | 
So meete for thisgreat errand; pleaſe your Ladiſhip - 
To viſit the next roome, Ile preſently 
Acquaint the Qneene of your moſtnoble offer, 

Who, but today hammered of thisdefigne, 

Bur durſt nottempt a miniſter of honor 


| 
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Paul, Tell her (Emilia) : 
Ile uſe that tongue I have : If wit ow from't 
As boldneſſe from my-boſome, le't not be doubted 
I ſhall do good. 
- Emil. Now be you bleſt for it. 
Ile to the Queene : pleaſe you come ſomething neerer. 
Geo. Madam, if't pleaſe the Queene to ſend the babe, 
I know not what I ſhall incurre, to paſſe1t, | 
Having no waſrant. | 
Pan. Younced not fearc.it (fir) 
This Childe was priſoner to the wombe, and is 
By Law and procefle of great Nature, thence 
Free'd, and enfranchis'd,not apartie to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
(If any be) the treſpaſſe of the Queene. 
Gao. I do beleeve it. 
Parxl. Do not you feare : upen mine honor, I 
Will ſtand betwixt you, and danger. _ 


Scana Tertia. 
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Enter Leontes,Sernants, Paulina, Antigonur, 
and Lerds. 


Leo. Nor night, nor day,nv reſt : It is but weaknefle 
To bearethe marter thus : mcere weakneſle, if 
Thecauſe werenot in being : part o'th cauſe, 

She, th' Adulterſſe; for the harlot-King 

Is quite beyond mine arme: out of the blanke 
Andlevellof my braine : plot-proofe : bat ſhe, 
I can hooke to me : ſay that ſhe were gone, 
Given to the fire, a moity of my reſt 

Might came to me againe. Whoſe there ? 

Ser. My Lord. Enrer. 

Leo. How do's the boy ?; 

Ser. Hetooke good reſt to night :'tis hop'd 
His ſickneſſe is diicharg'd. 
Lev To ſee his Nobleneſſe, 
Conceiving the diſhenour of hisMother, 
He ſtraight declin'd, droop'd,tooke it deeply, 
Faſten'd, and fix'd the ſhame on't in himſelfe : 
Threw-off his Spirit, his Appetite, hisSleepe, 
And down-right languiſh'd. Leave me ſolely : goc, 
Sec how hc fares: Fie, fie, nothought of him, 
The very thought of my Revengesthat way 
Recoyle upon me : in himſclfe too mighty, 
Vatill a time may ſerue, For preſent vengeance 
Take it on her : {amillo, and Polixenes 
Laugh atme; make their paſtime at my ſerrow : * 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall ſhe, within my powre. 
; Emer Paulina. 
Lord. You muſt not enter. 
Payt: Nay rather (good my Lords) be ſecond to me: 
eare you his tyrannous paſſion more(alas) 
Thenthe Queenes lite ? A graciousinnocent ſoule, 
More free, then he is 1calous. 
Antig. That'scnough. | 
Ser. Madam ; he hath notſlept to night, commanded 
None ſhould come at him. | 
Par, Not ſo hot ( good Sir) 
I come to bring him fleepe, "Tis ſach as you 
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| Tak'it upthe Princefle, by that forced baſenefſe 


That creepelike ſhadowes by him, and dofighe 
At each his needleſſe heauings: ſuch as you 
Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking, I 
Do come with words, as medicinall, as true ; 
(Honeſt, as either;) to purge him of that humor, 
That preſſes him from flecpe. 

Leo. What noyſe there, hoc ? 

Pax. No noyſe(my Lord) bur needful] conference, 
About ſome Goſsips for your Highneſle- 

Leo. How ? 

Away with that audacious Lady. Arntigonus 
I charg'd thee that ſhe ſhould not come about me, 
I knew ſhe would. 
Ant, I told her ſo(my Lord) 
On your diſpleaſures perill and on mine, 
She ſhould not vifit you. 

Leo. What? canſt not rule her? 

Paxl. From all diſhoneſtie he can: inthis 
(Vnleſſe he take the courſe that you have done) + 
Commit me,for committing honor,truſt it, 

He ſhall not rule me : | 

Ant, Ta-you now, you hearc, 

When the will take the raine, Llet her run, 
Bur ſhee'l not ſtumble. 

Paxl. Good my liege I come: 

AndI beſeech you heare me: who profeſſcs 
My ſelfe your loyall ſervant, your Phiſitian, 
Your moſt obedient Counſailor : yet that 
Lefle appeare ſo, in comforting your Evilles, 
Then ſuch as molt ſeeme yours. 1 ſay, I come 
From your good Queene. 

Leo. Good Queene? | 

Paul. Good Queene(my Lord) good Queene, 
I ſay good Queene, 

And would by combate, make her good ſo, werel 
A man, the wor(t about you. 

Leo, Force her hence. 

Paul. Let him that makes bur trifles of his eyes 
Firſt hand me: on mine owne accord, Ile off, 
But firſt; Ile do my errand. The good Queene 
(For ſhe is good) hath brought you forth a daughter, 
Heere'tis : Commends it to your bleſſing. 

Leo. Out; 

A mankinde Witch? Hence with her, out o'dorc : 

A moſt intelligencing bawd. | 
Paxl, Not io: 

Iam asSignorantin that, as you, 

In ſoentwling me ; and noleſſe honeſt 

Then you are mad : which is enough, Ile warrant 

(Asthis world goes) to paſle for honeſt. 

' Leo. Traitors; 

Will you not puſh her out ? Give her the Baſtard, 

Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr'd : unrooſted 

By thy dame Pare/etheere. Take up the Baftard, 

Take't up,lI fay : giue*tto the Croance, 

Pax. For ever 
Vnvenerable be thy hands, if thou 


Which he ha's put upon't» 
Leo. He dreads his Wife. 
« Pax, So T would youdid': then 'twere paſtall doubt 
Youl'd call your children, yours. 
Leo, A neft of Traitors. 
Ant, T am none,by this good light. 
Paul. NorT : nor any 
But one that's heere ; and that's himſelfe: forhe, 
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Thefacred honor of himſelfe , his Queenes, 


2: hopefull Sonnes, his Babes, betrayes to ſlander, 
hel fiog is ſbarper then the Swords; and will not 
(For as the caſe now ſtands, it is a Curſe 
He cannot be compelPd too't) once remove . 

The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten, 

As ever Oake, or {tone was found, 


Leo. A Callat ? 
Ofboundlefſe tongue, who late hath beat her husband, 


Andnow baits me : This Brat 1s none of mine, 
It is the Iflue of Polrxeres. 


| Hence with it, and together with the Dam, 


Committhem to the fire. 
Panl. It is yours: 
And might welay th' old Proverb to your charge, 
Solike you, *tis the worſe. Behold (my Lords) 
Although the print be little, the whole Matter 
And Coppy of the Father : (Eye, Noſe, Lippe, | 
The tricke offs Frowne, his Fore-head,nay,the Valley, 
The pretty dimples of his Chin, and Cheekec;his Smiles? 
The very Mold, and frame of hand, nayle,Finger.) 
Andthou good Goddeflſe Narwre, which haſt made it 
So like to hin that got it, if thou halt 
The ordering of the Mind too,'mongſt all Colours 
No Yellow 1n't, leaſt ſhe ſuſpe&,as he do's, 
Her Children, not her Husbands, R 

Leo. A grofle Hagge : 
And Lozell, thon art worthy to be hang'd, 
Thatgoilt not ſtay her Tongue. 

Antig. Hang all the Husbands 
That cannot doe that Feat, you'l leave your ſelfe 
Hardly one ſubj<R, 

Lo.Once more take her hence, 
Paul. A moſt unworthy, and unnaturall Lord 
Can doe no more. 

Leo, lic ha' thee burnt: 

Paul. | cart not : 
It is an Hceretique that makes the hire, 
Not ſhe which burnes1n't. Ie not call you Tyrant: 
Butthis moſt cruell uſage of your Queene 
(Notable to produce more accuſation 
Then your owne weake-hindg'd Fancy) ſomething favors 
Of Tyranny, and wyl ighoble make you, 
Yea, ſcandalous tothe World, 

Leo, On your allegeance, | 
| Out of the Chamber with her. WereT a Tyrant, 
Where were her life? ſhe durſt not call me fo, 
Ifſhe did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul. I pray you doe not puſh me,lle be gone. 
Looketoyour Babe (my Lord) 'ris yours: love ſend her 
Abetter guiding Spirit. What neede theſe hands? 

You that are thus {o tender o're his Follyes, 
| Will never do him good, not one of you. 
So, fo : Farewell, we are gone. Exit. 

Leo, Thou (Traytor) baſt ſet on thy Wifeto this. 
My Child? away with't? even thou, that haſt 
A heart ſo tender ore it, take it hence, 

Andſceit inſtantly conſum'd with fire. 

Even thou,and none but thou. Take itup ſtraight : 
Within this houre bring me word *tis done. 

(And by good teſtimonie) or Lle ſeize thy life, 
With what thou elſe call'ſt thine : if thou refuſe, 
And wit encounter with my Wrath, fay ſo; 

The Baſtard-braines with theſe my proper hands 
Shall T daſh out, Goe take it tothe fire, 

For thou ſert' ſt onthy Wife. 
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Antig. 1.did nor, Sir : | 

Theſe Lords, my Noble Fellowes, ifthey pleaſe, 
Cancleare mie in't. 6? 

| Lords. Wecanj my Royall Liege, 
He 1s notguiltic of her comming hither. 

Les. You're lycrs all. | 
: Lord. Beſeech your Highneſle, give us better credit: 
We hilt alwaycs truly ſerv'd you, and beicech 
SO to eſtecme of ns : and on our knees we begge, 
(As recompence of our deare ſervices 
Paſt, and to come) that you doc change this purpoſe, 
Which being ſo horrible, ſo bloody, mult 
Leade onto tome foule Iſſue. . We all kncelc. - 

Leo. I am a Feather for each Wind that blozys: 
Shall I live on, to ſce this Baſtard knecle, 
And call me Father? better burne ic now, 
Then curſe it then, Bur beir : {cr it live. 
It ſhall not neyther. You Sir, come you hither : 
You that have beene ſo tenderly cxticious 
With Lady Margerie, yovr Mid-wife there, 
To fave this Baſtards lite; for 'tis a Baitard, 
So ſure asthis Beard's gray. What will you adventure, 
To fave this Brats life ? 

Avntig. Anything (my Lord) 
Thar my abiitie may undergoe, 
And Noblenefle impoſe : at iaft thus much; 
IHe pawne the little blood which I have lefe, - 
To fave the innocent : any thing poſſible, - 

Leo. It ſhail be poſſible : Sweare by this Sword 
Thou wilt performe my bidding. 

eFntig. I will (my Lord, ) 

Leo, Marke and performe it : ſeeſt thou? forthe faile 

Of any point in't, ſhall not oncly be 
Death to thy ſclfe, but to thy l;wd-tongu'd Wife, 
(Whom for this time we pardon) We <njoyne thee, 
As thou art Licge-man co us, thar thou carry 
This female Baitard hence, and that thou beare it 
To ſome remote aad defart place,quite out 
Of our Dominions; and chat there thou leave it 
(Without much mercy) to it owne protetion, 
And fauour of the Climate : as by {trange fortune, 
It came tous, I doe in Iuſtice charge thee, 
On thy Soules perill, and chy Bodies torture, 
That thoucommend it {trahgely to ſome place, 
Where Chance may nurſe, orc end it : take it ups 

eAmig. I ſweare todoethis: though a preſent death 
Had beene more mercifuil. Come oa (poore Babc) 
Some powerfall Spirit inſtruct the Kytes and Ravens 
Tobe thy Nurſes. Wolves and Beares, they ſay, 
(Caſting their ſavagenefſe aſide) have done 
Likeojhces of pitty. Sir, be proſperous 
In more then this decd do's require; and blefſing 
Againſt this Crueltie, fight on thy fide 
(Poore Thing condemn'd to loffc.) 

Leo. No : Ile nor rare | 
Anothers Iſſue. Enter a Servant, 

Sern. Pleaſe *your Highneſle,P ofis 
From thoſe you ſent roth* Oracle, are come 
An houre fince : {eomimes andDion, . 

Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, 
Haſting toth* Court. 0 

Lord. So pleaſe you (Sir) their ſpeed 
Hath beene beyond accompr. 

Leo, Twentie three dayes | 
They havebeeneabſent : 'tis good ſpeed: fore-tells 
The great eFpo#o ſuddenly will have 

4 


Exit. 


The 


—— 


EY 


286 | 


The Winters Tale. —T 7 


| The truth of this appeare : Prepare you Lords, 
Summon a Seſlion, that we may arraigne. 

Our moſt diſloyall Lady:for as the hath 

Been publikely accus'c, ſo ſhall ſhe have 

| A jaſtand open Triall. While ſhelives, 

My heart will bea burthen to me, Leave me, 
Andthinke upon my bidding. __ 


eAFus Tertins. Scena Prima. 


— 


— ——— 


Enter Cleomines and Dion. 


Cl:. The Clymat's delicate, the Ayremoſt ſweet, 
Fertile the Iſle, the Temple much ſurpaſſing 
The common prayle it beares. 

Deion. | ſtall report, 7 
For moſt it caughr me, the Celcſtiall Habits, 
(Me thinkesI ſo ſhould terme them) and the reverence 
Of the grave Wearers. O, the Sacrifice. 
How ceremonious, ſolcaine, and un-carthly 
It wasith' Offring ? 

(te. But of all, the burſt 
And the eare-deaff ning Voyce o'rh' Oracle, 
Kin ro Jowes Thunder, 10 ſurpriz'd my SEnce, 
That I was nothing. 

Dio, It th'event o'th' Ionrney 
Prove asſucceſſefullto the Queene (O be't ſo) 
As it hath bcene to us, rare, pleaſant, ſpeedie, 
Therime is worth the uſe on't. 

Cleo. Great eApols : 
Turneall to th' beſt : theſe Proclamations, 
Soforcing faults upon Hermtioze, 
L little like. 

D#0. The violent carriage of it 

| Will cleare, orend the Buſineſſe, whenthe Oracle 
(Thus by eApols's great Divine ſeal'd up ) 
Shall the Contents diſcover:ſomethingrare 
Eventhen will ruſh to knowledge. Goe: freſh Horſcs, 
And graciousbe the iſſue. Exeant. 


Scena Secunda. 


| — 


Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers : Hermione (as to ber 
T r4all) Laates : { leemines, Dion, 


Leo. This Scſſions (to our great griefe we pronounce) 
Ever puſhes *gainſt our heatt. Thepartic try'd, 
TheDaughter of a King, our Wife, and one 
Ofustoo much beleu'd, Letus be clear'd 
Of being tyrannous, lince we ſo openly 
Proceed in Iuſtice, which ſhall bave due courſe, 
Eventothe Guilt, or the Purgation : 


Produce the Priſoner. 
Officer.It is his Highneſle pleaſure, that the Queene 
Appeare in perſon, here in Court. Silence, Enter 


© Leo, Readethe IndiaAment. 


Sicitia, thou art here accuſed aud arraigned of High Treaſon, 
in committing eAdultery with Polixcnes King of Bohemia, 


| and conſpiring with Camillo to take away the Life of nie | 


| I doubtnotthen, but innocence ſhall make 


Officer. Hermione, © weene to the worthy Leontes, King of 


raigne Lord the King, thy royell hniband: the pretence wher 

being by ati parthy layd open, theu( Hermione) - 

frarie tothe Faith and Allegearce of a true Subje&,didft cony. 

army #jde them , for their better ſafetie , ro flye aw by 
ioht. | 
ow. Since what I am to ſay, mult be but that 

Which contradits my Accuſation, and 

The teſtimonie on-my part, noother 

But what comes from my {elfe,it ſhall ſcarce boot me 

To ſay, Not guiltie : mine integritie 

Being counted Falſchood,ſhall (as Texpreſle it) 

Be ſo receiv'd. But thus, if Powres divine 

| Behold our humane Actions (as they doe) 


Falſe Accuſations bluſh, and Tyrannie 
Tremble at Patience. You (my Lord) beſt know 
(Whom leaſt will ſeeme to doe fo) my palt life 
Hath beene as continent, as chaſte, astruc, 
ASIam now unhappy ; which is more 
Then hiſtorie can pacterne, though devis'd, 
And play'd, to take Spectators. For behold me, 
A File of the Royall Bed, which owe 
A Moi of the Throne : a great Kings Daughter, 
The Mother to a hopefull Prince, here ſtanding 
To prate and talke for Life,and Honor, fore 
W ho pleaſeto come and heare. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh Gricfe (whichI would ſpare :) For Honor, 
'Tisa derivative from me ro mine, 4 
And onely that I ſtand for. I appeale | 
To your owne Conſcience (Sir) before Po/ixenes 
Came to your Court, how I was in your grace, 
Flow meritcd tobe lo : Since he came, 
With what encounter ſouncurrant, 1 
Have ſtrayn'd Cappeare thus; if one jot beyond 
The bound of honor, or in aR, or will 
That way enclining, hardened be the hearts | 
| Of all that heare me, and my neer'ſt of Kin 
Cry he upon my grave. 
Leo, I ne're heard yet, 
Thar any of theſe bolder Vices wanted 
Lefſe Impudence to gaine-ſay what they did, 
Then to performe it tirſt. 
Her. That's true enovgh, 
Though 'risa ſaying (Sir) not due to me- 
Leo. You willnot owne it. 
Her, More then Miſtreſle of, 
W hichcomes to me in name of fault,I muſt not 
At all acknowledge. For Folxenes 
(With whom I an accug'd) I doe confeſſe 
Ilov'd him, as in Honor he reqvir'd : 
With ſucha kind of Love, as might become 
A Lady like me; witha Love, even ſuch, 
So, and no other, as your ſelfe commanded : 
W hich, not to have done, I thinke had beene in me 
Both Diſobedience, and ingratirude 
To you, and toward your friends, whoſe love had ſpoke, 
Evenſince itcocld ipeake, froman infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now for Confpiracie, 
I know not how it taſtes,thoughir be diuh d 
For me totry how : All l know of it, 
Is, that Camilo was an honeſt man ; 
And why he left your Court, the Geds themſelves 
(Woatting nomorethen I) are ignorant. 
Les. You knew of his departure, as you know 
W hat you haveunderta'ne todoe in'sabſence. 


Ber. Sir 


_ 
— 
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Her. Sir, 
youſpeake a Language that I vnderſtand not: 
My Life ſtands in thelevell of your Dreames, 
Which lle lay downe. 

Leo, Your Actions are my DreatneEs» 
You had a Baſtard by Polixener, 
And I but dream'd it : As you were paſt all ſhame, 
(Thoſe of your Fat are ſo) ſopaltall truth; 
Which to deny, concernes morethen auailes: for as 
Thy Brat hath beene caſt our, like toir ſelfe, 
No Father owning it (which is indeed 
More criminall in thee, then it) ſo thou 
Shalt fcele our Tuſtice ; in whoſe caſicſt paſſage, 
Loeke for no lefle then death. 

Her. Sir, ſpare your Threats: 
The Bugge which you would fright me with, I ſceke: 
TomecanLife be no commodity, 
The crowne and comfort of my Life (your Fauor ) 
Idoe giue loſt, for I doe feele it gone, 
| But know not how it went. My ſccond Toy, 
| And firſt Fruits of my body, from his preſence 
Tam bar'd, like one infe&ttous. My third comfort 
(Star'd moſt unluckily)is from my breaſt 
(The innocent milke in it molt innocent mouth) 
Hal'd outro murther, My ſelfe on every Polt 
Proclaym'd a Strumpet :- With immodeſt hatred 
The Child-bed priviledge deny'd, which longs 
To. Women of all faſhion. Laſtly, hurried 
Here,tothis place, i'th' open ayre before 
I have got ſtrength of limit. Now (my Liege 
Tell me what bleſſings I have here alive, 
That I ſhould feare rodye ? Therefore proceed : 
But yet heare this : miſtake me not : no Life, 
(I prizeit nota ſtraw) but tor mine Honor, 
Which I wouid free : if I ſhall becondemn'd 
Vponſurmizes ( all proofes ſleeping elle, 
But what your Icalouſies awake) I tell you 
Tis Rigor, and not Law. Your Honors all, 
Idoereferre me to the Oracie ; 
Apollo be my Iudge. 


— 


The Seffions ſhall proceed :-this is meere falſchood. 
Ser My Lordthe King : the King ? 
| Leo. What isthe bulineſſe ? "t 
Ser. OSir I ſhall be hated to report it. 
The Prince your Sonne, with mcere conceit 
| Ofrhe Queenes ſpeed, is gone + 
Leo. How? gone? 
Ser. Is dead. | RE} 
Leo. Apollo's angry, and the heavens themſelves 
Doe ſtrike at my Injuſtice. How now there ? 
Paxl,This newes is morrtall to the Queene; Look downe 
And ſee what death is doing, | 
Leo. Take her hence : 
Her heart is but o're-charg'd: ſhe will recover. 
I havetoo much beleev'd mine owne ſuſpition; 
Beſeech youtenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. Apollo pardon 
My great prophaneſle 'gainſt thine Oracle. 
Ile reconcile me to Polixener, | 
New wooe my Queene, recall the good Camilo 
(Whom I proclaime a man of Truth, of Mercy:) 
For being tranſported by my Iealouſtes 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I choſe 
Camillo for the miniſter, to poylon 
My friend Pelzxenes: which had beene done, 
But that the goud mind of (amillotardied 
My ſwiftcommand : though I with death, and with 
Reward, did threaten and encourage him, 
Not doing it, and being done : he (moſt hamane, 
And fills with Honor) to my Kingly Gueſt 
Vnclaſp'd mypraRiſe,quir his fortunes here 
(Which you knew great) and to the certaine hazard 
Of all Incertainties, himſelfe commended, | 
Noricher then his Honor: How he gliſters | 
Through my darke Ruſt? and how his Pietie | 
Do's my deeds make the blacker ? 
Paul. Woe the while : | 1 
O cut my Lacc,lcalt my heart (cracking it) 
Breake too. | 


Lord. What fit isthis? good Lady? 


and feare 


 _— — 


Lord. Tois your requeſt Enter Diow and Cleomines, | 
Isaltogether juſt ; therefore bring forth 
(Andin e-Fpos Name) his Oracle. 

Her. The Emperor of Ruſſia was my Father, 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His Daughters Tryall : that he did bur ſee 
The flatneſle of my miſerte ; yet with zyes 
Of pity, not Revenge. 

Officer. Y ou hcere ſhall ſ\weare upon the Sword of Tuſtice, 
That you ({leomines and Don) have 
Beene both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This ſeal'd-up Oracle, by the Hand deliver'd 
Of great Apelo's Prieſt; and that ſince then, 
You have not dar'd to breake the holy Seale, 
Nor read the Secrets in't. 
Cleo. Dio. All chis we ſweare. 
Lee. Breake up the Scales, and reade. - 
Officer. Hermione # caſt, Polixenes b/ameleſſe, Camillo 
«true Subjeit, Leontes a jealous Tyrant, bis innocent Babe 
truly begotten, andthe King ſhall live without an Heiref that 
which #4 lo5?, be not found. 
Lords, Now bleſſed he the great Apollo. 
Her. Prayſed, 
Leo, Haſt thou read truth ? 
Offic. 1 (my Lord) even ſo asit is here ſet downe. 
Leo, There is notruth arall !th* Oracle : 


Paul, Whac ſtudied rorments(Tyrant)haſt for me? 
What Wheeles? Racks? Fires? W har flaying? boyling?Bur- 
In Leads,or Oyles? W hat old,or new torture (ning, | 
MultI receive? whole very word deſerves 
To taſte ofthy moſt worſt. Thy Tyranny 
(Together working with thy Iealouſies, 

Fancies too weake for boyes,too greene and idle 
For Girles of Nine) O thinke whit they have done, 
And then run mad indced : ſtarke-mad: for all 

Thy by-gone fooleries were bur ſpices for it. 

That thou betrayed'ſt Polsxenes, twas nothing, 
(Thar did but ſhew thee, of a Foole,inconſtant, 
Anddamnable ingratefull: ) Nor was'c much. 

Thou would'it haue poyſon'd good Camrs's Honor, 
To have him kill a King : poore Treſpaſles, by 
More monſtrous ſtanding by : whereof reckon 
The calting forth to Crowes, the Baby-daughter, | 
To be or none, or little; thougha Devill 
Would have ſhed water out of fire, ere don't: | 
Nor is'tdire&ly layd tothee,the death — 
Ofthe young Prince, whoſe honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one ſo tender) cleft the heart 
That could conceive agrofle and fooliſh Sire 
Blemiſh'd his gracious Dam : this is not, no, 
Laydto thy anſwer : but thelaſt : O Lords, 


ET 


| When I have ſaid,cry woe: the Queene,the I 


F 
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| Theſweer ,deecr' it creature's dead:& vengeance for't 
Not drop'ddowne yet. - + - 

Lad-The higher powres forbid. 

Par. I ſay ſhe's dead:Ile fwear't.If word,nor oath 
Prevaile not,goand ſec:if you can bring 
Tin&ure,orluſtre in herlip,her eye 
Heate outwardly, or breath within, Ile ſerve you 
AsI would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant, 

Dot not repent theſe things, for they ace heavier 
Then all thy woes can ſtirre : therefore berake thee 
To nothing but diſpaire- A thouſand knees, 

| Tenthouſand yeares together,vaked falling, 


| I call apon thee, 

Har, Make your beſte haſt,and go not 
Too-farre ith Land : *tis like to be lowd weather, 
Beſides this place is famous for the Creatures 
Of prey, that keepe upon'r; 

Amig. Go thouaway, 

Ile follow inſtantly. 

Afar. I am glad at heart 
To be ſo ridde oth buſineſſe, 

e-Fnt. Come, poore babe; 

I bave heard (but not belecu'd) the Spirits o'th'dead 
May walke againe- if ſuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear'd to me laſt night : for ne're was dreame 


Ext 


 Vpon abarren Mountaine, and ſtill Winter 


Solike a waking, To me comesacreature, 


In ſtorme perpetuall,could not move the Gods 
To looke that way thou wer't. 
Leo. Go on,go on: : 
Thou canſt not {peake too much, I haye deſerv'd 
All tongnes to talke their bittrelt. 
Lora. Say no more, 
How erethe bufinefſe goes you have made fault 
Tth boldneſle of your ſpeech 
Pax. 1 am ſorry for't, 
All faults I make,when I ſhall conze to know them, 
I do repent: Alas, I have ſhew'd too much 
The raſhneſſe of a woman: he is toucht 
Toth'Noble heart« - What's gone, and what's pait helpe 
Should be palt greefe:Do not receive atfliction 
At my petition, I beſecch you, rather 
Let me be puniſh'd,that have minded you 
Of what you ſhoold forget. Now(good my Liege) 
Sir, Royall Sir, forgive a fooliſh woman: 
The love I bore your Queene(Lo,foole againe) 
Ile ſpeake of her no more,nor of your Children: 
Tle not remember you of my owne Lord, 
(Who isloſt too: )take your patience to you, 
And Lle fay nothing, 
Leo. Thou did{t ſpcake but well, | 
When moſt the truth:which I receive much'better, 
Then to be pittied of thee. Prethee bring me 
To the dead bodies of my Qyeenc; and Sonne, 
On&egrave ſhall be for both: V pon them ſhall 
The cauſes of their death appearc(unto 
Our ſhame perpetuall once a day, Ile viſit 
The Chappell where they lye, and tcares ſhed there 
Shall be my recreation. So long as Nature 
Will beare up with this excrciſe, f0long 
 dayly vow touſe it, Come, and Icade me 
To theſe ſorrowes. 


| 


Exemnnt. 


Scana 7 ertia. 


NY me OI __ 


ne nn 


I OC 


Enter eAntigonus, a Marrmer,'B abe Sheepe- 
heard, and Clowne. 


Ant. Thouart perfe& then,our ſhip hath toucht upon 
The Deſarts of Bobemia. 

Mar. I(my Lord)and feare 
We have Landed in ill time:the skies looke grimly, 
Andthreaten preſent bluſters.In my conſcience 
The heavens with that we have in hand,are angry, 
And frowne upon's. 

ent. Their ſacred wil's be done : get a-boord, 


Sometimes$her head is on one ſide, ſome another, 

I never {aw a veſſell of like ſorrow 

So fitl'd,and ſo becomming : in pare white Robes 

Like very ſanctity ſhe did appreach 

My Catane where I lay : thrice bow'd before me, 

And (gaſping to begin ſome ſpeech) her eyes 

Became two ſpouts; the furie ſpent, anon 

Didthis breake from her. Good Antigonus, 

Since Fate (againſt thy better diſpoſition) ' 

Hath made thy perſon for the Thrower-out 

Of my poore babe, according to thine oath, 

Piaces remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There weepe, and Jeaveit crying: and for the babe 

1s counted loft for ever, Perdita 

I prethee call't : For thisungentle bulineſſe 

Put on theee, by my Lord, thou ne're ſhalt ſee 

Thy Wite Panlina more : and ſo, with ſhrickes 

She melted into Ayre. Afﬀrighted much, 

I did in time colle& my ſelfe, and thought 

This was fo, and noflumber : Dreames zAre toyes, 
Yetfor this once, yea ſuperltitiouſly, 

I will be fquar'd by this. Ido belceve 

Hermionehath ſuffer'd death, and that 

e-Fpollo would (this being indeed the iſſue 

Ot King Polexenus) it ſhould hcere be laide 

(Either for life, or death) upon theearth 

Of it's right Father. Blcfſome, ſpeed thee well, 
Therelye,and there thy charater : there theſe, 

W hich may if Fortune pleaſe, both breed thee (pretty) 
And ſtill re{tthine. The ſtorme beginnes, poore wretch, 
That for thy mothersfault,art thus expos'd 

Tolofle, and what may follow. Weepe I cannot, 

But my heart bleedes : and moſt accutſt am I 

To be by oath enjoyn'd to this. Farewell, 

The day frownes more and more : thou'rt like to have 
Alullabie too rough: I never ſaw 

The heavens ſo dim, by day. A favage clamor ? 

Well mayI get a-boord: This is the Chace, heard, 
I am gone forever. Exit purſued by a Beare. Enter 4 Shiy- 

Shep. 1 would there were noage betweene ten and 

three and twentie,or that youth would ſlcepe out the rel: 
for there isnothing (inthe berwceene) but getting wen- 
ches with childe, wronging the Auncientry , ſtealing, 
fighting, harke zou now : would any but theſe boylde- 
braines of ninetecne, and twoand twentie hunt this we 
ther ? They have fcarr'd away two of my beſt Sheepe, 
which I feare the Wolfe will ſooner finde then the Maj-! 
ſter; if any where I have them, *tis by the ſca-ſide, brou- 
zing of Iuy. Good-lucke (and 't be the will) what have 

we heere? Mercy on's, a Barne? A very pretty barne; A 
boy, ora Chide I wonder * (A pretty one, a very prettic 


| Looke to thy barke,Ile not be long before 


one) ſure ſome Scape ; Thongh I am not bookiſh, yet] 
can 


| nt 


— — 
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an reade Waiting-Gentlewoman in the ſcape : this. has 

hoes ſome ſta LIE ſome Trunke-worke, ſome be- 
kind-doore warke : they were warmer that got. this, 
chen the poore thing is here. Ile take it up for'puty, yet 
[le tarry rH my ſonne come 3 he ballow'd but even now. 
Whoa-ho-hoa, 


Enter (| Yowne, 


Cls. Hilloa, loa» G | x 35 

Shep, What ? art.ſo necre ? If thou'lt fee a thing to 
talke on,. when thau art dead aud rotten, come hither : 
what ayÞ'ſt thou, man? | | 

(to. T have ſcene two ſuch ſights, by Sea and by Land: 
but I a1 not to ſay it is a Sea, He it 15now the skye,be- 
rwixt the Firmamenc and it, you cannat thruſt a bodkins 


jor, 
$798 Why boy, how is it ? | 
| Cle. 1 would you did but ſee how it chafes, how it ta- 

s,how it takes up the ſhore, bur that's nor to the point: 
| Oh, the moſt pitteous cry ofrhe poore ſoules, ſometimes 
toſee'em, and not ta ſec'em ; Now the Shippe boaring 
the Moone with her maine Malt, and anon ſwallowed 
with yeſt and froth, as you'ld thruſta Corke intoa hogl- 
head.” And then for the Land-ſervice, to ſee haw the 
Beare tore out his ſhoulder bone, haw he cride to me 
for helpe, and ſaid his name was Antigonm a Nobleman: 
Buttomake an end of the Ship, ro ſee how the Sea flap- 
dragon'dit : but firſt, how the poore ſoules roared, and 
the ſea mock'd tbem;and how the poore Gentleman roa- 
red, and the Beare mock'd hin, both roaring lowder 
| then the fea, or weather, 

Shep, Name of mercy; when was this boy ? 

{s, Now, now : I have not wink'd fince I ſaw theſe 
bghts : the men are not yet cold under water, nor the 
| Bare balfe dia'd on the Gentleman: he's at it now- 

Shep, Would T had beene by; ro have help'd the old 


Mal, 

Cl. I would you had beene by the ſhip fide, to have 
belp'd her;there your charity would have lackd footing. 
| Shep. Heavy matters, heavy matters ; but looke thee 
| hereboy. Now bleſſethy ſelfe; thou mer'lt withthings 
| dying, I with things new borne. Here's a fight tor thee : 
| Logkechee, a bearing-cloath tor a Squires child ; looke 


| wastold me T ſhould be rich by the Fairies. This 1s ſome 
| Changeling : open't : what's within boy ? 

Cle. You're a mad old man ; If the ſinnes of your 
ey are forgiven you, you're well to live, Gold, all 

old, 

Shep, This js Faicry Gold boy, and*twill prove ſo : up 
with't, kecpe it cloſe : home, home, the next way. We 
atluc!.y (boy) and to be ſo ſtill requires nothing but 
{ ſecrecy. Let my ſhcepe goe: Come (good boy)the next 
| way home, 

Ct. Goe you the next way with your Findings, Ile go 
kit the Beare be gone from the Gentleman, and how 
much.he hath eaten : they are never curſt but when they 
arc hungry : if there be any of him left, He bury it, 

Shep. That's a good deed 2 if thou mayeſt diſcerne by 
+ q_ is left of him, what he is, fetch me to th'light 
Ins 

Ch. *Marry will I: and you ſhall helpeto puthim ith 
| ground, 

Shep. "Tisa lucky day, boy,and we'll doe good dceds 


| ont. Exennt 


— 


| thee heere, rake up, take up { Boy;) open't : ſo, ler's ſee,ir | 


y 
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Fd. raps i img the Chas 1. 1... 
9m. I that picaſe fome, try all : both joy. and terror-. | 
Of good, and bad ; that makes, OD _— 
Now take upon me (inthename of Time). {| 
To uſe my. wiugs z lmpure it nota crime... :; ..... | 
Tome, or my iwiftpailage, thar Lihde: | * | 
Ore ſixteene yeeres, and leave thegrowth untxide 

Ot thatwide gap;Nince igis in-my.yolyre, ....; [ 


© + * 
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Scena Secunda, 


FF . Enter Polixees,and Camilo. 

Pot. Ipray thee (good Camilo) be no more importus- | 
nate: : 'tisa ſickenefle denying rhee any thing z adeath to | 
grant this. 

Cem. Ir is fifceene yeeres {ince I ſaw my Countrey : 
though I have (for the moſt part) beene ayred abroad, I 
deſire to lay my bones there. Beſides, the penitent King | 
(my Maſter) hath ſent for me,to whole feeling forrowes | 
I might be ſome allay(or I oreweenre tothinke 10) which 
15another ſpurreto my departure. . | | 

Pol. As thou lov'it me (Camo) wipe nat out the reſt 
of thy ſervices, by leaving me now : the needI have of þ 
thee, thine owne, goodnefſe hath made :. better not to 
have had thee, then thus to want.thee, thou having made | 
me Buſineſſes, (which. none (without thee) can ſuihici- ; 
ently manage) muſt either ſtay to execute them thy ſelte, | 
or take away with.thce the,very ſervices thou hait done ; 
which if I have notenough conſidered (as tgo much I 
cannot) to be morethankefullto thee, ſhall be my ſtu- 
dy, and my profit therein, the heaping. frigndſhippess 
Ofchar fatall Countrey S5c:4e, prethee ſpeake no more, 
whole very naming, puniſhes _ withthe remembrance. | 

B 


Do — 
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whichlooke upon 

this Intellzgence; thathe 

moſt homely ſbeph 
Into 


J is 
danghter'of moſt rare note: the report of her is extended 


ow the Angle that 
accom 

| ke ans A areFhave voy 7 with the ſhep- 
heard ; from whoſe fimplicity,I thi 

get theTauſe of ny ſores reſort thither. Prethee be'm y 
preſent partnerin thisbulincs, and lay afidethe thoughts 
ofSicilia, +; EE 6 = 


| * Pol. My beſt Camilo,we mult diſguiſcout ſelves. £x3r, 


pile, bur now I am out of ſervice. 
> But ſpall I goe mourne for that (my deere) 


; 


My Traifickeis ſheets ; when the Kite builds, looke to 


| Jefſer Linnen, My Father nam'd me Awtolicus, who be- 


7 
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The Winters Tale, © 


nd reconciled King 
precious 'Queene 

ren , ar© even nol To bee a-freſh lamented. 
-meywhen ſaw thou the Prince Flarize!lmy lon? 
ret > lefle_untappy, their iſſue not being gra- 
2:4 pag ol oe | 


calſt him) a 


then, when they have ap- 

z 2 compotis3in $1.35 Fan 

we dyes fince Haw the Prince : What | 
yes may bearetoinemknowne :: bur I 

olyJ Herd: heis of late mich reryred from | 

d is cffefrequettro hisPrineely cxerciſes then | 


”» 
. 
#* F 


© ow.” thave heard(Sir) of ſuch # thin, who hath 


ht to begirt from fach'a cottage. 
*hart of myTntelligence': but (I 
lickes our ſonne thither. Thou 
the place, where we will (not ap- 


Fol. That'slike' 


inke'it not uneaſie to 


Cem., 1 willingly obey your command. 
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Enter Antolicus ſinging. 
When Daffadils begin topeere, 
with heigh the Doxy over the dale, 
Why then comes in the ſweet o the yeere. 
For thered blood raignes in the winters pale. 


The white(heete bleaching on the hedge, 
With bey the ſweet birds, O how they ſing : 


Doth ſet my prgging tooth an edye, 
For a quart of Ale tu 4 diſh for a King. 


The Larke, 94 1 chamnts, 

with beigh, with beigh the Thruſh and the Iay : 
Ave Summer ſongs for me and my eAunts 
t#hile we the tumbling in the hay. 


I haveſeru'd Prince Fhrize!l, and in my time wore three 


thepale Moone ſhine sby night : 
And when | wander here, and there 
I then dee moſt goe right, 
If Tinkers may have leave to live, 
and beare the Sow-rhin Bowget, 
Then my account I well may give, 
and in the Stoches avonch-t. 


| ones and millions. 


| roa great matter- 


ing (as 1 am) lytter'd under Mercury, was likewiſe"; 
Tagemus of tirconfidered trifies *With Dye and drab 
I purchas'd Cafirifon, . :nd my Revennew is' the Glly 
Cheate. ' Gallowes, and Knocke, are too-powerfull o | 
theHighway. Beating erd hanging are terrors to me: 
For the life to come, 1 ſlcepe out the thought of it, A | 
Prize, a prize. 

Enter Cloane. 
C.s. Tet me ſee, every Leaven-weather todCes, every | 
told yeeldes pound and odde ſhiliirg : fifteene' Eundred 
ſhorne,' whar cdiniesthe wooll tco?. f 

Ant. If the ſprindge hold, the Cocke's mine. 

Ct. 1 c2nnot do't without Compters. Let me ſee, 
whatam I to buy for.our Sheepe-ſhearing-Feaſt > Three | 
pound of Sugar, fiuvepornd of: Currence, Rice : What 
will this fiſter of mite do with Rice? Bur my father hath 
wade her Miſtris of the Feaſt ,and ſhe layes it on. Shee 
hath made-me foure and twenty Noftc-gayes for the ſhee- 
rers(three-man ſong-men, all, and very good oncs) but 
they are molt'of them /Meanes and Baſes ; but one Furi- 
tan amongſt them, and he ſings Plalmesto horne-pipes, 
I muft have Saftron'to colour the Warden Pics, Mace; 
Dates, nene : that's out of my nore : Nutmegges, ſeven; 
a Race or two of Ginger, but that 1 may begge : Foure 
pound of Prewyns, and as many of Reyſons och Sunne, 

Ant. Oh, thatever I was borne. 

{ /o. I'tt'name of me. 

Axt. Oh helpe me, helpe mee : plucke but cff theſe 
ragges : andthen, death, death. 

Cle. Alacke poore'ſoule, thon haſt need of more' rags 
to lay on thee, rather then have thele cf, 

eFrt. Onfir, the loathſomnefle of them offends mee, 
more then the ſtripes I have received, whichare mighty 


Ch. Alas poore man, a million of beating may come 


Ant. 1am rob'd fir, and beaten : my money, and ap- 
parrell tane from me, and theſe deteſtable things pur up- 
ON me. 

Clo, What, by a horſc-man, or a foot-man ? 

Ant, A footman (fweet (ir) a footman. 

Clo. Indeed, he ſhould be a footman, by the garments 
he has left with thee : if this be a horſemans Coate, it 
hath ſcene very hot ſervice. Lend mc thy hand, Ile helpe 
thee. Comelend me thy hand. 

Ant. Oh good fir, tenderly, oh. 

(!s. Alaspoore ſoule. 

Ant. Oh good fir, ſoftly, good fir : I feare (fir) my 
ſhoulder-blade is out. 

Clo. How now ? Canſt ſtand? 
Ant. Softly, deereſir : good fir, ſoftly: you ha done 
me acharitable ojhce. 

Clo. Doelt lacke any meny ? I havea little mony for 
thee. | 

ent. No, good ſweet fir: no, I beſeech you fir :1 
have a Kinſman not paſt three quarters of a mule hence, 
unto whom I was going: TI ſhall there have money, 0 
any thing I want : Offer me no money I pray you, that 
killes my heart, 

Che. What manner of Fellow was he that robb's 
you ? 

eAut. A fellow {Sir) that I have knowne to goe about 
with Troll-my-dames : I knew him him oncea ſervant} 
of the Prince : I cannot tel! good fir, for which of Ws 
Vertues it was, but he was certainely Whipt out of the| 
Court. 


{lo, 
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i I 
Cle. His vices you would ſay ; there's no vertue whipt 
' out ofthe Court : they cheriſh ir to make it ſtay there ; 
and yet it will no thore bur abide. | 
| Aut. Vices I would fay (Sir..) know this man well, 
he hath beene ſince an Ape-bearer, then a Procefſe-ſerver 
(a Bayliffe) then he cotnpaſt a Motion of the Prodigall 
| font; and matried a Tinkers wife, within a Mile where 
my Land and living lyes; and (having flowne over m#- 
ny knaviſh profeſſions)he ſerled only in Rogue:ſome call 
him e/Atohiera, | 
Ch, Outupon him : Prig , for my life Prig: he haunts 
Wakes; Faires, and Bearc-baitings 
eApt. Very true (ir : he fir he ; that's the Rogue that 
put me into this apparretl, | 
| Clo. Nota more cowardly Rogue in all Bohewna ; It 
you had butlook'd bigge, and ſpit art him, hee'ld have 
runncs ' 


falſe of heart that way, and that heknew I warrant him. 

Cl, How doe younow ? 

Aut. Sweet Sir, much better then T was : I can ſtand, 
and walke :I will eventake my lcave of you, and pace 
ſoftly towards my Kinſmans. 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on the way ? 

- eAat. No, good fac'd fir, no ſweet fir. 
. Cle. Then farew.ll, I muſt goe to buy Spices for our 
ſheepe-ſhearing, Exit. 

Ant, Profper you ſweetſfir. Your purſe is not hot e- 
noughto purchaſe your Spice : He be with you at your 
ſheepe-ſhearing too : It I make not this Cheat bring out 
| another, and the ſheerers prove ſheepe,let me be unrold, 
and my name put in the booke of Vertue. 


: Song Jog-0n, Tog-0n, the foot-path way, 
end merrity hent the Stile-a. 
A merry heart goes all the day, 


Your ſad tyres in a Mile-a. Exit. 


— ——— o——_— 


Scana Quarta." 
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Enter Florizell, Perdita, Shepherd, (lowne, Polixenes,(, 4- 
milo, Mopſa, Dorcas, Servants, xAutolicus. | 


Fe, Theſe your unnſralt weeds, to each part of you 
Do's give alite : noShepherdefſc, but Flors ; 
Peering 1a Aprils front. This your ſheepe-ſhearing, 
Isasamerry ineering of thepetty gods, 
And you the Queen: on't. 

Per. Sir : my gracious Lord, 
Tochidear your extreames, itnot becomes: me : 
(Oh pardon, that I name them: ) yonr high ſelfc 
The gracious mark o'th'Land, you have obſcur'd 
Witha Swaines wearing : and me (poore/lowly Maide) | 
Moſt goddefſe-like prank'd-up : Butthacour Feaſts. | 
Itevery Meſſe, have folly and the Feeders 
_ it witha Cuſtome, Iſhoald bluſh 
Toſce you ſo attyr'd: \worne 1 thinke,- 
Toſhew my ſelfea glaſſe. | 


Fh. 1bleſſe the time | "HF 
made her flight a-croffe - 


Ant, I muſt confeſſe to you (fir). Iam no fighter : I am | 


| 


— 


| And bid us welkcomet&your fheeperthenripg, 
1 As your 


| Tris my Fathers will, I ſhouldcake 


| Give methoſe Flowrest 
| For yon, there's Roſemary; and Rue, thaſe-krepe! | :>/-/ 
|.Seeming; and favourallthe Winter long + 1308 


| Strangle fuchthoughts as theſe; with 


- — ISO _— 


Hath not beene us ro feare ;) evennow Ettemble 
Tothinke your Father, by ſomeaccident 
Should pale this way, as you did: Olvthe Fates, 
How would he looke, to fee his worke, ſo noble, 
Vildely bound up > What would he fay ?. Or how 
Should T (in th:fe-my borrowed Flaunts) behold 
The iternnefle of his preſence ? 

Flo. Appreherid | 
Nothing hur jollity « the Goddes themſelves 
(Humbling their Deities to love)have taken 
The ſhapes of Beaſts uponthem. Iupiter, 

Became a Bull, and bcllow'd : the greehe Neptune 

A Ram, and bleated ; and the Fire-roab'd-God 

Golden Apollo, a poore humble $waine, 

As I ſeemenow. Their transformations, 

Werenever for a pcece of beauty, rarer, 

Norina way ſo chaſte; fince my delires 

Ranne not before mine honor : nor my Luſts' 

Burne hotter then my Faith. 
Perd, Oburt deere fir, 

Yur reſolution cannot hold, when 'tis 

Oppos'd (as it muſt be) by th'ipowerof the King ; 

One of theſe rwo muſt be necellities; 

Which then will ſpeake, that you muſt change this pur- 

Or I mylite. | (poſe, 
Fle. Thou dzereſt Perdjta, 

Withkthefe forc'd thonghts, I prethee darken not 

The Mirth o'th' Feaft : Or Ile be thine (my Faire) 

Or not my Farhers. For I cannot be 

Mine owne, .nor any thing to any, if 

I be not thine: Tothis I am meſt conſtanr, 

Though. deſtiny tay no. Be merry (Gentle) 


r 

That you behold the while, Your quolks = : 
Lift up your countenance, as it were the day | 
Of cclebrarion of that nuptiall, which 
We twohave fivorne ſhall come. 
Perd. O Lady Fortune, 
Stand yon auſpicious. Emer Ah. 
 Fle. See, your Gueſts approach, : | 
Addrefſe your elfe to entertaine them ſprightly, 
Andler's be redwithrhirth. #7 20:51 © 
Shep. Fye (daughter). when my old wite liv'd : upon 
This day, the was both Pantler, Butler, Cooke, . | 
Both Dameand Servant; Welcom'dall;-ferv'dall, 
Would ſing her ſong, andidance berrturnex now heere 
At upper endo'th Table; now, i'thmiddle:-.: | 
On his ſhoulder, and his: horface o'fre- 
With labour, and the thirig the tooke to'quentichit: -. 
She would to'each one'fips You are retyred, - 
As if you were a feaſtedone: : and not-! / :: 
The Hoſtcfſe of the meeting: Pray you;bid: - 
Theſe unknowne tricndsto's. welcome;tenit.is: 
A way to make us berter'Þ riends; move:knowne. -: ::-: ! 
Come, quench your bliſhes;and preſeht:your lets >. | 
That which you are, Miltriso'ch'Featti Come'on, i 4 

ood flocke ſhaltprofper.-': 7-5 
G welcomes: 11% 3B 

OILMIE 7 

The Hoſteſſeſhip o'ch'day, your're welcome'fir 


Perd. 


Grace, and Retnembrancebe to you borh, | 
Shearing, ,r-i 


Then my good Falcon, 

; Thy fathers ground. 

_ P#, Now Ioveaffoord you cauſe: 5: 
To methe difference forges dread (your Greatnefſe 


ee eames, 


| And welcoie to our 


' - Bb2 


bonnie, -— __ t— — 
"p » OY "On 


—_ thts 
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| Pol, Shepherdefſe, | |- Do's change my diſpoſition : 
| (A faireencare you 2) well you fit our ages | . Flo. Whatyou doe, * 
1 With flowres of Winter, 1 Still betters what is done. When you ſpeake (feet) 
l Perd. Sir, the ycare growing ancient, { Td have youdoe itever : Whenyou ſing, 
| Not yet'on ſammers dzath, nor on the birth — _. T'ld haye you buy, and ſel}ſo : ſo give Almes, 
Of trembling winter, the fayreſt lowres o'th ſcaſon Pray ſo : and fer the ord'ring your Aﬀayres, 
Are our Carnations, and ſtreak'd Gilly-vors, | Tofingthem too. When you doe dance, I wiſh you 
(Which ſome cail Natures baſtards) of that kind A wave oth Sea, that you might ever doe 
Our rufticke Garden's barren,and I care net Nothing but that : move ſtill, ſtillſo : | 
To get ſlips of them. | And owne no other Fun&tien. Each your doing, 
f Pol, Wherefore (gentle Maiden) (So fitguilar, in each particular) -5>-, 
1 Doe you negleRt them. Crownes what youare doing, inthe preſent deeds, 
{ Perd. Forlhave heard it ſaid, Bn, Thatall your Aces, arc Queenes. 
1 There isan Art, which in their pideneſle ſhares Perd, O Dericles, | 
. | With greatcreating-Nature. Your _ aretoo large : but that your youth 
| Pol. Say there be: . And the true blood which peepes fairely throught, 


Yet Nature is made better by no meane, 


Li 


| Doe pninly give you outan unſtain'd Shepher 
But Nature makes that Meane : ſo ever that Art, Wi 


wiſcdome, I might feare (my Doricles ) 
c 


(W hich youſay addes to Nature) isan Art P Yeu woo'd methe falſe way. 
That Nature makes : you {ce ({weet Maid) we marry Fl. Ithinke you have 
| A gentler Sicn,to the wildeſt Stocke; As little skill to feare, as I have purpoſe 
1 And make conceive a barke of baſer kind To put youto't. ' But come, our dance I pray, 
By bud of Nobler race. Thisisan Art Your hand (my Perait« :) ſo Turtles paire 
Which do's mend Nature : change ut rather, but That never meaneto part. 
| The Artitſclfe, is Nature, Perd. lle ſweare for *'em, 
Per. Soit is. Pol. This is the prettieſt Low-borne Laſſe, that eyer 


Pol: Then make your Garden richin Gilly'yors, Ran on the greene-ſord : Nothing ſhe do's, or ſeemes 


And doe not call them baſtards. : But ſmackes of ſomething greater then her ſelfe, 
Per. llc not put Too Noble for this place. 
The Dible in carth,. to ſet one ſlip of them : +. (am, Betels her ſomething EE 
No more then were I painted, 1 would wiſh .' That makes her blood looke on't: Good ſaoth ſhe is 
| This youth ſhould ſay *ewer well: and onely therefore | The Qucene of Curdsand Creame. 
Deſire to breed by me. Here's flowres fot you : '' * '' | C4. Comeon: ſtrike up. | 
'| Hot Lavender, Mints, Savory, Mariorum, . 1. | Do: Mop muſt be your Miſtris : marry Garlicke to 
| The Mary-gold, that gocstobed with Sun, mend her kiſſing with. 
And with him riſcs, weeping : Theſe are flowyes | Mop. Now in good time, 
Of middle ſummer, and I thinke they aregiven Clo. Not a word,a word, we ſtand upen eur manners, 
To men of middleage. Y*are yery welcome: :. Come, ſtrike up. 
\ "Came I ſhouldleave grazing, were Iof your flocke, Heere a Danunce of Shepheards and 
And onely live by gazing. * * | Shephearddeſſes. 
P er. Outalas: - £ Pol. Pray good Shepheard, what faire Swaine is this 
' You'ld beſo leane,that blaſts af T: (Friend, | Whichdances with your daughter ? 


Would blow: chrough andthrough. Now. (my fairſt | Shep. They call him Doricles, and boafts himſelfe 
I wouldT had fome Flowres&th Spring, that might To have a worthy Feeding ; but I have it 


| | That ſhouldbe filent: if yong Doricles 
{ Doe light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring bim that 


Become your time: of day.: and yours, and yours, Vpon his owne report, and [ belceve it ; 
That weare upon-yeur V1rgin-branches yet He lookes like ſooth ; he ſayes he loves my daughter,+ 
Your Maiden«headsgrowings: O Proſerpina, Ithinke ſo too ; for never gaz'd the Moone 
| For the Flowers now, thati(frightcd) thou let'ſt fall Vponthe water, as he'll ſtand and reade 
From Difes Waggon :Daffadils, - - | As*twere my-daughterseyes :and to be plaine, 
That come before the Swallow dares, and take I thinke there is not halfe a kifſe tochooſe 
The windes of March with beaaty:3 Violets (dim, ] Who loves another beſt. | 
But ſweeter theathe lids of /and'reyes, | - | Pol. She dances featly. . 
brcath) pale Prumerroles, _ 1 Fhep.. So ſhedo's any thing, though I report it 
b 


to Mat id | Which henordreames of, . Emter Servant: 

| jor" Imperial :; oo : Ser. os) Tgeu {bas hears the Pedic wh 
owre-de-Luce bcing arie.) O, t &-Hacke, | - ': | doore, you would never dance againe after; a Tabor 

To make you Garlands of ) and wy ſweet friend, | | Pipe : no, the. Bag-pipe could not move you s he ſings 

To firew him ore; and ors. © || arp? | ſeverall Tunes, faſter then you'll tell money : he utter 


> Fb. What?like a Coarſe?) them as he had eaten ballads, and all mens cares grew t9 


; Pere. No, like abanke, for Love to lye, and play on: | his Tunes. 


| Notlikea Coarfe:.or if: not tobe buried, _ } Ct. He could never come better : he ſhall come n' 
But uicke, and inmine armes.. Come, take your floucrs, -| I lovea ballad buteventoo well, if it be dolefull matte! 

; Methinkes Tplay as I have ſecne them doe | - ; | merrily ſer downe.: or a very pleaſant thing indeed, 

| In Whitſon- $: Sure this Robe of mine | frng lamencably.” 4 


—_—_ * 
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Ger, He hath ſongs for man, or woman, of all ſizes: 
No Milliner can ſo fit his cuſtomers with Gloues : he has 
the prettieſt Love ſongs for Maids, ſo without bawdry 

which is ſtrange) with ſuch delicate burthens of Dil- 
- and Fadings ; Inmp-her, and thump-her ; and where 
ſome tretch-mouth'd Raſcall, would (as it were) meane 
miſcheefe, and. breake a foule gap into the Matter, he 
makes the maid to anſwer, Whoope, doe me no harme goed 
mes : put's him off, flights him, with whoop, dee mono 
harms good man. 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

Clo. Beleeve me, thou talkeſt of an admirable con- 
ceited fellow, has he any unbraided Warres : 

Ser. He hath Ribbons of all the colours i'th Raine- 
bow; Points, mere then all the Lawyers in Bohemia, can 
learnedly handle, though they come to him by th'groſle : 
Inckles, Caddyfles, Cambrickes, Lawnes : why he ſings 
em over, as they were Gods, or Goddeſles : you would 
thinke a Smocke were a ſhe-Angell, heſo chants to the 
fleeve-hand, and the worke about the ſquare on't. 

{bb, Prethce bring himin, and let him approach fin- 

ing, 

, Pd. Forewarne him,that he vſe no ſcurrilous words 
in's tunes» | 


them, then youl'd thinke (Siſter) £3 
Per, 1 good brother, er gocabouttothinke. 


Enter Antolicus fnging. 
Lawne as white as driven Snow, 
Cypreſſe blacke as ere was (row, 
Gloves as ſweet as Damaskt Roſes, 
AMakes for faces, and for noſes : 
Bugle-bracelet, Necke-lace Amber. 
Perfume for a Ladies Chamber : 
Golden © neifes, and Stomachers 
For my Lads, to give theiy deers: 
Pins, and poekmo-ſtickes of ſteele. 
What Maids lacks from head to heele : 
Come buy of me, come : come buy, come bay. 
Buy Laas, or elſe your Laſſes cry : ( ome buy. 


Ch. If l were not in love with Iopſa, thou ſhould(t 
take no money of me, but being enthrall'd as I am,it will 
alſo be the boiidage of certaine Ribbons and Gloves. 

Cop, I was promis'd them againſt the Feaſt, but 
they come not too latenow. 

Dor. He hath promis'd you more then that, or there 
belyars, *, | 
Cop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you: *May be 
he has paid you more,which will ſhame you to give him 
againe, | | 
(4. Is there no manners leftamovg maids ? Will they 
weare their plackets,where they ſhould bear their faces? 
Isthere not milking-rime ? W hen youare going to bed? 
Or kill-hole > To whiſtle of theſe ſecrets, but youmult 
betittle-tatling before all our gueſts ? Tis well they are 
whiſpring : clamor your tongues, and not a word mores 
Mop. I kavedone ; Come you promis'd mea tawdry- 
lace, and a paire of ſweet Gloves. 

Ch, Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 
Way,and loſtall my money? 
Art. And indeed Sir,there are Cozenersabroad, there- 


Clos, Feare not thou man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing here. 


Cle. You have of theſe Pedlecs, that have more in |' 


mn A 


(to. What haſt heere ? Ballads ? 


Mop. Pray now buy ſome: I love a ballet in print, a 


life, for then we are ſure they are true. 


e-1nt. Here's one, to a very dolefull tune, how a V ſu- 
rers wife was brought to bed of twenty money bagges at 
a burthen, and how ſhe long'd to care Adders heads, and 


Toads carbonado'd. 
Atop. Is it true,thinke you ? | 
Amt, Very true, and but a moneth old. 
Dor, Blefle me from marrying a V lurer. 


Arnt. Here's the Midwives name to*c:one Miſtris Tale 


Porter, and five or ſix honeſt Wives, that were preſent, 
Why ſhoutd I carry iyes abroad ? 
Afop, *Pray you now buy it. 


Clo, Come on, lay it by: and let's firſt fee moe Bal- 


lads : We'll buythe other things anon. 


Ant. Here's another ballad of a Fiſh, that appeared 


upon the coaft,on wenſeay the foureſcore of Aprill,forty 


thonſand fadom aboue water,and ſung this baliad againſt 
the hard hearts of maides:it was thought ſhe wasa Wo- 


man, and was turn'd into a cold fiſh, tor ſhe would not 
exchange fleſh with one that lov'd her : The Ballad is 
very pittifull, and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, thinke you. 


Auto, Five Iuſtices handsat itz and witneſſes more 


then my packe will hold. 
(1s. Lay it by too ; another. 
Aut, This 1s a merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 
Mop. Let's have ſome merry ones. . 


Ant. Why this 1sa paſſing merry one,and goesto the 
tune of two maids wooinga man : there's ſcar{e a Maide | 


weſtward but ſhe fings1t ; *cs in requeſt, I can tell you. 
Mop. We canboth ling it : if thou'lc beare a part,thou 
ſhait heare, "tis in three parts. 
Dor, We had the tune on't, a menthagoe. 
Ant. I can beare my part, you mult know 'tis my oc- 
cupation: Have atit with you: | | 
Song Get you hence, for I muſt goe 
Aut. Where it fits not you to know. . 
Dor. Whether ? 
Mop. O whether ? 
Dor, M#hether ? 
Mop. /t becomes thy oath full well, 
T hon to me thy ſecrets tell. 
Dor. Me too . Let me goe thether : 
Mop. Or thox goeit to th Grange, or Mol, 
Dor. If to either thou doft all, 
Aut. Nezther. 
Dor. # hat neither ? 
Au3. Neither : X 
Dor. Thou ha#t ſworne my Love to be, 
Mop. Thos haſt ſworne it more tome« 
Then whether goeft ? Say whether ? 
(ls. We'll have this tong out anon by our ſelves : My 


father, and the Genr.are in fad talke,and we'll not troable 
them : Come bring away thy packe after me, Wenches 
Ile buy for you both - Pedler ler's have the firſt choyce; 
fellow me girles. Azz. And you ſhall pay well for *em. 
Song. Will youbay any T ape, or Lace for your (ape? 
Hy aainty Ducke, my deere-a ? : 

eAwy Silke, any Thred, any Toyes for your bead 

Of the news't, and fins't ,fins't weare-a. 

Come to the Pedler, Money's a medler, 

T hat doth utter all mens ware-4, Exit. 
Ser. Maſter, there is three Carters, three Shepherds, 
three Neat-herds, three Swine-herds that have made 


Ant. I hope {o fir, for I have about me many parcels 
of charge. 


Wy _— 
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themſ{elvesall men of haire,they call themſelves Salticrs, 
and they have a Dance, which the Wenches fay isa gal- 
ly -mautry of Gambols, becauſe they are not in't : but 
they themſelves are o'th'mind (if it be not too rough 
for ſome, that know little but bowling) it will pleafe 
plentifully. 
Shep. Away : Well none ont; heere has beene too 
much homely foolery already. I know (Sir) we weary 
Ol 
E Pol. You weary thoſethat refreſh us : pray 
theſe foure-threes of Heardimen. : 
Ser. One three of them, by their owne report (Sir,) 
hath danc'd before the King : and not the wort of the 
three, but jumpes twelve foote and a halfe by th'{quire. 
Shep. Leave your prating, fince theſe good men are 
plea{'d, let them come in ; but quickly now- 
Ser. Why, they ſtay at doore Sir. 
Heere a Dance of twelve Satirer. 
Pol. O Father, you'll know morc of that heercafter : 
Is it not too farre gone ? Tis time to part them, 
He's ſimple, and tels much. How now (faire ſhephears) 
Your heart is fullof ſomething, thatdo s take 
{| Your mind from feaſting. Sooth, when I was yong, 
And handed love, as youdoe; 1 was wont 
Toload my Shee with knackes : 1 would have ranfackt 
The Pedlers filken Treaſury, and have powr'd 1t 
To her acceptance : you have It him goc, 
And nothing martcd with him. If your Laſle 
Interpretarion ſhould abuſe, and callthis _ 
Your lacke of love, or bounty, you were ſtraited 
For a reply atleaſt, if you make acare 
Ot happy bolding her. 
Fls. Old Sir, I know 
She prizes not ſuch trifles as theſe are ; 
The gifts ſhelookes from me, are packt and lockt 
Vpinmy heart, which I have given already, 
But notdeliver'd. O heare me breath my life 
Before this ancient Sir, who (it ſhould ſeeme) 
Hath ſometimeloy'd : I take thy hand, this hand, 
As ſoftas Doves downe, and as white as it, 
Or Ethyoprans tooth, or the fan'd ſnow, 
That's bolred by th'Northerne blaſt, twice orc. 
Pol. What followes this? 
How prettily th'yong Swaine ſeemes to waſh 
The hand, was faire before ? I have put you out, 
But to your proteſtation : Let me heare 
What you profeſſe. 
Flo. Doc, and be witneſſe too't. 
Plo. And this my neighbour too ? 
Flo. And be, and more 
Than he, and men: the earth, the heavens, and all ; 
That were I crown'd the moſt Imperiall Monarch 
Thereof moſt worthy : were I the fayreſt youth 
Thatever made eye ſwerve, had force and knowledge 
More than wasever mans, I would not prize them 
Without her Love;. for her, employ them all, 
Commend them,and condemnethem to her ſervice, 
| .Ortotheir owne perdition. 
Pls, Fairely offer'ds 
(am, This ſhewes a ſound afteRion. 
She. But my daughter,' 
Say you the like to him. k 
Per. I cannot ſpeake 
So well, (nothing ſo well) no, nor meane better 
By th'patterne of mine'owne thoughts, I cut out 


| The purity of his. 


let's {ee 


| 


Shep. Take hands, a bargaine ; 
And friends unknowne, you ſhall beare witneſle to't ; | 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion, cquall his, 
Flo, O,that muſt be 
I'th Vertue of your daughter : One being dead, 
I ſhall have more then you can dreame of yer, 
Enough then for your wonder : but come-0n: 
Contract us*fore theſe Witneſſes, 
Shep, Come, your hand : 
And daughter, yours. 
Pol. Soft Swaine a-while: beſeech you, 
Have you a Father ? 
Fol. Thave: but what of him ? 
Rel. Knowes he of this ? 
Fel. He neither do's, nor ſhall. 
Pot. Me-thinkesa Father, 
Is atthe Nuptiall of his fonne, a gueſt 
That beſt becomes the Table : Pray you once mort 
Is not your Father growne incapeable 
Of reaſonable affaires? Is be not ſtupid 
With Age, andaltring Rheumes? Can he ſpeake? heare? 
Knoiy man, from man ? Diſpute his owne eſtate? 
Lyes henot bed-rid? And againe, do's nothing 
But what he did, being childiſh ? 
Flo, No good Sir : 
He has his health, and ampler ſtrength indeed 
Then moſt have of hisage. 
Pol. By my white bcard, 
You offer him (if this be ſo) a wrong 
Somcthing unfilliall ; Reaſon my ſonne 
Should chooſe himſclfe a wite, but as good reaſon 
The Father (all whoſe joy is nothing cle 
But fairc poſterity) ſhould hold ſome coundaile 
In ſuch abuſineſſe. 
Flo. 1 yeeld all this ; 
But for ſome other reaſons (my grave Sir) 
Which *cisnet fit you know, 1 not acquaint 
My father of this buſineſſe, | 
Pls, Let him know't. 
Flo. He ſhall not. 
Plo. Pretheelet him. 
Flo. No, he muſt not. | 
Skep. Let him (my ſonne) he ſhall not need to greeve 
At knowing ofthy choyce. 
Flo. Come, come, he muſt not : 
Marke our Contra. 
Pho, Marke your divorce (yong Sir) 
Whom ſonne 1 dare not call : Thou art too baſe 
Tobe acknowledg'd. Thoua Scepters heire, 
That thus afte&s a ſheepe-hooke ? Thou old Traitor, 
Iam ſorry,that by hanging thee,I can 
But ſhorten thy life one weeke. And thou, freſh peece 
Of excellent Witchcraft, who of force muſt know 
The royall Fogle thou coap'ſt with. 
Shep. Oh my heart. 
Pol. Ile have thy beauty ſcratcht with briers and made 
More homely then thy ſtate. For thee (fond boy ) 
If I may ever know thou doſt but ſigh, 
Thar thou no more ſhalt never ſee this knacke (as neve! 
I meane thou ſhalt) we'll barre thee from ſucceilion, 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, 
Farre than Dexcalionoff ; (marke thou my words) 
Follow usto the Court, Thou Churle, for this time 
|| (Though full of our diſpleaſure) yet we free thee 


| From the dead blow of it: And you — 
| or- 
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Worthy enougha deardſman ; yea him too, | 
That makes himfelfe (but for our Honor therein) 
Vnworthy thee. It ever henceforth, thou 
Theſe rurall Latches, to his entrance open, 
Or hope his body more, with thy embraces, 
L will deviſe a death, as crucll for thee 
As thou art tender tot. 

Ferd, Even heere undone 2 
] wasnot mucha-fear'd : for once, or twice 
I was about to ſpeake, andrell hi-3 plainely , 
The ſelfe-ſame Sun, that ſhines upon his Court, 
Hides not his viſage from our Cottage, but 
Lookes on alike, Wult pleaſe you (S1r)be gon ? 
I told you what would come ofthis : Befcech you 
Of your owne ſtate take care : This dreame of mine 
Bring now awake, Ile Queene it no inchfarther, 
But milke my Ewes, and weepe. 
| _ Cam. Why how now Father, 
| 5pzake ere thou dyeſt. 
| Shep. I cannot ſpeake, nor thinke, 
Nor dare to know, that which I know : O Sir, 
You have undone a man of foureſcorethree, 
Thatthought to hill his grave 1n quiet : yea, 
Todye upon the bed iny father dy'de, 
To lyecloic hy his honeſt bones; but now | 
Some Hangman mult pur on my ſhrowd, and lay me 
Where no Prie(t ſhovels-in duſt. Oh curſed wretch, 
Thar knew'it this wasthe Prince, and wouldſt adventure 
Tomizgle faith with bum. Vndone, undone : 
'f I might dye within this houre, I have liv'd 
To:dye when I deſire. 

Flo, Why Jooke you {o upon me? 

[am but ſorry, not affear'd : delatd, 
But nothing altred ; What I was, Iam : 
More ſtraining on, for plucking backe ; not following 
My leaſhunwillingly. 
' Cam, Gracious my Lord, 
You know your Fathers temper :at this time 
He will allow no ſpeech : (which I doe gheſle 
You doe not purpoſe to him :) and as haraly 
Will he endure your fight, as yer I feare ; 
Then till the fury of his Highneſfle ſertle 
Comenot before him. 

Flo. I not purpole it : 
Ithinke Camilo. 

Cam. Even he, my Lord. 

Per. How often have I told you 'twould be thus? 
How often ſaid,my dignity would laſt 
But till'rwere knowne ? 

Flo. Tt cannot faile, but by 
The violation of my faith, and then 
Let Nature cruſh the {ides & chearth together, 
Ard marre the ſeeds within. Lift up thy lookes : 
From my ſuccetſion wipe me (Father) I 
Am heyre to my affection. 

Cam. Beadvis'd. 

Flo, Tam: and by my fancy, if my Reaſon 
Willthereto be obedicnt : Ihavereaſon : 
| Ifnot, my ſences better (pleas'd with madneſle) 
Doebidit welcome. 
(4m. This is deſperate (fir) | 
Fio. Socallit : but it do's fulfill my vow : 
| Tneeds muſt thinke it honeſty. Camilo, 
Not for Bohemia, nor the pompe that may 
Be thereat gleaned : for all that the Sun ſees, or 
| Thecloſecarth wombes, or the profound ſeas hide 


| HORIINR 


E xt, 


Exit. 


—————— 


In unknowne fadomes, will I breake my oath 
Tothis my faire beloy'd : Therefore, I pray you, 
As you have cuer bin my Farhers friend, 

When he ſhall mifſe me, as (in faith 1 meane not 
To {ce him any more) caſt your good counſailes 


Vpon his paſſion : Let my ſelfe, and Fortune 
Tug for thetime to. come. This you may know, 
And ſo deliver, am put to Sea 

With her, whom here I cannot hold on ſhore ; 
And moſt opportune to her need, I have 

A Veſlell rides faſt by, but not prepar'd 

For this deſigne. What courſe i meane to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concerne me the reporting. 


Cam. O my Lord, 
I would your ſpirit were eafierfor aduice, 
Or ſtronger for your need. 

Flo. Hearke Peraita, 
Ile heare you by and by. 

Cam. He's irremoveable, 
Roſolv'd tor flight : Now were I happy,if 
His going, I could frame to ſerye my turne. 
Save him from danger, doc him love and honour, 
Purchaſe the ſight againc of deere Sicilia, . 
And thatunhappy King,my Maſter, whom 
I fo much thirlt to ſee. 

Fls. Now goed {amillo, | 
Iam ſo fraught with curious buſineſfle, that 
[ leave out ceremony. 

Cam. Sir, I thinke 
You have heard of my poore ſervices,i'th love 
That I have borne your Father ? 

Flo, Very nobly 
Have you deſery'd : It is my Fathers Muſicke 
To ſpeake your deeds : not little of his care 
To havethem recompenc'd, as thought on: 

Cam. Well (my Lord) 

If you may pleaſeto thinke I love the King, 
And through him, what's neere(t to him, which is 


| Yourgracious ſclfc ; embrace but my direction, 


If your more ponderousand fetled projet 
May ſuffer alteration: On mine honor, 
Ile point you where you ſhall have fuch receiving 
AS ſhall become your Highneſle, where you may 
Enjoy your Miſtris ; from the whom, I fee 
There's no diſfianRtion to be made, but by 
(As heavens forefend) your ruine : Marry her, 
And with my beſt endevours, in youc ablerce, 
Your diſcontenting Father, ſ{trive to quailite 
And bring him up to liking. 

Fls. How Camilo 
May this (almoſt a miracle) be done? 
That I may call thee ſomething more than man, 
Andafterthat truſt to thee, 

Cam, Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'll goe ? 

Flo, Not any yet : 
But as th'unthought-onaccident is guilty 
To what we wildly doe, fo we profcſle 
Our ſelves to be the ſlaves of chance, and flyes 
Ofevery winde that blowes. 

Cam Thenliſt tome : 

This followes, if you will not change your purpoſe 
But undergoe this flight ; make for Sicilia, | 
And there preſent your ſelfe, and your faire Princefle, 
(For ſo I ſee ſhe mult be)*fore Leonres ; , 
She | 
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She ſhall be habited, asitbecomes 
The partner of your Bed. Me thinkes I ſee 
Leontes opening his free Armes, and —_—_— 
His Welcomes forth : askstheethere Sonne torgiveneſle, 
As *twere ith* Fathers perſon : kiſſes the hands 
Of your freſh Princefle ; ore and ore divides him, 
*Twixt his unkindneſſe, and his kindneſfle : th'one 
Hechides to Hell, and bids the other grow 
Faſter then Thought, or Time. 
Flo, Worthy Camillo, 
W hat colour tor my Viſitation, ſhall I 
Hold up before him ? 
* Cam. Scnt by the King your father : 
' To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, - 
The manner of your bearingtowards him, with 
W hat you (as from your Father) ſhall deliver, 
Things knownebetwixt usthree, Ile write you downe, 
The which ſhall point you forthar every fitting 
Whar you muſt fay , that he ſhall not percelve, 
But that you have your fathers Boſome there, 
And ſpeake his very Heart. 
- Flo, Tam bound to you : 
There is ſome ſappe in this. 
Cam. A Courſe more promiſing, 
Thena wild dedication of your ſelves 
To unpath'd Watcrs, undream'd Shores ; moſt certaine, 
To Miſeries enough : no hopeto helpe you, | 
Butas you ſhake of one, to takeanorther : 
Nething ſo certaine, as your Anchors, wha 
Doe their beſt office, if they can but ſtay you, 
W here you'l be loth to be : beſides you know, 
Proſperitic's the very bond of Love, 
W hoſe freſh complexion, and whoſe heart together, 
Affliction alters. 
Per. One of theſe 1s true : 
I thiake Afition may ſubdue the Checke, 
But not take-in the Mind, 
Cam. Yea? ſay you ſo? _ 
There ſhall not, at your fathers houſe, theſe ſeven yeeres 
Be borne another ſuch, 
Flo. My good Camilo, 
She's as forward, of her Breeding, as 
She is 1th reare *our Birth. 
Cam. I cannot ſay, 'tis pitty 
She lackes inſtructions, for ſhe ſeemes a Miſtreſſe 
To moſt that teach. 
Per. Your pardon Sir, for this. 
Tlebluſh you Thankes. 
Flo. My prettieſt Perdita. 
But O, the Thornes we ſtand upon : (Camilo) 


| Preſerver of my Father, now of me, 


The Medicine of our Houſe : how ſhall we doe? 
Weare not furniſh'd like Bohemia's Sonne, 
Nor ſhall appeare in S*c#/y. 

Cam, My Lord , 
Feare none of this : I thinke you know my fortunes 
Doeall lye there: it ſhall be ſo my care, 
To have you royally appoiated,asif 


+ The Sczne yov play, were mine. For inſtance Sir, 


That you may know you ſhall not want ; one word. 
Emer Antolicus. . 

Ant. Ha ha, whata foole Honeſty is ? and Truſt (his 
ſwerne brother) a very ſimple Gentleman. I have ſold 
all my Trompery : not a counterfeit Stone, nora Ribbon, 
Glafie, Pomander, Browch, Table-booke, Ballad, Knife, 


Tape, Glove,Shooc-tye, Bracelet, Horne-Ring,to keepe | 


__—_—_— 
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my Packe from faſtning : they throng who ſhould buy 
firſt, as if my Trinkets had becne hallowed,andbrought 
a benediction to the buyer : by which meanes, I (ay 
whoſe Purſe was beſt in PiRture ; and what I ſaw, tomy 
good uſe, I remembred. My Clowne (who wants bir 
{omething to be a reaſonable man) grew ſo in love with 


the Wenches Song,that he would not ſtirre his Pertyroes | 


till he had both Tunc and Words, which ſo drew the 
relt of the Heard to me, that alltheir other Serces ſiucke 
In Ezres: you might have pinch'd a Placketyit w as ſence. 
Ifle , *twas nothivg to gueld a Cod-peece of a Purſe : ] 
would have fill'd Keyes of that hung in Chaynes : 
no hearing, no feeling, but my Sirs Song, and admiting 
the nothing of it. So that in this time of Lethargy, I 
pick'd and cut moſt of their Feſtivall Purſes : And had 
not the old-man come in witha W hoo-bub againſt his 
Daughter, andthe Kings Sonne,and {car'd my Chowghes 
from the Chatie, I badnot lefi a Purſe alive in the whole 
Army. 
Cam. Nay, but my Letters by this meanes being there 
So ſoone as you arrive, ſhall cleare that doubt. 
Fls. And thoſe that you'll procure from King Leontes? 
(am. Shall fatisfie your Father. 
Perd. Happy be you :_ 
A'l that you {peake, ſhewes faire. 
Cam. Who have we here ? 
We'li makean Inſtrument of this: omit 
Nothing may give us ayde. 
Ant. 1t they have over-heard me now : why hanging, 
Cam. How now {good Fellow) 
Why ſhak'it thou fo? Fearc not (man) 
Here's no harme intended to thee, 
eAut. Tama poorefcl'ow, Sir, 
Cam. W hy,be ſo ſtill : here's no body will ſtealethat 
from thee : yet for the our-{ide of thy poverty, we mult 
makean exchange ; therefore diſ-caſe thee inftantly (thou 
muſt thinke there's a neceſlity in'c ) and change garments 
with this Gentleman : T hough the penny-worth (on his 
{ide) be the worſt, yet hold thee, rhere's ſome boots 
Avwt. 1 ama poore Fellow, Sir : (1 know ye well & 
enough.) | 
Cam. Nay prethee diſpatch : the Gentleman is halfe 
fled already. 
Ant. Are you inearneſt,Sir ? (I ſmellthe tricke on't.) 
Fl. Diſpatch, I prethee. : 
Aut. Indeed I have had carneft, but I cannot with 
con{cience take it. | 
Cam. Vnbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate Milſtrefle (let my prophecy 
Come hometo ye:) you muſt retire your ſelfe 
Into fome Covert ; take your ſweet-hearrs Hat 
And plucke it ore your Browes, muffl.e your face, 
Diſmantle you, and (as you can) oiſliken 
The truth of your ewne ſceming, that you may 
(For I doc fearecyes over) ro Ship-boord 
Ger undeſcry'd. 

Per. 1 ſeethe Play ſolyes, 
That I muſt bearea part. 

(am. No remedy : 
Have you done there? 

Flo. Should I now meet my Father, 
He would not call me Sonne. 

(am. Nay, you ſhall have no Hat : 
Come Lady, come: Farewell (my friend.) 

eAut, Adicu, Sir. 

Flo. O Peradita : what have we twainc forgot ? 

Pray 
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Pray you a word; - EEE 2 - | Clo. Your Worſhip had like tg have given us oue; if | 
Cam. What Idocnext, ſhall be totell the King you had nettaken your ſelfe with the manner. | 
Shep. Are yona Courtier, and't like you Sir? - 


Ofthis cſcape, and whither ny are bound ; p 
ſo Avt. Whether it like me, or no, Iam a Courtier.Sceſt 


Whereis, my hope is, I ſhall ſo prevaile, 
To force him after : in whoſe company thou not the'ayre of the Court, in theſe cnfoldings? Hath 
MB _ | 7 hall re-view Sicilie ; for whole fight, ; not my gate in it, the meaſure of the Court ? Receivs not 
1 © | rhavea Womans Longing: thy Noſe Court-Odour from me ? Refle&t I not on thy 
: | Ft. Fortune ſpeed us : ds Baſeneſle, Court-Contempt ? Think' thou, for that I | 
Thus we ſet on (Camilo) to thSea-(ide, infinuate, or toaze from theethy Buſineſle, Iam there- 
. The {wifter ſpced , the better. E xi. fore no Courtier ?' I am Courtier C Ap-4-pe ; and one that 


Aw. Tunderſtand the buſineſſe, I heare it ; to have an | will either puſh-on, or pluck-backe, thy Buſineſle there : 
open care,A quicke c ye,and a nimble hand,is neceſlary for | whereupon I command thee to open thy Afaire. 
a Cut-purſe ; 2 good Noſe is requiſite alſo; to ſmell out Shep. My buſinefle, Sir, is tothe King. - 


worke for th'other Sences. I ſec this isthe time that the Aut. What Aduocate ha'ſt thou to him ? 
unjuſt mandoth thrive. What an exchange had this been, Shep. I know not (and't like you.) | 
without boot? What a boot 1s here, with this exchange; Clo. Aduocate'sthe Court-word for a Pheazant : ſay 


Sure the gods doe this yeere conniveat us, and we may | you have nave. 
doe any King extempore. The Prince himſelfe 1s about Shep. None, Sir : I have no Pheazant Cocke,nor Hen. 
a peece of iniquity (ſtealing away from his Father, with | ef£#t. How bleſſed are we, that are not ſimple men ? 
| his Clog at his heeles : ) if Ithought it were a peece of | Yet Nature might have made meas theſe are, 
honeſty to acquaint the King withall, 1 would not do't : | Therefore will not diſdaine. 
Thold it the more knavery to conceale it ; and therein am (0. This cannot be but a great Courtier. 
I conſtant to my Profeſſion, Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wearesthem not 
Enter (lowne, and Shepherd. handſomely. | 
Aſide, aſide, here is more matrer for a hot braine: Every Cle. He ſeemes to be the more Noble, in being fanta- 
Lanesend, every Shop, Church, Scion, Hanging, yeclds | ſticall+ a great man,lle warrant; I know by thepicking | 
acarefull man, worke. on's Teeth. | | 
Clow. See, ſee : whata man youare now ? there is no | Aur. The Farthell there > What's i'th* Farthell ? 
other way, but to tell the King ſhe's a Changeling, and | Wherefore that Box? . | 
none of your fleſh and blood. . Shep. Sir, therelyes ſuch ſecrets in this Farthell and 
Shep. Nay, but heare me. Box, which none muſt know. but the King, and which he 
Clow. Nay ; but heare me. ſhall know within this houce, if T may come toth'ſpeech 
Shrp. Goe to then. of him. 
Claw. She being none of your fleſh and blood, your | A#t. Age,thou haſt lolt thy labour. 
fleſh and blood ha's not offended the King, and ſo your | Shey. Why Sir? 
fleh and blood is not to be puniſh'd by him. Shew thoſe | * Ant. The King is not atthe Pallace, heis gone aboord 
things you found about her (thoſeſecret things, all but | a new Ship, to purge Melancholy, andayre'tumſelfe : for 
what ſhe ha's withher:) This being done, letthe Law goe | if thou bee*ſt capable ofthings ſerious, ixthou muſt knoyy . 
whiſtle : T warrant you. | | the King is full of griefe, | | | 
Shep, T will tell the King all, every word, yea, and his | Shep. So'tis ſaid (Sir :) about his Sonne, that. ſhould 
Sonnes prancks too ; who, I may ſay, is no honeſt man, | have marryeda Shepheards Daughter. | 
neitherto his Father, nor to me,to goc about to make me | An#. If that Shepheard be not in hand-faft, let him 
the Kings Brother in Law. flye; the Curſes he ſhall have,the Torturcs he ſhall feele, 
(tow. Indeed Brother in Law was thefartheſt off you | will breake the backe of Man, the heartof Monſter. 
could have beene ro him, and then y our Blood had beene ( 0. Thinke you ſo, Sir? 
the deexer, by I know how much anounce. Ant. Not he alone ſhall ſuffer what Wit can make 
eAut. Very wiſely (Puppies.) heavy, and Vengeance bitter; but thoſe that are Iermaine 
Shep. Wel: let ustotheKing : there is that in this | to him (though remoy'd fifty times) ſhall all come under 
Farthell, will make him ſcratch his Beard. $a the Hang-man : which, though it be great pitty, yet iris 
Ant.1 know not what impediment this Complaint may | neceſſary. Aneld Sheepe-whiltling Rogue, a Ram-ten- 
be tothe flight of my Malter. der,to offer to have his Daughter come into grace? Some 
Cho. *Pray heartily. he beat Pallace. _ EN fay he ſhallbe ton'd : butthat death is too ſoft for him 
' 4#1, Though I am not naturally honeſt, I znſoſome- | (fay I: ) Draw-our Throne intoa Sheep-Coat? alldeaths 


> —_—_— 


times by chance : Let me pocket up my Pedlers excre- | aretoo few, the ſharpeſt too ealle © ' 
ment. How now (Ruſtiques ) whitherare you bound > | Clo. Ha'sthe old-manere a Sonne Sir (doe you heare) 

Step. Toth'Pallace (and it like your Worſhip.) | andt like you, Sir 2 WES ment 2: 

Aut. Your Afﬀaires there? what ? with whom ? the Aut. He ha'sa Sonne. ©: who ſhall be flayd alive, then 
Condition of that Farthell ? theplace of your dwelling 2 | *noynted over with Honey, ſet on the head ofa Waſpes 
| your names? your-ages ? of what having? breeding, and | Neit,then ſtandrill he bethree quartersand a dram dead ; 

any thing that is fitting tobe knowne, diſcover ? then recover dagaine with Aquavitz, or ſome; other hot 

(%. Weare but plaine fcllowes, Sir. 17 roach} Infuſien; then,raw as he is (and.in the hoteſt y Progno- | 
Ant, ALye: you are rough, and bayriez Let. me have | Rication proclaymes ) ſhall be be fetagainſt a Brick-wall | 
to lying';it becomes none but Tradeſ-men, and they of- | (the Suranelooking with a South-ward eye upon him; 
ten give us (Souldiers) the Lye, but wepay them for it | where he 13 to behold him,with Flyes blowne todeath.) 

with ſtamped Coyne, not ſtabbing Stceley therefore they | But whar ralke we of thele Traitorly-Raſcals,whoſe mi--| 
| doenotgive us the Lye. - Ta ates ſeries arcto be ſmild at, their offencesbeing ſo __ 4 } 
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have 
bri Ou” 
relence,  W 
man, 
ſhall decir. | 


t authority : cloſe with 
h Anthority be a ſtub- 
borne Beare, yethe is oft led by the Nofe with Gold : 
fſhew the in-lide of your Purſe to the out-fide of his 
hand, and no more adoe. Remenibet ſton'd, and flay'd 


Ch, Heſeemes tobe of 
him, give him Gold: and t 


alive, 


Shep. And't pleaſe you (Sir) to undertake the Bulineſſe 


| for us, bcre'ts that Gold I have: He make it as tnuch 


more, and leave this young man in pawne, till I bring it 
Ole 
Ant. After I have done what I promiſed ? 
Shep. Iſir. = =p 
eAat., Well, give me the Moity : Are youa party 1n 
this Buſineſle ? | 
(to. In ſome ſort, Sir : but though my caſe be a pit- 
tifull one, I hopeT ſhall not be flayd out of it. 
et. Oh, that's the caſe of the Shepheards Sonne ; 
hang hi], he'le be made an example, EEE 
Clo. Comfort, good comfort : We muſt to the King, 
and ſheyw our ſtrange fights : he muſt know #'tis none of 
your Daughter, nor my Siſter : weare goncelfe. Sir, I 
will give you as much as thisold mando's, when the Bu- 
is performed, and remaine (as he fayes) your 
pawne till ir be brought you. 

Amt. I wiltruſt you. Walke before toward the Sea- 
fide, gor on the righthand, I will but looke'upon the 
Hedge, and follow you. | 

Ch. Weare bicfſ'd, inthis man : as I may fay, even 
blefl'd. ; | 
Shep. Let's before, as he bidsus : he was provided-to 
e us goed. | Exeunt. 
+ Aut. Tf1 hada mind to be honeſt, I fee Fortune would 
not ſuffer me : ſhe drops Booties tin my mouth. I am 
courted now with a double eccaſion : (gold, and a means 
to doe the Prince my Maſter good ; which, who knowes 
how that may tarac backe to my aduancement ? ) T will 
bring theſe rwo Moales, theſe blind-ones,aboord him,if 


| he thinkert'fit coſhoarcthem againe, and that the Com- 


plaintthey bave tothe King, concernes himnothing, let 
him cali me Rogue, for being {0 farre officious, for Iam 
proofe againſt that Title, 'and what ſhame cle belongs 
to't : To him will I preſent them, there may be matter in 
if. X. Exemit. 


—_— 


D C—— 


Emter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paniina, Servants 
Florizel, Perdita. 


Cle, Sir, you have doneenough, and have performyd 
A Saint-like Sorrow : No fantt could you make, 
Which yon have not redeem'd ; indeed pay'd downe 


Morepenitence, then done treſpas : Arthe laſt Andbegin, why tome; 

Doe; as the Heavens have done; forget your evill,  Panls Had the fach power, 

With chem; forgive your felfe. She had jaſt ſuch cauſe. 

- Leo. Whileſt I remember Leo. She had, and wonld incenſe me 

Her and her Yertues, Icaunot forget To murther herl marryed. 4 yy 


1 


My blemiſhes in them, and ſo {till thinke of 
The wi 
That Heirc-leſfe it hath made my Kingdome, and 
Deſtroy'd the ſweet'ſt companion, that erc man 
Bred his hopes out of, true. 

- Paul. Tootrue(my Lord :) 

If one by one, you wedded all the World, 

Or from the All that are, tooke —_— good, 
Tomakea perfe& Woman ; the you kild, 
Would be unparsllelF'd. | 


I did my ſelfe : which was ſo mach, 


oy 


Leo. Ithinkeſo. Killd? 


She I kilf'd? Idid fo : but thou ſtrik'ſtme 
Sorely, to ſay 1 did: itis as bitter " 
Vpon thy Tongue; as in my Thought. Now; good tw, 
Say ſo butſeldome. 


Cleo. Not at all, good Lady : 


You might have ſpoken a thonſand things, that would 
Havedone the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindnefle better. 


Panl. You are one of thoſe 


Would have him wed againe. 


Dre. If you would notſo, 


You pitty nor the State, nor the Remefbrance 
Of his moſt Soveraigne Name : Confider lirtle, 
W hat Dangers, by his Highnefle faile of Iſſue, 


May drop upon his Kingdetne, and devoure 
Incertaine lookers on. W hat were more holy, 
Then to rejoyce the former Queene is well ? 
What holyer, then for Royaltiesrepaire, 
For preſent comfort, and for futuregood; 
To blefſe the Bed of Majeſty againe 
With a ſweer fellow to't? 

Pax, There is none worthy, 
(Reſpeting her that's gone :) beſides the Gods 
Wili have fulfill'ntheir ſecret purpoſes ; 
For ha's not the Divine Apolte ſaid? 
Ist noetthe tenor of his Oracle, 
That King Zeontes ſhall not have an Heire, 
Till his loſt Child be found > W hich, that it ſhall, 
Ts all as monſtrous toour humane reaſon, 
As my Antigomw to breake his Grave, 
And come againetome: who, onmy life, 
Did periſh with the Infant. 'Tis your coancell, 
My Lord ſhould to the Heavens be contray, 
Oppoſeagainſt their wills. Care not for Mue, 
The Crowne will find an Heire. Great Alexander 
Left bis to th'Worthieſt:' ſo his Succeſſor 
Wasliketo bethe beſt. 

Leo. Good Paulma, 
Whohaſt the memory of Hermione 
I know in henor : O, that ever I 
Had ſquar'd me to thy councell : then, even new, 
I might havelook'd upon my Queenes full eyes, 
Havetaken Treaſure from her Lippes. 

Panl, And leftthem 
More rich, for what they yeelded. 

Leo. Thou fpeak'ſttruth : 


No morefuch Wives, therefore no Wife : one worſe, 


And bettcr us'd, wonld make her Sainted Spirit 
Againe poſleſſe her Corps, and on this Stage 
(Where we offendorg now appeareJSoule-vext, 


: 


—”— 
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"AO! a«l::1 ſhould fo: 
ot I the Ghoſt that walk'd, I'd bid you marke 

Her eye, and tell me for what dull part un'c 
| You chote:her s then I'd ſhricke,thate ven four eares 
Should rift toheare me, and the words that follow'd, 
Should be; Remember mine. | 


— 


"A — 


The Winters T ale. 


——. LA 


' Leo: Starres; Starres,- 


And alleyegelſ{e,dead coales ; feare thouno Wite ; 


' Ie have no Wife; Paulina, 
' (Paxh. Will you ſweare 


Neverto marry, but by my free leave ? 
Leo; Never (Panlina) fo be bleſy'd my Spirit. 
Paul. Then good my Lords,beare witneſſe to his Oath. 
Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 
Paul. Valefle another, 
As like Hermione, as is her Picture, | 
Aﬀront hiseyes -- 
Clo, Good Madam, I have done. | 
Paul, Yet if my Lord will marry : if you will, Sir; 
No remedy but you will : Give me the ojjice 


| Tochiſe you a Queene « ſhe fhall not be ſo young 


As was your former, but ſhe ſhall be ſuch 
As(walk'd yourfirſt Queenes Gholt) it ſhould take joy 
Toſee her'in your-armes. 

Leo; My true Panima, 
We ſhallnot- marry, tillthou bidſt us. 
: Paxl. That ' 
Shall bewhen your firſt Queene's againe in breath': 
Never till then. | 


Enter a Servant. 

Ser, One that gives out himſelfe Prince Florizel, 
Sonne 'of Pelixenes, with his princeſſe (ſhe 
Thefaireſt T have yet beheld) defiresacceſle 
To your high preſence. | 

Leo, What with him ? he comesnot 
Liketo his Fathers Greatnefle : his approach 
(So our of circumRtance, and fuddaine) tells us, 
'[is not a Viſitatin fram'd, bt forc'd | 
By need, and accident. What Trayne? 

Ser. But few, 
And thoſe but meane. 

Lee. His Princefle (ſay you) with him ? 

Ser, 1 : the moſt peerelefle peece of Earth, Ithinke, 
That erethe Sunne ſhone brighr on. 

Paul, Oh Hermione, | 
Avevery preſent Time doth boaſt it ſelfe 
Abovea better, gone ; ſo muſt thy Grave 
Give way to what's ſecne now. Sir, you your ſelfe 
Havefaid, and writſo; but your writing now 
Iscolder thenthat Theame 3 ſhe had not beene, 
Nor was not to be eguall'd, thas your Verſe 
Flow'd wich her Beauty once, 'tis ſhrewdly ebb'd, 
Toſay you have ſecnea better. 

Ser, Pardon, Madam: 


| The one, I havealmoſt forgot (your pardon :) 


The other, when ſhe ha's obrain'd your Eye, 

Will haveyour Tongne too. This18a Creature, 
Would ſhe begina Sec, might quench the zeale 
OfallProfeflors elſe ; make Prolelytes 

'Of who ſhe but bid follow: 

Paul, How? not women? 

Ser. Women will love ber, that ſhe is a Woman 
More worth then any Man : Men, that ſhe is 
Therareſt of all Women. 

+ Lo. Goe Cleomines, 


_ W——— 
« 


Yourſclfe (afliſted with your honor'd friends) 


——— 
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Bring them to our embracement/S:ill*cis ftrange; 


He thus ſhould fteale tipoi us. exit. 
Paul, Hadonr Prince. 2; I 268 
(lewell of Children) ſeenethis houre; he had payr'd 


Welt with this Lord; there was not full a moneth:' 
Berweene their births, OPIN 

Leo. *Prerhce no more ; ceaſe thou know'ſt 
He dyesto me againe,avhen ralk'd-of: ſure 
When I ſhall ſee this Gentleman, thy ſpeechzs. +: / 
Will bring me toconfider thr, which may* 3! 
Vnturniſh me of Reaſon. They are come: 

Enter Florizell, Perdita, Cleommes, and ethers, 

Your Mother was moſt true ro Wediocke, Prince, 
For ſhe did print your Royall Father of, | 
Conceiving you, Were I but twenty one, 
Your Fathers Imaze is fo hit in you, 
(His very ayre) that £ ſhonld cail you Brother, 
ASIdid him, and ſpeake of fomething wildly 
By us perform'd before. Moſt dearely welcome, 
And your faire Priniceflc (Geddetle) oh : alas,” 
[ loſt acouple, that 'twixe Heaven and Earth 
Might thus have ſtood, begetting wonder, as 
You (gractous Couple) doe : andthen I lolt . 
(All mine owne Folly) the Society, 
Amity too of your brave Father, whom 
(Though bearing Milery) I deſire my life 
Once moreto looke'on him. 

Flo. By his command 
Have I here touch'd Sici/5a, and from him 
Give you all greetings, thata King (as friend) 
Can ſend his Brother : and but infirmity 


— 


(Which waits upon worne times) hath ſomething ſciz'd | 


His wiſh'd Ability, he had himſelfe 
The Landsand Waters, *twixt your Throne and his 
Meaſur'd, tolooke upon you ; whom he loves 
(He bad me ſay ſo ):more then all the Scepters, 
And thoſe that beare them , living. 
" Leo. Oh my brother, 
(Good Gentleman) the wrongsT have done thee, ſtirre 
A freſh within me : and theſe thy offices 
(Sorarely kind ) areas Interpreters 
Of my behind-hand ſlackeneſle. Welcome hither, 
As is the Spring toth'Barth. And hath he too 
Expos'dthis Paragon toth'tearetull uſage 
(Arleaſtungentle ) of the dreadfull Neptane, 
To greet a man, not worth her paines; much lefſe, 
Thadventure of her perſon ? 
Flo. Good my Lord, 

Shecame from Lbza. 

Leo. Where the Warlike Smale, 
That Noble honor'd Lord, is fear'd, and loy'd ? 

Fls. Molt Royall Sir, 

From thence : from him, whoſe Danghter 
His Teares proclaim'd his parting with her : thence 
(A proſperous South-wind friendly) we haye croſs'd, 
To executethe Charge my Father gave me, 
For viſiting your Highneſle : My beſt Traine 
I have from your $1c52an Shores diſiniſs'd ; 
W ho for Boh: mia bend, to fignific 
Not onely my ſucceſle m Zibia(fir ) 
But my arrivall, andmyW ifes, infafety 
Here, where we 2re.. " | 

' Teo. Thi bleſſed gods £ 
Purge all infeRion from our Ayre, whileſt' you 
Doe Clymate here : you havea holy Father, 
A gracefiull Gentleman, againſt whoſe perſon 


©. 
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| (Sofacred asitis) I have done Gone, EELe 
| For which the Heavens (taking angry note) © - 
{1 Have left me Ifſue-lefſe : and your Father's bleſs'd 


"4 <a 


Asbe from Heaven merits it) with you, 
— hisgoodneſſe. W hat might | have beeney 
ipht Ia Sonne and Daughter now have look'd on, 
Such goodly things as you ? 
. ; _ 4 Lord. 
Lerd, Moſt Noble Sir, | 
That which 1 ſhall report, will beareno credit, 


| Were not the proofe {o nigh. Pleaſe you (great Sir) 
| Boberpia greets you from himſclic, by me ; 


youto _— his on, — 
is Dignity, and Duty both ca 
7 from his Father, -_ his Hopes, and with 
A Shepheards Daughter. 
Leo. Where's Bohemia? ſpeake : ; 
Lor. Beere, in your Citty : I now came from him. 
I ſpeake amazedly, andit becomes 


| My mervaile, and my Mcfſage. To your Conrt 
| Whiles he was haſtning (in the Chaſe, it ſcemes, 
| Of this faire Couple) meets he on the way 


The Father of this ſceming Lady, and 


| Her Brother, having both their Country quitted, 


With this young Prince, 

Flo. Camille ha's betray'd me; 
Whoſe honor, and whoſe honeſty till now, 
Endurdall Weathers. 

Lerd. Lay*cſo to his charge : 

He's with the King your Father. 

Leo. Who? (amvilio ? | 


Ha'stheſe poore men in queſtion. Never ſaw I 


Forſweare themſelves as oftenas they ſpeake : 
Bohemia ſtops his cares, and threatens them 
Wirth divers deaths, in death. 

| Per, Oh my poore Father: 

The Heavenſets Spyesupon us, willnot have 

' Our Contra celebrated, 


\ Leo. Youare marryed ? 
Flo. Wearenot (Sir )nor are welike tobe : 


{| TheStarres (I ſee) will kiſſe the Valleyes firit : 


The oddes for high and low's alike. 
Leo. My Loro, 
Is this the Daughter of a King ? 
Flo. Shc is, 
| When once ſhe is my Wife. | 
Leo. That once (I (ce) by your good Fathers ſpred, 
Will come-on very {lowly. 1am fſory 
(Moſt ſorry) you have broken from his liking, 
Where you were ty'd in duty : and as ſorry, 
Your Choyſe is notſo rich in Worth, as Beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. | 
Flo, Dearelooke o F 
Though Fort»ve, viſible an Enemy, 
Should chaſe us, with ay Farther ; powreno jor 
| Hath ſhe to change our Loves. Beleech you ( Sir) 
Remember, ſince you ow'd ne more to-Time 
ThenI doe now : withthought of ſuch Aﬀetions, 
Step forth mine Aduocate : at yoyrxequeſt, 
My Father will grant preciousthings, as Trifles 


Which he counts but a Trifle. 
Pas). Sir (my Licge) | 
Youreye hath too much youth in't ; not a moneth 


Lf 


Lord. Camilo (Sir :) I ſpake with him : who now 
Wretches ſoquake : they kneele, they kiſſe the Earth ; 


Leo. I rhought of her, 
Even in theſe Lookes I made, But your Petition 
Is yet un-apſwer'd :1 wili to your Father : 
Your Honor not o're-throwne by your deſires, 
I am friend to them, ard you : upon whichErrand 
I now goe toward him : therefore follow:me, 


| And marke what way I make: Come.good myTLord, 
4163 | Exeny, 


OY 


i 


| *Fore your Queene dy*d,ſhe was more worth ſuch gizes 


——_—_ 


— 


: 


Scena Secunda. 


SE” ———— 


Enter Amtolicus, and a Gentl:man, 


Aar. Beſecch you (Sir) were you preſent at this 
lation ? '« 


heard the Shepheard ſay, he found the Child. 
Ant. I would moſt gladly knowthe iflue of it, 


negds be, Enter another Gentleman: 


The Newes, Rogero, 
Enter another Gentleman. 


be able toexpreſl it. 


in ſtrong ſaſpition ; Ha'sthe King found his Heire? 


i 


Leo. Would he doe ſo, I'd beg your precious Miſtris 


Kings ? 
Gent. 2. No, 


held one Ioy crowne anotber,ſoand in ſuch manner, 


Gent, I. I wasby atthe opening ofthe Farthell, heard 
the old Shepheard deliver the manner how he found it: 
whereupon (after a littleamezednefſe) we were all com- 
manded our of the Chamber : onely this (me thought)] 


Gen,, I make a broken delivery of the Buſineſſ: 
bur the changes Iperceived in the King,and { awrllo,were 
very Notes of admiration : they ſecm'd almoſt, with fi 
ring on one another, to teare the Caſes of their Eyes, 
There was ſpeech'intheir dumbneſſe, Language in their 
very geſture: they look'd asthey had heard of a World 
ranſom'd, or one deſtroyed : a notable paſſion of Wor- 
der appeared in them:bur the wiſeſtbeholder,that kney 
no more but ſeeing, could not ſay, if thiimportance were 
Iqgy, or Sorrow ; but in the extremity of the one,it auſt 


Here comesa Gentleman, that happily knowes more : 


© Ger.2, Nothing but Bonfires : the Oracle is fulfill d: 
the Kings Daughter is found : ſuch a deale of woudceris 
broken out within this houre, that Ballad-makers cannot 


Here comes the Lady Paxlina's Steward, he can deliver 
you more. How goes it now (Sir. )This Newes (which 
iscall'd true) is {olike an old Talc, that the verity of itis 


\ Gen, 3. Moſttrue, if ever Truth were pregnant by 
Circumſtance : That which you heare , you'l ſiveare 
you ſee, there 18 ſuch unity in the proofes. The Mantle 
, of Queene- Herwiones ; her Iewell about the Necke of it: 
{| the Letters of Anrigonm found with it, which they know 
| to be his Charrater ; the Majeſty of the Creature, in 
reſemblance of the Mother: the Aﬀecion of Noblencſk, 
which Nature ſhewes above her Breeding, and many0- 
ther Evidences, proclaime her, with all certainty, tobe 
the Kings Daughter. Did you ſec the meeting of thetws 


Gent. 3. Then have you loſt a Sight which was to bee 
ſcene, cannot be ſpokenof. There might you have be- 


it ſeem'd Sorrow wept to take leave of them : for their 
loy waded inteares. There was cafting up of Eyes, hol 
ding up of hands, with Countcnance of ſuch diſtraQion, 
that they wereto be knowne by Garment, not by gr 

r 


Re- 


that 


—_—_ 


—_—_—_ 
——_— 


—— — 


— —— 


”- . 
. 


The Wanters Tale. 30k 


:np being ready to leape out of himlelfe, for jay of 
| un; Daagheer ; as if that joy were now beceme a 
Loſſe, cryes, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother: then ackes 
Fobemia Forgiveneſle, then embraces his Sonne-in Law 3 
then againe worryes he his Daughter,with clipping her. 
Now he thanks theold Shepheard ( which ſtands by,like 
a Weather-bitten Conduit, of many Kings Reignes-) 1 
never beard of ſuch another Encounter;whichlames Re- 
rt to follow it, and undo's deſcription to doe its Ei; 
* Gen. 2. What, pray you, became of Aurigenns, that 
carryed hence the Child? 
Gente3+ Likeanold Tale Rill, which will have matter 
to rehearſe, though Credit be aſleepe, and not an cave 0- 
; he was torne to picces witha Beare: This avouches 
the Shepheards Sonne, who ha's not onely his Innocence 
{which ſeemes much)ro juitifie him, but a hand-ker- 
chiefe and Rings of his, that Paulin knowes,  -. 
Gent. 1, What becaiwe of his Barks; and his Follow- 
—_— 3- Wrackrt the fame inſtant of their Maſters 
death; and in the view of the Shepheard; ſo thatall the 


that 'twixt Ioy and Sorcow was foughtin Paulina, She 
had one Eyedeclin'd for. the lofle of her Husband, ano- 
therelevated, thatthe Oracle was fultill'd:; She lifted the 
Princefſe from the Earth,and fo lockes her in embracing 
asif ſhe would pin herto her heart, that ſhe might no 
more be in danger of lulting. _ 

Gent. 1. The Dignity of this AT was worth the au- 
dierce of Kings and Princes, for by fuch was it aftcd. 

e. 5. One of the pretrycit toucies of all, and that 
which angl'd for mine Eyes (caught the Water, though 
not the Fiſh) was, :vhen ar the Relation of the Queenes 
death(with the manner how ſhe caine to't,bravely con- 


þ 


wounded his Daughter, till (frum one figne of dolour to 
another) ſhe did (with an 44) | wouid faine ſay, bleed 
Teares; for I am ſure, my heart wept biood, W howas 
moſt Marble, there changed colour; ſome lwownded,all 
{orrowed £ if ail the World could have ſcen't, the Woe 
had becne unive: ſell. 11495 

Gent. 1, Are they. returned to the Court? _ 

Gent. 3. No ;ThePrinceflc hearing of her Mothers 
Statue {which is in the keeping of Pan/mne) a Peece many 
yeeres in doing,and now newly pertorm'd, by that rare 
Italian Maſter, [io Romano,who (had he himſclic cter- 
nity, andcould put Breath into his Worke) would be- 
Sulle Nature of her Cuſtome,ſo perfectly he is her Ape: 

He ſoneere to Hermione, hath done Hermione, that they 
| fay one would ſpeake to her,and ſtand in hope of anſwer. 
| Thither (with all greedinefle of afte&ion) are they gone, 
andthere they intend to Sup. | 
Gent. 2, 1thought ſhe had ſome great matter there in 
hand, for ſhe hath privately, twice or thrice a day, ever 
ſince the death of Hermioxe,vilited that removed houſe. 
| Shall we thither, and with our company peccethe rejoy- 

cling e | 3% COT B EPS: 
| Gent.1, Who would be thence, that ha's the benefic 
of Accelſe? every winke of an Eye, ſome new Grace 
will be borne: our Abſence makes us untbrifty to our 
Knowledge, Let's along. - . _ Exit. 
Ant. Now (bad I nor the daſh of my former life in 
me) would Preferment drop on my, head. Ibrought the 
old man and his Sonneaboord the the Prince; told him,1 


fels'd, and lamented by the King) how attentiveneſſe | 


Inſtruments which aydedtoexpoſc the Child,were even |. 
ro loſt,when it was found. But oh the Noble Combar, | 


Enter Shepheard, aud Clowne. 


Tune. 


SOnnes and Daughters will beall Gentlemen/ borne. 


L 
Orne. © | 


Shep. And ſo havel;Boy. . 4; .- 


teares that ever we ſhed: | 
Shep. We may live (Sonne) to ſhed many more. 


rons cſtate as we are. 


me your good report tothe Prince my Maſter. 


we are Gentlemen, | 
Clom, Thou wilt amend thy life ? 
e-#t, I,anditlike your good Worſhip. 


thou art as honeft a true Fellow as any isin Bohemia, 
Shep. You may fay it, butnot ſweare it. - 


Boores and Francklins (ay ir, We (weare its 
Shep, How if it be falſe (Sonne?) 


thy bands. 

Aut. I will proveſo (Sir) to my power. 

Clo. I, by any meanzs prove ata!l Fellow: if Idoenot 
wonder, how thou dar'ft yenur2 to be drunke,not being 
atall Fellow, trult me not. Harke,the Kings and the Prin- 
ces(our Kindred)aregoing to {ee the Quzenes Picture. 
Come, follow us : we'll be thy good Matter. =Exennt. 


a = —— —  — — — — 


ScenaT ertia. 


— 


— 


Enter Leontes, Politenes, Plorizell, Perdita, Camilo, 
Paxlina : Hermione (like a Starz: ) Lords, oc, 
Leo. O graye and good Paxlina, the great comfort 


heard them talke of a Farthell,and I know nor what: bug | 


ts... 


That I have had of thee? | 
| Cc Paul. 


ht — —— 


tte 


Here come thoſe I have done good to againſt my will, 
and already appearing in the bloſſomes of their! For- 


Shep. Come boy, Lam 'paſt more Children :- but thy 


eur. I know you are now (Sir) a Gentleman borne. | 
Clow.l,and have beene ſo any time theſe foure houres, 


C low... So you have: bur I wass Gentleman bornebe- 
fore my Father : for the Kings Sonnetooke me by the 
hand, and cali*”d me brother ; and then the ewo-Kings 
caild my Father brother. : ayd then th: Prince (iy bro- 
ther)and the Princefle(mySifter)call'd my father;father; | 
and ſo we wept : and'there was the firſt Gentleman-like | 


Clo. I : or clic *twere hatd lucke, being in ſo prepoſte- 


Amt. -t humbly beſeech you ( Sir) to pardon me all the 
faults.l have committed to your Worſhip, and co give 


Shep. 'Prethee Sanne doe x for we mult be gentle,now 


Clow. Give me thy hand : I will ſweare to the Prince, 
Clow, Notſ{weare it, now I am a Gentleman ? Let 


(ow, Witbene'reſo falſe, a true Gentleman may 
ſwearett, inthe behalfe of his friend : And Ile ſweare to 
the Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy hands, and that 
thou wiltnot be drunke : bur I know thou art no tall fet- 
tow of thy hands, and that thou wilt b« drunke : bur ile 
ſweare it, and I would thou would'(t be a tall Fellow of 


= mm 


: 


heat that time oye i-fond of the Shepheards daughter (ſo 

he then tooke her tobe) whobeganto be per gh x 
and himſ{clfe lirtle better, extremity .of Weather comti- | 
nung, this Myſtery remained undiſcover'd. But *risall 
oneto me: for had I beene the finder-out of this fecrer, 
It would not have relliſh'd among my ather difcredits; | 


Clown, You are well met (Sirz) you deny'd to fipht + 
with me this 0: her day, becauſe' I was: no Gentleman 
borne, See you theſe Clothes P:fay you {ce them not, 
and thinke me ſtill no Gentleman borne 2 You were belt | 
iay theſc Robes ace not Gentlemen-borne. Give methe | 

ye : doe; andtry whether Lam-notinow a Gentleman || 


| 


——_—_—_—_—— 
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| - FanleWhat (Soveragine Sir) ety I 
[did not well; I meant well : all my Services | © 
| Yowhave pay'd home: But that you have youchſaf'd '' 
(Wirch your Crown'd Brother,and theſe your contracted 
| Heixes of your kingdomes) my poore Houſeto viſit; 
Tri sof your Grace, which never 
My life may laſt to anſwer. xt, eat 
_ Ler, .O Panlma; | "PE-1. 
. We honor you with trouble: but w2 came | 
{ Toſeethe Statfe of our Qucene.. Your Gallery 
| Haveryepaſs'd thropgh, not without much content 
| In many (ingularities ;but we ſaw not 
| Thar whichmy Daughter came tolookeupon, 
"The Starue of her Mather | -t 
_ - Paws: As ſhe liv dpeereledle, . 
| So herdead likenefſeIdoo wo beleeve | 
| Ex2ells;what ever yetyou look'd.upon, : 
} Or hand of Manhathdone : therefore I keepe1t ' 
4 Lovely, apart. Burt here it 1s: prepare 
1 Toſcethe Lifeas lively mock'd,as ever _ | 
| Still Sleepe mock*ddearh : behold, and ſay 'tis well. 
| Tlike your filence, it the more ſhewes off 
| Your wonder « but yer{peake; firſtyor (my Licge) 
4 Comes itnot ſomething neere@-!1 1 1 | 
- + eo. Her naturall Poſture. - | 2. 
Chide me (deare Stone) that I may ſay. indeed 
Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art:ſhe, 
4 Inthy not chiding ; for ſhe was as tender 

- | As infancy, and Grace. But yet ( Faxlina) h 
| Hermione was not ſo much wrinckled, nothing  *, 
{ So agedasthis ſeemes. | IETF: 

Pol. Oh, not by much. WE 

' Paxl; So much the more our Carvers excellencts* 


Which lets goe-by ſome ſixtecne-yecres, and makeSher 


As ſhe liv'd now- "7a 
|. LZeo. Asnow ſhe might have done, -- 

So much to my good comfort, as it is £ 
Now piercing to my Soule. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood, ® 
Even with ſuch Lite of Majeſty (warme Life, 

As now itcoldly ttands) when firſt I woo'd her. * 
Tamaſham'd : Do's not the Stone rebuke me, 
4 For being more Stone then it ? Oh Royall Peece : 
There's Magicke in thy Majeſty, which ha's 

My evils conjur'd to remembrance ;and 

From thy admiring Daughter tooke the Spirits, 
Standing like Stone with thee, 

Perd. And give me leave, 

Anddoe not ſay *tis Superſtition, that 

I kneele, and then implore her Bleſſing. Lady, 
| Deere Queene,that ended when I but began, 
Give me that hand of yours, to kiſle. 

Paul. O, patience : 

The Statue is but newly fix'd ;the Colour's 

Not dry. 

(am. My Lord, your Sorrow was too ſore lay'd-on, 
Which ſixteene Winters cannot blow away, 
Somany Summers dry : ſcarce any loy 
Did ever ſo long live ; no Sorrow, 

Bur kill'd it ſelfe much ſooner. 

Pot. Deere my Brother, 

Let him, that wasthe cauſe of this, have powre 
To take off ſo much griefe from you, as he 
Will peece up infhimſclfe, 

' Paul. Indecd my Lord, 

If I had thought the ſight of my poore Image - 


Would thus have wrought you (for the Stone is mine) | If this be Magicke, letirbe an Art 


Am 


———_— 


Wd not have ſhew'd it. 


- Z#0. Doenot draw the Curtaine. . ? 
 *Paxl, No Jonger ſhall you gaze ont, teaſt your Fancy 
May-thinke anon, it moves« 

- Zeo-'Letbe,letbe. | | 


_ Woeuld1 were dead, but that me thinkes already, 


( What was he that did make it? ) See (my Lord) 
Would:you not'deeme it breath'd?and that thoſe veines 
Did verily beare blood ? 

Pol, Maſterly done. 
The very Lite ſeemes warme upon her Lippe. 

Leo, The fixure of her Eye ha's motionmnt, 
ASWEare mock*d with Art. 

Panl, ile draw the Curtaine :. 
My Lord's almolt fo farre tranſported, that 
Heellthinke anon it lives. 

Leo. Oh ſweet Paulina, 
Make me to thinke ſorwenty yeeres together : 
Nolſetled Sences of the World can match 
The pleaſure of that wadneſſe, Ler't alone. | 
| Paul, I am ſorry (Sir) I have thus farre ſtir'd you:but 
I couldafflict youtarther. 

Leo. Doe Paulina : 
For this Aﬀiction ha's a taſte as {ſweet 
Asany Cordiali comfort. Still me thinkes 
Thete 1s anayre comes from her. *W hat fine Chizzell 
Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mocke mc, 
For will «1tfe her, 

Paul.. Cood me Lord forbeare; 
Theruddinefle upon her Lippe, is Wet 3 
You'l marre it, if you kiſſe it ; ſtaineyour owne 


| With Oyly Painting : ſhall I draw the Curtaince 


Les, No: not thele twenty yeeres. 
Perd: So long could I 

Stand by, a looker-on. 
Faxl. Either forbeare, 


- Quit preſently the Chappell, or reſolve you 


For more amazement ; if you can behold it, 
Ile make the Starue move indeed ; deſcend, 
Andtakeyou by the hand : but then you'll thinke 
(Which 1 proteſt againſt) Iam afſiſted 
By wicked Fowers, 

Leo. What you can make her doe, 
Iam content to looke on : what to ſpeake, 
I am content to heare : for 'tis as caſie 
To tnake her ſpeake, as move. 

Paul, Itisrequird 
You doe awake you Faith : then, all ſtand ſtill: 
Oa : thoſe that thinke it is unlawfull Buſinfle 
I am abour, let then depart. | 

Les. Proceed : 
No foot ſhall ſtirre. 

Paxl. Nuficke ; awake her : Strike : 
'T1srime: detcend : be Stone no more : approach : 
Strike all thatiookeupon with mervaile : Come; 
Ile fill your Grave up : ſtirre : nay,come away : 
Bequeath to Death your numneſle : (for from him, 
Deare Life redeemes you) you perceive ſhe ſtirres : 
Start not: hex Actions ſhall be holy, as 
You heare my ſpell 1s Iawfull : doe not ſhug her, 
Vntill you ſee her dyeagaine ; for then 
You kill her double : Nay, preſent your hand : 
When ſhe was young, you woo'd her : now, inage, 
Is ſhe become the Suiter? 

Leo. Oh ſhe's warme: 


_ Taw* 
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alas Eating 

Pg, She embraces him. 

Can. She hangs about his necke, 
| 1f ſhe pertaineto life, let her ſpeake to0. 

Pol. L,and make it manifeſt where ſhe ha's liv'd, 
Or how ſtolne from the dead ? 

2aul, That fheis living, 

Wereitbut told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale : but it appeares ſhehves, | 
Though yet ſhe ſpcake nor. Mark a little while : 
Pleaſe you tO incerpole (faire Madam) xncele, 
Andpray your Mothers blciling turne good Lady, 
Our Perdita 1s found. 

Her. You gods looke downe, 
{ and from your facred Vols poure your graces 
Vpon my daughters head ; Tell me (mine owne) 
Where haſt thou bin preſerv*d? Where liv*d*How found 
Thy Fathers Court? Forthou ſhalt heare that L 
Knowing by Pan!ina, that the Oracle _ 
Gaye hope thou walt 1n being, have pictery*d 
'My (ele, to ſee the 1fſue. 

Paal. There's time enough for that; 
Leaſt they deſire (upon this puſh) to trouble 
Your joyes, with like Relation. Goe together 


7? 


—__@ 


Partake to every ont: I (an old Turtle) 
Wil wing me toſome wither'd bough, and there 
My Mate (that's never to be found againe) 
Lament, till I am loſt, 
Leo. O peace Pantina t 
Thou ſhouldſt a husband take by my conſent, 
AS Iby thine a Wife. This isa Match, 
And made betweene*s by Vowes. Thou haſt found mine, 
But how, 1sto be queſtion'd : for I ſaw her 
(As Ithought) dead ;and have(in vaine) faid many 
A prayer upon her grave. Lllenor ſceke farre 
(For him, I partly know his mindc) to find thee 
An honourable husband. Come Camilo, 
And take her by the band : whoſe worth, and honeſty 
Is richly noted: and heere juſtified 
By Vs, apaire of Kings. Let's from this place. 
W hat? looke upon my Brother : both your pardons, 
ThatereI put betweene your holy lookes 
My ill ſufpition : This your Son-in-law, 
And Sonneunto the King, whom heavens direting 
Istroth-plight to your daughter. Good Paniina, 
Leade us from hence, where we may leylurely 
Each one demand,and anſwer to his part 
Performd in this widegap of Time, ſince firſt 


Youprecious winners all : your exultation 


We werediflever'd . Haſtily leade away. Exeunt, 


The Names of the Actors. 

Eontes, King of Sicslia, Emilia, a Laay. __ 

CManills, youg Prince of Siciliae Polxenes, King of Bohemia. 
Camillo, | Flirizell, Privce of Bohemia, 
eAntigenns. Forre. © Old Shepheard, reputed Father of Perditas 
(lkommes, Loras of Sicilia, C lowne his Sonne. 
Dion. - eAutolicuts, Rogue. 
Hermione, 2 weene to Leontes, | Archidamus, a Lordof Bohemia. 
Perdita, Daughter to Leomes and Hermione, Other Lords, and Gentlemen, and Servants. 
Paulina, wife to Antigenic. _ Shephearas, and Shephearddeſſes. 


Thelifeanddeathof Kin glohn. 


—— 


 eAttus Primus, Scena Prima. 


—_— 


N— 


Enter King Jobn, 2 weene Elinor, Pembroke, Eſſex,aud $4- 
lubmy, with the Chattylion of France. 


King Toby. 


Chat. Thus (aftergreeting)ſpeakes the King 
1 of France. 
wr In my bchaviour to the Majefty, 
The borrowed Majeſty of Ergland heecre. 
flea. A ſtrange beginning : borrowed Majefty ? 
King Tob. Silence (good mother) hearc the Embaſlie, 
Chat, Philip of France, in right and true behalte 
Ofthy deceaſed brother, Geffreyesſonne, 
Anbar Plantaginet, ayes molt lawfull claime 
'Tothis faire land, and the Territories ; 
To lreland, Poythers, Anjowe,Lorayne, Maine, 
Defiring thee to lay aſide the ſword 
Whichſwayes vſurpingly theſe ſeverall titles, 
And pur the ſame into yong Arthurs hand, 
Thy Nephew, and right royall Soveraigne. 
King 10h. W hat followes if we difaliow of this ? 
| (bp. Theproud controle of fierceand bloudy warre, 
Tointorcetheſerights, ſo forcibly withbeld. 
K, loch. Here have we war for war,8& bloud for bloud, 
| | Gontrolement for controlement : ſoanſwer France. 
| | Chat. Then take my Kings defiance from my mouth, 
Thefartheſt limit of my Embaſlic. 
King lohn, Beare mine to him, and ſo depart in peace, 
be thou aslightning in the eyes of Fraxce ; 
Forere thou canſt report, I will be there ;. 
The thunder of my Cannon ſhall be heard. - 
whence: bethou thetramper of our wrath, 
And ſullen preſage of your owne decay : 
Anhonorable conduct Ict him have, 
Pembroke looke too't : farewell (hattillion. 
Exet Chat, and Pem, 
&, What now my ſonne, have I notever ſaid 
How that ambirious {on#arce would not ceaſe 
Till ſhe had kindled Fravce and all the world, 
Vponthe rightand party of her ſonne? 
his might have becne prevented, and made whole 
With very cafic arguments of love, 
Which now the mannage of two kingdomes mult 
With fearefull bloudy iflue arbitrate. 
K, John. Our ſtrong poſletion, and our right for us, 
Eli, Your ſtrong potletſion much more than your right 
Orelſeit muſt goe wrong with you and me, 
% much my conſcience whiſpers in your cage, 


SOS Ow fay {hattillion, what would France with us? | 


Which none but heaven, and you,and I, ſhall heare: 
| Enter a Sheriffe. 

Eſſex. My Leige, here is the ſtrange controyerſic 
Come from the Country to be judg'd by you 
ThaterelI heard : ſhall I produce themen? 

K. Tohw, Let them approach : 

{ Our Abbjes and our Priories ſhall pay 
This expeditions charge. What menare you? 
Enter Robert Faulconbridge, and Philip. 

Philip, Your faithfull ſubject, I a Gentleman, 
Borne in Northamptoe/eire, and eldeſt ſonne 
ASI ſuppoſe, to Faulconbridge, 

A Souldter by the Honor-giving-hand 
Of Cordehion,Knightcd in the he!ds 

K. Tobn. What artthou ? 

Robert. The ſon and heireto that ſame Fanlcowbriage. 

K. Tohn. 1s that the elder, and art thou the heyre ? 


;Youcame not of one mother then ir ſeemes. 


= Philip. Moſt certaine of onemother, mighty King, 
That is well knowne, and as I thinke one father ; 
But for the certaine knowledge of that truth, 
T put you o re to heaven, and to my mother ; 
Of that I doubt, asall mens children may. 
Eli, Oqt onthee rude man,thou doft ſhame thy mother, 

And wound her honor with this diidence, 

Phil. I Madame ? No, I have no reaſon for it, 


| That is my brothersplea, and none of mine, 


The which it he can prove, a pops me out, - 
At leaſt from faire five hundred pound a yeere : 
Heaven guard my motkershonor, and my Land. 
K. John. A good blunt fellow :why being yonger borne 
Dothhe lay claime tothine inheritance ? 
Phil. I know not why, exceptto get the land ; 
But once he ſlandered me with baſtardy : 
But where I be as true begot or no, 
Thar ſtill I lay upon my mothers head, 
But that I am as well begot my Leige 


.(Faire fall the bones that rooke the paines for me) 


Compare our faces, and be judge your {clfe 
If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 
And were our father, and this ſonne like him ; 
OoldSir Reber:t father , on my knee | 
I give heavenithankes I was uot like to thee. | 

K. lohn. Why what a mad-cap hath heaven lentus here? 

Elen. Hehatha tricke of Cordelions face, 
The acc:nt of higtongue affeReth hum 7 
Do you notreade ſome tokens of my ſonne 
In the large compoſition of uiits man ? 
a 


K,lobn, 


| 


| 
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'  K.lehn. Mineeve hath well examined his parts, 
' And finds them perfect Richard : ſirra ſpeake, 
Whar doth move you to claime your brothers land ? 
Philip. Becauſe be hatha halfe face like my father, 

With halfe thar face would he have ail my Land, 
A halfe-fac'd groar,five handred pounda yeare? _ 

Reb. My gracious Leige, when that my father liv'd, 
Yourtbrother did imploy my father much. 

Phil. Well fir, by this you cannot getmy land, 
Yourtale muſt be how be imploi'd my mother. 

Rob, Ardoncediſpatch'd him inan Embaſlie 

To Germany, there with the Emperor 
To treat of high affaires touching that time 2 
Th advantage of his abſence tooke the King, 
And in the meane time ſojourn'd at my fathers ; 
Where how he did prevaile, 1 ſhame to ſpeake : 
Bur trath istruth, large lengths of ſcas and ſhores 
Betweene my father, and my mother lay, 
As I have heard my father ſpeake himſclte 
W hen this ſame lulty Gentleman was got: 
Vponhis death bed he by will bequeath'd- 
His lands to me, and tooke it on his death 
That this my mothers ſonne was none of his ; 
And if he were, he came into the world _ 
Full fourteene weekes bc fore the courſe of time ; 
Then goed my Liedge let me have what 1s mine, 
My fathers land, as was my fathers will. 

R. Toby. Sirra, your brother is Legirtimate, 
Your fathers wife did 3fter wedlocke beare him : 
And it ſhe did play falſe, the fault was hers, -- 
- Which fault lyes on the hazzardsofall husbands 
That marry wives: tell me, how if my brother 
W hoas you ſay, tooke paines to get this ſonne, * 
Had of your fatherelaim'd this ſonne for his,, 
Inſooth, good friend, your father might'have kept 


Infooth he might: then if he were my brothers, 
Mybrother might not Caime him, nor your father 
Being none of his, refuſe him : this concludes, 
My mothers ſonne did get your fathers here, 
Your fathers heire muſt have your fathers land. 
Rob. Shall then my fathers Will be of noforce, + 
To diſpoſlefſe that child which is not his? 
Phil. Of no more fotce to diſpoſicile me Sir, 
Then was his willto get me, as 1 thinke: | 
El, Whether hadit thou rather be a Fanlconbriage, 
And like thy brother to injoy thy land : 
Or the reputed ſonne of Corae/ion, 
Lord of thy preſerice, and no land beſide. 
Baſt . Madam, and if my brother had my ſhape 
 AndI bad his, Sir Reberes hislike bim, 
' And if my legs were two {uch riding rods, 
. My armes, ſuch cele-skins ſttfr;, my face ſothin, 
'Thatin mine eare I durſt not ſtickearoſe;!” © | 
S, 


' BequeaththyJandto him, and follow me 2&& 
: Tam a (ouldier, and now bound to France,” ? 
Your face hath gor five hundred pound #yeere, 
Yer ſell your face for five pence and” cis deere. 
Madame, ile follow you unto the death. 


. 
J 
- 


} Baſt. Brother, take you my land, Ile take my chance ; | 


Eli. Nay, I would have you goe before methither. 

Baf#. Our Country manners giue our betters way, 

K. John, W hat is thy name ? 

Baft, Philip my Liege, ſo is my name begun, 
Philip, good old Sir Roberts wives eldeſt ſonne, 

K. lohn. From henceforth beare hisname 


| Whole formethou beareſt : 


Kneele thou downe Phz/sp, but riſe more great, 
Ariſe Sir Richara,and Plantagenet. | 
Baſt. Brother by th'mothers ſide, give me your hand, 
My father gave me honor, yours gave land, 
Now bleſſed be the houre by night or day 
When I was got, Sir Robert was away. 
Ele. The very ſpirit of Plantaginet : 
I am thy grandame Richard, call me ſo. 
Baſt, Madam by chance, but not by truth,whattho, 
Something about a little from the right, 
In at the window, or elſe orethe hatch : 
Who dares not ſtirreby day, muſt 'walke by night, 
And have is have, how ever men doe catch : * 
Neere or farre off, well wonne is {till well ſhot, 
And1 am I, how ere I was begot, 
K, Jobs. Goe Fanlconbridge, now haſt thou thy defir, 
A landlcfle Knight, makes thee a landed Squire : 
Come Madam, and come Richard, we mult ſpeed 
For Frarxce, for France, for it is more then need. 
Baſt. Brother adicu, good fortune come to thee, 


For thou waſt got!th way of honeſty. —. 
Excunt all but baftard, 


BaF, A foot of honor better then I was, 
But many a many foot of Land the worſe. 
Well, now can I make atty /oanea Lady; 
Good denne Sir Richard, Godamercy fellow, 
And it hisname be George, ile call him Peter ; 


This Calte; bred from his Cow from all the'world : #} For new made honor doth forget mens names : 


"Tistoo reſpetive, and too ſociable 
For your converſion, now yourtraveller, 
He and his tooth-pickeat my worſhips meſle, 


] And when my knightly ſtomacke isſutfis'd, 


Why then i ſucke my teerh, and catechize 
My picked man of Countries : my deare fir, 
Thusleaning on mine elbuw I begin, 

I ſhall beſeech you ; that is queſtion now, 
And then comes anſwer like an Abſey booke 
O fir, ſayes anſwer, at your beſt command, 

At your employment , at your ſervice fir : 
No fir, fayes queſtion ,I ſweet (ir at yours, 
And ſo creanſwer knowes what queſtion would,' 
Saving in Dialogue of Complement, 

And talking of the Alpes and Appenines, 

The Pyrennean andthe river Poe, 

It drawestoward ſupper in concluſion ſo. 

But this is worſhipfull ſociety, 

And firs the mounting ſpiritlike my ſclfe ; 


For he is bat a baſtard to the time 


That doth net {moake of obſervation, 
And ſo am I whether I ſmacke or no : 


ONE IMs '* | Andnotalonein habit and device, 
: El. Tlikethee well : wilt thou forſake thy fortunne, * | 
| - | But from the inward motion to deliver 
| Sweet, ſweet, ſweet poyſon for the ages tooth, 


Exterior forme, outward accoutrement ; 


Which though I will not practice to deceive, 
Yer toavoydleceit I meanc to learne ; 


-| For it ſhall trew the tootiteps of my riſing : 
\ But whocomes inſiich haſte in riding robes? 


F- 
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what woman poſt isthis? hath ſhe no hysband 
That will take painesto blow a horne before her ? 
0 me, 'tis my mother : how now good Lady, 
What brings you here to Court ſo haſtily ? 


Enter Lady Faxlconbridge, and Tames Gurney. 


| | 74h, Where isthat lave thy brother ? where ishe ? 


| That holds in chaſe mine honor up and downe. _ 
| Baft, My brother Robert, old Sir Roberrsſonne ; 

| {alrandrhe Gyant, that ſame mighty wan, 

1sit Sir Rroberts ſonne that you ſecke ſo ? 

Lady. Sir Roberts ſonne, I thou vnreverend boy, 
Sir Roberts ſonne ? why ſcorn'ſthou at Sir Robert? 
He is Sir Roberts ſonne, and ſoart thous 

Baſt, Iames Gonrney, wilt thou giveus leave a while ? 

Gour, Good leave good Philip. 

Baſt. Philip, ſparrow, Iames, _ 

There's toyes abroad, anon ile tell thee more. 
| | Exn James. 
Madame, I was not old Sir Roberts ſonne, 
ir Robert might have eate his part in me 
Vpon good Friday, and neere broke his falt : 
Fir Robert could doe well, marry to confeſle 
Could get mezSir Robert could not doe it ; . 
We know his handy-worke, therefore good mother 
Towhom am I beholding for theſe limmes ? 
Sir Robert ieger holpe to make this legge. 

ay Halt thou conſpired withthy brother too, 
That for thine owne gaine ſhouldſt defend mine honor ? 
What meanes this ſcorne, thou moſt untoward knave ? 

Baf, Knight, knight good mother, Baſiliſco-like ; 
What, Iam dub'd, I have it on my ſhoulder : 

But mother, 1 am not Sir Roberts ſonne, 
[havediſclaim'd Sir Robert and my lano, 
Legitimation,name, and all is gone ; 

Then good my mother, let me know my father, 
Some proper man I hope, who was it mother ? 

Lady. Haſt thou denied thy ſelfe a Faxlconbriage ? 

Baft. As faithfully as I deny the devill. 

Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy father, 

By long and vehement ſuit I wasſeduc'd 
Tomake roome for him in my husbands bed : 
Heavenlay not my trangreſſion to my charge, 
That art the iſſue of my deere offence 

Which was ſo ſtrongly urg'd paſt my defence. 

Bafi, Now by this light were I to get againe, 
Madame I would not wiſh a berter father : 

Some ſinnesdoe beare theirpriviledge on earth, 
Ando doth yours : your fault, was not you folly, 
Needs muſt you lay your heartat his diſpoſe, 
wjededtribute tocommandins love, 

Againſt whoſe fury and unmatched force, 
Theawlefſe Lion could not wage the fight, 

Nor keepe his Princely heart from Richards hand : 
Hethatperforce robs Lions of their hearts, 

ay eafily winnea womans : aye-my mother, 
With all my heart I thanke thee for my father : 
Who livesand dares but ſay, thoudidſt not well 
en 1 was got, ile ſend his ſouleto hell. 

Come Lady Iwill ſhew thee to my kinne, 

And they ſhall ſay, when Richard me begot, 

If thou hadft ſaid him nay, it had beene finne ; 
Whoſayes it was, helyes, I ſay twas not. 


E xemunt. 


— a — 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter before Angiers, Philip King of Franca, Lewi, Dant- 
phin, Anſtria, Conſtance, eArtbur, I 


Lewy. Before eAngiers well met brave Auitria, 
eſrthur that great forerunner of thy blond, 
Richardthat rob'd the Lionof his heart, | 
And _— the holy Warres in PaleFine, 

By this brave Dake came carly to his grave £ 

And for amendsto his poſterity, oy 
At our1importance hither is he come, 

To ſpread his colours boy, inthy behalfe, 

And to rebuke the ufurpation 

Ofthy unnaturall Vncle, Engliſh John, | 
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Arth. God ſhall forgive you (ordetions death 
The rather, thatyougive his off-ſprios life, 
Shadowing their right under your wings of warre : 

I give you welcome with a powerleſle hand, 
But with a hearr full of unſtained love, 
Welcome beforethe gates of 4npiers Duke. 

Lewes, A noble boy, who would not doe thee right ? 

Aſt. Vpon thy cheekelay I this zealous kiſle, 
As ſcale to this indenture of my love : 

Thatto my home I will no moreterurne 

Till Azgters, and the right thou baſt in Frarce, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, 
W hoſe foot ſpurnes backe the Oceans roaring tides; 
And coopesfrom other lands her Jlanders, 
Even till that Ezg/and hedg'd in withthe maine; 
That Water-walied Bulwarke, (till ſecure 

And confident from forraine purpoſes, 

Even till that utmoſt corner of the Weſt 

Salute thee for her King, till then faire boy 

Will I not thinke of home, but follow Armes. 

{onft. O take his mothers thankes,a widdowsthankes, 
Till your ſtrong hand ſhall helpe to give him ſtrength, 
To makea morerequitall to your love. 

Auſt. The peace of heavenis theirsthat lift their ſwords 

In ſucha juſt and charitable warre. 
King. Well, then to worke our Cannon ſhall be bent 
Agaialt the browes of this reſiſting towne, 
Call for our cheefeſt men of diſcipline, 
To cull the plots of beſt advantages : 
Wee'll lay before this towne our Royall bones, 
Wade to the market-place in French-mens bloud, 
But we will make it ſubje& to this boy. 

Cenſ#, Stay tor an anſwer to your Embaſlic, 
Leſt unaduiſ'd you ſtaine your ſwords with bloud: 
My lord Chartzlion may from England bring 
That right in peace which heere we urge 1n warre, 
And then we ſhall repent each drop of bloud, 
That hot raſh haſte ſo indireRly ſhed. 

Enter Chattilion, 

King, Awonder Lady ; lo upon thy with 
Our Meſſenger ( hatiill;on isarriu'd, 
What &npland ſayes, ſay breifely gentlelord, 
We coldly pauſc for thee, Chartilion ſpeake, 

(hat., Then turne your forces from this paltry ſiege, 
And ſtirre themup againſta mightier taske : | 
England impatient of your juſt demands, 


Hath put himſelfe in Armes, the adverſe windes 
Sc a2 Whoſe 
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' Whoſe leiſure I have ſtaid, have given him time | Xing Th. Alacke thou doſt uſurpe authority, 
Toland his Legions all asſoone as I : | Fre, Exculc it is to beat alurpingdowne, 
| His marchesare expedient to thistuwne, Qxeexs, Who is it thou doſt call ulurper Fraxce? 
His forces ſtrong, his ſouldiers confident : | Conft. Lerme makeanſwer ; thy uſurping ſonne, 
With him along 1s come the Mother Queene, Leen. Out inſolent, thy baſtard ſhall be King, 
An Ace ſtirring him to bloudand ſtrike, + -T hat thou maiſt be a Queene, and checke the world, 
With her her Neece, the Lady Blaxch of Spaine, C onſt. My bed wasever to = ſonne as true 
With them a Baſtard of the King deceaſt, As thine wastorthy husband, and this boy 
Andall th'anſetled humors of the Land, Liker in featureto his father Geffrey 
Raſh, inconſiderate, ficry voluntaries, |. Thenthouand Joby, in manners being as like, 
With Ladies faces, and fierce Dragons ſpleenes, | Asrainetowater, or devill to his damme. 
Have ſold their fortunes at their native homes, My boy a baſtard ? by my fouleI thinke 
Bearing their birth-rights proudly ontheir backes,' His father never wasſo true begot, 
To makea hazzard of new fortunes here : It cannot be, and if thou wert his mother. 
In bricfe, a braver choiſe of dauntleſle ſpirits | Qs. Theres agood mother boy, that blots thy father, 
Then now the Ezgis/h bottomes have watt o're, Conft, There's a good grandame boy 
Did never flote upon the ſwelling ide, That would blot thee. 
To doe offence ad ſcathe in Chriftendome : eſt. Peace. 
Tne interruption of their churliſh drummes Bait, Heare the Cryer. 
Cuts off more circumitance, they areat hand: : Auſt. Whatthe devill art thon ? 
| Drummes beatese Ba. Onethat will play the devill fir with you, 
To parly or to fight, therefore prepare. b And a may catch your hide and youalone: 
King. How much unlook'd for, is this expedition. You are the Hare of whom the Proverbe goes 
Anft. By how muchunexpeced, by ſo much Whoſe valour pluckes dead Lyons by the beard ; 
We muſt awake indev our for defence, Ile ſmoake your skin-coatand I catch you right, 
For courage mounteth with occaſion, Sirra looke too't, yfaith I will, yfaith. 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd, Blan. O well did he become that Lyons robe, 
That did diſrobe the Lyon of that robe. 
Baſt. It lyesas ſightly on the backe of him 
Enter King of England, Baſtard, Oueent, Blanch, Pem- | Asgreat Alcides ſhooes upon arAſle : 
broke, and others. But Afle, Ile take that burthen from your backe, 
| | | _ | Orlay onthat ſhall make your ſhoulderscracke. 
RK. Tohn. Peace be to Fraxce : if France in peace permit AmuF, What cracker is this at deafe 
Our juſt and lincall entranceto our owne ; With this abundance of ſuperfluous breath? 
If not, bleed Fraxce, and peace aſcend to heaven. King Lewes, determine what we ſhall doe ſtrait. 
Whiles we Gods wrathfull agent doe correct Lew. Women and fooles, breake off your conference 
Their proud contempt that beates his peace to heaven, | King John, this is the very ſumme of all : 
Fran. Peace be to Expland, if that warre returne, Englandand Ireland, eAvrgiers,Toraine, Maine, 
From France to England, there to live in peace : In 11ght of eArthar doe | claimeof thee : 
England we love, and for that Englands ſake, Wilr thou reſigne them, and lay downe thy Armes? 
With burden of our armor here we {ſweat : Tohn. My lite as ſoone : I doe defie thee France, 
This toyle of; ours ihould bea worke of thine, Arthur of Britaime, yeeld thee to my hand, 
But thou from loving England art ſo farre, And out of my deere love lle givethee more, 
That thou haſt under-wrought his lawfull King, Then ere the coward hand of France can winne 3 
Cut off the ſequence of polterity, Submit thee boy. 
Our-faced Infant State, and donea rape Leen, Cometo thy grandame child. 
Vpon the maiden vertue of the Crowne : Conf, Doe child, goeto it grandatne child, 
Looke heere upon thy brother Geffreyes face, Give grandame kingdome, and it grandame will 
Theſe eyes, theſe browes, were moulded out of his ; Give ira plum, a cherry, and a figge, 
This little abſtra&tdoth containe that large, There's a good grandame. 
Which died in Geffr:y ; and the hand of time, Arthur, Good my mother peace, 
Shail drawthis breife intoas hugea volume : I would thatI were low laid in my grave, 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother borne, I am not worth this coyle that's made for me. (weeſes 
| And this his ſoane, Eogland was Geffreyerright, .9x.0, His mother ſhames him ſo,poore boy IK 
And this is Geffrezes in the Name of God : (onft. Now ſhame upon you where fhe does or 110: 
How comesit then thar thou art call'da King, Hisgrandames wrongs, and not his mothers ſhames | 
| When living blood doth intheſe temples beat Draws thoſe heaven-moving pearles from his poor £165, 
Which owe thecrowne, that thou ore-maſtereſt ? Which heaven ſhall take 1n nature of a fee: 
K, /oby, From whom haſt thou this great commiſſion | I, with theſe Criſtall beads heaven ſhall be brib'd 
To draw my anſwer from thy Articles? (Frence, | Todoe him Iuftice, and revenge on yous 
Fra. From that ſupernal judge that ſtirs good thoughts | ,2%. Thou monſtrous ſlanderer of heaven, and earth, 
| In any breaſt of ſtrong authority, {ouſt. Thou monſtrous Injurer of heaven and earth, 
To looke intothe biots and ſtaines of right, Call not me landerer, thou and thine uſurpe 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy, The Dominatien, Royalties, and rights | 
Vnder whoſe warrant I impeachthy wrong, Of this oppreſſed boy ; this isthy eldeſt ſonnes fonne, 
And by whoſe heipe I meane to challiſ = Infortunate innothing bur in thee ; Th 
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'Thy ſinnes are viſited in this poore child, 
'The Canon of the Law 1s laid on him, 
Being bur the ſecond generation 
Removed from thy finne-conceiving wombe, 
lohs. Bedlam have done. 
Confl, T have butthis to ſay, 
That he isnot onely plagued for her ſinne, 
But God hath made her ſinne and her, the plague 
Oathis removed iſſue, plagued for her, 
And with her plague her ſinne : his injury 
Her injury the Beadle to her ſinne, 
Allpuniſh'd in the perſon of this child, 
Andall for her, a plague upon her. 
9ge. Thouunadviſed icold, I can produce 
A Will, that barres the title of thy fonne. 
Confl, 1 who doubtsthat, a Will: a wicked will, 
A womans will, a cankred Grandames will. 
Fray. Peace Lady ,pauſe, or be more temperate, 
Itillbeſeemes this preſence to cry ay me 
Totheſc ill tuned repetitions : 
Some Trumpet ſummon hither to the walles 
Theſe men of Angiers, letus hearethem ſpeake, . 
Whoſe title they admit , e£rthurs or Jobs, 


| Trumpet ſounds, 
| Enter a Citiz.ex upon the walles. 
Citti, Who is it that hath warn'd us to the walles ? 
Fran, "Tis France, for England, 
lohi. England for it ſeife ; 
You men of Anglers, and my loving ſubje&s. 


Our Trumpet call'd you ro this gentle parle, 

Tops. For our advantage, theretore heare us firſt ; 
Theſe flagges of France thutare advanced here 
Before the eye and proſpect of your Towne, 

Have hithcr march'd ro your endatqagement. 

The Canons have their bowels tuil or wrath, 

And ready mounted are they to {pit forth 

Their Iron indjgnation 'gainit your walles ; 
Allpreparation tor a bloody fie!ge 

And merciles proceeding, by thee French. 

Comfort yours Citteseyes, your winkiug gates : 
And bur for our approch, thoſe ſlceping ſtones, 
Thatasa walte doth girdle you about 

By the compulſion of their ordinance, 

By thistime from their fixed beds of lime 

Hadbeene diſhabited, and wide havecke made 

For bloody powerto ruſh upon your peace. 

Butonthe fight of us your lawfull King, 

Who painetully with much expedient march 

Have brought acounter-checke before your gates, 
Tofvennſcratch'd your Cities threatened cheekes : 
Behold the French amaz'd vouchſafe a parle, 

Andnow infſteed of bullets wrapt in fire 

Tomakea ſhaking fever in your walles, 

hey ſhoote but calme words, folded up in ſmoake, 
To makea fairhl«{ſe error in your earcs, 

Which truſt accordingly kind Citizens, 

And letus in, Your King, whoſe labour'd ſpirits 
Fore-wearied in this ation of ſwift ſpeede, 

Craves harbourage within your City walles. 

Fray, .W hen [ have {ajd, make anſwer ro us both. 
Locin this right hand, whoſe protection 
Ismoltdivinely vow'd upon the right 

Of him it hold s, fthands yong Platrgentt, 


ee a 


Sonne to the elder brother of this man, 


Fray. You loving men of Angers, Arthars ſubjefts, 


| 


And King ore him, and all that he enjoyes : 

For this downe-troden equity, we tread F 
In warlike march, theſe greenes before your Towne, 
Being no further enemy to you 

Then the conftraint of hoſpitable zeale, 

In the releife of this oppreſſed child, 

Religtouſly provokes. Be pleaſed then 

Topay that duty which you truely owe, 

To him that owes it, namely ,this yong Prince, 
And then our Armes,like to a nwzled Beare, 

Save inaſpeR, hath all offence ſeal'd up : 


Our Cannons malice vainely ſhall be ſpent 


Againſt th'inyulnerable clouds of heaven, 
And wittra bleſſed andun-vextretire, | 
With unback'd ſwords, and Helmets all unbruis'd, - 
We will beare home that luſty bloud againe, 
Which heere we came ro ſpout againſt your Towne, 
And leave your childcen, wives, and you in peacce 
Butif you fondly paſſe our proftcr'd offer, 
Tis not the rourder of your old fac'd walles, 
Can hide you from our meſſengers of Warre, 
Thougi all theſe Engliſh, and their diſcipline 
Were harbour'd intheir rudecircamference ; 
Then tell us, Shall your City call us Lord, 
Inthat behalfe which we have challeng'd it? 
Or hall we give the Gignall to our rage, 
Aad italkein bloud co our poſſeſſion ? 
Cirs, In breife, wearethe King of E»g/andsſubjeAs, 
For him, and in his right, we hold this Towne, 
Tohn. Acknowledge then the King, andlet me ins 
Citi. That can we not ; but he that proves the King 
To him will we prove loyall, till that time 
Have weramm'd up Our gatesagainſi the world, 
/ohn, Doth not che Crowne of England, prove the, 
King ? 
And if not that, I bring you Wineſles 
Twice fifteene thouſand hearts of Exglands breed. 
Baſt. Baſtards and el(e. 
lohn, To verific our title withtheir lives, 
Fran. As many and as well borne bloods asthofe, 
Ba#t. Some baſtards too. | 
Fran. Stand in his face to contradit his claime. 
Cit, Till you compound whoſcrightis worthieſt, 
We for the worthielt hold the righr from both. 
lohm. Then God forgive the ſinne of all thoſe ſoules, 
That to their everiaſting reſidence, 
Before the dew of evening fall ſhall fleete 
In dreadfull triall of our Kingdomes Kings 
Fran, Amev, Amen, mount Chevaliers to Armes. 
Baſt. Saint George that ſ{windg'd the Dragon, 
And ere ſince it's on's horſebacke at mine Hoſteſſe dore, 
Teach us ſome fence. Sirrah, were] at home 
At your denfirr2h, with your Lyonnefle, 
I would ſet an Ox«-hezd ro your Lyons hide 3 
And make a monſicr of you, 
e Auſt. Peace no more» 
Bat. O ticinble : for you hearethe-Lyonrore. 
Tobn, Vp highzr to the plaine, where we 11ct forth 
In beſt appointment all our Regiments. | 
Baſt. Spccd then to take advaiitage of the field, 
Fran, It hail be fo, and ar the other hill 
Command the reſt to and. God and our right. Exewn. 
Heers after excurſions, Enter the Herald of France 
| with Trumpets t0 the gates. 
F. Her. You men of Angiers open wide your gates,. 


And let yong e4rthar Duke of mo in, © 06 ; 


__ 
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Who by the hand of France, this day hath made. 

Much worke for teares in many an Engliſh mother, 

Whoſe ſonneslye feattered on the bleeding ground : 

Many a widdowes husband groveling lyes, 

Coldly embracing the diſcoloured earth, 

And victory with little lofſe doth play 

Vpon the dancing banners of the French, 

Who areat hand triumphantly diſplayed 

Toenter Conquerors, and to proclaime : 

| e Arthur of Britaine, Englands King, and yours. 
Enter Engliſh Herald with Trumpet: 

E. Har. Rejoyce you men of Angiers, ring your bels, 
King /ehy, your King and glands, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day, "IM 
{ Their Armoursthat march'd hence ſo filver bright, 
Hither returneall gilt with Frenchmens blood : 

There {tucke no plume in any Engliſh Creſt, 

That isremoved by a ſtaffe of Fraxce. 

Our colours doe returne inthoſe ſame hands 

That did diſplay them when we firlt marcht forth : 

} Andlike a jolly troope of Huntſmen come | 

1 Ourluſty Engliſh, all with purpled hands, 

Dide in the dying ſlaughter of their foes. 

Open your gates, and givethe Victors way» 

| Hub. Heralds, from off our towres we might behold 

From fir{tto laſt, the on-ſet and retyre, 
Ofboth your Armies, whoſe equaliry 
By our beſt eyes cannot be cenſured - 
Blood hath bought bloud, and blowes haveanſwered 
| Strength match with ſtrength, and power confronted 

WCrs . 
Bothare ite, and bothalike we like : 
One muſt prove greateſt. While they weigh ſo cyen, 
{ Wy hold our Towne for neither : yetfor both. 


Emter the 1wo Kings with their powers, 
at ſeverall doores. 


Toby. France, haſt thou yet more bloud to caſt away ? 
| Say,ſhall the currant of our right ranne on, 
1 Whoſe paſſage vext with thy impediment, 
| Shall leave his native channel, and ore (well 
With courſediſturb'd even thy confining ſhores, 
Valeſſethou let his filver Warcr, keepe 
A-peacetuliprogreſle to the Ocean. 
| Fran, Englandthou haſt not 1av'd one drop of blood 
4 In this hot criall more than we of France, 
| Ratherloſt more, And by this hand I ſweare 
] That ſwayes theearththis Climate over-lookes, 
Before we will lay downe our juſtborne Armes, 
| Wee'l put thee downe, *gainſt whom theſe Armes we 
1 Or adde aroyall number to the dead : (beare, 
Gracing the ſcroule that rels of this warres loſſe, 
With ſlaughter coupled to the name of Kings. 

Baft, Ha Majelty : how high thy glory rowres, ' 
When the rich blood of Kings is ſet on fire: 
Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with ſteele, 
{| The ſwords of fouldicrs are his teeth, hisphangs, 
| And now he feaſts, mouſing the Beth ofmen 
:| In undetermin'd differences of Kings. 
Why ſtand theſe royail frontsamazed thus : 
| Cry havocke kings, backe tothe ſtained field 
You equallPotents, hery kindled ſpirits, 
. Thenlet confuſion of one parc confirme 
The others peace : till then, blowes, blood, and death. 
 fobs. Whole party doe the Towneſimen yetadmit ? 


(blowes : 


Fran, Speake Citizens for England, who's your King, 
Hub, The King of England, when we know the King, 
Fran, Know him inus, thar here hold up his right, 
Tohn. In us, that are our owne great Deputy, 

And beare poſſeſſion of our Perfon here, 

Lord of our preſence Angiers, andif you. 

Fran. A greater powre than We denies allthis, 

And till it be undoubted, we doe locke 

Our former ſcruple in our ſtrong barr'd gates : 

| Sg of our feare, uncill our feares reſolv'd 

Be by ſome certaine King, purg'd and depoſ'd. | 

Baſt. By heaven, theſe Y ogict of Angiersflout you 

And ſtand ſecurely on their battelments, | 

AS ina Theater, whence they gape and point 

At your induſtrious Scenes and adts of dcath. 

Your Royall preſences be rul'd by me, 

Doe like the Matines of lernſalem, 

Be friends a-while, and both conjoyntly bend 

Your ſharpeſt Deeds of malice onrhis Towne. 

By Eaſt and Weſt let Franceand England mount 

Their battering Canon charged to lA mouthes, 

Till their ſoule-fearing clamours have braul'd done 

The flinty ribbes of this contemptuous City, 

de play inceſſantly upon theſe Iades, 

Even till unfenced Gefolation 

Leave them as naked as the vulgar ayte : 

That done, difſever your nnited ſtrengths, 

And part your mingled coloursonce againe, , 

Turne face to face, and bloody point to point ; 

| Then ina moment Fortune ſhall cull forth 
Our of one fide her happy Minion, 

To whom in favour ſhe ſhall give the day, 
And kiſſe him witha glorious victory : 
How like you this wilde counſel mighty States, 
Smackes it not ſomething of the policy? 
lohn. Now by the sky that hangs above our hcads, 
Tlike it well. France, ſhall we knit our powers, 
And lay this Angierseven with the ground, 
Then after fight who ſhall be king of 1t? 

Baſt. And ifthou haſt the mettle of a King, 
Bcing wrong'd as weare by this pecviſh Towne: 
Turnethou the mouth of thy Artillery, 

As we will ours, againſt theſe ſawcy walles, 
And when that we have d:ſh'd them tothe ground, 
Why then d:kie each other, and pell-mell, 

'Make worke upon our ſelves,for heaven or hell, 
Fray. Let it be ſo: ſay, where will you aſſault * 
Tohn. Wetrom the Weſt will ſend deſtruction 

Into this Cites boſome. 

ef, I from the North, 

Fran, Our thundcr from the South, 

Shall raine their drifr of bullets on this Towne, 

Baſt. O prudent diſcipline! From North to South: 
Auſtria and France ſhoot in eachothers mouth, 
lie ſtirre them toit ; come, away, away. | 

Hub, Heare us great Kings, vouch{afe awhile to aj 

AndI ſhall ſhew you peace, and fuire-fac'd league : 

Win youthis City without ſtroke, or wound, 

Reſcue thoſe breathing lives to dye in beds, 

That heere come ſacrifices for the field. 

Perſever not, but heare me mighty Kings. 

John. Speake on/ with favour, we arc bent to heare- 
Hub. That daughter there of Spaine, the Lady Blanch 
Isneere to &ng/1r4, looke upon the yeeres 
Of Lewis the Dolphin, and that lovely mayd- 


(kingy, | 


If luſty love ſhould goein quelt of beauty, | Where 
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Where ſhould he find it fairer, than in Blarch : 

If zealous Love goe in{earch of vertue, 

Where ſhould he find it purer than in Blaxch ? 

If Love ambitious, ſought a match of birth, 

Whoſe veines bound richer bloud then Lady Blaxch ? 
each as ſhe is,in beauty,vertue,birth, 

Is theyong Doſphin every way compleat, 

If not compleat.of,fay he is not ſhe, 

And ſhe againe wants nothing,to name want; 
not,that ſhe 1s not he : 

Heisthe balfepart of a bleſſed man, 

Left to be finiſhed by ſuch as ſhe, 

And ſhea faire divided excellence, 

Whoſe fulneſſe of perfeQion lyes in him. 

Otwoſiich filver Carrents when they Joyne, 
Doeglorifiethe bankesthat bound them 1n : | 
And two ſuch ſhores,to two ſach ſtreames made one, 
Two ſuch controlling bounds ſhall you be, Kings, 
Totheſe two Princes, if you marry them : | 

This vnion ſhall doe more than battery can, 

Toour faft cloſed gates: for atrhis match, 

With ſwifter ſpleene than powder canenforce, 

| The mouth of paſſage ſhall we ” wide opes 

| And give you entrance : but witMut this match, 

The Sea enraged isnot halfe fo deate, 

Lyons more confident, Mountaines and Rocks, 

More free from motion, no not death himſclfe 

| Inmortall Fury halfe ſoperemptory, 

| As weto keepe this Citie, 

Bat. Heere's a ſtay, 

| That ſhakes the rotten carkaſſe of old death 

Out ofhis ragges. Here's a large mouth indeed, 

{ That ſpits forth death ,and monntaines,rocks,and ſeas, 
Talkes as familiarly of roaring Lyons, 

As Maids of thirteene doe of Puppt-cogs. 

| What Cannonecre begot thislulty bioud, 

| He ſpeakes plaine Carinon fire,and tmoake,and bounce, 
Hegivesthe Baſtinado vi ith lus rongne : 

Our caresare cudgei'd, nota v. ord of his 

Butbuffers betrer chan a fiſt of Fraxce : 

Zounds,l was never ſo bethumpr with words, 

dinceI firſt call'd my brothers farther Dad. 

014 9.S0n,liſt to this conjunRion,make this match, 

Give with our Neece a dowry large cnough, 

For by this knot,thou ſhalt ſo ſarcly tye, 

Thy now unſur'd affurance to rhe Crowne, 

That yon greene Boy ſhall have no Sunne to ripe, 
The bloome that promitetha mighty fruit, 

I ee a yeelding in the lookes of France : 

Marke how they whiſper,urgethem while their ſoules 
Are capeable of this ambition, 

Leaſt zeale now melted by the windy breath 

Of ſoft petitions, pitty and remorſe, 

Coole and congeaie againe to what it was. 

Hub, Why anſwer not thedonble Majeſties, 

This friendly Treaty of our threatned towne? 

Fra.Speake Ergland iirſt that hath been forwardfirſt, 
Toſpeake unto this Citie : what fy you ? 

Jobs, If that the Dolphin there thy Princely ſonne, 
Canin this booke of beauty reade,l love : 
HerDowry ſhall weigh equall . ith a Q2ene, 

For Anpiers,and faire Toraine, Maine, Poyiers, 
And all that we upon this tide the Sca, 

(Except this Citic now by us beſieg's) 

Find liable to our Crowne and dignity, 

Shall gild her bridall bed and make her rich. 


— — 
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As ſhe in beauty,cducation,bloud, 

Holds hands withany Princeſſe of the world. | 
Fra, Whatſay'{t thou Boy? looke in the Ladies face. 
Dol. Idoe my Lord,andin her eye 1 find, 

A wonder,or a wondrous miracle, 

The ſhadow of my ſelfe form'din her eye, 

Which being but the ſhadow of your ſonne; 

Becomes a ſonne,and makes your ſonne a ſhaddoy : 

I doe proteſt I never lov'd my ſeife 

Till now,infixed I beheld my {cife, 

Drayne inthe flattering table of her eye. 

Whiſpers with Blanch, 
Baſe. Drawne in the flattering table of her eye, 

Hang'd inthe frowning wrincle of her brow, 

And quarter'din her heartyhe doth eſpie 

Himſelte Loves traitor,this is pitty now; 

That hang'danddrawne,and quartcr'dthere ſhould be 

Infuch a love,ſovile a Lout as he. 

Blan. My Vncles will in this reſpe& is mine, 

It he {ce oughtin you that makes tum like, 

That any thing he ſec's which moves his liking, 

I can with caſe tranſlate it to my will : - ; 


* Orif you will, toſpeake more properly, 


I will enforce iteaſlie tomy love. 
Further I will not flatter you, my Lord, 


"That all I fee in you 1s worthy love, 


Than this, that nothing doe I ſee in you, 
Though _ thoughts themſelves ſhould be your 
In cg 
That I can find, ſhould merit any hate, 
John. What ſay theſc yorug-ones? What fay you my 
; Neece? | 
Blan. That ſhe is bound in honour ſtill to doe 
W har you in wiſedome {till vouchſateto tay. 
lohn, Speake then Prince Dolphin, cau you lovethis 
Lady ? 
Dol, Nay ke me if I can tefraine fromlove, 
For I doe love her moſt unfainedly. 
Ichn, Then doel give Volqneſſen, Toraine, Maine, 
Poyttiers, and eAwjow, thele tive Provuices 
With her to thee, and this addition more, 
Fall thirty thouſand Markes of Evgliſh coyne ; 
Phitsp of France, if thou be pleal'd witrall, 


| Commandthy ſonne and daughter to joyne hands, 


Fran, It likes us well young Princes: cloſe. your hands, 
Am, And yourlippes too, for I am weil aflar'd, 
That I did ſo when 1 was firftafſur'd. 
Fran. Now Cittzens of Angiers ove your gates, 
L<t in that amity which you have made, 
For at Saints aries Chappell preſently , 
The rights of marriage ſhall be ſolemniz'd. 
Is not the Lady Conitarncein this troope ? 
I know ſhe is not for this match made up, 
Her preſence would bave interrupted mncb, 
W here is ſhe and her ſonne, tell me, who knowes ? 

Del. She is ſad andpafſionateat your Highnefle Tent. | 
Fran, And by my faith, this league char we have made, | 
Will give her ſadnefle very hittie cure : 

Brother of Exg/and, how may we content 
This widdow Lady ? In her right we came, 


| Which we God knowes, have turned another way 


To our owne vantage: 
lohs. We wiil heale up all, Ap 
For wee'l create yong Arthur Duke of Britame 


And Earle of Richmond, and this rich faire Towne Ag 
© C 
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We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Conſtance, 


|] Some 1j peedy Meflenger bid her repaire 


To our ſolemnity ; I truſt we ſhall, 
(lt nor fill upthe meaſure of her will) 
Yet in ſome meaſure ſatisfie her ſo, 
That we ſhall ſtop her exclamation. 
Goe we as well as haſt will ſuffer us, 
To this unlook'd for unprepared pompe.  Exeunt. 
Baſt.” Mad worid,mad kings, mad compoſition : 

Tohn to ſtop &rthurs Title in the whole, 

Harh willingly departed with apart, 
And France, whoſe armour Conſcience buckled on, 

W hom zeale and charity brought tothe field, 

AsGods owne ſouldicr, rounded inthe eare, 
Wichthat ſame purpoſe-changer, that ſlye divel, 
Thar broker , that ſtill breakes the pate of faith, 
That dayly breake-vow, he that winnes of all, 
Of kings, of begg*rs, old men, yong men, maids, 
Who having no externall thing tolole, 

Butthe word Maid, cheats the poore Maide of that. 
That ſmooth-fac'd Gentleman, tickling commodity, 
Commodity , the byas of the warld, _ 

The world, who of it {clte is peyſed well, 

Made to run even, upon even ground : 

Till this advantage, this vile drawing byas, 

This ſway of morion, thiscommoduy , 

Makes it take head fron all indifterency, 

From all direction ,purpoſe, courſe, intent. 

And thisſame byas, this commodity , 

This Bawd, this Broker, that all-changing-world, 
Clap'd onthe ourward eye of fickle France, 
Harh drawne him from his owne determin'd ayd, 
From a reſfoly'd and honorable warre, 

Toa moſt baſe and vile concluded peace. 

And why raile I onthis commadity ? 

But for becauſe he hath not wooed me yet : 

Not thar I have the power tociutch my hand, 
When hisfaire Angels would ſalute my palme, 
But for my hand, as unattempred yer, 

Like a poore begger, raileth on the rich. 

Well, whiles I am a begger, I will gaile, 

And fay there is no ſinne but to be rich, 

And being rich, my vertue then ſhall be, 

To fay there isno vice, but beggery : 

Since Kings brezke faith upon commodity, 
Gaine be my lord, for I will worſhip thee. 


Afﬀns Secundas, 


Exit. 


Enter (onſtance, Arthur, and Salubury. 


Corft. Gone to be married ? Goneto ſweare a peace ? 
Falſe blood to falſe blood joyn'd, Gone to be friends ? 
Shall Lews have Blarnch, and Blarnch thoſc provinces ? 
It is not ſo, thou haft miſpoke, miſheard, 

Be well advif'd, tell ore thy tale againe. 

It cannot be, thou doit but ſay tis fo. - 

I truit I may not truſt thee, forthy word 
Is but the vaine breath of a common man : 
Beleeve me, I doe nor belceve thee man, 


|. T have a Kings oath to the contrary. 


Thou thalrbe puniſh'd for thus frighting me, 
For I am ſicke, and capeable of feares, 


| 


þ 


Oppreſt with wrongs, and therefore full of feares, 
A widdoyw, husbandles, ſubjed ro fearcs, 
A woman naturally borne to feares ; 
And though thou now confeſſethou did(t but jeſt 
With my vext ſpirits, | cannottake a Truce,' 
Burt they will quake and trembleall this day, 
W hat doſt thou meane by ſhaking of thy head ? 
Why doſt thou looke ſo ſadly on my ſonne? 
W hat meanes that hand upon that breaſt of thine? 
Why holdesthine eye that lamentable rhewme, 
Like a proud river peering ore his bounds? 
Be theſe ſad ſignes confirmers of thy words ? 
Then ſpeake againe, not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be'true. 
Sal. Astrueas I beleeve you thinke them falſe, 
That give you cauſe to prove my ſaying true. 
Conſt, Oh if thouteach me to beleeve this ſorrow, 
Teach thouthis ſorrow, how to make medye, 
And let beleefe,and life encounter ſo, 
As doth the tury of two deſperate men, 
Whichinthe very meeting fall, and dye. 
Lewis marry Blanxch ? O boy, then where art thou?? 
France friend with England, what becomes of me? 
Fellow be gone : I can brooke thy ſight, 
This newes hath made thee a molt ugly man. 
Sal, W hat other harme have I good Lady done, 
Bur ſpoke che harme, that is by others done? 
Conſt, Which harme withia it ſelfe ſo heynous 1s, 
As 1t makes harmcfaull all that ſpeake of it. 
Arthwr. 1 doe beicech you Madame be content. 
'Coxft, If chouthat bidſt me be content, wert grim 
Vegly,and flandrous to thy Mothers wombe, 
Full of unpleaſing blots, and Gghtlefle Raines, 
Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, 
Parch'd with toule Moles, and cye-oftending markes, 
I would not care, I then would be content, 
For then I ſhould not love thee : no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a Crowne. 
But thouart faire, andart thy birth (deere boy) 
Nature and Fortune joyn'd to make thee great. 
Of Natm es gifts, thou mayft with Lillies boaſt, 
And with the halte blowne Roſe. But Fortune,ob, 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and wonne from thee, 
Stvadulterates hourely with thine Vnckle 7obn, 
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread downe faire reſpe& of Soveraignty, 
And made his Majeſty the bawd to bees 
France is a Bawd to Fortune, and king John, 
Thar ſtrumpet Fortune, that uſurping John: 
Tell me thou fcllow, 1s not France forſworne ? 
Envenom him with words, or get thee gone, 
And leave thoſe woes alone, which 1 alone 
Am bound ro under-beare. 
Sal. Pardon me Madam, 
I may not goe without you to the kings. 
Conſt. Thou may{t,thou ſhalt,l will not goe withthec, 
I will inſtru my {orrowes to be proud, 
For greif is proud, and makes his owner ſtoope; 
To me andto the (tate of my great greite, 
Let kingsaſſemble : for my greife's ſo great, 
Thar no ſupporter but the huge firme carth 
Can hoid it up ; here I and ſorrowes ſit, 


| Here is my Throne, bid kings come bou to it. 


All 


Led _— 
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eAfus Tertius, Scana prima. 


Enter King lobs, France , Dolphin, Blanch, Elianor, Philip, 
Auſtria, Conſtance, 


Frey. *Tistrae (faire daughter) and this bleſſed day, 

Ever in Fraxce ſhall be kept teſtiuall : 
Toſolemnize this day the glorious ſunne | 
Stayes in his courſe,and playes the Alchymiſt, , 
Turning with ſplendor of his precious eye 

The meager cloddy earth to glittering gold ; 
The yearcly courſe thar brings this day avout, 
Ghail never ſee it, buta holy day. : 

ont, A wicked day, andnot a holy aay. 
What hath this day deſeru'd? what hath it done, 
Thatitin golden letters ſhould beſet 
Among the high rides in the Kalender ? 
Nay, rather turne this day out of the weeke, 
ſhisday of ſhame, oppreſſion, perjury. | 
Orif it muſt ſtand (ill, ler wives with child 
Pray that their burrhens may not tall this day, 
Le that their hopes prodigiouſly be crolt : 
Bar (on this day) let Sea-men feare no wracke, 
No bargaines breake that are not this day made; 
Thisday al! things begun, come to ill end, 
Yea, faith it ſelfe to hollow falſhood change. 

Fran, By heaven Lady, you ſhall have no cauſe 
To curſe the faire proceedings of this day ; 

Havel notpawn'd to you my Majeſty ? ; 

{onft, You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit 
Reſembling Majeſty, which being touch'd and ride, 
Proves valueleſle : you are forſworne; forſworne, 

You camein Armes toſpill mine cnemies bloud, 
| | Butnow in Armes, you ftrengthen it with yours. 

| Thegrapling vigor, and rough frowne of Warre 
lscold in amity, and painted peace, 

And our oppreſſion had made up this league : 

Arme, arme, you heavens, againtt theſeperjur'd Kings, 
A widdow cries, be husband to me(heavens) 

Let not the houres of this ungodly day 

Were out the dayes in peace : but ere Sun-ſct, 

St armed diſcord*twixt theſe perjur'd Kings, 

Heare me, Oh, heare me. 

eAuſt, Lady Conſtance, peaces 

(ont. Warre, warre, no peace, peace isto meawarre: 
OLymeges, O Auſtria, thou doſt ſhame 
Thatbloudy ſpoile:thou ſlave,thou wretch,thou coward, 
Thou little valiant, great in villany, 

Thou ever ſtrong vpon the ſtronger ſide ; 
Thou Fortunes Champion, that do'ſt never fight 
But when her humourous Ladiſhip is by 
Toteach thee fafery : thou art perjur'd too, 
And footh'ſt up greatnefle. W hata foole art thou, 
A ramping foole, to brag, and ſtamp, and ſweare, 
Vpon tny party : thou cold blouded {lave, 
Haſtthou nor ſpok@like thunder on my fide? 
beeneſworne my ſouldicr, bidding me depend 
Vpon thy ſtarres, thy fortune, andthy firength, 
Aud doſtthou now fall over to my foes? 
hou weare a Lyons hide? doff it ſor ſhame, 
And hang a Calves skin onthoſe recreant limbes- 
Auf, Othat aman ſhould ſpeake thoſe words to me« 
Phil, And hanga Calves skinon thoſe recrcantlimbes. 
ff. Thou dar'ſt notſay fo villainefor thy life. 


EST 


| 


T— 


Phil. And hang a Calves skin on thoſe recreantlimbs. 
lohn. Welike not this, thou doft forget thy ſeife, 
Emer Pandulph:; 
Frar. Hcere comes the holy Legat of the Pope: 
Pan, Haile youannointed deputies of heaven 
To thee King /ohe my holyerrand is & 
I Pands/ph, of faire Millane Cardinall, 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate heere, 
Doe io his name religiouſly demand - 
Why thou againſt the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wiltully doſt ſpurne ; and force perforce 
Keepe Srephen Largtonchoſen Arſhbiſhop 
Of Canterbury from that holy Sea : 
This in our forcſaid holy Fathersname 
Pope Innocent, I doe demand of thee. 

{obn, What carthy nameto interrogatories 
Can taſt the free breath of a ſacred King ? 
Thoucanſt not (Cardinall) deviſea name 
So {light, unworthy, and ridicnlous 
Tocharge me to an anſwer, as the Pope : 

Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England, 
Adde thus much more, that no /taliar Prieſt 
Shall tythe or toll in our dominions : 
Bur as we, under heaven, are ſupreame head, 
So under himrhat great ſupremacy 
Where we doe reigne, we will alone uphold 
Withour th'affiftance of a mortall hand : 
So tell the Pope, all reverence ſet apart 
To him and his uſurp'd authority: 
Fran. Brother of England, you blaſpheme in this, 
Tobn. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriftendome 
Arc led ſo groſlely by this medling Prieſt, 
Dreading the curſethat money may buy our, 
And by the tnerit of vilde gold, drofſc, duſt, 
Purchaſe corrupted pardon of a man, 
W hointhatfale ſels pardon from himſelfe : 
Though you, and all the reſt ſo groſlely led, 
This jagling witch-craft with revenue cheriſh, 
YetI alone, alone doe me oppoſe 
Againſt the Pope, and count his friends my foes, 
Pard. Then by the lawfull power that | have, 
Thou ſhalt ſtand carſt, and excommunicate, 
And blefſed ſhall he bethat doth revolt 
From his Allegeancetoan heretique, 
And meritorious ſhall that hand be call'd, 
Canonized and worſhipp'd asa Saint, 
Thattakes away by any ſecret courſe 
Thy hatefulllife 
Cont. O lawfull let itbe 


That I haveroome with Rometocutſea while, | 


Good Father Cardinall, cry thou Amen 
To my «cene curſes; for without my wrong. 


| There is no tongue{hath power tocurſe him right» 


Pan, There's lawand warrant(Lady) for my curſes 
Conft. And for mineroo, when law can doe no right. 
Let it be lawfull, that Law barre no wrong : 
Law cannot give my child his kingdome heere ; 
For he that holds his kingdome, holds the law : 
Therefore ſince Law it ſeife 1s perfe& wrong, 
How can the Law forbid my tongue to curic? 
Pand. Philip of France, on perill of a curſe, 
Let goe the hand of that Arch-heretique, 
And raiſe the power of France upon his head, 
Vnleſle he doe ſubmit himſelfe to Rome. | 
za Look'ſtthou pale France?do notlergo thy hand. 


{o»#t, Looke to that devill, leſt that France _ 4 
x n 
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d by difioyning hands hell loſe a ſoule. 
yp Kiag Phibp, liſten to the Cardinall. 
Baſt. And hanga Calves-skin on his recreant limbes, 
Azuſt. Well rujjan, I muſt pocket up theſe wrongs, 
- | Becauſe, 
Baſt. Your breeches beſt may carry them. 
Toh. Philip, what ſaiſt thouto the Cardinal] ? 
{en, What ſhould he ſay, but asthe Cardinal] ? 
Dolph. Bethinke you father ,fer the difterence 
Is purchaſe of a heavy curſe from Rowe, 
Oc thelight loſſe of England, for a friend : 
Forgoe the eaſier. 
Bla, That isthe curſe of Rome . | 
| Con. O Lewis, ſtand faſt, the devilltewpts thee heere. 
In likenefſe ofa new untrimmed Bride, : 
Bla. The Lady Conſtance ſpeakes not from her faith, 
But from her need. 
| Conff, Oh, if thou grant my necd, ; 
Whichonely lives but by the death of faith, - 
That need, muſt needs inferre this principle, 
That faith would live againe by death of need: _ 
O thentread downe my need, and faith mounts up, 
Keepe my need up,and faith is trodden downe, 
Tohn. The kind is moved,and anſwers notto this. 
Conf. O be remov'd from him, and anſiver well: 

_ eAuſt. Doe ſo king Philip, hang no more in doubt. 
Baſt. Hang nothing buta Calves-skin moſt ſweet lout. 
Fran, 1 amperplext, and know not what toſay. 

Pan. What canſtthou ſay, but will perplex thee more? 
If thou ſtand excommunicate, and curſt ? 

Fran, Good reverend father, make my perſon yours, 
And tell me how you would beſtow your {eltc ? 
This royall hand, and mine are newly knit, 

And the conjunQion of oyr inward ſoules 
Married in league, coupled, and link'd together 
With all religious ſtrength of ſacred vowes: 
Thelateſt breath that gave the ſound of words 
Was deepe-{worne faith, peace, amity, true love 
Betweene our kingdomes and our royall ſelves, 
And even before thistruce, but new before, 
No-longer than we well could waſh our hands, 
To clap this royall bargaine up of peace, ; 
Heaven knowes they were beſmear'd and over-ſtaind 
' With ſlanghterspencill ; where revenge did paint 
The fearefull difference of incenſ{ed kings: 

And ſhall theſe hands ſolately purg'd of blord ? 
So newly joyn'd in love ? ſo ſtrong in both, 

{ Vnyokethis ſeyſure, andthis kind regreer ? 

Play faſt and looſe with faith ? ſo jeſt with heaven, 
Make ſuch unconſtant children of our ſclves 
Asnow againe to ſnatch our palme from palme : 
Vn-ſweare faith iworne,arnd on the marriage bed 
Of ſmiling peace to march a bloody hoaſt, 

And makea ryot on the gentle brow 

Oftrue ſincerity ? O holy fir 

My reverend father, let it not be ſo; 

Out of your grace, deviſe, ordaine, impoſe 

Some gentle order, and then we ſhall be bleſt 

'| Todoe your pleaſure, and continue friends. | 

Panda. Allforme is formeleſſe,Order orderlefle, 
Save whatis oppoſite to Englards love. 
Thereforeto Armes, be Champion of our Church, 
Or let the Church our mother breathe her curſe, 
A mothers curſe, on her revolting ſonne, 

France, thou maiſt hold aſerpent by the tongue, 
A caſcd Lion by the mortall paw, ; 


| 


| 
| 


an... 


A faſting Tyger ſafer by the tooth, 

Than keepe in peace that hand whichthou doſt hold, 
Fran, 1 may difioyne my hand, but not my faith, 
Pend. So mak'ſ} thou faith an enemy to faith, 

And like a civill warre ſerſt oath to oath, 

Thy tongue againſt thy tongue. O let thy vow 


'| Firſt madeto heaven, firſt be to heavenperform'd, 


Thatis, to bethe Champion of our Church, 
What ſince thouſwor'ſt, is ſworne againk thy ſclfe, 
And may not beperformed by thy ſelte, 
For that which thou haſt (worne to doe amiſſe, 
Is not amifle when it 1s truely done : 
And being not done, where doing tendsto ill, 
The truth js then moſt done not doing it : 
The better Ac of purpoſes miſtooke, 
Is to miſtake againe, though indireR, 
Yetindiretion thereby growes direc, 
And falſehood, falſchood cures, as fire cooles fire 
Within the ſcorched veines of one new burn'd, 
It is religion that doth make vowes kept, 
But thou haſt ſworne againſt religion : 
By what thou ſwear'ſt againſt the thing thou ſweat'ſ}, 
And mak'it an oath tte ſurety for thy ruth, 
Againlt an oath the truth , thou art unſure 
To {weare, ſwearesonely not to be forſworne, 
Elfe what a mockery ſhould it be toſweare ? 
But thou doſt ſweare, onelyto be forſworne, 
And moſt for{worne, to keepe what thou doſt ſyyeare, 
Therefore thy later vowes, againſtthy firſt, 
Is in thy ſclte rebelliontothy ſclfe : 
And better conqueſt never canſtthou make, 
Than arme thy conſtant and thy nobler parts 
Againſt theſc giddy looſe ſuggeſtions : 
Vpen which betrer part, our prairs come in 
It thou vouchſaterhem. But ifnot, then know 
The perili of our curſeslighron thee 
So heavy, as thou ſhalt not ſhake them off 
But 1n deſpaire, dye under their blacke weight, 
Auſt. Rebellion, fiat rebellion. 
Baſt, Wil't not be ? 
Will nota Calves-skin ſtop that mouth of thine ? 
Daal, Father,to &rmes., 
Blazch. Vpon thy wedding day ? 
Againſt the blood that thou haſt married ? 
VW hat, ſhall our feaſt be kept with Naughtered men? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churltth drums 
Clamors of hell, be meaſures to our pompe ? 
O husband heare me : aye, alacke, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ? even for that natne 
Whichtill this time my rongue did necre pronounce ; 
Vpon my knee I beg, goenot to Armes 


| Againſt mine Vncle, 


Conſt. O, upon my knee made hard with kneeling, 
I doe pray to thee, thou vertuous Daulphsn, 
Alter not the doome fore-thought by heaven. 
Blan, Now ſhall I ſeethy love, what motive nuy 
Be ſtronger withthee, thanthe name of wite ? 
Conſt, That which upholdeth him, tharthee upholds 
His honor, Oh thine honor, Lews thine honor. 
Dolph, 1 muſe your Majeſty dothſeeme ſo ccld, 
When ſuch profound reſpects doe pull you on ? 
Pand. I will denounce a curſe upon his head. 
Fra.Thou ſhalt not need. Eglard,1 will fall fromthe: 
Coxſt. O faire returne of baniſh'd Majeſty. 
Elea. O foule revolt of French inconltancy; | 
Eng.France,thou ſhalt rue this houre within this _ 
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Baft.Old Time the clocke etter,that bald ſexton Time: 
Ts it as he will3 well then, Fraxce ſhall rue. | 
Bla. The Sun's orecalt with bloud : faire day adieu, 
Which is the ſide that I muſt goe withall ? 
Tam with both, each Army hath a hand, 
Andin their rage, I having hold of both, 
They whurle a-ſunder, and diſmember me. 
od I cannot pray that thou mailt winne : 
yncle, I needs mult pray that thou mailt loſe : 
Father, I may not wiſh the fortune thine : _ 
Grandam ,I will not wiſh thy withesthrive : 
Who ever ywinnes, on that fide ſhall I loſe ; 
Aſſured lofſe, before the match be plaid, 
Doph. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies, 
Bla, There where my fortune lives, there my life dies, 
John. Coſen, goe draw our puiſance together, 
France, lam burn'd up with inflaming wrath, 
Arage, whoſe heat hath this condition; 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood and deereſt valucd bloud of France, 
Frav. Thy rage ſhall burne thee up,and thou ſhalt turne 
Toaſhes, ere our blood ſhall quench that fire : 
Looke to thy ſelfe, thou art in jeopardy. 
John. No more then he that threats. To Armsle'ts hie. 
E xetnt. 


——— 


Scena Secunda, 


eAllarums, Excurſions : Enter Baftard with Auſtria's 
head. 


Baſt. Now by my life,this day grows wondrous hot, 
Some ayery devil hovers 1n the skie, 
And pour's downe miſchicte. Axffrias head ly there, 
Enter John, Arthur, Habert. 
While Philip breathes, 
obs. Habert, keepe this boy: Philip make up, 
My Mother 1s affatled in our Tent, 
And tane I feare. 
Baff. My Lord Ireſcued her. 
Her Highneſle is in ſafety, feare you not ; 
But on my Leige, for very little paines 


Willbring this labour roan happy end, Exit. 


Baſtard, Hubert, Lords, 


lohn, So ſhall it be : your grace ſhall ſtay behind 
So trongly guarded : Coſen, looke nor fad, 
Tty Grandame loves thee, and thy Vnkle will 
Asdeere be to thee, asthy farther was. 
Arth, Othis will make my mother dic with gricte. 
loha, Coſen away for E»glarnd, baſte before, 
Andere our comming ſeethou ſhake the bags 
Of hoording Abbots, impriſoned angels 
Setar liberty : the far ribs of peace 
Muſt by the hungry now befed upon : 
Vſe ourcommiſſion in his utmoſt force. 
Baft. Bell, Booke,and Candle, ſhall not drive me backe, 
When gold and filver becks me to come on. 
I leaveyour highnefſe : Grandame, I will pray 
(IfeverIrememberto be holy) 
For your faire ſafety : ſo I kifle your hand. 
Ele, Farewellgentle Coſen, * 


Am 


Alarums, excurſions, Retreat, Enter [ohn, Eleanor, Arthur , 


Tha. Coz, farewell. 
Ele. Come hether little kinſman, harke,a word, 
Tohn, Come hcther Hubert. O my gentle Habert, 
We owe thee much : withinthis wailof fleſh 
There is a foule counts thee her Creditor, 
Anda with advantage meanes to pay thy tove : 
And my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives 1n this boſome, deerely cheriſhed, 
Give methy hand, I had a thing to ſay, 
Bur I will ficit with ſome better tune. - + 
By heaven FHwaberr, Iamalmoſt aſham'd 
To ſay what good reſpe& T have of thee. 
Hub. Tam much bounden to your Majeſty. 
lohn, Good friend, thou haſt no cauſe to fay ſo yet, 
Bur thou ſhalt have: and creepe time neere ſo ſlow, 
Yet1t ſhall come, for me todoe thee good. 
I had athing to fay, butler it goe : 
TheSunne 15 in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleaſures ofthe world, 
Is all roo wanton, and too full of gawdes. 
To give me audicnce ; 1fthe midnight bell 
Did with bis iron tongue, and brazen mouth 


| Sound on Into the drowzy race of night ; 


It this ſame werea Church-yard where we ſtand, 
And thou poſſeſſed with a thonſand wrongs : 
Or if that ſurly ſpirit melancholy 
Had bak'd thy bleud, and made it heavy, thicke, 
Whichelſe runnes tickling up and downe the veines, 
Making that idiot laughter keepc mens eyes, 
And ſtraine their checkesto idle merriment, 
A pailion hatefull to my purpoſes x | 
Or it that thou could{i ſee me without eyes, - 
Heare me without thine cares, and make reply 
Withouta tongue, uſing conceit alone, 
Without eyes;eares, and harmefull ſound of words ; 
Then, 1n deſpight of brooded watchfull day , 
I would into thy boſome poure my thoughts : 
But (ab) 1 will nor, yet I love thee well, 
And by my troth I thinke thou lowſ we well. 
Hub. Sowe!'l, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my death were adjuntro my AR, 
By heaven I would Coe it, 
/okn, Doc not I know thou would(t ? 
Good Haberr, Hubert, Habert,throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : lle tell thee what my triend, 
He 15a very (erpentin my way, 
And whereſoere this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lyes before me : doſt thou underſtand me ? 
Thou art his keeper. 
Hub. Andile keepe himſo, 


"That he ſhall not offend your Majeſty; 


John. Death. 
Hub. My Lord. 
Ton. A Grave, 
Hub, He ſhall not live, 
 Tohn. Enough. | 
I could be merry now, Hubert, T love thee. 
Wcl, Ile not ſsy what intend for thee : 
Remember : Madam, fare you well. 
Ile ſend thoſe powers o're to your Majeſty. 
Ele. My bleſſing goe with thee. 
loha. For Ezglanrd Coen, goe. 
Habert ſhall be your man, attend on you _ _ | 
With all truce ducty : ou toward Callice, hots 
E xennt. 
L 


——— 
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Scena T ertia. 


Enter France, Dolphin, Pandupho, Attendants. 


Fra. So by a roaring Tempeſt on the flood, 
A whole Armado of convicted faile 
Is ſcattered and difioyned from fellowſhip. 
Pand. Courage and comfort, all ſhall yet goe well. 


Fran, What can goe well, when we have runne ſo ill? 


' Are wenot beaten ? Is not Aygiers loſt ? 
Arthur tane priſoner ? divers deere friends {laine ? 
And bloudy England into England gone, 
Ore-bearing interruption ſpight of France ? 

Dol. Whathe hath won, that bath he fortificd : 
So hot aſpeed, withſuch advice diſpoſ'd, 
Such temperate oxder in ſo fierce a cauſe, 
| Doth want example : who hath read, or heard 
Of any kindred-actionlike to this ? 


Fray. Well could I beare that £»g/andliad this praiſe, 


So wecould finde ſome patterne of our ſhame. 
Enter ( onſtance. 
Looke who comes here? a grave untoa ſoule, 
Holding th'eternall ſpirit againſt her will, 
In the vilde priſon of afflicted breath ; 
I prethee Lady goe away with me. | 
{onft. Lo,now:now ſeethe iſſue of your peace. 


Fran, Patience good Lady, comfort gentle Conſtance, 


Conf. No, I deticall counſel! , allredreſle, 
But that which ends all counſell, true redrefle ; 
| Death, death, O amiable, lovely death, 

Thou odoriferous ſtench : ſound rottenneſle, 
Ariſe forth from the couch offaſting night, 

Thou hate and terror to proſperity, 

And I will kiſſe thy deteſtable bones. 

And put my cyeballs in thy vaulty browes, 

And ring theſe fingers with thy houſhold wormes, 
And Rop this gap of breath with fulſome duſt, 
And be a Carrion Monſter like thy ſelfe ; 

Come, grin on me, and I will thinke thou ſmil'ſt, 
And bufle thee as thy wife ; Miſerics love, 
Ocometome, | 

Fran. O faire affli&ion, peace. 

Con#t. No, no, I will got, having breath to cry : ' 
O that my tongue were in the thunders mouth , 
Then with apaſſionI would ſhake the world, 
| And rowze from flegpe that fell Anatomy 
Which cannot heare a Ladies feeble voyce, 
Which ſcornesa moderne invocation, 

Pand. Lady, you utter madnefle, and not ſorrow. 

(enſt. Thouart holy to belye me ſo, 

I am not mad : this baireI teare is mine, 
My name 1s (on#arce, I was Geffreyes wife, 
Yong Arthur is my fonne, and he is loſt : 
| I am net mad, I would to heaven I ywere, 
For then'tislike I ſhould forget my ſelf : 
O, if Icould, what griefe ſhould I forget ? 
Preach ſome Philoſophy to make me mad, 
And thou ſhalt be Canoniz'd (Cardinall) 
For, being not mad, bur ſenfible of greefe, 
My reaſonable partpreduces reaſon 
| How I may be deliver'd of theſe woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang my ſelfe : 
If I were mad, I ſhould forget my ſqnne, 


þ 


Or madly thinke a babe of clowts were he ; 
lamnot mad : too well, too we 11 I feele 
Thedifferent plague ofcach calamity. 
Fran. Bind up thoſe treſſes : O what love I note 
In the fairemulticude of thoſe her haires ; 
Where but by chance a ſilver drop hath falne, 
Even to that drop ten thouſand wiery fiends 
Doe glew themſelves inſociable griefe, 
Like true, inſeparable, faithfull loves, 
Sticking together in calamity. 
Conft, To England, if you will. 
Fran. Bind up your haires. | 
Conft. Yesthat I-will : and wherefore will I doit? 
I tore them from their bonds, and cride aloud, 
O, that theſe hands could ſo redeeme my ſonne, 
Asthey have given theſe hayrestheir liberty x 
But now I envy at their liberty, 
And willagaine commit thei to their bonds, 
Becauſe my poore child isapriſoner. 
And father Cardinall, I have heard you ſay - 
That we ſhall ſee and know our friends in heayen ; 
If that be true, I ſhall ſee my boy againe : 
For ſince the birth of (ae, the firſt male-child 
To him that did but yeſterday ſuſpire, 
There was not ſuch a gracious creature borne ; 
But now will Canker-ſorrow cate my bud, 
And chaſe the native beauty from his checke, 
And he will looke as hollow as a Ghoſt, 
As dim and meager as an Agues fit, 
And ſo hee'll dye : and riſing ſo againe, 
W ken I ſhall meet him inthe Court of heaven 
I ſhall not know him : therefore never, never 
Muſt I behold my pretty Arthur more. 
Pand. You hold too heynous a reſpe& of greefe. 
Conft, He taikesto me, thatnever had a ſonne. 
Fran, Youare as fond of greefe, as of yaur child: 
(conf. Greefe fils the roome up of my abſent child: 
Lyesin his bed, walkes up and downe with me, 
Puts on his pretty lookes, repeates his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuffes out his vacant garments with his forme ; 
Then, have I reaſon tobe fond of griefe? | 
Fare you well: had you ſach a loficas I, 


1 could give better comfort than you doe. 


L will not keepe this forme upo.: my head, 

When there is ſuch diſorder in my wit: 

O Lord, my boy, my efrtber, my faire ſonne, 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world - | 

My widow-comfort, and my ſorrowes cure. Exit 
Fras. I feare ſome outrage, and ile foilow her. &x#, 
Dol. There's nothing in this world can make me oj: 

Life is as tedious as a twice-told talc, 

Vexing the dull eare of a drowſie man 

And bitter ſhame hath ſpoyl'd the ſweet words taſte, 


| That it yeelds nought but ſhame and bitterneſle, 


Pana. Before the curing of a ſirong dilcale, 
Even in the inſtant of repaire and health, 
The fitis ſtrongeſt ; evils that take Jeave 
On their ceparture, molt of all ſhew evill : 
W hat have you loſt by lofing of rhis day ? 
Del. All dayes of glory, joy, and happineſſe. 
Pand, If you had won it, certainely you had. 
No, no : when Fortune meanesto men moſt good, 
Shee lookes upon them wich a threatrung eye : 
'Tis ſtrange tothinke how much King Jeb» hath loſt 


In this which he accounts ſo clearely wonne : 4 
re 
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not you griev'd that ether is his priſoner ? 
6g) 7 wn as he is glad he hath him. 
Pand. Your mind isailas youthfall as your blood. 
Now heare ae fpeake with a propherticke ſpirit : 
For even the breath of what F meaneto ſpeake, 
Shall blow each duſt, cach ſtraw, cach lirtle rub 
Out of the path which ſhall directly leade | 
ſhy foote to Englands Throne. And therefore mark ; 
[obn hath ſeiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be, ; 
| That whiles warme life playes in that mfants veines, 
| The mi{ſ-plac'd-/obo ſhouid entertaine an houre, 
One minute, aay one quiet breath of reſt, 
A Scepter ſnatch'd withan unruly hand, 
Muſt be as boyſterouſly maintain'das gain'd, 
And he that ſtands upon a ſlipp ry place, 
Makes nice of no vilde hold to ſtay him up : 
That 7obrz may ſtand, then e-tbrr needs muſt fall, 
Sobe it, for it cannot be bur ſo, | 
Dol, But whart ſhall I gaine by yong efrrhurs fall ? 
Pard. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wite, 
Maychen make all the claime that ether did. 
Dot- And loſe it, life and all, as « Arthar did. 
 Pard, How greene you are,and freſh in this old world? 
los layes you plots: the times conſpire with you, 
For he tha: ſteepes his ſefery in true blood, 
Shall find bat bloody ſafery, and untrue. 
ThisA& ſoevilly borne {hall coole the hearts 
| Of all hispeople, and freeze up their zeale, 
| That none ſo ſmalladvantage ſhall ſtep forth 
Tochecke his reigne, but they will cheriſh it. 
| Nonaturallexhalation inthe skie, 
] Noſcope of Nature, no diltemper'd day, 
Nocounmon wind, no cuſtomed event, 
Batthey will plucke away his narurall cauſe, 
And callthem Meteors, prodigies, and ſignes, 
Abbortives, preſages, and tongues of heaven, 
{ Plainely denouncing vengeance upon Job, 
| Dol. May be he will uot touch yong Arthurrlite, 
| Bathold himſclfe ſafe in his priſonment. 
Pard. O Sir, when he ſhall heare of your approach, 
If that yong e-4r#hwr be not gore already, 
en at thatnewes he dies-: and thenthe hearts 
Ofall his people ſhall revolt from him, 
And kifſe the lippes of unacquainted change, 
And picke ftrong matter of revolt, and wrath 
Outof the bloody fingers ends of ſohn. 
Mc thinkes I ſee this hurley all on foot ; 
And O, what better matter breeds for you, 
Than Thavenam'd, The baſtard Falconbridge 
Is1ow in England ranſacking the Charch, 
Oftending Charity : If but a dozen French 
{ Were there in Armes, they would be as a Call 
Totraineten thouſand Engliſh to their ſide ; 
Oras alittle ſnow,tumbled abour, 
Anon becomes a Mountaine, O noble Dolphine, 
Go with me to the King,tis wonderfull, 
What may be wrought out of their diſcontent, 
Now that their ſoules are top#till of offence, 
| For Engiand go;l will/vghe 
Dot. Strong reatT 
It you ſay 1,the King 


32 actions : let us go, 
Exery. 
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eAin Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Exntey Hubert and Executioners. 


| Hub. Heate me theſe Irons hot, and lookethou ſtand 


Within the Arras : when Iſtrike my foot 

Vpon the boſome of the ground, ruth forth | 
And binde the boy, which you ſhall finde with me 
Faſt to the chaire ; be heedfall : hence and watch. 

Exec, I hope your warrant will beare out the deed, 

Hub. Vncl:anly fcruples teare nor you : looke too't. 
Yong Lad come forth ; I have to ſay with you. 

 @mereArthuy, 

e 4 Good morrow Hsberr. 

Hb. Good morrow little Prince. | 

Ar. As little Prince, having ſo great a Title 
To be more Prince, as may be : you are ſad, 

Hb. Indeed I have beene merrier. 

Art. *Mercic onme : 
Me thinkes no body ſhould be fad but I : 
YetI remember, when I was in Fance, 
Yong Gentlemen would be as {ad as night 
Onely for wantonnefſe: by my Chriſtendome, 
SoI were out of priſon,andkept Sheepe | 
I ſhould be as as merrie as the day is long : 
And fo I would be heere, but that I doubt 
My Vnckle praiſes more harmeto me ; -> 
He isaffraid of me, and I of him : 
Is it my fault, that I was Geffreyesſonne ? 
No indeed it's not ; and I would to heaven 
L were your ſonne, {o you would love me, Hubers : 

Hub. IfI talke to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercie, which lies dead ; 
Therefore I will be ſodaine,and diſpatch. 

Ar. Are you ſicke Hubert? you looke pale to day, 
Inſooth I would you were a little ficke. 

That I might fit all night,and watch with you. 
I warrant | love you more than you do me. 

Hub. His words do takepoſſeſlion of my boſome. 
Reade here yong Arthwv. How now fooliſh rheume? 
Turning difpittous torture out of doore ? 

I muſt be breefe, leaſt reſolution drop 
Our a: mine eyes, in tender womanith teares. 
Can you not reade it? Is itnor faire writ ? 
Ar, Too fairely Huberr,for ſo foule effet, 
Muſt you with hot Irons, burne out bath mine eyes? 

Hb. Yong Boy, I mult. . 

Art. And wil you? 

Hub. And1I will. | 

Art. Haveyou the heart? When your head did but 

ake, 
I knit my hand-kercher about your browes 
(The beſt 1 had,aPrinceſſe wrought it me) 
And I did never aske it you againe : 
And with my hand,at midnight held your head ; 


| And like the watchfull minutes,tothe houre, 


Stilland anon cheer'd up the heavy time; 

Saying, whatlacke you ?. and where lies your greefe ? 
Or what good love may T performe tor you? 

Many a poore mans ſonne would haue lyen ſtill, 

And ne're have ſpokea loving word to you : 

But you,at your ficke ſervice hada Prince : 

Nay, you may thinke my love was crattie love, 
Andcall it cunning. Do,and 4 you will, 
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If heaven bepleaſd that you muſt uſe me ill, 
Why then you muſt. Will you pur out minceyes* 
"Theſe eyes, that never did, nor never ſhall 
, $0 much as frowne on you. _ 
| Hzb. I haveſworneto doe it : TY. 
And with hot Irons muſt I burne them out. 
' e-4r. Ah, none but in this Iron Age, would dee it : 
; The Iron of it ſelfe, though heate red hot, 
Approaching neere theſe eyes, would drinke my teares, 
And quench this fiery indignation, 
| Even inthe matter of mine innocence ; 
Nay, after that ,conſume away in ruſt, 
But for containing firero harme mine eye : 
Are you more ſtubborne bard, than hammer'd Iron ? 
And if an Angell ſhould have come to me, 
And told me Hubert ſhould put out mineeyes, 
I would not have beleev'd him : notongue but Huberts. 
Hub. Come forth: Doe asI bid you doe. 
eAr. O fave me Hubert, ſave me : my eyes are out 
Even with the fierce lookes of theſe bloody men. 
Hub. Give me the Iron I ſay, and bind him heere. 
Art. Alas, what ned you be ſo boiſtrous rough ? 
I will not firuggle, 1 will and ſtone ſhll ; 
For heaven ſake Hubert let me not be bound : | 
Nay heare me Hubert drive theſe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet asa Lamb. 
I willnot ſtirre, nor wince, nor ſpeakea word, 
Nor looke upon the Iron angerly : 
Thruſt but theſe men away, and Ile forgive you, 
| 
"Whatever torment you doe put me too. -— |» 
Hzxb. Goe ſtand within: let me alone with hint. 
Exec, I am beſt pleaſ'd tobe from ſuchadeed. 
Art. Alas, I then have chid away my friend, 
He hatha ſterne looke, but a gentle heart : 
Let him come backe, that his compaſſion may 
Givelife to yours. 
Hub. Come (Boy )prepare your ſelfe. 
eArt. Is there no remedy ? 
Hz#b. None, but toloſe your eyes. : 
Art, O heaven: that there were but a moth in yours, 
A graine,aduſt, a gnat, a wandering haire, 
Any annoyance in that precious ſenle. - 
Then feeling what ſmall things are boyſterous there 
Your vilde intent muſt needs ſeeme horrible. 


Art. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues, 
Muſt needs want pleading for a paire of eyes : 
Let me not hold my tongue : let me not Haber, 
Or Hnabert,if you will cut out my tongue, 
So I may keepe mine eyes: O ſpare mine eyes, 
| Though tono uſe, bur {till to looke on you. 
Loe, by my troth, the inftrument is cold, 
And would nor harme me. 

Hwub, I can heate it, boy. 

Art. No, in good ſooth : the fire1s dead with gricfe, 
Being create for comfort, to beu{'d 
Inundeſerved extreames : Seeelſe your ſelfe, 
There is no malice in this burning cole, 
The breath of heaven, hathblowne his ſpirit our, 
And ſtrew'd repentant aſhes on his head. 

Hub. But with my breath I canreviue it Boy. 
Art. And if you doe, you will but make ir bluſh, 

And glow with ſhame of your proceedings, Haber: : 
Nay, it perchance will ſparkle in your eyes : 
And, like a dogge that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatch at his Maſter that doth tarre him on. 


_ —_r_s 


] Allthings that you ſhoulduſero doe me wrong 


Hub. Isthis your promiſe? Go too, hold your tongue. 


pm . 


Deny their office : onely you doe lacke 
That mercy, which fierce fire, and Iron extends, 
Creatures of note for mercy;lacking uſes. * 

Hab. Well, ſee to live ; I willnot touch thine eye, 
Forall the Treaſure that thine Vnckle owes, 
Yetam1T ſworne, and I did purpoſe, Boy, 

With this ſame very Iron, to burne them out: 

Art. Onow you lookelike Hubert. Allthis while 
You were diſguiſ'd. | 

Hub. Peace: no more. Adieu, 

Your Vnckle muſt not know. but you art dead. 
Ile fill theſe dogged Spies with falſe reports :1 
And, pretty.child, fleepe doubtlefſe, and ſecure, 
That Hwuberz for the wealth of all the world, 
Will nat offend thee, 

Art. O heaven !I thanke you Hebert, 

Hab. Silence, no more : goe cloſely in with me; 
Much danger doe I undergoe for thee. Exewn, 


Scena Secunda. 


——— 


Enter John, Pembroke, Salibyry, and other lords, 

John, Heere once againe we ſit : once againſt crown'd 
And look'd upon, I hope, with chearefull eyes. 

Pew. Thus once againe (but that your highneſle pleaſ?) 
Was once ſuperfluous ; you were Crown'd before, 
And that high Royalty was ne're pluck'd off: 

The faiths of men,ne're ſtained with revolt : 

Freſh expeRation troubled not the Land 

With any leng'd-for-change, or better State. | 
Sal. Therefore, to be poſlef!'d with double pompe, 


| Toguard aTitle, that was rich before ; 


To gild refined gold, to paint the Lilly ; 
To throw apertume onthe Violet, 

To ſmooth the yce, or adde another hew 
Vntothe Raine-bow ; or with Taper-light 


| Toſecke the beauteous eye of heaven to garniſh, 


Is waſtefull, and ridiculous exccfle. 

Pem. But that your Royall pleaſure muſt be done, 
This ace is as an ancient tale new told, 
And, in the laſt repeating, troubleſome, 


| Being urged ata time unſcaſonable. 


$4. In this the Anticke, and wciinoted face 

Of plaine old forme, is muchdisfigured, 

And like a ſhifted winde umoa faule, 

It makesthe courſe of thoughts to fetch about, 
Startles, and frights conſideration ; 

Makes ſound opinion ſicke, and truth ſuſpeRed, 
For putting on ſonew a faſhion'd robe. 

Perm, When workemen ſtrive to doe better than we, 
They doe confound their skill in covetouſneſle, 
And oftentimes excuſing gf a fault, 

Doth make the faultthe worſe by th'excuſe : 
Ag patches ſetuponallittle breach, | 
Diſcredite more in hiding of the fault, 

Than didthe fault before it was ſo patch'd, | 
Sal. TothiscffeR, before you werenew crowns 
We breath'd our Councell : but itplea('d your highndl 

To over-beare it, and weareall wellpleal'd, 

Since all, and every part of what we would 

Doth makea ſtand, at what your highneſſe will, Fe 
ob, 
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| Joh. Some reaſons ofthis double Coronatien 


[ have poſſeſt you with, and thinkethem ſtrongs 
And more, more ſtrong, then leſle is my feare 

T ſhall indue yon with : Meane time, but aske 
What you would have reforra'd, that is not well, 
And well ſhall you perceive, how willingly 

I will both heare, and grant you your requeſts: 
Pem. Then 1, as one thatam the tongue of theſe 
To ſound the purpoſes of all their hearts, 

Both for my ſclfe, and them : but chiete of all 

Your {afety : for the which, my ſelfe and them 


| Bend their beſt udics, heartily requeſt 


Th infranchiſement of eArthar, whoſe reſtraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of diſcontent 
Tobrcake into this dangerous argument. 

If what inreſt you have, in right you hold, 

Why then your feares, which(as they ſay)attend = 
The ſteppes of wrong, ſhould move you tomew up 
Your tender kinſman, and to choake his dayes 

With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exerciſe, 

That the times enemies may not have this 


' | Tograce occaſions ; let it be our ſuite, 


That you have bid usaskehis liberty, 
Which for our goods, we doe no further aske, 
Than, whereupon our weale on you depending, 
Counts it yeur weale : he have his liberty. 
Enter Hubert. 

John. Let it be ſo : 1doe commit his youth 
To your dire&tion : Hubert, what newes with you ? 

Pem. This is the man ſhould doe the bloody deed ; 
He ſhew'd his warrant to afriend of mine, 
The image of a wicked heynous fault 


| Livesin his eye : that cloſeaſpet of his, 


Doeſhew the mood of a much troubled breaſt, 
AndI doe fearctully beiceve 'tis done, 
What we ſofcar'd he had achargeto doe, 
Sal. The colour of the King doth come, and goe, 
Betweene his purpoſe and his conſcience, 


[ Like Heralds 'twixt two dreadfull battailes ſet : 


Hispaſſion ts ſo ripe, 1tneeds muſt breake. 
Perm. And when it breakes, I feare will iſſue thence 
The foule corruption of a ſweet childs death. 
lom, We cannot hold mortalities ſtrong hand. 
Good lords, although my willto give, isliving, 
The ſuite which you demandis gone, and dead. 
Herels us Arthar is deceal'd to night. 
Sal, Indeed we fear'd his fickneſſe was paſt cures 
Fem. Indeed we heard how neere his death he was, 
Beforethe child himſclfe felt he was ſicke ; 
This muſt be anſwer'd either heere, or hence. 
lohy, Why doe you bend ſuch ſolemnebrowes on me ? 
Thinke youl bearethe Sheeres of deſtiny ? 
Havel commandement on the pulſe of life ? 
} Sal. It isapparant foule-play,and tis ſhame 
Thatgreatnefle ſhould ſogroflely offer it ; 
Sothriveit in your game, and ſo farewell. 
Pem, Stay yet (lord Salibary) Ile goe with thee, 
And find th' inheritance of this poore child, 
His littlekingdome of a forced grave. 
Thatblood which ow'd the bredth of all thisIle, 
Three foot of it doth hold ; bad world the while : - 
This muſt not be thus borne, this will breake our 
Toall our ſorrowes,and ere long I doubt. Exenst. 
lob, They burne inindignation : 1 repent : Emer eſe 
There is n0 ſure foundatien ſet on blood : 


| 
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No certaine life atchien'd by others death : 
A fearcfulleyethou haſt, Where is that blood, 
That I have ſcene inhabite inthoſe cheekes? 
So foulea-skie; cleeres not without a ſtorme, 
Poure downe thy weather : how goes allin France ? 
U4eſ. From France to England, never ſuch a powre 
For any forraigne preparation, 
Was levied inthe body of a land; 4 
The Copy of your ſpeed is learn'd by them : 
For when you ſhould betold they doe prepare, 
The tydings comes, that they are all arriu'd. 
Ih. Oh where hath our intelligence beene drunke ? 


| Where hathir flept ? Where is my Mothers care ? 


That ſuch an Army could be draywen in France, 
And ſhe not heare of it ? 

Meſs My Leige, hereare 
Ts ſtopt with dutt : the firſt of Apill dde 
Your noble mother ;and as I heare, my lotd, 
The Lady ConfFance ina frenize di'de 


\ Three dayes before : but this from Rumors tongue 


T idely heard : if true, or falſe I know not. 
lohn, Withhold thy ſpeed, dreadfull occaſion : 

O make alcague with me,'*cill I have pleaſ'd 
My diſcontented Peeres. What ? Mother dead ? 
How wildely then walkes my Eſtate in France? 
Vnder whole conduc came thoſe powers of France, 
Thatthou for truth giv'ſt out arelanded heere ? 

AMeſ. Vnder the Dolphin. 

Enter Baitard, and Peter of Pomfret, 
Tohn. Thou haſt made me giddy 


Withthe(cill rydings : Now 2 What ſayes theworld.. 


To your proceedings ? Doe not ſecke to ſtufte 
My head'with more ili newes : for it 1s full: 
Baft. Butif you beafeardtoheare the worſt, 
Then let the worſtunheard, fall on your head. 
Johw. Beare with me Colen, for I wasamaz'd 
Vnder thetide ; butnow I breath againe 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue; ſpeake it of what it will. 
Bait. How 1 have ſped among the Clergy men, 
Theſimmes I have colle&ed ſhall expreſle : 
But as I travail'd hither through the land, 
I find the people ftrangely fantafied, 
Poſſeſt with rumers, full of xdle dreames, 
Not knowing what they feare, but full of feare. 


| And here'sa Prophet that I brought with me 


From forth the ſtreets of Pomfrer, whom I found 

With many hundreds treading on his heeles : 

To whom ke ſung inrude harſh ſounding rimes, 

That ere the next Aſcenſionday at noone, | 

Your highnefle ſhould deliver up your Crowne« 
Toh. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didſtrhouſo ? 
Pet, Fore-knowing that thetruth will fall out ſe: 
Toh. Hubert,away with him : impriſon him, | 

And on that day at noone, whereon he ſayes 

I ſhall yeeld up my Crowne, let him be hang'd. 

Deliver himto fafety, and returne, | 

For I muſt uſe thee. O my gentle Cofen, 

Hear'ſt thou the newes abroad, who are arriu'd ? 


I 


Baft.The French (my lord) mens mouthsare ful of it: ' 


Beſides I met lord Bzgor, and lord Salubury 
Witheyesas red as new enkindled fire, 
Andothers more, going to ſceke the grave 
Of ethur, whom they ſay is killd to night, on your 
lobn. Gentle kinſman, go 
And thruſt thy ſelfe intot Y Companies, 
2 
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* | T havea way to winne their loves agane 3 

| Bring them before me. |! // | 
' Baft, I willſceke them out. 6 
| obs. Nay but make haſte ; the better foot before. 

| ©, letme have no ſubjects enemies, 
W hen adverſe Forreynersaffright my Townes 
| With dreadfull pompe of ſtout invaliune 
Be Mercury, ſet verry tothy {hoces "2 
| And flye (like thought) trom them, to p - 
| Faſt the ſpirit of the time ſhall teach me ſpecd. Ext. 
Tobn, Spoke like a ſprightfull Noble Gentleman. 
| Goe after him- for he perhaps ſhall necd 
| Some Meſſenger betwixt me, and the Peeres, 
| Ant be hands: 
| Af. Withall my heart, my Liege. 
| ſobn, My mother dead ? 
Enter Hubert. 

H«b. My lord, they fay five Moones were ſcene to 
Foure fixed, and the fift did whirl about (vight: 
The other foure, in wondrous Motion. 

Toby. Five Moones ? ; 

Hub. Old men, and Beldames, in the ſtreets 
| Doe propheſieupon it dangerouſly ; | 
Yong Artiwre death is common in their mouths, 
| And whenthey ralke of him, they ſhake their heads, 
| And whiſperone another inthe carc. | : 
And he that ſpeakes, doth gripethe hearers wriſt, 
Whilſt he that heares, makes fearefull action | 
With wrinkled browes, with nods, with rolling cy&cS» 
1 ſawa Smith ſtand with his hammer (thus) 
| The whilſt his Irondid onthe _ coole, 
With open mouth ſwallowing a Taylors newes, 
Who och his Sheeres, and Mcaſure in his hand, 
| Standing on ſlippers, which his nimble halte 
Had falſely thruit upon contrary feete, 
| Told ofa many thouſand warlike French, 
That were embattailed, and rank'd in Kent. 
Another leane, unwaſh'd Artificer, 
Cuts off his tale, and talkes of ar:burs death. 
Toh, Why ſeek'ſt thouto poſſeſle me with theſe feares? 
Why urgelt thon ſo oft yong Arthars death ? 
Thy hand hath murdred him : 1 had a mighty cauſe 
To wiſh himdead, butthou hadſt none to kill him. 
H.No had (my lord?) why, did you not provoke me ? 
Tobs. It is thecarſe of Kings, to be attended 
By flaves, that take their humors for a warrant, 
Tobreake the bloody houſe of life, 
And on the winking of Authority 
Tounderſtand a Law ; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous Majelty, when perchance it ftrownes 
More upon humor, than advif'd reſpe&. 

Hub. Heere is your hand and Seale for what I did. 

Toh, Oh,when the laſt accompt twixt heaven and carth 
Is tobe made,then ſhall this hand and Seale 
Wieneſle againſt usto damnation. 

How oft the ſight of meanestodoe ill deeds, 
Make dceds 1ll done? Had'ſtnotthon beene by, 
A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and fign'd to doea deed of ſhame, 
This murther had not come into my mind. 
But taking note ef thy abhorr'd Afpe&, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany : 

Apt, liable to be employ'd i ; 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthars death : 
And thou, to be cndeered to a King, 

Made it no conſcicnceto deſtroy a Prince. 


Pe EIT 


| 'WhenT ſpakedarkely, what I purpoſed : 


| My Noblesleave me,and my State is braved, 


| Berweene my conſcience, and my Coins death. 


Hub. Mylord. 

Toh. Had'{tthou but. ſhooke thy head,or made a pauſe 
Orturn'd aneye of doubtupon my face ; 
As bid metell my talc in expreſſe words : 
Deepe ſhame had ſtruck me dumbe, made me breake og 
Andthoſe thy feares, might have wrought feares in me,” 
But, thou didſt underſtand me by my ſignes, 

And didft in fignesagaine parley with finne, 

Yea, without itop, didſtlet thy heart conſent, 

And conſequently, thyrude hand to ate 

The deed, which both our tongues held vild to name 
Out of my fight, and never ſeeme more : 


Even at my gates, with rankes of forraigne powres ; 
Nay, 1n the body efthis fleſhly Land, 

This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe 
Hoſtllity, and civilltumult reignes 


Hb. Arme you againſt your other enemies: 
Ile make a peace betweene your ſoule, and you, 
Yong Arthear js alive : This hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden, and an innocent hand, 

Nor {_g wi:h the Crimſon ſpots of blood: 
Within this boſome, never entred yet 

The dreadfull motion ofa murderous thought, 
And you haveſlander'd Nature in my forme, 
Which howſocver rude extcriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fayrer mind, 

Thanto be butcher of an innocent child. 

John. Doth Arthur live? O haſt thee to the Teeres, 
Throw this report ontheir incenſed rage, 

And make them tame to their obedience. 
Forgivethe Comment that my paſſion made 

Vpon thy feature, for my rage was blind, 

And foule immaginary eyes of blood 

Preſented thee more hideous thanthou art. 

Oh, anſiver not ; butto my Cloſlet bring, 

The avgry Lords, with all expedient haſt, 

I conjure thee but flowly : run more taſ}. Event, 


Scena Tertia, 


£5 Enter Arthar on the walles. 
Art. The wallis high, and yet will I leape done. 

Good groand be pitifull, and hurt menot: 
There's few or none doe know me, if they did, 
This Ship-boyes ſemblance hath diſguif'd me quite. 
I am afraidezand yet le venture it. 
It I getdowne, and doe not breake my limbes, 
Ile find a thontand ſhifts togetaway; * 
As good to dye, and goe ; as dye, and ſtay, 
Oh me, my Vnckles ſpiritis in theſe ſtones, | 
Heaventake my ſoule, and England keepe my bones, Di 


Enter Pembrooke and Salubary, and Bigot. 
Sal. Lords, I will meet him at Saint Eamondsbmy, 

It is our ſafety, and we muſt embrace 
This gentle ofter of the perilloustime. C1 

Pem. Who brought that Letter from the Cardinall? 

Sal. The Count Melloove, a Noble lord of Frazce, 
Whoſe private with me of the Dolphines love, 
Is much more generall, thantheſclines import. 
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Big. To morrow morning let us meete him then. 
'$a/, Or racher then ſet for ward, for *twill be 
Two long dayes journey (lords) or ere we meete. 
Enter Baſtard. 


heKiog by me requelts your preſence (traight, 
; 7 Tac King back diſpolſel himſelte of us, 
We will n ot lyne his thin-beſtainedclake 
With our pure Honors : nor attend the foote 
That leaves the priat of blood where ere it walkes. 
Rerurne, and tell him ſo : we know the wort. ,4, (belt. 


Sal.Oar greifes, and not our manners reaſon ngw. 

Baſt, But there is little reaſon in your griete. 
Therfore 'twere reaſon you had manners now, 

Per. Sir, fir, impatience hath his priviledge, 

Baſt. 'Tistruc, to hurt his maiter, no man elſe. 

Sal. This is the prion ; What is he lyes heere ? 


The earth had nota hole to hide this deed. 

$4/. Murther, as hating what himſelfe hath done, 
Dath lay it open tourge on revenge. | 

Big. Or when he doom'd this beauty to a grave, | 
Found it roo precious Princely, for a grave. 

$a. Sir Richard, what thinke you ? you have beheld, 
Orhave you read, or heard, or could youthinke ? 
Or doe you almolt thinke, although you ſee, 
That you doe ſee ? could thought, withone this object 
Forme fuch another ? this is the very top, 
The heighth, the Creſt ; or Creſt nnto the Creſt 
Ofmurthers Armes : this is the bloodieſt ſhame, 
The wildeſt Savagery, the vildeſt ſtroke 
That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or itaring rage 
Preſented to the teares of ſoft remorſe. | 

Pim, All murtherspaſt, doe ſtand excuf'd inthis : 
Andthis1o fole, and ſo unmatcheable, 
Shall give a holinefle, a purity, 
Tothe yer unvegotten finne of times ;. 
And prove a deadly blood-thed, buta jeſt; 
Exampled by this heynous ſpectacle. 

Ba#t, It is a damned, anda bloody worke, 
The graceleſle ation of a heavy hand, 
Ifthat it be the worke of any hand. 

Sal, If that it be the worke of any hand ? 
Welhada kind of light, what would enſue : 
Itisthe ſhamefull worke of Haberts hand, 
The practice, and the purpoſe of the King : 
From whoſe obedience I forbid my ſoule, 
Kneeling before this ruine of ſweet life, 
And breathing to his breathlefle excellence 
The incenſe of a Vow, a holy. Vow : 
Never to taſte the pleaſures of the world, 
Never to be infected withdelight, 
Nor converſant with Eaſe, and idleneſſe, 
Til I have {ct a glory to this hand, 
By giving it the worſhip of Revenge. 

Pers. Big. Our ſoules religiouſly confirme thy words. 

LT Enter Hubert 

Hub, Lords, I am hot with haſte, in ſecking you, 
Arther doth live, the King hath ſent for you. 
Sal. Oh he isbold, and bluſhes nor atdeath; 
Avant thou hateful villaine, get thee gone. 

Hub. lam no villaine. 
Sal. Muſt I rob the Law. 
Bait. Your ſword isbright ir, put it up againe. 
Sal. NottillI ſheath it in a murtherers skin. 


———  TIINR 


Baſt, Once more to day well met, ditemper'dlords, 


Baſt. What ere you thinke,good words I thinke were 


P.Oh death made proud with pure and princely beuty, 


Hub. Stand backe lord Salſbwry, ſtand backe I ſay 
By heaven, Irhinke my ſword's as ſharpe as yours. 
I would not have you (ord) forget your ſelfc, 
Nortempe the danger of my true Sfance ; 
Leaſt 1 by marking of your rage, forget 
Your Worth, your Greatneſſe, and Nobility. ._ 
Big. Out dunghill : dar'ſt thou brave a Nobleman ? 
Hwb. Not for my life : but yetI dare defend 
My innocent life againſt an Emperor. 
Sal. Thou art a Murtherer. 
Hub. Doe not proveme ſo : | 
' Yet Lam none. Whoſe tongue ſoere ſpeakes falſe; 
Nottruly ſpeakes : who ſpeakes not truly, Lies, 
Fem. Cut him topecces. 
Baft. Keepe the peace, I ſay. | 
Sat. Stand by, or I ſhall gaul you Faxlconbridge. 
. Baſt. Thou wer't better gaul the divel, Salsbury. 
If thou but frowne on me, or (tirrethy toote, 
Or teach thy haſty ſpleene to doe me ſhame, 
lle ſtrike thee dead. Put up thy ſword betime, 
Or lle ſo maule you, and your toſting-Iron, = 
That you ſhall thinke the divel is come from hell. 
Big. What wilt thon doe, renowned Farlconbriage? 
Secanda Villaine, and a Murtherer? . | 
Hub. . Lord Bigor, Tam none, 
Big, Whokil'd this Prince? | 
Hb, *Tis not an hourefinceT left him well - 
I honour'd him, Iloy'd him, and will weepe 
My date of life out, for his ſweetlives loſle. 
Sal, Truſt not thoſe cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villanice is not without ſuch rheume, 
And he, long traded in it, makes ir ſceme 
Like Rivers of remorſe and innoceicy- 
Away with me,all you whoſe ſoules abhorre 
Th'uncleanely favour of a flaughter-houſe, 
ForIam ſtifled with this ſmell of fione, 
Big. Away, toward Bury, to the Dolphin there. 
P. There tell the King, he may inquire us out. Ex.Loras. 
Ba, Here's a good world:knew you ot this faire worke? 
Beyond the infinite and boundtefle reach of mercy, 
(If thou didſtthis deed of death) art thoudamn'd Habert. 
Hub. Doe but heare me fir. 
Baſt. Ha? Ile tcll thee what, 7 
Thou'ct damn'd as blacke,nay nothing is ſo blacke, 
Thou art more deepe dami n'd than Prince Lniifer, 
There is not yet ſo ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou ſhalt be, if thou did(t kill thischild. 
Hub. Vpon my ſouls. | 
. Baſt, If thoudidſt but conſent , 
To this moſt cracll A : doe but deſpairez 
And if thou want'ſt a Cord, the ſmalleſt thred 
Thatever Spider twiſted from her wombe 
Will ſerve to ſtrangle thee : A tuſh will bea beame _ 
To hang thee ori. Or wouldſt thou drowne thy ſelfe, 
Pat but alittle water inaſpoone, 
And it ſhall be asall the Ocean, 
Enough to ſtifle ſuch a villaine up. 
I doe {uſpet thee very greivoulſly. | LA 
Hyb. If T ina&, conſent, or.finne of thought, 
Be guilty of the ſealing that ſweet breath 
Which was embounded inthis beauteous clay, 
Let hell want paines enough to torture me : 
T left him well,  *, 77/364 3H. 
Ba#, Goe, beare him ihrthine artges : 
Iam amaz'd me thinkes, and looſe my way 
Among thethornes, and dangers of this world, 


I How | 
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'9 be Life and Death of King John, 


How eafie doſt thou take all £ng/andup, 

From forth this morcell of dead Royalty ? 
The life, the right, and truth of all this Realme 
Is fled to heaven : and England now is left 

To tugand ſcamble, and to part by th'teeth 

The unowed intereſt of proud ſwelling State : 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majeſty, 

Doth dogged warre briſtle his angry crett, 

And ſnarlethinthe gentle eyes of peace : 

Now Powers from home, and diſcontents at home 
Meet in oneline : and vaſt confuſion waites 

As dotha Raven on a ficke-falne beaſt, 

The imminent decay of wreſted pompe. 

Now happy he, whoſe cloake and center can 

Hold our this tempeſt. Beare away that child, 
And fofow me with ſpeed ; Ile to the King : 

A thoufand buſinefles are briefe in hand, 


And heaven it ſelfe doth frowne upon the Land, Ex. 


es 


Aﬀtus Quartus, Scana Prima, 


— 


—— — __ 


Enter King Iobu, and Pandulph, attendants. 


K. 7ohr, Thas have I yeelded up into ybur hand 
The Circle of my glory. . 

Pand. Take againe 
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope 
Your Soveraigne greatnefle and authority. 

John. Now keepeyour holy word,goe meet the 
And from his holineſſe uſe all your power 
To ſtop their marches*forewe arc enflam'd : 
Our diſcontented Counties doe revolt : 
Our people quarrell with obedience, 
Swearing Allegiance, and the love of ſonle 
To ftranger-bloud, to forren Royalty ; 
This inundationof miſtempred humor, 
Reſts by you oreely to be qualified. | 
Then pauſe nor; forthe preſent time's ſo licke, 
That preſent medcineamnuſt be miniſtred, 
Or overthrow incureable enſues. 

Pand. It was my breath thatblew this Tempeſt up, 
Vpon your-ſtubborne wfage of the Pope z 
But ſince you area gentle convertite, 
My rongue ſhall huſh againe this ſtorme of warre, 
And make faire weather in your bluſtring land : 
Onrhus Aſcention day ;remember well, 
Vpon your oath of ſervice to the Pope, 
Goe I to make the Fretich lay downe their Armes. Exit. 

John. Ts this Aſcenſion day ? did not the Prophet 
Say, thatbefore Aſcenfionday atnoone, 
My Crowne ſhould give off ? evenſol have: 
I cid ſuppoſe it ſhould be on-conftraint, 
But (heav'a be thank'd) it is but voluntary, 
Enter Battard.” ' 

\ Baff, All Xenthath yeelded: «=o, wk holds out 
But Dover Caſtle : Loydox hath receiv'c | 
Like a kind Hoſt, the Dolphin and his powers. 
Your Nobles willnot heare you, but'are gone 
To offer ſerviceto your enemy : 
And wilde amazement hurries up and down 
The little number 6f doubtfull friends. 

Toh. Would'not my lords returne co me againe 
After they heardiyong e--thur was alive ? 


French, \ 


Bafte They found him dead,and caſt into the ſtreers, 
An cmpty Casket, where the Iewedl of lite 
By ſome damn'd hand was rob'd, and tane away, 
Tohn, That villaine Hwbert told me he did live. 
Baſt. So on my ſoule he did, for ought he knew: > 
But wherefore doe you droope ? why looke you ad 2 
Be greatinac&,as you have beene in thought : 
Let not the wah ſcefeareand ſad diſtruit 
Governethe motion of a kinglye eye; 
Be ſtirring asthe time, be fire with fire, 
Threaten the threatner, and out-face the brow 
Of bragging horror : So ſhall inferior eyes 
That borrow their behaviours from the great, 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntlefſe ſpirit of reſolution. 
Away, and gliſterlike the god of warre 
When he intendeth tobecome the ficld : 
Shew boldneflcand aſpiring confidence ; 
W hat, ſhall they ſeeke the Lyon in his denne, 
And fright himthere? and make himtremble there? - 
Ohlet it not be ſaid : forrage, and runne 
To meet diſpleaſure farther from the doores, 
And grapple with himere he come ſo nyc. 
| John, The Legatof the Pope hath beene with mee, 
And I have madea happy peace with him, 
And he hath promiſ'd todiſmifle the Powers 
Led by the De/phix. 
Bait. Oh inglorious league : 
Shall we uponthe footing of our land, 
Send faire-play-orders, and make comprimiſe, 
Inſinuation, parley, and baſe truce 
To Armes Invaſive ? Shall a beardleſſe boy, 
A cockred-filken wanton brave our fields, 
And fleſh his ſpirit in a warre-like ſoyle, 
Mocking the ayre with colours idlcly fpred, 
And find no checke? Letus my Leige to Armes : 
Perchance the Cardinall cannot make your peace ; 
Or if he doe, let itat leaſt be ſaid 


| They ſaw we had a purpoſe of defence. 


obs. Have thou the ordering of this preſent time. 
Baſt. Away then with good courage z yet I know 


Our Party may well meet a prowder for. 
Ex:un, 


Scena Secunda. 


—_—__ 
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Enter (in Armes) Dolphin, Salisbury, Mel oone, Pembroke, 
Bigot, Souldiers. 


Dol. My lord elloone,let this be coppicd out, 
And keepe it ſafe for our remembrance : : 
Returne the preſident to theſe lords againe, 

That having our faire order written downe, 
Both they and we, peratfing ore theſe notes 
May knoiw wherefore we tooke the Sacrament, 
And-keep our faithes firme and inviolable. 

Sal. Vpon our ſides it never ſhall be broken. 
And Noble Dolphin, albeit we ſweare 
A voluntary zeale, and an un-urg'd faith 
To your proceedings: yet beleeve me Prince, 
I am not glad that fuch a ſore of time 
Should ſecke a plaſter by contemn'd revolt, 
And healethe inveterate Canker of one wound, 
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making many : Oh it grieves my ſoule, 

fr l —_ rags this mettle from my ſide 
To bea widdow-maker : oh ,andthere 
Where honourable reſcue,and defence 
| Cries our upon the name of Saltzbnry, 
But ſuch is the infeion of the time, 
Thar for the health and Phyſicke of our right, 
We cannot deale but wirh the very hand 
Of terne injuſtice,and confuſed wrong; 
And is't not pitty, (oh my grieved friends) 
That we,the ſonnes and children of this /ſle, 
| Were borne to ſee {o fad an houre as this, 
Wherein we ep after a {tranger, march 
Vpon her geatle boſome, and fill up 
Her enemies rankes? I muſt withdraw, and weepe 
Vpon the ſpot of chis inforced cauſe, 
To grace the Gentry of a Land remote, 
And follow uanacquainted colours heere : 
What hee:e 2 O Nation that thou couldſt remove, 
That N eprwmes Armes who clipperh thee abour, 
Would beare thee from the knowledge of thy {clte, 
And cripple thee unto a Pagan ſhore, ; 
Where theſe two Chriſtian Armies might combine 
Thebloud of malice, ina veine of league, 
And not to ſpend it ſo un-neighbourly . 
' Dolph. A noble temper doſt thou ſhew in this, 
And great affeRions wraſtling in thy boſoine 
Doth make an carth-quake of Nobility ; 
Oh, what a noble combate haſt fought 
Berweene compulſion, and a brave reſpec ; 
Let me wipe off this honourable dewe, 
That filverly doth progreſſe on thy cheekes: 
My heart hath melted ata Ladiesteares, 
Beingan ordinary Inundation ; 
But this ctfafion of ſuch manly drops, 
This ſhowre, blowne up by tempelt of the ſoule, 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more atnaz d 
Than had I ſeene the vaulty rop of heaven 
Figur'd quite ore with burning Mctcors. 
Lift up thy brow (renowned Salabury) 
And with a great heart heave away this ſtorme : 
Commend theſe warres tothoſe baby-eycs 
| That never ſaw-the giant-world enrag'd, 
| Nor met with Fortane, other than ar feaſts, 
| Full warme of blood, of mirth, of goſfipping : 
| Come, come ; for thou ſhalt thruft chy hand asdcepe 
| Into the purſe of rich proſperity 

As Lew him elfe : ſo (Nobles) ſhall you all,: 
Thar knit your ſinewesto the ſtrength of mine, 
| Enter Pandulpho. 
Andeventhere, methinkes an Angel ſpake, 
 Looke where the holy Legate comes apace, 
Togiveus warrant fromthe hand of h.aven, 
And on our ations ſetthe name of c1ght 
Wrh holy breath. 

Para, Haile noble Prince of France : 
The next is this : King /oh» hath reconcil'd 
Himſclfe to Rome, his ſpirit is come in, 
That ſo ſtood outagainſt the holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and Sea of Rome :; 
Therefore thy threatning coloursnow wind up, 
And tame the favarefpirit of wilde warre, 
That like a Lyon foſtered up at hand, 
Tt maylye gently at the foot of peace, 
And be no further harmefull than in ſhew. 

Dolph.” Your grace ſhall pardon me, I will not backe 2 


— 
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I am too high-borne to be propertied 
Tobe a ſecondary at controull, 
Or uſcfull ſerving-man, and inſtrument | 
To any Soveraigne State throughourrhe world. 
Your breath firit kindled the dead coale of warres; 
Betweene this chaſtiz'd kingdome and my {clfe, 
And brought in matter thar ſhould feed this fice'; 
And now's farre too huge to be blowne out 
VVith that fame weake wind, which enkindled it : 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainred me with 1nrercſt to this land, 
Yea, thruſt this enterprize into my heart, 
And come ye now tortell me [ehn hath made 
His peace with Rome ? what 1s that peace rome? 
I (by the honor of my marriage bed) 
Atter yorg »Arthar, claime this land for mine, 
And now1rt is halfe conquer'd, muſt I backe, | 
Becauſe that John hath made his peace with Rome? 
Am I Romes {l2ve 2 what penny hath Rome borne ? 
What men provided? what munition ſent 
Tounder-prop this Aion ? Ist not I 
That under-gocthis charge ? who elfe but I, 
Aad ſuch as to my claime are liable, 
Sweat in this bnſinefſe, and maintaine this warre? 
Have I not heardtheſe Iſlanders ſhout our 
Uive le Roy,as Ihavebank'd their Townes ? 
Have Inot kczre the beſt Cards for the game 
To winne this cafie match, plaid for a Crowne ? 
And ſhall I now give ore the yeeiced S.r ? 
No, no, on my ſonic it never {hall be ſaid, 

Pand, Youlooke but on the ont-fide of this worke, 

Dolph, Out-ſide or 111- ſide, 1 will not returne 
Till my attempt fo much be gloritied, 
As to my ample hope was promiſed, 
Before I dre\iy this gallant head of warre, 
And culPd thete fiery ſpirits trom the world 
To ont-looke Conqueit, and to winre renowne 
Eveninthe jawesof danger, ard of death : 
What luity Trumperchus doth lommon us ? 

| Emter Baſtard, 

Baft, According to the taire-play of the world, 
Ler me have audience : Iam fecntto fpeake : 
My holy lord of 44*llaze, from tlic King 
I come to learne how you havedealt for him : 
And, as you anſwer, } doe know the {cope 
And warrantlimited unto my tongue. 

Pand. The Dolphin is too wiltull oppoſite | 


| And will not temporize with my intrcaries ; 


He flately (ayes, hee'll not lay doyne his Armes. 
Bafſ?. By all the blond thar cver fury breath'd, 
The youth ſayes well. Now heare our Engliſs King, 
For thus his Royalty doth ſpeake in me : 
He is prepar'd, and reafon too he ſhould, 
Thisapiſh and unmannerly approach, 
This harneſf'd Maske, and unadviſed Revell, 
This unheard ſawcinefſe and boyiſh Troopes, 
The King doth ſinile at, and is welt prepar'd 
To whip this dwarfiſh warre, this Pigmy Armes 
From ont the circle cf his Territories. 
That hand which had the ſtrength ,eve:1at your dofe, 
To cudgell you, and make yoatake the hatch, 
To divelike Buckets in concealed Wells, ; 
Tocrowchjnlitter of your ſtable plankes, 
To lyelike pawnes, lock'd up ih thefts and trunckes, 
To hug with ſwine, to ſeeke ſweet ſafety out 
In vaults and priſons, and to thrill and ſhake, | 
Even | 


" — - i 
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| And ſend him word by me , which way 
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Even at the crying of your Nations crow, 
Thinking this voyce an armed Zngi/b man. 

Shall that victorious hand be feebled heere, 
That in your Chambers gave you chaſticement? 
No : know the gallant Monarch 1isin Armes, 
And like an Eagle, o're his ayery towres, | 
To ſowſle annoyancethat comesneere his Neſt ; 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Reyolts, 

You bloudy Nero's, ripping up the wombe 

Of your deere Mother-E»glad : bluſh for ſhame * 
For your owne Ladies, and pale-viſag d Maides, 
Like eAmazors, come tripping after drummes : 
Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change, 
Their Need['s to Lances, and their gentle hegrts 
To fierce and bloudy inclination. 


Dol. There end thy brave, and turne thy face in peace, | 


We grant thou canſt out-ſcold us: fare thee well, 
We hold our time too precious to be ſpent 
With ſucha brabler. 

Pan. Give me leave to ſpeake. 

Ba#. No, I will ſpeake. 

Dol. We willattend to neither : 


Strikeup the drummes, and let the tongue of warre 


Pleade for our intereft,and our being heere. 
Baſt. Indeed your drammes being beaten,wil cry out; 


| And ſo ſhall you, being beaten : doe bur ſtart 


Aneccho with the clamor of thy drumme, 

And evenat hand, adrumme is ready brac'd, 

That ſhall reverberate all, as lowd asthine. 

Sound but another, and another ſhall 

(As lowdasthine) rattle the Welkins eare, 

And mocke the deepe mouth'd thunder : for at hand 

(Not traſting to this halting Legate heere, 

Whom he hathuſ'd rather for ſport, than need) 

Is warlike oþz: and in his forehead fits 

A bare-rib'd death, whoſe ojgice is this day 

To feaſt upon whole thouſands of the French, 
Dol. Strike up our drammes, to find this danger out. 
Baſt. And thou ſhalt find it (Do/phis) doe not doubt 

| Execunt, 


——— 


IRE 


Scana T ertia, 


Cum.” 


HAlarums. Enter Tohn, and Hubert. 


Tohn. How goes theday with us? oh tell me Hubert, 
Hub, Badly 1 fearc; how farcs your Majeſty ? 
Tobn, This Feaver that hathtroubled me fo long, 
Lyes heavy on me : oh, my heart 1s licke, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. My lord : your valiant kipſman Famlconbridge, 
Defires your Majeſty to leave the field, 
you goe, 

Tohn. Tellhimtoward Swinfted,tothe Abbey there. 
Hef. Beof good comfort : for the great ſupply, 
That was expected by the Dolphin heere, 
Are wrack'd three nights agoc on Goodwin ſands. 
This newes was brought to Richard but even now, 
The French fight coldly, and retire themſclves. 

Tokn, Ayeme, thistyraot Feaver burnesme up, 
And will not let me welcome this good newes. 
Set ontoward Swinited ; to my Litter ſtraight, 
Weakeneſle poſiefieth me, and I am faint. 


— — 


Exennt, 


| 
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Scana Quarta, 


os poi, 


—— 


. A wakes my conſcience to confeſſe allthis. 


In peace :and partthis body and my ſoule 


Enter Salibury, Pembroke, and Bigor, 
Sal. Tdid not thinke the King fo Rtor'd with friends, 
Pem. Vp once againe : pur ſpiritinthe French, 

If they miſcarry : we miſcarry too. 

Sal. That miſbegotten divell Faxlconbridge, 

In ſpight of ſpight, alone upholds the day. 

Per. They ſay King John ſore ſicke, hath left the field, 
Enter Melon wounded. 

Met. Lead me tothe Revolts of ©nglard heere. 

Sal. When we were happy, we had other names, 

Pe, Itisthe Count Meloove. 

Sal, Wounded to death. 

Mel. Flye Noble &ngli/s, you are bought and ſold, 

Vnthred the rude eye cFRebullion - 

And welcome home againe diſcarded faith, 

Sceke out King John, and fall before his feet : ;, 

For if the French be lords of this loud day, 

He meanes to recompence the paincs you take, 

By cutting off your heads : Thus hath he ſworne, 

And I with him, and many moe-with me, 

Vpon the Altar at Saint Edmondsbury, 

Even onthat Altar, where we ſwore to you 

Deere Amity, and everlaſting love, 

Sal, May this be poſſible? May this be true ? 
Hel. Have I not hideous death within my view, 

Retaining but a quantity of life, | 

Which bleeds away ,evenasa forme of waxe 

Reſolveth from his figure *gainſt the fire? 

What in the world ſhould make me now deceive, 

SinceI muſt loſe the uſe of all deceite ? 

Why fhould I then be falſe, ſince it istrue | 

That I muſt dye heere, and live hence, by truth? 

I ſay againe, if Lewa doe winne the day, 

He is for{worne, if ere thoſe eyes of yours 

Behold another day breake in the Eaſt : 

But eyen this night , whoſe blacke contagious breath 

Already ſmoakes about the burning Creſt 

Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sunne, 

Even this ill night, your breathing ſhall expire, 

Paying the fine of rated Treachery, 

Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives : 

If Lews, by your aſſiſlance win the day. 

Commend me to one Hubert, with your King ; 

Thelove of him, and this reſpe&t beſides 

(For that my Grandfire was an Engliſhman) 


In lien whereof, I pray you beare me hence 
From forth the nojſe and rumour of the field; 
Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts 


With contemplation, and devout defires. 
Sat. Wedoe beleeyethee,and beſhrew my ſoule, 
But Idoe lovethe favour, and the forme 
Of this moſt faire occaſion, by the which 
We will untread the ſteps of damned flight, 
And like a bated and retired flood, 
Leaving our rankeneſſeand irregular courſe, 
Stoope low within thoſe bounds we bave ore-look'd, 
And calmely run on in obedience, 
Even to our Ocean, to our great King lohn, 


My arme ſhall givethee helpe to beare thee hence, . 
or 


A 
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Forl doe ſcethe cruell pangs of death 
Rightinthine eye. Away ,my friends, new flight, 
Andhappy newneffe that intends old right. Exeunt. 


— — 


Scena Quinta, 


Tm — 


| Enter Dolphin,and his Traine, 
Dol. The Sun of heaven(methought)wasloath to ſct; 
But ſtaid, and madethe Weſterne Welkin bluſh, 
When Eng64/ meaſure backeward their owne ground 
In faint retyre : Oh bravely came we off, 
When with a Volley of our needlefſe ſhor, 
| Afcer ſuch bloody toyle,we bid good night, 
And woon'd our tott'ring colours clearely up; 
Laſt inthe field,and almoſt Lords of it. 
Enter a Meſſenger, 
Meſ. Where is my Prince the Dolphin ? 
Del. Heere,what newes ? 
Meſ.,The Count eMeloone is (laine : The £vg/s{Þ Loxds 
By his perſwaſion are at length falne off, | 
And your ſupply which you have wiſh'd ſo long, 
Are caſt away,and ſunke on Goodwsn Sands. 
Del. Ah foule ſhrew'd newes.Beſhrew thy very heart: 
Idid not thinke to beſo ſad tonight 
As this hath made me, Who was he that ſaid 
King lohx did fly an houre or two before 
The ſtumbling night did part our weary powres ? 
Meſ: Who ever ſpoke ir,it is true my Lord, _ 
Dol. W ell: keep good quarter,and good care to night, 
The day ſhall not be up ſo ſoone as T, 
To try the faire adventure of tomorrow. Exennt, 


eres 


— 


Scena Sexta, 


—— —— 


—— 


Enter Baſtard and Hubert ſeverally. 
_— OW there? Speake hoa, ſpeake quickly, or I 
oOt. 
Baſt, AFriend. Whatartthon ? 
Hah. Ofthe partof England. 
Baft, Whither doſt thou goe ? 
Hub. What's that to thee ? 
Why may notI demand of thine affaires, 
As well as thou of mine > | 
Beit. Hubert] thinke, 
Hub, Thou haſt a perfe& thought : 
Iwillupon all hazzards well beleeve 
Thouart my friend,that know'ſt my tongue ſo well : 
Who artthou ? 
Baſt, Who thou wilt : and if thou pleaſe 
Thou maiſt be-friend me ſo much,asto thinke 
Icome one way of the Plantagenets. 
| Hub, Vokinde remembrance:thou,and endleſſenight, 
Have done me ſhame : Brave Souldier,pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue, 
Should ſcape the true acquaintance of mine care. 
BafF, Come,come : ſans complement, W hat newes 
abroad ? 
Hub. Why here walke1,in the blacke brow of night, 
To finde you out. 


te... 


| 


I, 


Ba#?. Briefe then : and what's the newes? 
Hab. O my ſweet Sir,newes fitting to the night, 
Blacke,fearefull,comfortleſſe,and horrible. 
Baſt. Shew me the very wound of this illnewes, 
Iam no woman, lle not ſwoundar it. 
Hub. The King I feare is poyſon'd by a Monke, 
I left himalmoſt ſpeechlefle,and broke out 
Toacquaint you with this evill,that you might | 
The better arme you tothe ſodaine time, 
Than if you had at leiſure knowne of this. 
Baft. How did he take it ? Who did taſte to him 2? 
Hab, A Monke I tell you,a reſolved Villaine 
W hoſe bowels ſuddenly burſt out : The King 
Yer ſpeakes,and peradyenture may recover, 
Baſt. Whodidſt thou leave to tend his Majeſty? 
a know you not? The Lordsare all come 
cke, 
And brought Prince Henry in their company, 


| At whoſe requeſt the King hath pardon'd them, 


And they are all about his Majeſtic. 
Baſt. With-hold thine indignation,mighty heaven, 
Andtemptus not to beare above our power, ff 
Ile tellthcee &zberr,halfe my power thisnight 
Paſſing theſe Flats,are taken by the Tide, 
Theſe Lincolre-waſhes have devoured them, 
My ſelfe, well mounted, have eſcap'd. 
Away before : Conduct me to the King, 
I doubt he will be dead,or ere I come. Exennts 


— — —— — — 


Scena $ eptima. 


Enter Prince Henry ,Saltbury,and Bigor. 

Hen. Itis too late,the life of all his bloud 
Is touch'd,corruptibly : and his pure braine 
(Which ſome ſuppoſe the ſoules fraile dwelling houſe) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke, 

Pers. His Highneſſe yet doth ſpeake, and holdsDelecte, 
That being brought into the open ayre, 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poyſon which affayleth him. 

Hes, Lethim be broughtinto the Orchard heere ; 
Doth he ſtill rage? 

Pem. He is more paticnt 
Than when you left him ; even now he ſung. 

Hen. Oh vanity of ſicknefle : fierce extreames 
In their continuance, will not feele themſcives- 
Death having prei'd upon the outward parts 
Leaves them inviſible,and hir ſiege is now 
Againſt the wind,the which hepricks and wounds 
With many legions of firange fantaſies, 
Which in their throng and preſſe to that laſt hold, j 
Confound themſelves. Tis ſtrange that dearh ſhould ſing: } 
I amthe Symet to this pale faiat Swan, | 
Who chaunts adolefull hymne to his owne death, 
And from the organ-pipe of frailty ſings 
His ſoule and body their laſting reſt. 

Sal. Be of good comfort ( Prince) for you are borne 


| To fet a forme upon that indigeſt 


Which he hath left ſo ſhapeleſſe,and ſo rude. 
lohn brought in. 
Tohn. 1 marry,now my ſoule hath eibow-roome, 


( 
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Ic would not out at windowes,nor at doores, 
There is ſo hota Summer in my boſome, 
That all my bowels crumble up to duſt : 

I am a ſcribled forme drawne witha pen, 
Vpon a Parchment ,and againſt this fire 
Doe | ſhrinkeop. * 0 

Hen. How fares your Majeftie ? {25 

Teh. Poyſon'd,ill fare ; dead, forſooke,calt off, 
And none of you will bidthe Winter come 
To thruſt his ycie fingersin my maw ; | 
| Nor let ny Kingdomes Rivers taketheir courſe 
Through my burn'd boſome 3 nor intreat the North 
To make his bleake windes kifſe my parched lips, 

{ Andcomfort me with cold.I doe not aske you much, 
I beg cold comfort ; and you are ſo ſtraight ' 
And fo ingratefull, you deny me that. 

Hen. Oh that there were ſome vertue in my tcares, 
That might relieve you. 

Tohn. The ſaltof them is hot. 

Within me is a heil.and there the poyſon 
Is,as a fiend,confird to tyrannize, 
On anrepreeveable condemned bloods 
DR: Enter Baſtard. ; 

Baf#t, Oh, I am ſcalded with my violent motion 
And fpleene of ſpecd,to ſee your Majeltie. 

John. Oh Cozen, thou art come to ſet mine eye : 
Thetackle of my heartis crack'dand burnt, 
And allthe ſhrowds wherewith ny life ſhould faile, 
Areturned to one thred, one little haire : 

My heart hath one poore ſtring to ſtay it by, 
Which holds but till thy newes be uttered, 

{ Andthen all this thou ſeeſt, is butaclod, 
And module of confounded Royalty. 

Baft, The Dolphin is preparing hither-ward, _ 
Where heaven he knowes how we ſhall anſwer him» 
For in anight the beſt part of my powe:, 

As I upon advantage did remove, 
Were in the Wes ali — 
Devoured by the unexpected flood. 

Sal. You breathe cheſe dead newes nas dead an care 
{ My Liege,my Lord : butnow a King,now thus. | 

Hes. Even ſo muſt Irunne on and evenſo ſtop. 
Wh-tſurcty of the world, what hope,whar ſtay, 
When rhis was now a King,and now is Clay? 

Bait. Art thou gone ſo? I doe butſtay behinde 
To doe the office for thee,of revenge, | 
And then my ſoule ſhall waite on thee to heaven, 
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As iton earth hath beer thy ſervant ill. | 
Now,now you Sters;that moye in your right$ pheres, 
Where. be your powers? Shew now your mended faiths, 


And inſtantly returne with me againe, 
To puſhdeſtrucion and perpetuall ſhame 


| Oat ofthe weake doore of our fainting Land : 


Straight let us ſecke,or ſtraight we ſhall be ſought, 
The Dolphinrages at our very heeles. 
Sal. Itſcemes you know not then ſo much as we; 

The Cardinall Pavd#lpbis withinat reſt, 
W ho halfe an houre ſince came from the Dolphin, 
And brings from him ſuchoffers of our peace, 
As we with honour and reſpe& may take, 
With purpole preſently to leave this warre. 

Baſt He will the rather doe it,when he ſees 
Our ſelves well finew'd 500ur defence, 

Sal, Nay,tis in a mannerdone already, 


\ For many carriages he hath diſpatch'd 


To the Sea-fide,and put his cauſe and quarrell 
To the diſpoſing of the Cardinall, 
With whom your ſclfe,my (elfe ,and other Lords, 
If youthinke meete;this afternoone will poſt 
To conſummate this bulineſſe happily. 
Batt. Ictitbeſo,and you my NoblePrince, 
With other Princes thar may beſt be ſpar'd, 
Shall waite upon your Fathers funerall. 
Hen. ' At Worſrer muſt his body be interr'd, 


| For ſo he will'd it. 


Baſt. Thither ſhall it then, 
And happily may your ſweet ſelfe put on 
The lineall {tate,and glory of the Land, 
To whom with all ſnbmiſſion on my knee, 
I doe bequcath my faithfull ſervices 


| And true ſubjection cverlaſtingly. 


Sal. And the like tender of our loye we make 
To reft withouta ſpot for evermore, 
Hes, 1 havea kindeſoule that would give thankes, 
And knowesnot how to doe ir,but with tearcs. 
Baſt, Ohlet us pay the time : but needfull woe, 


1 Since it hath beene beforehand with our grictes. 


This E»plaxa never did; nor never ſhall 

Lye at x 2 proud foore of a Conquerer, 

But when it firſt did helpe to wound it ſelfe; 
Now,theſe her Princesare come home againe, 

Come the three corners of the world in Armes, 

And we ſhall ſhocke them : Nought ſhall make us rue, 
IF England to it ſelfe,doe reſt bur true. Exeun. | 
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Emer King Richard, lohn of Ganut with other Nobles - 
aud Attendants. 


King Ric hard. 
Ld Zohn of Gaxnt,time-honoured Lancaſter, 
8 Haſt thou according to thy oath and band, 
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EQ Here to make good the boyſterous late ap- 
Which then our leaſure would not let us heare, (peale, 
Againſt the Duke of N orfolke, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Gaunt. I have my Liege. = 

King. Tell me moreover,haſt thou ſounded him, 
Ifheappeale the Duke on ancient malice, 
Or worthily asa goed ſubje& ſhould, 
Onſome knowne ground of treachery in him. 

Gaunt, As neere as I could fift him on that argament, 

Onfome apparant danger ſcene in him, 
Aym'dat your highnciſeno inveterate malice. 

King. Then cali them to our preſence tace to face, 
And frowning brow to brow ,ourfelves will heare 
Thaccuſer,and the accufed,freely ſpeake ; 
High ſtomack'd are they both,and full of ire, 
In rage,deafe as rhe ſea ; haſty as fire, 


Enter Bullingbrooke and Mowbray. 

: Bull. Many yeares of happy daycs bcfall 

My gracious Soveraigne,my molt loving Liege. 
 Ollow. Each day ſtill better others happineſle, 
Vntill the heavens envying earths good hap, 


M Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold ſon: | 


| 


Adde an immorrtall title to your Crowne. 

King. Wethanke you both,yet one bur flatters ns, 
As well appeareth by rhe cauſe you come, 
Namely to appeale each other of high treaſon. 
Coufin of Hereford what doſt thou obje& 
Againſtthe Duke of Norfolke,Thomas Mowbray ? 
Bull. Firſt,heaven be the record to my ſpeech, 
Inthe devotion of a ſubjeas love, 
Tendringthe precious ſafety of my Prince, 
Andfree trom other miſ-begotten hate, 
Come I appealant to this Princely preſence. 
Now Themas Mowbray doe I turne tothee, 
And marke my greeting well : for what I ſpeake, 


DDE Deo 


My body ſhall make good upon thiscarth, 
Or my divine ſoule anſwer it in heaven, 
hou art a Traitor and a miſcreant ; 

Too good to be ſo,and too bad to live, 


vince the more faire and Criſtall is the Skie, 


I 


The uglter ſeeme the cloudes that in it flye : 
Once more,the more to aggravate the note, 
Witt fouletraitors name ſuffe I thy throat, 


And wiſh(lo pleaſe my Soveraigne)ere I move, (prove. | 
What my tongue ſpeaks,my right drawne ſword may 
ow. Let not my coole words here accuſe my zeale ; 


Tis not the tryall of a womans warre, 
The bitter clamqur of two cager tongues, 
Can arbitrate thys cauſe berwixt us twaine : 
The bloud is hot that muſt be cool'd for this. 
Yet can I not of ſhch rame patience boaſt, 
As tobe huſht,and nought atall to ſay. 
Firſt the faire revexence of your highnefſe curbes mee, 
From giving reinesand ſpurresto my free ſpeech, 
Which elſe would poſt,untill ir had return'd 
Theſe tearmes of treaſon,doubly downe his throat. 
Setting aſide his high blouds royalty, 
And let him be no kinſmanto my Liege, 
I doe defie him,and I ſpit at him, 
Call him a ſlanderous Coward.anda Villaine : 
Which to maintaine,I would allow him oddes, 
And meet him, were tide to run afoot, - 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 
Or any other ground inhabitacle, | 
Where ever Engliſhman durlt ſet his foot. 
Meane timelet this defend-my loyalty, 
By all my hopes molt falſely doth helye. 

Bul.Pale trembling Coward,there I throw my gage, 
Diſclaiming here the kindred ofa King, 


| And lay aſide my high bloods Royalty, 


Which feare,not reverence makes thee to except, 
If guilty dread bath lefttheeſo much ſtrength, 
Asto take up mine honours payne,then fioope. 
By that,and allthe rights of Knighthood elſe, 
WillI make good againſt thee arme to arme, 
What I have ſpoken,or thou canſt deviſe. 

Mow. TItake it up,and by that ſword I ſweare, 
Which gently laid my Knighc-hood on my ſhoulder, 
Ie anſwer thee inany faire degree, 

Or Chivalrous deſigne of knightly tryall ; 
And when I mount;alive may I not lighr, 
If I be traitor,or unjuſtly fight, 


King, W hat doth our Coulinlay to Mowbrages charge? 


It mult be great that can inherite us, 
So mach as ofa thought of ill in him. 

Bal. Looke what I ſaid, my life ſhall prove it true, 
That Mowbray hath receiv'd cight thouſand Nobles, 
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 Inname of lendings for your Highneſſe Souldiers, 
The which he hath detain'd for lewd imployments, _. 
Like a falſe traitor,and injurious Villaine. 

Beſides I ſay and will in batralle prove, 

Or heere,or elſewhere to the furtheſt Verge 

That ever was furvey'd by Engl eye, 

Thar all the treaſons for theſe erghteene yeares 
Complotted andcontrived in this Land, : 
Fetcht from falſe Mowbray their firſt head and ſpring. 
Further 1 fay,and further will maintaine | 
Vpon hi «bad life, to make all this good, 

That he did plot the Duke of G/oufters death, 

Sugeelt his ſoone belceving adveriarics, 

And conſequently like a traitor Coward, 


W hich bloud,like ſacrificing eAbels cryes, 

(Even fromthe ronguelele cavernes of the carth) 
To me for luſtice;and rough chaſtiſement : 

And by the glorious worth of my deſcent, 

This arme fhall doe 1tzor this life be ſpent. 

King. How higha pitch his reſolution ſoares: _ 
Thomas of Nor folke,vhy fay{tthou to this ? | 

AMow, Ohict my Soveraigneturne away his face, 
And bid hisearesa little whule be deafe, 
Till 1 have told this ſlander ef his bloud, 

How God and good men hate ſo fowle a lyer- 

King. Mowbray,impartiall are our eyes and cares, 
: Were he my brother,nayzour Kingdomes heirc, 
Ashe is but my fathers brothers ſonne ; 

Now by my Sceptersawe, I make a vow, 

Such neighbour-neerenefſe roour facred blood, 
Should nothing priviledge him,nor partialize 

The unſtooping tirmencfie of my upright ſoul. 

He is our ſubjeR( Mowbray) ſo art thou, 

Free ſpeech and fearclefle, I to thee allow. 

Mew. Then Bullingbrookeas low as tothy heart, 
Threughthe falſe paſlage of thy throat ; thou lyeſt : 
Three parts of that rccejptI had for Callice, 
Disburkt I to his Highneſfſe ſouldicrs ; 

The other.part reſerv'd I by canſent, 

For that my Soveraigne Liege was in my debr, 
Vpon remainder of a deere account, 

Since laſt I went to Frexceto fetch his Queene : 
Now ſwallow downe that lye. For G/ouſters death, 
I flew him not ; but (to mine owne diſgrace) 


{ Neglected my {worne duty inthat caſc.: 


For you my noble Lord of LarncaFter, 
The honourable Father tomy Foe, 

Once Ididlay an ambuſh for your life, 

A treſpaſſe that doth vex my grieved ſoule : 
ButereT laſt receiv'd the Sacrament, 

I did confefſc it,and exactly begg'd 

Your Graces pardon,and I hope I had it. 

This is my fault: asfor the reſt appeal'd, 

It iſſues from the rancour of a Villaine, 
Arecreant and moſt degenerate traitor, 

Which in my ſelfe I boidly will defend, 

And interchangeably hurle downe my gage, 
'Vpon thisoverweening traitors foot, 

To prove my ſclfc a loyall Gentleman, 

Evenin the beſt bloud chamber'd in his boſome. 

In haſte whereof moſt heartily I pray 

Your Highneſlc te aſſigne our tryall day. 

King. Wrath kindied Gentlemen be rul'd by me : 

| Ler's purge this choller wichourletting blood : 


This we preſcribe,thoogh no Phyfition. 


Sluc'd out his innocent ſoule through ſtreames of blood: 


—_— 


| 


w—_.4 


Deepe malice makes too deepe inciſion. 

Forget, forgive;conclude,and beagreed, 

Our Doors ſay,thisis no time to bleed. 

Good VYnele,let this end where itbegun, 

Wee'l calme the Duke of NN orfolke,you your ſon. 
Gant, Tobe a make-peace ſhall become ty age, 


| Throw downe (my ſonne) the Duke of Norfolkes Gage, 


King. And Norſolkethrow downe his. 

Garnt, When Harry when ? Obedicnce bids, 
Obedience bids,I ſhould not bid agen. 

King. N orfolke, throw downe , we bid ; there is no 

te. 

Afow.My ſelfe I throw (dread Soveraigne )at thy foqt, 

My life thou ſhalt command, bur riot my ſhame, 
Theone my duty owes,but my faire name 
Deſpight of death thatlives upon my grave 
To darke diſhonours uſe,thou fhalt not have, 
Iamdiſgrac'd,impeach'd,and baffel'd here, 
Pierc'd to the ſoule with ſlanders venom'd ſpeare 
The which no blame can cure,but his heart blood 
Which breath'd this poyſon. 

King. Rage muſt be withſtood : 

Give me his gage : Lyons make Leopards tame. 


And I refigne my gage. My deere,deere Lord, 

The pureſt treaſure mortall times afford, 

Is ſpotleſſe reputation : thataway, 

Men are but gilded loame,or painted clay. - 

A lewell in aten-timesbarr'd up Cheſt, 

Isa bold ſpirit in aloyallbreſt. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one : 

Take honour from me,and my life is done. 

Then (deere my Liege)mine honourlet metry, 

In that I live;and for that will I die. | 
King. Coolin,throw downe your gages 

Doe you begin, 
Brnl. Oh hcavendefend my ſoule from ſuch foule fin, 

Shall I ſeeme Creſt-falne in my fathers ſight, 

Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my hight 

Beforethis oar-dar'ddaſtard ? Eremy toong, 

Shall wound mine honor with ſuch feeble wrong ; 

Or ſound fo baſe a parle : my teeth ſhallteare 

The laviſh motive of recanting feare, 

And ſpit it bleedivg in his high diſgrace, 

Where ſhame doth harbour, even 1a Xfowbrayes face. 
, ' Exit Gaim, 

King. We were not borne to ſue, butto command, 

Which fince we cannot doe to make you friends, 

Beready, (as your lives ſhall anſwer it) 

Ar (oventree, upon Saint Lamberts day : 

There ſh:ll your ſwords and Lances arbitrate 

Theſwelling differenceof your ſetled hate : 

Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall ſce 

Luſtice defigne the ViRtors Chivalry. 

Lord Marſhall, command our Otfcers at Armes, 

| Be ready to dire theſe home Alarmes. Exennt, 


—— ——— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Gaunt, and Dmtcheſſe of Glanceſter. 
Gawnt. Alas,the part I had in G/owers blood, 
Doth more ſolicite me than your exclaimes, 
To ſtirre againſt che Butchers of his life, 
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Afow.Yea,but not change his ſpots: take but my ſhame, | 
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\ But ſince correction lyeth in thoſe hands 
Which made the fault that we cannot correft, 
Pur weour quarrel to the will of heaven, 
Who when they {ce the houres ripe on carth, 
Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 


Hath love in thy old blood no living fire ? 
Were as ſeven vialles of his Sacred blood. 


come of thole ſeven are dride by natures courſe, 
come of thoſe branches by the dettinies cut : 

But Thomas, my deere Lord, my life, my Gloſter, 
One Viall tull of Edwards Sacred blood, 

One flouriſhing branch of his moſt Royall roote 
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor {pilt ; 

Is hackt downe, and his ſummer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe. 


Yet art thou flaine 1n him : thou docit conſent 
In ſome large meaſure to thy Fathers dcath, 
| Ia that thouſectt rhy wretched brother dye, 
Who was the modell of thy Fathers life, 

Callit not patience (Gat) it 1s deſpaire, 

In ſuffering thus thy brother to be {laughter*d, 
Thon ſhew'{t the naked pathway to thy lite, 
Teaching ſterne murther how to butcher thee : 
That which in meane men we intitle patience 
Is pale cold cowardiſc 1n noble breſts: 

What ſhall I (ay, to ſafegard thine ownelife, 
The beſt way is to venge my Gloſters death. 


His Deputy annoynted in his fight, 

Hathcaus'd his death, the which if wrongfully 
Let heaven revenge : tor I may never liit 
Anangry arme againſt his Minſter, 


Dat. Why then 1 will : farewell old Gaunt. 
Thou go'lt to Coventry, there to bchold 
Our Coſine Herefocd,and fell Mowbray fight: 
' | Ofit my husbands wrongs on He! forts ſpcare, 
That itinay enter butcher Mowbrayes brelt : 
Orifmisfortune miſle the firſt carreere, 
Be Mowbrayes finnes fo heavy in his boſome , 


And throw the Rider headlong in the Liſts, 

A Cayriffe recreant to my Coline Hereford. 

Farewell old Gaz, thy ſometimes brothers wife 

With her companion Greefe, muſt end her litc, 
Gaz. Siſter fare well : I muſt to Conentric, 

Asmuchgood ſtay with thee, as go with me. 


Not with the emptie hollownefle,but weight: 
Itakemy leave, before I have begun, 

For ſorrow ends not: when it ſeemeth done. 
Commend me to my brother Edward Yorks. 
Loe, this is all : nay yetdepart not ſo , 
Thoughthis be all, do not ſo quickly goe, 
1ihall remember more. Bid hun, Oh, what? 

| With all good {peedat Plaſhie viſit me. 
Alcke,and what ſhall good old Yorke there ſee 
' But empty lodgings, and unfurniſh'd walles, 
Vn-peopel'd Orhices, untroden ſtones? 


— 


Dgt. Findes brotherhood in thee no ſharper ſpurre? 
Edwards ſeven fonnes ( whereof thy {elfe art one ) 


Or ſeven faire branches ipringing trom one roote ; 


Ah Gaze ? His blood was thine, that bed,that wombe, 
That mettle, that ſelfe-mould that taſhion'd thee, 
Made him a gnan : and though chou liv'it, and breath'ſt; 


D#t. Where then (alas) may I complaint my ſclfe ? 
Gaz, To heaven,the widdowes Champion to defences 


That they may breake his foaming Courſers backe, 


Dx. Yet one word more: Grecfe boundeth where 1t 


(tails, 


Gaunt, Heavens is the quarrell : tor heavens ſubſtitute 


——_— 


——_—_ 


And what heare there for welcome, but my grones > 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 
To ſeeke out ſorrow, that dwels every where : 
Deſolate, defolate will 1 hence; and dye, 

The laſt leave of thee, rakes my weeping eye» 


Exennt 


4 mm 
—— 


ScanaT ertia, 


Enter Varſhall, ande Anmerle. 
Mar. My L. eAumerls,i\Harry Hereford arm'd? 
Aum. \ea,at all poynts, and longs to enter in. 
| Mar. The Duke of Norfolke, ſprightfull and bold, 
Stayes but the ſummons of the Appealants Trumpet. 
Anu. Why then the Champions, are prepar'd,and ſtay 
For nothing but his Majeſtics approach. Flawriſh, 
Emer King, Gaunt, Buſhy, bagot, Greene, & 
others : Then Mowbray in Ar- 
mor, and Harrold. 
Rich. Marſhall, demand of yonder Champion 
The cauſe of his arrivall heere in Armes, 
Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To {\veare him in the juſtice of his cauſe. 

Har.ln Gods Name,and the Kings,fay whothou art, 
And why thou com'it, thus knightly clad in Armes? 
Againſt what man thou com'ſt,and what's thy quarrel, 
Speake truely on thy knighthood, and thine oath, 

As ſo defend thee heaven, and thy valour. 

Aow. My name1s Tho, Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 
Who hither come engaged by my oath 
(Which heaven defend a knight ſhould violate ) 

Both to detend my loyalty and truth, 
To God, my King, and his ſuceeding iſſue, 
Againe the Duke of Hereford, that appeales me: 
And by the grace of God and this mine arme, 
To prove him (in defending of my ſelfe ) 
A Traitor tomy God, my King,and me, 
Andas I truly fight, defend me heaven. 
Tucker. Enter Hereſord, and Harold. 

Rich. Marſhall : Aske yonder Knight in Armes, 
Both who hee is, and why he commeth hither, 
Thus placed m hahbiliments of warre : 
And formaily a ccording to our Law 
Depole him in the juſtice of his cauſe. , 

Mar. What is thy name?& wherfore com'it thou hither 
Before King Fichard in his Royall Liſts ? 

Againſt whom conſt thou? and what's thy quarrell ? 
Speake like a true Knight, ſo defend thee heaven. 
Bull. Harry of Hereford,Lancalter, and Derbie, 
AmlI : who ready here do ſtand in Ames, 
To prove by heavens grace, and my bodyes valour, 
In Liſts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 
T hat he's a Traitor foule and dangerous, 
To God of heaven, King Richard, and tome, 
AndasI truely fight, defend me heaven. 
Mar. On paine of death, no perſqn be ſo bold, 
Or daring hardie as to touch the Liſtes, 
Except the Marſhall, and ſuch oxicers 
Appointed to dire theſe faire delignes, 
Bull. Lord Marſhall, let me kifle my Soveraigns hand, 
And bow my knee before kis Majeſtie : 
For Mowbray and my ſeife are like two men, 
That vow along and weary pilgrimage; 
C Then | 
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Then let us take a ceremonious leave | 
And loving farewell of our ſeverall friends. 
Aar. 1 he Appealant 
And craves to kifle your hand,and take his leave. 
Rich, Wewill deſcend,and fold him in our armes» 
Coin of Hereford as thy cauſe 1s jult, 
Sobe thy fortune in this Royall tight : 


| Farewel},my blood,which it to day thou ſhead, 


Lament we may,but-not revenge thee dead. 
Bull. Ohlct no noble eye prophane ateare 

Forme,if I begor'd with CMowbrayes fpcare 3 

Asconfident, as isthe Falcons flight 

Againſt a bird,doe I'with Howbray fight. 

My loving Lord, take my leave of you, 

Of you (my Noble Colin) Lord Anumertc ; 

Not ſicke,althoughTI have to doe with death, 

But luitte,yong,and cheerely arawing breath. 

Legas at Enguſh Feaſts,ſo I regreet 


'The dainricit laſt,to make the end moſt ſweet- 


On thou the earthy author of my blood, 
Whoſe youthfull ſpiritin me regenerate; 
Doth with atwo-foid vigor littme up 
To reach at victory above my head, | 
Adde proofe unco mine Armour with thy prayers, 
And with thy bleſſings ſteele my Lances point, 
That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen Coate, 
And furnith new the name of lohna Gaunt, 
Even in the luſty haviour of his {onne. 

Gamit.Heaven in thy good cauſe make thee proſp'rous, 
Beſwitr like lightning in the execution, 
And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 
Falt like amazing thinder on the Caske 
Of thy amaz'd pernicious enemy. 38 
Rouzcup thy yourhfuli blood, be valiant,and live. 

Bull. Mine innoccnce,and S.George to thrive. 

Mow. How ever heaven or fortune calt my lot, 
There lives,or dies,true to King Richards Thronc, 
Aloyall,juſt,and upright Geatleman : 
Never did Captaine witha freer heart, 
Caſt off his chaines of bondage,and embrace 
His golden uncontroul'd enfranchitement, 
More than my dancing {oule doth celebrate 
This Feaſt of Battel], with mine adverarie. 
Moſt mighty Licge,and my companion Pecres, 
Take from my mouth,the with of happy yeeres, 
As gentle,and as iocond,as to jeſt, 
Gol to fight : Truth, hath a quiet breſt. 

Rich. Farewell,my Lord,ſecurciy I eſpy 


' Vertue with Valour,couched in thine eyc : 


Order the triail Marſhall,and begin. 
Mar. Harrie of Hereford, Laucaſter,and Derby, 
Receive thy Launce,and heaven defend thy right. 
Bull, Strong as a towre in hope,I cry Amen. 
«May, Go bearethis Lance to Thomas D.of Norfolke. 
1.Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 
Stands heere for God, his Soveraigne,and himſclte, 
On paine to be found falſc,and recreant, 
To provethe Duke of Nortolke,Thowas Iowbray, 
A Traitor to his God, his King,and him, 
And dares himto ſet forwards to the fight. 
2.Har, Here ſtandeth Tho. Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 
on paine to be found falſe and recreant, 
Bothto defend himſclftc,and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter,and Derby, 
' ToGod,his Soveraigne,and to him difloyall : 
Couragiouſly,and with a free deſire, 


in all duty greets your Highnes, 


| 


| 


Attending but the ſignall to begin. 


— | 
| 


A charge ſound] 


Har, Sound trumpets,and fer forward Conbatants, 
Stay,the King hath throwne his Warder downe. | 


Rich, Let them lay by their Helmets 


And both returne backe to their Chaires againe : 
Withdraw with us,and let the Trumpets found, 
| While we returne theſe Dukes what we decree. 


A long Floariſh, 
Draw neere and li{t 


What with our Councell we have done. 
For that our kingdomes earth ſhould not be ſoy1q 
With that deere blood which it hath foſtered, 
And for our eyes do hate the dire aſpe&t 
Of civill wounds ploiwgh'd up with neighbors ſwords 
Which ſorouz'd up with boyltrous untun'd drumme 
With harſh reſounding Trumpets dreadtull bray, 7 
1 And grating ſhocke of wrathfull yron Armes, 
Might from our quiet Contines fright faire Peace, 

1 even in our kindreds bload ; 
Therefore,we baniſh you our Territories: 
You Colin Hereto1d,upon paine of death, 
Till ewice five Summers baveenrich'd our ficlds, 


And make us wa 


Shall nor regreet our faire dominions, 


But treade the ſtranger pathes of baniſhment. 

Bell. Your will be done : This muſt my comfort be, 
That Sun that warmes you hcere,ſhall ſhine on me: 
Aud thole his golden beames to you here lent, 

Shall point on me,and gild my baniſhment. | 
Rich, Nortolke : for thee remaines a heavierdoome, 

W hich I with ſome unwillingneſle pronounce, 

The flye ſlow houres ſhall not determinate 


The dateleſſe limit of thy deere exile ; 


The hopeleſle word,ot never to returne, 
Breathe I againſt thee,upon paine of lite, 

How. A heavy {entence, my molt Soyeraigne Licge, 
And all uniook'd for from your Highneſfe mouth ; 


Adeerer merit,not {o deepe a maime, 
As to be cait forth in the common ayre:s 


Have I deſerved at your Highnefle hands. 
The Language have lcarn'd chcſe forty yeares 


(My native Engliſh )now I muſt forgo, 


| And now my tongues uſe is tome no more, 


Than anunſtringed Vyoll,or a Harpe, 
Or like a cunning Inſtrument cas'd up, 
Or being open,put into his hands 


That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 
Within my mouth you have cngaol'd my tongue, 
Doubly perculliſt with iy tceth and lippes, 


And dull,untecling,barren ignorance, 
Is made my Gaoler toattend on me : 

I am too old to tawneupon a Nurſe, 
Too farre in yeeresto be a pupill novw : 


W hat is thy ſentence then, but tpeechleſſe death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing 
Rich. It boots thee not to be compailionate, 
After our {entence,plaining comes to lates 
How, Then thus I turne me from my countries light 
To dwell in ſolemne ſhades of endlefle night. 
Rich. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee, 
Lay on our Royall ſword,your banitht hands; 
Sweare by the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein we baniſh with your ſclves) 


To keepe the Oath that we adminitter : 


You never ſhall (ſo helpe you Truth,and Heaven) 
Embrace each others love in baniſhment, 


Nor ever looke upon each others face, 


& their opeares, | 


native breath? 


Nor 
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The Life aud Death of Richard the ſecond, 


27 


ayn_ 


Nor ever write,regreete,or reconcile | 
This lowring tempelt of your home-bred hate; 
Nor ever by advited purpole meete, 

To plot,contrive,or complor any ills 

«Gainſt Vs,our State,our 1ubjects,or our Land. 

Bul. I 1WEATE» 

Mow. And I,to keepe all this. | 

Bul. Norfolke,lo farre,as to mine enemie, 

By this time(had the King permitted us) 

One of our {oules had wandred in the ayre, 
Baniſh'd this traile (epulcher of our fleſh, 

Asnow our flcth is bani{h'd from this Land. 
Confelſe thy Treaſons,ere thou Aye this Realme, 
Since thou halt farre to go,beare not along 

The clogging burthen of a guilty ſoule. 

Mow. No Bullingbrooke: If ever I were Traitor, 
My name be blotted trom the booke of Life, 

And I from heaven bani{h'd as from hence : 


But what thou art,heaven,rhou, and I do know, 
Andall too ſoone([ feare) the King ſhall rue. 
Farewell (my Ltege) now no way canl ſtray, 
cave backe to England,all the worlds my way- 

Rich. Vncle,even 1n the glaſſes of thine eyes 
| ſeethy greeved heart : thy ſad aſpeR, 
Hithfrom the number of his bani{h'd yeares | 
Puck'd foure away : Six frozen Winters ſpent, 
Returne with welcome home,from baniſhment. 

Bul, How long atime lies in one little word : 
Foure lagging Winters,and foure wanton Springs 
End ina word,ſuch 1s the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. Ithanke my Liege,that in regard of me 
He ſhortens foure yeares of my ſonnes exile : 
Butlittle vantage ſhall I reape thereby. 
Forere the ſixe yeares that he hath to ſpend 
Can change the Moones,and bring their times about, 
My oyle-dride Lampe,and time-bewaſted light 
Shall be extin& with age,and endleſle night ; 
My inch of Taper, will be burnt,and done, 
And blindfold dearh,nor let me {ec my ſonne. 

Rich. Why Vacle,thou haſt many yeeres to live. 

Gant. But not a minute (King) that thou canit give ; 
Shorten my dayes thou canſt with ſudden ſorrow, 
Andplucke nights from mezbut not lend a morrony : 
Thou canſt helpe time to furrow me with age, 
But ſtop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 
Thy word is currant with him, for my death, 
But dead,thy kingdome cannot buy my breath, 

Rich, Thy ſonne js baniſh'd upon good advice, 
Wheretothy tongue a party-verdit gave, 
Why at our Inſtice ſeem'ſt thou then to lowre ? 

Gas, Things ſweet totaſt,prove.in digeſtion ſowre ; 
You urg'd me as a Indge,but I had rather ' | 
You would have bid me argue like a Father. 
Alas, look'd when ſome of you ſhouldfay, 
[ was too ſtrict to make mine owne away : 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 


Rich. Cofine farewell : and Vncle bid him fo : 
Ax yeares we baniſh him,and he ſhall go. 
Flonrilh., 

As. Coſine farewell : what preſence muſt not know 
0M where you do remaine,let paper ſhow. 

Mar. My Lord,noleave take I,for I will ride 
Asfarre as land will let me,by your fide. 
Gawnt,Oh to what purpoſe doſt thou hord thy words, 


Exits 


Thatthou return'ſt no orecting tothy friends ? 


te. tt 


Bull. I have too few totake my leave of you; 
when the tongues office ſhould be prodigall, 
To breath th'abundant dolour of the heart. 
Gas. Thy greete is but thy abſence for a time. 
Bull. Toy abſent,greefe is preſent for that time: 
Gar. What is ſixe Winters, they are quickely gone ? 
Bull, To men in joy, but greefe makes one houre ten. 
Gas, Call it a travell that thou tak'ſt for pleaſure. 
Bull. My heart will ſigh,when I miſcall it ſo, 
Which findes it an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Gar. The ſullen patlage of thy weary ſteppes 
Eſteeme a ſoyle,wherein thou art to ſet 
The precious Iewell of thy home returne. 

Bull, Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 

By thinking on the froſtie Cancaſus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 

By bare imagination of a Feaſt ? 

Or Wallow naked in December ſnoiy 

By thinking on fantaſticke Summers heate ? 

Oh no,the apprehenſion of the good 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worle : 

Fell ſforrowes tooth, doth ever ranckle more 

Then when it bites,but lanceth not the ſore: 

Gas. Come,come (my fon) le bring thee on thy way 
HadIT thy youth,and cauſe;l would not ſtay. 

Bull, Then Englands ground farewell:\weetſoil adieu 
My Mother and my Nurſe,which beares me yet : 
Where ere I wander,boaſt of this I can, 

Though baniſh'd,yeta true-borne Engliſhman» 


Scana Quarta, 


— 


Entey King ,Aumerle,Greene,and Bagot. 
Rich. Wedid obierve. Coline Aumerle, 
How farre brought you high Hereford on his way? 
eAnum. I brought high Hereford (if you call him fo). 
But to the next high way,and there 1 ieft him. - 
Rich. And fay,what ſtore of parting tcares were ſhed? 
Aum. Faith none by me: except the Northeaſt wind 
Which then grew bitterly againit our face, 
Awak'd the ſleepie rhewine;and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tcare. 
Rich, What ſaid our Cofin when you parted with him? 
An. Farewell:and tor my hart diſdained y my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word,that taught me craft 
Tocounterfeit oppreſſion of ſuch greete, 
That word ſeemde buried in my ſorrowes grave. 
Marry,would the word Farewell, had lengthen'd houres, 
And added yeeres to his ſhort baniſhment, 
He ſhould have had a volume of Farewels, 
But ſince it would not,he had none of me, 
Rich. He is our Cofin(Coſin) but'tis doubt, 
When time ſhail call him home from baniſhment; 
Whether our kinſman come to ſee his friends, 
Our ſelfe, and B»ſhy : heere Bagor and Greene 
Obſeryde his Courtſhip to the common people ; 
low he did ſeeme to dive into their hearts, 
With humble, and familiar courteſte, 
W hat reverence hedid throw away onflaves ;_ 
wooing poore Crafteſ-men, with the craft of ſoules, 
And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 
As*tweretobaniſh their affets wit@him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an Oyſter-wench, . 
_— | 
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A brace of Dray-men bid God ſpced him wel), 
And had the tribute of his ſupple knee, ; 
With thankes my Countrimen , my loving friends, 
As were our England in reverſion his, 
And he our ſubjects nextdegree in hope. : 
Gr. Well,he is gone, & with him goc theſe thoughts: 
Now for the Rebels, which ſtandout in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage mult be made my Liege 
Ere further leyſure, yeeld the futher meanes 
For their aduantage, and your highneſle loſlc: 
Rich. We willour ſelfe in perſon to this warre, 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, | 
And liberall Largeſſe, are growne ſomewharlight; 
We are inforc'd to farme our royall Realme, 
The revennew whereof ſhall furniſh us 
For our affayres in hand : if they come ſhort 
Our ſubſtitutes at home ſhall have Blanke-charters : 
Whereto, when they ſhall know what men are rich, 
They ſhallſubſcribe them for large ſummes of Gold, 
And ſend them after to ſupply our wants : 
For we will make for Ireland preſently. 
Enter Buſhy. 
Buſty, what newes ? | 
Bu. Old lohnof Gaunt is verie ſicke my Lord, 
Sodainly taken , and hath ſent poſt haſte 
Toecntreat your Majeſty to viſit him. 
Ric. Wherelyes he ? 
Bu. At Ely houſe. : : EE 
Ric. Now put it (heaven) in his Phyſitians minde; 
To helpe him to his grave immediately : 
The lining of his coffers ſhall make Coates 
To decke our ſouldiers for theſe Iriſh warres. 
Come Gentlemen, let's all go viſit him : . 
Pray heaven we may make haſt, and come too late, Ex#, 


— 
* 


———— — 


eA thus Seccndus. Scana Prima. 


——, 
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Enter Gaunt, ficke winh Yorke. 


Gas. Will the King come, that I may breathe my laſt 
In wholſome counſel! to his unſtaid youth ? 

Tor.Vex not your {elfe,nor ſtrivenot with your breth, 
Forall in vaine comes counſell to his eare- 

Gax. Oh but (they ſay) the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deepe harmony ; 
W here wordsare ſcarſe,they are ſeldome ſpentin vaine, 
For they breath truth, that breath their words in paine. 
He that no more muſt ſay, is liſten'd more, 
Thenthey whom youth and caſe have taught to gloſe, 
More are mens ends markt, then their lives before, 
The ſetting Sun, and muſicke is the cloſe 
As the laſt taſte of ſweetes, 1s ſweetelt laſt, 
Writ inremembrance, more thenthings long paſt ; 
Though Richard my lives counſell would not heare, 
My deaths fad ale, may yet undeafe his care. 

Ter. No, it is{topt with other flatt'ring ſounds 
Asprayſes of his ſtate : thenthere are found 
Lafcivious Meeters, to whoſe venom ſound 
The open cares of youth doth alwayes liſten. 
Report of faſhions in proud Italy, 
W hoſe manners {yl our tardie apiſh Nation 


Limpes afterin baſe imitation. 


And thus expiring do foretell of him, 


| This Land of ſuch deere ſoules, this deere-deerc Land, 


Where doth the world thruſt forth a vauity, 

So it benew,there's no reſpe&t how vile, 

That is not quickly buz'd into their cares? 

That all too late comes counſell to be heard, 

W here will doth mutiny with wits regard : 

Dire& not him, whoſe way himſelte will chooſe, 

Tis breath thou lackſt, and that breath wilt thou looſe, 
Graunt. Methinkes I am a Prophet new inſpir'd, 


His raſh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laſt, 

For violent fires ſoone burne out themſclves; 
Small ſhowwres laſt long, but ſodaine ſtormes are ſhort, 
He tyres betimes, that ſpurs too faſt betimes; 
With eager feeding, food doth choakethetceder ; 
Light vanity, inſatiate cormorant, 

Conſuming meanes ſoone preyes upon it ſelfe, 
This royall Throne of Kings, this ſceptred Iſle, 
This earth of Majeſty, this feate of Mars, 

This other Eden, demy paradiſe, - 

This Fortres built by nature for her ſelfe, 

Againſt infection, and the hand of warre : 

This happy breed of men, this little world, 

This pectous ſtone ſet in the ſilver Sca, 

W hich ſerves it inthe onfice of a wall, 

Or asa Moate dcfenſiue to a houſe, 

Againſt theenuy of lefſe happier Lands, | 
This bleſſed plot, this Earth, this Realme this England, 
This Nurſe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings, 
Fear'd by their breed, and famous tor their birth, 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home, 
For Chriſtian ſervice,and true Chivalric, 

As 1s the ſepulcher in ſtubborne ry 

Ofthe worlds ranſcme, bleſſed aries Sonne. 


Deere for her reputation through the world, 

Is now Leas'd out( 1 dyepronouncing,it) 

Like toa Tenement or pelting Farme. 
England bound in with thetriumphant Sea, 
Whoſe rocky ſhore beates backe the envious ſiedge 
Of watery Neptune,is now bound in with ſhame, 
With Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds. 
That England that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath madea ſhamctull conqueſt of it ſelfe. 
Ah ? would the ſcandall vaniſh with my life, 
How happy then were my enſuing death ? 


Enter King, © ucene, eAumerle, Buſhy , Greene, 
Bagot, Ros, and Willoughby. 
Tor. The King is come, deale mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Coalts, being rag'd,do rage the more- 
2x. How fares 0ux noble Vncle Lancaſter ? 
Rs. What comfortiman ? How iſt with aged Gaum? 
Ga. Oh howthat name befirs my compoſition: 
Old Gaznt indeed; and gaunt inbeing old : © + 
Within me greefe hath kept a tedious faſt, 
And who abitaines from meate, that is not gaunt ? 
For ſleeping England long time have I watchr, 
Watching breeds leannefſle, leannefle is all gaunt: 
The pleaſure that ſomeHFathers feed upon, 
Is my {trict faſt, I meane my Childrens lookes, 
And therein faſting, haſt thou made me gaunt : | 
Gaunt am T for the grave, gaunt as a grave, i 
Whole hollow wombe inherits nought but bones: 
Ric. Can ſicke men play ſo nicely with their names: 
Gaz. No, miſery makes ſport to mocke it {clfc: 
Since thou doſt ſeeke to kill my name in mee, 
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I mocke my name (great King) to att *COlas 29 
Ric. Should dying men Sees cha er thee. a : Co 8 
Gas. No men flatter thoſe that live? ich. What faves he? Fe 
,no men living fl yeSnhe? . | 
wart thole thar dye. ., Aor. Nay nothing, alli faid | 
—_— ying,ſayſt thou flatter" ſt me. is tongue is nowa {tringl _ . 
4.4. Tami CR wINly th ng I the ſicker be wW _ all,old purer _ 
reathe,I ſee thee 11! ; 21. Be Yorke ther r hath ſpent. 
ax, Now h - ec 1ll. rke theriext . 
li6 my ſelfe bay qu ay 7 ſeethecill ; _— be ome jr ooo benkoys ſo, 
Thy death-bed 1 het 9iecing lil, — Rich, Theripelt fruit fi:1t t ray WO. 
— am rrens a ran then the Land, : H1s time 1s n_ {t fals,and ſo doth he, 
And thou too od fe 1. utation iicke, So much for that. Now mnlt be : 
Commir't thy — " «60a as chow art, _ _ ſupplant thoſe = wen —_ : 
Of thoſe Phyſitions, tha y to the Cure 1Ch Ive like venom gh rug-nheaded Kernes 
t firſt wounded thee But onel where no venom _ 
Athouſand Aatterers ſit withi unded tees nely they, have privild . elle 
| t within thy C f And for thete gr privilcdge to live. 
Whoſe c : y Crowne, r thcfe great atfay "he 
And yet more EEIN thy hand, | Th m_ "mw CC —_—_ lome charge 
Th | - : 4;1a VErgec e Þ ate,co eto us 
e waſte Www whit leſſer then thy Land. Wher 0 rare revennewesand moveable 
Oh had thy Grandfire with aPro h Tor. H ae Gaunt did ſtand poſleſt % 
- cert 0 Oo cr , 
Seene how his ſonnes ſonne = id r v tha Shall tend w long thall I be patient ? Oh he 
np 27 amFre a hehe Ro fr durie make me [offer wrong ? _——_ 
epol1ng p veiaid tn ih * 2{ters death « : o 
Which mo > ane thou wert polkcſt, As, Nor Gamuntes — ef 4 baniſhinent, 
Why(Coline) were en _ yr —_ — + pant of _— ne wrongs, 
It were aſh: u Regent of the world 1s marria a .. wont. 
But for thy —_— ler his Land by leale : : Have ever made meſons utagn grace 
[oe irkenjo7ing but this Land, Or bend one wrinkle on m oF patient checke, 
Landlord Sa F ame,to ſhame it 10? L am the lait of noble Eien 4 Is face # 
Thy ſtate of Lay Gs thou, and not King : Of whom thy ftatherPri ine 6-cra 
And Wy1lsS bondſlave to the law, D In warres was never L = oe of Wales was firſt; 
OO : | In peace, was never —_ - —_ heree's 
Preſuming on 5 = unatickeleanc-wittcd foole Then was that yong and Pri amve more milde, ; 
Darſt with thy f gues priviledge, : His face thou haſt,tor ceehll cely Gentleman ; 
Make pale ad admonition Accomplithd with the na —_— 
With tury,from be e, chafing che-Royall blood But when he frown'd; it wl er of thy howers: 
args is native reſidence? | And not againlt hi cy S againſt the French 
Wert | ates right Royall Majeſtic Did win what he yon his noble hand © 
= tongue a —_ gr - Eawa-dr fonne, kurt = triumphane ANG _ =s _@ 
ould run th ns ſo roundiy in thy head ands were guiltic : ad won; 
y head from tl Ay” But bl e guiltic of noKindreds b! 
Gav, Oh ſpar thy unreverent ſhou'de loody with the enem! _ ood, 
Farther Twas his Facher Bd, brothers Edwards rs | Oh Richard, Yorke i ics of his kinne : 
Fath . wards \onne Or ell \Yorke is £00 farre gone with gr 
That blood al us Father Eawaras ſonne : ; r el{c he never woul with greete 
Thou haft oor "= ry _ Pelican) Rich, Why Vncle, d compare betweene. : 
_ Gtoncelier x rags. —_— yn on _ | : 
om fai Pn - ell meaning r. Oh my Liege, | 
May be a ae rm in heayen 'mongſt . —_ I pleas'd not to bex ed, me if you pleaſe, ifnor | 
Thar tlion reg nt,and witnefſe go be py toules) Seeke you to ſeize 4 n d,am content with all : 
waht = . not ſpiliing Sian bblodd 1 The Royal: ics and _ —_— your hands 
And thy binds —_ tickeneſle thar | have Is n0t -Gaver dead? and dork — 
To crop at once a c be like crooked age : Was net Gawzt juſt ?and 1 not Hereford live? 
Live in thy ſha (00-008 wither'd flowre- | Did not the one deſerve _- 1 iran 
_ words hog wh not ſhame with thee 1, ke his heyre a well deſervin os _ 
onvey me r,thy tormentors 5 hs ake Heretords rig : -1ng fonne ? . 
————_C R- 
Rake Anders ove and honor hav | | Eernor ro morrow then'i +2 Do . 
For both h ct them dyc,thatag -" Exit | Be not thy {elf v then infue toy, 
aſt thou, and bo gc and tullens have yy felte. For how art th Ki; 
Twi 1d ,and both become the erav , But by faire ſe 7 art tNOU A King 
NE En iTens | : 
cloves yo fle,and age 11 him : you doe wrongt| . y true, 
* Harry D n—_ _ holds you dcere | no in his dm... Zo 77-997 right, 
ich. Rich reford,\vere he heere y his Atturneyes FA 1E_nat 
As thei gnt,you ſay true: as H , ' His Liveri Y EF nerall,to ſue 
heir $,10 mine : and all be as my wg love;ſolys; | You _ — offer d homage, 
You fool: a choulh d dangers on your head, 
Enter N orthumbzrland. And pricke my — poſed hcarts, 
Nov, My ti Which honor and all patience rothole thoughts 
Majeſtie. y Liege, old Gazntcommends hi | Ric. Thinke wh legeance cannot thinke. 
« S$S Im TO your Hi ; "ij Vnat you wil: we (ei "_ 
$ plate,his goods, his m 1e 11to Our hands 
| Yor. Ile not be b 1 L CEP .and*hislands, | 
y the while ; My Leige farewell, . | 
=: What | 
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What willenſue hereof,there's none can tell, 
But by bad courſes may be underſtood, 
That their events can never fail out good. Exits 
| Rich. Go Buſtieto the Earle of Wil:tire ſtreight, 
] Bid him repaire to us ro Ely houſe, 
To ſee this buſinefſe : to morrow next - 
| We will for /reland, and 'tis time, I troy : 
And wecreate in abſence of our {elfe 
Our Vnckle Yorke, Lord Governor of England : 
For hes juſt,and alwayes lov'd us well. 
Come on our Queene,to morrow mult ye part, 
Be merry,tor our time of Ray is ſhort. Flouri/h. 
 CHManert N orth.Willoughby,and Roſſ. 
Nor. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dead. 
Koſſ. Andliving too,for now his ſonne is Duke. 
Wil. Barely in title,not in revennew. 
Nor. Richly in both, if juſtice had her right. 
Roſſ. My heart is great:but it muſt break with flence 
Er't be disburthen'd with a liberall tongue. 
Nor.Nay ſpeake thy mind:8& let him ne'r ſpeake more 
That ſpeakes thy words againe to doe thee harme. 
wil. Tendsthat thou'dit ſpeake to th'Du.of Hereford? 
If it be ſo,out with 1t boldly man: h 
Quicke is mine earc to heare of good towards him. 
Roſſ. No good at all that I can doe for him, 
Vnleſle you call it good to pitic him, 
Bereft and gelded of his patrimonie. 
X or. Now afore heaven, 'irs ſhame ſuch wrongs are 
borne, 
In him a royall Prince,and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining Land ; 
The King is not himſelfe,but bately led 
By flatterers,and what they will informe 
| Meerelyn hate *gain{t any of us all, 
? hat will the King ſeverely proſecute | 
*Gainlt us,our lives,our children,and our heires- 
Koſſ.The Commons hath he pill'd with greevous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath he fin'de 
For ancient quarrels,and quite loſt their hearts. 
Wil. And daily new exactionsare devis'd, 
As blankes,beneyolences,and I wot not what: 
But what o'Gods name doth become of this ? 
Nor. Wars hath not walted it,tor war'd he hath not, 
Bur baſely yeelded upon comprimize, 
That which his Anceſtors atchicu'd with blowes : 
More hath he ſpent in peacc,then they in warres. 
Rof. The Earle of Wiltſhire hath the realme in Farme. 
Wil. The King's growne batkruptlikea broken man, 
Nor. Reproach,and diflolution hangeth over him. 
Rof. He hath nor monie for theſe Iriſh warres: 
(His burthenous taxations notwithſtanding) 


| But bythe robbing of the baniſh'd Duke. 


X'yr. His noble Kinſinan,moſt degenerate King : 
But Lords,we hcare this fearefull tempeſt ſing, 
Yet ſeeke no ſhelter to avoyd the torme : 
Weſee the winde fit ſore upon our failes, 
And yet we ſtrike not,but ſecurely periſh. 
Ref, We lce the very wracke thar we muſt tuffer, 
And unavoydcd is the danger now 
For ſuffering fo the cauſes of our wracke, 
Nor.Not to : even through the hollow eyes of death , 
I ſpic life peering : but I dare not fay 
How neerethe tidings of our comfort is, 
Wi, Nay letus ſhare thy thoughts,as thou doſt ours. 
Roſ. Be confident to ſpeake Northumberland, 
| Wethree,are but thy ſclfc,and ſpeaking ſo, 


| 
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Thy words are butas thoughts,therefore be bold. 
Nor. Then thus': I have from Port le Blan 
A Bay in Bretamezreceiv'd intelligence, 
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord (obhay, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His brother Archbiſhop,late of (anterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham,Sir lobn Rainſton, 
Sir ſoby Norberie,Sir Robert Waterton,and Francis Oucin 
All theſe well furniſh'd by the Duke of Britaine, 
With eight tall ſhips, three thouſand men of warre 
Are making hither with all due expedience, 
And ſhortly meane totouch our Northerne ſhore : 
Perhaps they hadere this,but that they ſtay 
The firſt departing of the King for Ireland. 
If then we ſhall ſhake off our {laviſh yoake, 
Impe out our drooping Countries broken wing, 
Redeeme from broaking pawne the blemiſh'd Crowne, 
Wipe off the duſt that hides our Scepters gilt, 
Andmake high Majcſtic looke like it ſelfe, 
Away with me in poſte to Ravenſpurgh, 
But it you faint,as fearing to doe ſo, 
Stay,and be fecret,and my ſeife will go. 
Rof. To horſe.to hor{c,urge doubts to them that feate; 
Wil. Hold out my horſc,and 1 will firſt bethere. 


Exennt. 


— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter © neene,Bnſhy,and Bagot. 


Bruſh. Madam,your Majeſty is too much fad, 
You promis'd when you parted with the King, 
To lay aſide (elte-harming heavineſle, 
And entertaine a cheerctull diſpoſition. 
2x. To pleaſe the King,1 did : to pleaſe my {elfe 
I cannot doe it : yet 1 know no cauſe 
Why I ſhould welcome ſuch a guelt as greefe, 
Save bidding farewell to ſo {ſweet a gueit 
As my {weet Richard, yet againe me thinkes 
Some unborne ſorrow,ripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me,and my inward ſoule 
With nothing trembles,at ſomething it greeves, 
More than with parting from my Lord the King. 
Buſb.Each ſubſtance of a greefe hath twenty thadows 
Which ſhewes like greete it ſeltc,but 1s not {o : 
For forrowes eyc,glazed with blinding tearcs, 
Divides onething intire,to many objects, 
Like perſpe&tives,which rightly gaz'd upon 
Shew nothing but confuſion,cydawry, 
Diſtinguiſh forme : ſo your {\weet Majeſtic 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure, _ 
Finde ſhapes of grecte,more then himfſelfe to walle, 
Which look'don as itis,is nought but ſhadowes 
Of what it 1s nor : then thr1Ce-gractous Qyeene, 
More thenyour Lords departure weepe not,more $10 
Or if itbe, tis with falſe forrowes eye, (1cene; 
Which for things true,weepe things 1maginary« 
9x. Tt may be fo : but yet my inward fou!c 
Perſiwades mcit is otheriviſe : how creit bc, 
I cannot but be {ad : ſo heavy fad, 


As thongh on thinking on no thought I thinke, 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and -_— 
2 . . . 5 5 - Ie \ 1, 
Buſs. *Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lad) ) 
C—— 
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0s. 'Tis nothing lefle : conceit is ſtill derin'd 
From ſome fore-father greefe,mine is not to, 

For nothing hath begot my tomething grecte, 
Or ſomething, hath the nothing that I greeve, 
'Tis in rever{tonthat I doe poſleſle, 
But what 1tis,that 1s not yet knowne,what 
I cannot name, tisnamcletle woe I wot. 
| Enter Greene. 

Gree, Heaven fave your Majeity,and wel met Gentle- 
Thope the King is not yet ſhipt for Ireland. (men; 
9g. Why hop'ſt thou fo ? *Tis better hope he is : 
For his defignes crave haſte, good hope, 

Then wheretore doſt thou hope he is not ſhipt ? 

Gree, That hc our hope, might have retyr'd his power, 
and driven into defpaire an enemies hope, 

Who ſtrongly hath ſet fooring in this Land, 

The baniſh'd Buinghrooke repeales himſelte, 

And with up-litred Armes is ſafe arriw'd 

At Ravenſpurg. 

9z. Now God in heaven forbid. 

Gree, O Madam *tis too true : and that is worſe, 
The L,Northumbe: jand, his yong ſonne Henry Percre, 
The Lords of Refſe, Beanmond,and Willonghby , 

Withall their powerfull friends are fled to him, 
| Byſi. Why have you not proclaim'd Northumberland 

And the reſt of the revoited faction, Traitors ? 

Gree. We have : whercupon the Earle of Worceſter 
Hath broke his ſtaffe,reſign'd his Stewardſhip, 

Andalthe honſhold {ervants fled with!1m to Bullenbrook 
2s: So Greene,thou urt the midwite of my woe, 
AndFulinbrooke my (ocrowes difmall heyre: 
| Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigie, 
AndIa gasping new delivered mother, 
| Have woe to woe, ſorrow to ſorrow Joyn'ds 
Buſh. Dcſpaire no: Madam. 
2%. Wha ſhall hinder me ? 
I will de{patre,and beat enmitie 
Wrhcouzening hope ; he is a Flatterer, 
AParafite,a-kceper backe of death, 
Who gently wou!d diffolve the bands of life, 
Which fallc hopes linger in extremity. 
FE Eater Yorke, 

Gree. Heere comes the Duke of Yorke. 

Os, With fignes of warre about his aged necke, 
Ohfull of carefull buſineſle are his lookes : 

Vickle,for heavens ſake ſpeake comfortable words. 

To, Comfort's in heaven,and we are on the carth, 
Where nothing lives but crofles, care and greete : 
Your husband he is gone to fave farre off, 
Whilſt others come to make his looſe at home : 
Heere am I Jeft to underprop his Land, 
Who weak.e with age,cannot ſupport my felfe : 
Now comes his ficke houre that his ſurfer made, 
Now ſhall he try his friends that flattered him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser, My Lord,your ſonnc was gone before I came. 
Yor. He was : why ſo, goall which way it will: 
The Nobles they are fied,the Commons they are cold, 

Andwill I feare revolt on Rerefords fide. 
Srra,gct theeto Plaſhie tomy ſiſter Gloſter, 
Bid her ſend me preſcntly athouſand pound, 
Hoid,rake my Ring. | 

Ser, My Lord,! had forgot | 
Totell your Lordihip,to day 1 came by, and call'd 
Put I ſhall greeve youto report the reſt. 

Tor, What is't knave ? 


there, 


—_ 


— 


Ser. An houre before I cam?,the Dutchaſle di'de. 
| Ter. Heav'nfor his mercy,whar a tide of woes 

Come ruſhing on this wotull Land at once ? 

I know not what to doe : I would to heaven 

(So my untruth had not provok'd him to it) 

The King had cut off my head with my brothers- 

Whatarc there poltes ditpatchr for Ireland ? 

How thall we doe for mony for theſe warres ? 

Come ſiſter (Cozen 1 would ſay) pray pardon me. 

Go follow,get thee home,provide ſome Carts, 

Andbring away the Armour that is there. 

Gentlemen,will you muſter men ? 

If I know how,or which way to order theſe affaires 

Thus diforderly thrult into my hands, 

Never beleeve me. Both are my kinimen, 

1Honeis my Soveraigne,whom both my oath 

And dutie bids defcnd : th'other againe 

Is my kinſman,whom the King hath wrong'd, 

Whom confcience,and my kindred bids toright, 

Welitfomewhat we mult do : Come Cozen, 

He diſpoſe of you. Gentlemen, go muſter up your men, 

And meet me preſently at Barkley Caſtle ; 

I thoyid to Plaſhy too : but time willnot permit, | 

All is aneven,& every thing isleft at ſix and ſeven. Ext. | 
Buſh. The wind fits faire for newestogo to Ircland, 

Bur none returnes : For us to levy power 

Proportionable torh'cnemy,is all impoſlible. 

Gre. Belidcs our neereneſle to the King in love, 

Is neere the hate of thoſe love not the King. | 
Bag.And that's the wavering Commons,for their loye 
Lies 11 their parſes,and who to empties them, | 

By ſo much fils their hearts with dcadly hate. 

Bu(h. W herein the king ſtands generally condemn'd. 
Bag. If judgeinent lye 1n them,then ſo do we, 

Becauſe we have bcene ever ncere the King. 

Gree. W<l!:! will for refuge {treight to Briſtoll Caſtle, 

The Earle of Wiltſhireis already there. 

Bujk. Thithcr will I with you,for little office 

Will the hatetuil Commons performe for us, 

Except itke Curres,to tcare us all in peeces : 

Willyou goe along with us ? | 
Bag. No,I will ro Ireland to his Majeſtie : 

Farewell,it hearts preſages be not vaine, 

We three here part,thar neu'r thall meete againe. | 
Be.That's as Yorke thrives to beate backe Ballinbrooke 
Gr. Alas poore Duke.the raske he undertakes 

Is numbring ſands,and drinking Oceans drie, 

Where one on his ſid: fights,thouſfands will flyc. 
Buſh. Farewell at once,for once,for all,and ever. 
Well,me may mcete againe. 


Bag. I teare me never, Extt. 


————— 


Scena T ertia. 


—_— — 


” CO —_ ——— ——_— — 


Enter the Dukg of Hereford,aud Nerthum- 
IX berland. 


Bal. How farre is it my Lord to Barkley now ? 
Nor. Beleeve me noble Lord, 
Tam a ſtranger here in Glouſterſhire, 
Theſe high wilde hilles,and rough unceven wayes, 
Drawes out our miles, and makes thei wearilome : 
And yet our faire diſcourſe hath beene as ſugar, = 
Making 
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Making the hard way ſweetand deleRable : 
But I bethinke me,what a wearie way 
From Ravenſpurgh to Cottſhold will be found, 
In Roſſe and Wsllonghby,wanting your companic, 
Which proteſt hath very.much beguild 
The tediouſneſfſe,and proceſle of my travell : 
But theirs is ſweetned with the hope to have \ 
The preſent benefit that I pofleſle : 
And hope to joy,is little lefle in joy, 
Then hope enjoy'd : By this, the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way ſceme ſhort,as mine hath done, 
By ſight of what I have,your Noble Companic. 
Bull, Of much lefſe value 1s my Compante, 
Then your good words : but who comes here ? 
Enter H.FPer CY. 
N orth. it is my Sonne,young Harry Percte, 
Sent from my brother Worceſter : W hence {0cver. 
Harry,how fares your Vnckle ? £5 
Fexcie. 1 had thought, my Lord,to have learn'd his 
health of you. | | 
North. Why,is he not with the Queene ? 
Percie.No,my good Lord,he hath torſooke the Court, 
Broken his Staffe of Orfice,and diſperſt 
The Houſehoid of the King. 
North. W hat was his reaſon ? | 
He was not fo reſoly'd,when we laſt ſpake together. 
Percie.Becauſe your Lordſhip was proclaimed Traitor. 


\ But hee,my Lord,is gone to Ravenſpurgh, 


To cffer ſervice tothe Duke of Hereford, 
And ſent me over by Barkely,to diſcover 
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 
Then with direction to repaire to Ravenſpurgh. 
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hcretord(Boy.) 
Ferciz. No,my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne're I did remember:to my knowledge, 
1 never in my life did looke on him. 
N 91th. Thenlearne to know him now : this is the 
Duke. | 
Percie, My gracious Lord,Itender-you my ſervice, 
Such as ir is,being tender,raw,and young, 
Which elder dayes ſhall riper,and confirme 
To moreapproved ſervice,and deſert. 
Bull. Ithanke thee gentle Percie,and be ſurc 
I count my ſelfe in nothingelſe ſo happy, 
As ina Soule remembring my good Friends : 
And as my fortune ripens with thy Love, 
It ſhall be ſtill thy true Loves recompence; 

My heart this covenant makes,my hand thus ſeales it. 
Nerth. How farre is itto Barkely ? and what ttirre 
Keepes good old Yorke there, with his Men of Warre ? 

Percie. There ſtands the Caſtle,by yond tuft of Trees, 
Manr'd with three hundred men,as I have heard, 
And in it are the Lords of Torke, Barkely,and Seqmor, 
None elſe of Name, and noble eſtimate. 
Enter Roſſe and Willoughby. 
North. Here come the Lords of Roſſe and Willoughby, 
Bloody with ſpurring,fieriered with hatte. 
Bull, Welcome my Lords,I wot your love purſues 
A baniſht I raitor ; ail my Treaſurie 
is yet but unfelt thankes,which more enrich'd, 
Shall be your love,and labours recompence. 
Roſſe. Your preience makes us rich,noſt-Noble Lord. 
Wilo, And farre ſurmounts our labour to attaine it. 
Bull. Evermore thankes, th'Exchcquer of the poore, 
W hich till my infant-fortune comes to ycercs, 
Stands for my Bountie : but who comes here ? 


| 


I ——— ——_ 


| In grofſe Rebellion, and deteſted Treaſon : 


Enter Barkely. 
North. It is my Lord of Barkely,as I gheſle. 
Bark, My Lord of Hereford,my Meſlage is to you. 
Bull. My Lord,my anſwer. is to Lancaſter, 

And 1 am come to ſeeke that Name in England, 

And I muſt finde that Title in your Towne, 

Before I make reply to aught you ſay. 

- Bark, Miltake me not,my Lord,'tis not my meaning 

To raze one title of your honour out. 

To you, my Lord,l come (what Lord you will) 

From the moſt glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of Yorke,to know what pricks you on 

To take advantage of the abſent time, 

And fright our Native Peace with ſelfe-borne Armes, 

s Enter Y orke. 

.. Bull. I ſhallnot necd tran{pert my words by you, 
Here comes his Grace in Perion.My Noble Vnckle. 

Yor. Shew me thy humble heart,and not thy knee, 
W hoſe dutic is deceivable, and falſe. 

Bull. My gracious Vnckle. 

Tor. Tut, rut,Grace me no Grace,nor Vnckle me, 
I arh no Traytors Vnckle ; and that word Grace, 
In an ungracious mouth,is but prophane. 

. Why have theſe baniſh'd,and iorbidden Legges, 
Dar'd once to touch a Dult of Englands Ground? 
But more then why, why have they dar'd to march 
So many miles upon her peacctull Botome, 
Frighting her pale-fac'd Villages with Warre, 
And oſtentation of deſpiſed Armes ? 

Com'ſt thou becauſe th'anoyuted King is hence? 
Why fooliſh Boy,the King is ft behind, 
And in my loyall Boſome lyes his power. 
Were I but now the Lord of ſuch hot youth, 
As when brave Gawunt,thy Father,and thy ſelfe 
Reſcued the Black Prinee,that yong Mars of men,' 
From forth the Rankes of many thouſand French: / 
Oh then, how quickly ſhould this Arme of mine, 
Now Priſoner to the Palſic,chaſtiſe thee, 
And miniſter corre&tion to thy Fault. 

Bull. My gracious Vnckle,let me know my Fault, 
On what condition ſtands it, and wherein ? 

Yor. Evenin condition of the worſt degree, 


Thou art a banith'd man,and here art come 
Before th'expiration of thy time, 
In braving Armes againſt thy Soveraigne. 
Bull. As1 was baniſh'd,l was baniſh'd Hereferd, 
But as | come, come for Lancaſter. 
And Noble Vnct le,l beteech your Grace 
Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye ; 
You are my Father, tor me thinkes in you 
I ſee old Gawntalive-Oh then my Father, 
Will you permit,that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 


——_____l@A@GC__—_——— 


A wandring Vagabond ; ay Kights and Royaltics 
Pluckt from my armes perforce,and given away 
To upſtart Vnthrifts ? Wherefore was I borne? 
If that my Couſin King,be King of England, 

It muſt be graunted, I am Duke of Lancaſter. 
You have a Sonne,»Aumerle,ny Noble Kinſman, 
Had you firſt died,and he beene thus trod downe, 
He ſhould have found his Ynckle G aunra Father, 
Torowze his Wrongs,andchafe them to the bay. 
I am denyde to fue iny Liverie here, 

And yet my Letters Patents give me leave : 


My Fathers govds arcall diltraynd,and ſold, 


| And theſe,and all,arcall amiſſe imployd. 
What 
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What would you have me doc? Iama ſubjedt, 
And challenge Law: Attorneyes are denyde me , 
And therefore perſonally I lay my claime 

To mine inheritance of trec Deſcent, 


Roſſ, It itands your Grace upon, to doe him right. 
Wil, Baſe inea by his endowments are made great. 
Tark. My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 


| I have had feeling of my Coſens Wrongs, 
Andlabour'd all I could to doe bim right: 
' But in this kind, to come in brauing Armes, 


Be his owne Carver, and cut Out his way, 

To find our Righe with wrongs, it may not be; 

And you that doc aber him in this kind, 

Cheriſh Rebellion, andare Rebels all. 

' North. The Noble Duke hath ſworne his comming is 

But for his owne ; and for the right of that, 

We all have ſtrongly {worneto give him ayd, 

And let him nev'r {ce Ioy,that breakes that Oath. 
Tork; Well, well, I {ce the iflue of theſe Armes, 

| cannot meud ir, I mult needes confefle, 

Becauſe my power 1s weake and all ill left : 


| But if I could, by him that gave me life, 


Lwould attachyou all, aud make you ſtoope 
VYato the Soueraigne mercy of the King. 
But fince I cannot, be it knowne to you, 

I doeremaineas Neuter.So fare you well, 
Vnleſſe you pleaſe to enter inthe Caſtle, 
Andthere repoſe you for this Night. 

Bul. An offer Vackle, that we will accept : 
But we muſt winne yourGrace to goe with us 
 ToBriſtow Caſtle, which they {ay 1s held 
By Bu(bie, Bagot, and their Complices, 


| The Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 


Which I have {worne to weed, and plucke away: 
ork. It may be I will go with you: bur yet He pawſc, 
For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes 3 
Nor Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you ate, 
Things patt 1edreſle, are now with me palt care. Exewnt. 


Fn ————Y 
2 


Scena Quarta. 


— OO Oe Oo ——— 


Enter Salibury, and a Captaine, 


| Capt. My Lord of Salisbury,we have ſtayd ten dayes, 
And hardly kept your Countrey men together, 
And yetwe heare no tidings from the King; 
Thereforewe will diſperſe our ſelves: farewell. 
Sab, Stay yet another day, thou trultie Welchman, 
he King repoſeth all his confidence in thee. 
Capt. Tis thought the King is dead,we will not ſtay; 
© Bay-trees in our Countrey all are wither'd, 
And Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heaven; 
he pale-fac*'de Moone lookesbloedy on the Earth, 
adleane-lookt Prophets whiſper Fearefull change; 
ich men looke ſad, and RuiHans danceand leape, 
© one 1n feare, to loſe what they enjoy, 
© Other to enjoy by Rage, and Warre : 
heſe ſignes fore-run the death of Kings. 
Tewell,our Countreymenare gone and fled, 
S well affur'd Richard their King is dead. Exit; 


ne OR SORE 


| 1 fee thy Glory,like a ſhooting Starre, 


North, The Noble Duke hath beene too much abusd. 


——_— —— 


Sal. Ah Richard, with eyes of heauic mind, 


Fall to the baſe Earth, from the Firmament : 
Thy Sunneſets weeping in the lowly Welt. 
Witnefling Stormes to come, Woe, and Vnreſt; 
Thy Friends are fled; to wait upon thy Foes, 


And croſſely to thy good, all fortune goes, Exit. 


—_. ——_—. 


eAclus Tertins. Scena Prima, 


—_______ 


—— 


DO e——_—_ 


Enter Bullingbrooke, Yorke, Northumberland 2 
Roſe, Fercie, Willoughby, with Bubie 
and Greene Prifoners. 


Bull, Bring forth theſe men : 

Buſhie and Greene, I will not vex your ſoules, 

(Since pretently your ſoules mult part your bodyes) 
Waich roo much urging your permtious iives, 

For *twere no Charitic : yet ro waſh your blood 
From off my hands, here inthe view of men, 

I will unfold ſome cauſes of your deaths. 

You have mus-led a Prince, a Royall King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood, and Lineaments, 

By you unhappicd, and disfigur'd cleane ; 

You have in manner with your ſinfull houres . 

Madea Divorce betwixt his Queene and him, 

Broke the poſſeſſion of a Royall Bed, 

And ſtayn'd the beautie of a faire Queenes Cheekes, 
With teares drawn fro her eyes,with your foule wrongs. 
My ſelfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth, | 
Neere to the King in blood, and neere in love, 

Till you did mak- him miſ-interprete me, 

Haveſtoopt my necke under your injuries, 

And figh'd my Engliſh breath in forraine Clouds, 

Eating the birter bread of baniſhment ; 

W hile you have fed upon my Seignories; 

Difſ-park'd my Parkes and fell'd my Forreſt Woods ; 
From mine owne Windowes torne my Houſchold Coat, 
Raz'd out my Imprefle, leaving me no ſigne, o 
Save mens Opinions,and my living blood, 
To ſhewv the world I am a Gentleman. 
This, and much more, much more then twice all this, 


Tell her I ſend to her my kind commends; 
Take ſpeciall care my Greetings be deliver'd. 
York: A Gentleman of minc Þ have diſpatch'd 

With Letters of your love, to her at large. 

Bull. Thankes gentle Vncle ; come Lords away, 
To fight with G/endewre, and his Complices ; 
A while toworke, and after holliday. 

Exennt. ; 


Scana 
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FSrena Secunda. 


Drums: Flouriſh, and Colours. 
Enter Richard, «Aumerle,Carlile,avd Souldierse 


Rich. Barkloughly Caſtle call you this at hand ? 
es, Yea,my Lord:how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
Aﬀter your late toſſing onthe. breaking Scas? | 
Rich. Necdes mult 1 like it well : I weepe for 10y 
To ſtand upon my Kingdome once againe: 
Deere Earth, 1 doe ſalute thee with my hand, 
Though Rebels wonnd thee with their Horſes hoofes: 
As along parted Mother with her Child, 
Playes fondly with her teares, and ſmiles in meeting ; 
So weeping, ſmiling, greetI thee the Earth, 
And doethee fauor with my Royall hands: 
Feed not thy Soveraigns Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy ſweetes, comfort his ravenousſence: 
But let thy Spiders that ſucke up thy Venome, 
And heavie-gated Toades lye in their way, 
Doing annoyance to the trecherous feete, 
Which with uſurping ſteps doe trample thee. 
Yeeld ſtinging Nettles to mine Enenues ; 
And when they from thy Boſome plucke a Flower, 
Guard itI prethee with a lurking Adder, 
W hoſe double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies. 
Mocke not my ſenceleſſe Conjuration: Lords ; 
This Earth ſhall have a feeling, and theſe Stones 
* Provearmed Souldiers, ere{ her Native King 
- Shall falter under foule Rebellious Armes, 
| Car,Feare not my Lord,that Power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in ſpight of all. 
eAzwm. He meanes, my Lord,that we are too remifſe, 
W hileſt Buli»gbrooke through their ſecurity, 
 Growes {trong and great, in ſubſtance and in friends. 
Rich. Diſcomfortable Couſin, knoweſt thou not, 
That when the ſearching Eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World, 
Then Theeues and Robbers raunge abroad unſeene, 
In Murthers and in out-rage bloody here : 
But when from under this Tefreſtriall Ball 
He fires the prowd tops of the Eaſterne Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through ev'ry guiltic hole, 


S L 
(The Cloake of Night bei g f their backs) 
Stand bare and naked, trem lc 
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To lift ſhrewd Steele againſt our Golden Crowne, 
Heaven for bis Richard hath in heavenly pay 


A glorious Angell : then if Angels fight, 
Weake men muſt fall, for Heaven {till guards the right, 
Emer Salt bury. 
Welcome my Lord, how farre off [yes your Power ? 
| Satksb. Norneere, nor farther off, my gracious Log 
Then this weake arme ; diſcomfort guides my tongue, 
Andbids me ſpeake of nothing bur deſpaire : 
One day to0 late, I feare (my Noble Lord) 
Hath clouded all my happie dayes on Earth : 
Oh call backe Yeſter day, bid time returne, 
| And thou ſhalt have twelve thouſand fighting men : 
To day, today, unhappie day too late 
Orethrowes thy Ioyes, Friends, Fortune,and thy tate, 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 
| Are gone to Bullingbrooke, diſperſt, and fled. 
eAum, Comfort my Liege, why lookes your Grace ſy 
palc? . 
Rich. But now the blood of twentie thouſaud men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled, 
And till ſo much blood thither come agalne, 
Have I not reaſon to looke pale, and dead? 
All ſoules that will be ſafe, flye from my ſide, 
For time hath ſet a blot upon my pride. 
Aum. Comfort my Liege, remember who you are. 
Rich, T had forgot my ſelfe. Am I not King? 
Awake thou {luggard Majeſtie, thou {leepett : 
Is notthe Kings Name fortic thouſand Names? 
Arme,arme my Name : a punie ſubjett ſtrikes 
Atthy great glory. Looke not to the ground, 
Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 
High be our thoughts : I k1ow my Vnckle Yorke 
Hath Power enough to ſerve our turney 
But who'comes kde? Enter $croope 
Scroope. More health and bappineſle beride my Leige, 
Then caq my care-tuni'd tongue deliver him. 
Rich. Mine eare.is open, and my heartprepar'd: 
The worſt tsyerldly loſſe, thou canlt untold : 
Say, Is my Kingdome loſt? why *twas my Care : 
And what loſle is it to be rid of Care? 
Strives Ballingbrooke to be as great as we? 
Greater he ſhall not be : If he ſerve God, 
Wee'l ſerve him too; and bee his Fellow 10. 
Revolt our ſubje&s ? That we cannot mend, 
They breake their Faith to God as well as us : 
Cry Woe, Deſtruction,Ruine, Lofle, Decay, 
The worlt is Death, and death will have his day. 
Scroope. Glad am I, that your Highneſle is ſoarm'd 
To beare the tidings of Calamitie. 
Like an unſeaſonable ſtormie day, 
Which make the ſilver Rivers drowne their Shores, 
As if the World were all diflolu'dto teares : 
So high, above his Limits, ſwelis the Rage 
Of Bullingbrooke, covering your fearetull Land 
With hard bright Steele, and hearts harder then Steclc: 
White Beares have arm'd their thin $8 haireleſle Scalps 
Againſt thy Majeity, and Boyes with Womens V oyces, 
Strive to ſpeake bigge, and clap their female joynts 
In ſtiffe unwieldie Armes : againſt thy Crowne 
Thy very Beadſ-men learne to bend their Bowes 
Of double fatall Eugh : againſt thy ſtate 
Yea Diſtaffte-Women manage ruſtie Bills : 
Againſt thy Seat both young and old rebell, 
Andall goes worſe then I have power to tell. 
Rich, Too well, too well thou teli'it a Tale ſo ill. 
W here is the Earle of Wiltſhire? where is Bagor? 


W hat is become of Buſbie? where is Greene? 


That | 


— - EIS. 
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That they have let the dangerous Enemy 

Meaſure our Confines with fuch peacetull ſteps 2 

' If we prevaile,thetr hands ſhall pay for it. 

[ warrant they have made peace with Bull nghrooke. 
Scroope. Peace have they made with him 1ndeede(my 


ord. ) : ; 
Rich. Oh Villains, Vipers,damn'd without redemption, 
Dogges,calily won to fawne on.any man, 
Snakes in my heart blood warm'd, that ſting my heart, 
Three Iudafles, each one thrice worſe then /zudas, 
Would they make peace ? terrible Hell make warre 
Vpontheir ſpotted Soules for this Offence. 
Scroope. Sweet Love ( Itee ) changing his property, 
Tarnes to the fowrelt, and molt deadly hate : 
ezine uncurſe their Soules ; their peace 1s made 
With Heads,and not with Hands: thoſe whom you curſe 
Havefelt the workt of Deaths deſtroying hand, 
Andlycfall low, grav'd1n the hollow ground. 
eAum. 1s Buſmie, Greene, and the Earle of Wiltſhire 
dead ? 
Scraope. Yea, all of them at Briſtow loſt their heads. 
Anm.\W here is the Dake my Father with his Power? 
Rich. No matter where,” of comfort no man {peake: 
Let's talke of Graves, of Wormes, and Epitaphs, 
Make Duſt our Paper, and with Rainy eyes 
Write Sorrow 1 the Boſome of the Earth, 
Let'schuſe Executors, and talke of \Vills : 
And yetnot fo; for what can we bequeath, 
Save our depoſed bodyes tothe ground ? 
Our Lands, our lives and all are Bullinobrookes, 
And nothing can we cail our owne, but Dcath, 
Andthat finall Modell of the barren Earth, 
Which ſerves as paite, and Cover to our Boncs 2 
For Heavens ſake ler us fit upon the ground, 
Andtell ſad tories of the death of Kings : 
How ſome have beene depos'd, ſfomeſlaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Ghoits they have depos'd, 
Somepoylon'd by their Wives {ome (leeping kilFd, 
All murther'd. For within the hollow Crowne 
Thatrounds che mortall Temples of aKing, 
Keepes Death his Court, and there the Antique ſits 
Soling his Statc, and grinning at his pompe, 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 
To Monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with lookes, 
Infuling him with ſeife and vaine conceit, 
ASif this Fleſh, which walls about our Life, 
Were Brafſe impregnahle : and humor'd thus, 
Comesatthe lait, and with a little Pinne 
boaresthrough his Caſtle Walls, and farewell King. 
Cover your heads, and mocke not fleth and blood 
With folemne Revercnce : throw away Reſpet, 
Tradition, Forme, and Ceremonious dutie, 
For you have but miſtooke me alli this while : 
[ve with bread like you, feele Want, 
TalteGriefe, need Friends : ſubjeted thus, 
| | | Howcanyou ſay to me, Lam a King ? 
| | Col.My Lord; wiſe menne're wailetheir preſent woes, 
But preſently prevent the wayes to waile : 
To fearethe Foe ,ſince fearc oppreſſeth rength, 
Gives in your weakenefle, {trength unto your Foe; 
Feare, and be ſlaine, no worſe can come to fight, 
And fight and die, is death deſtroying death. 
Where fearing, dying, payes death ſervile breath. 
wn, My Father hath a Power, enquire of him, 
And learne to make a Body of a Limbe. | 
Eih:Thou chid'ſt me well: proud Brllingbrooke I come 


SO mem... 


x| 


{ That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue. 


To change blowes with thee, for our day of Doome: 
This ague fit of feare is over-blowne, 
An eafic taske 1t is to winne our owne- 
Say Scroope, where lyes our Vnckle with his Power? 
Speake {weetely man, although thy lookes be ſowre, 

Scroope. Men judge by the complexion of the Skie 
The ſtate and inclination of the day, | 
So may youby my dull and heavic Eye : 
My tongue hath but a heavier Tale to ſay: 
I play the Torturer, by fimall and ſinall 
To lengthen out the worſt,that muſt be ſpoken. 
Your Vnckle Yorke 1s joyn'd with Ballingbrooke, 
Andall your Northerne Caſtles yeeided up, | 
Andall your Southerne Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his Fafion, | 

Rich. Thou halt ſayd enongh. | 
Beſhrew thce Coulin, which didſt leade me forth 
Of that ſiyzet way I was in, to deſpaire : 
W har fay younoiv 2 What comfort have we now? 
By hcavenIic hate him everlaſtingly, 
That bids me be of comtort any more. 
Goc to Flint Caltle,there Ile pine away, 
A King, Woes ſlave, ſhall Kingly Woe obey ; 
That Power I have, diſcharge, and let'em goe 
Tocare the Land, that hath ſome hope to grow, 
ForlI have none. Let no man ſpeake againe 
Toalter this, for coanfaile 1s but vaines 

Aum. My Liege, one word. 
Rich. Hedoes me double wrong, 


Diſcharge my followers : let them hence away, 
From Rchiras Night, to Bulli»gbrooke faire Day, 
E xennt, 


Scena T ertia, 
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Enter with Dram and Colours, Bullingbrooke 
Yorke, Northumberland, Attendants. 


Bull, So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen are diſpers'd,and Saltsbury 
Is gone tomect the King, who lately landed 
With ſome fv private triends, upon this Coalt, 
N orth. The newes is very faire and good, my Lord, 
Richard not farre from hence, hath hid his head. 
Tor. It would beſceme the Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King Richard: alacke the heavie day, . 
When ſucha ſacred King ſhould hide his head, 
N orth. Your Grace miſtakes; onely to be briefe, 
Left 1 his Title out. " | 
Yor. The time hath beetle, 
Would you have beeneſo briefe with him, he would 
Have becne ſo bricfe with you, to ſhorten you, 
For taking ſo the head; your whote heads length. 
Ball. Miſtake not (V ncklc) farther than: yon ſhould. 
Yor. Take not (good Coulin) farther than you ſhould, 
Leaſt you miſtake the heavens are ore your head. 
Bell. I know it (Vncklc) and oppote not my lelfe 
Againe their will. But who comes here? 
EntePr ercie, 


Welcome Harry : what, will not this Caſtle yeeld> 


Per. The Caſtle royally is mann'd, my Lord, 
Again{t thy eatrance- 


Bull. Roy- | 
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Bull. Royally ? Why,it contaynes no King ® 
Fer. Yes (my good Lord) 
It doth containe a King : Kind Richard lyes 
Within thelimits of yond Lime and Stone, 
And with him,the Lord Aumerle,Lord Saliebury, 
Sir Stephen Scrospe,befides a Clergie man 
Of holy reverence ; who, I cannotlearne. =» 
' North. Oh,belike it is the Biſhop of Carle. 
Bul. Noble Lord, : 
Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caſtle, 
Through Brazen Trumpet ſend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin'd Eares,and thus deliver: 
Henry Bullinbrocke apon his knees doth kifſe 
King Kicbards hand,and ſends allegeance 


Evenat his feet, to lay my Armes and power, 
Provided,that my Baniſhment repeal'd, 

And Lands reſtor'd againe,be freely graunted : 

If not,Ile uſe th'iadyantage of my power, 

And lay the ſummers duſt with ſhowers of blood, 
Rayn'd from the wounds of ſlaughter'd Engliſhmen ; 


It is, ſuch Crimſon Tempeſt ſhould bedrench 

The freſh greene Lap of faire King Richards Land, 
My ſtooping duty tenderly ſhall ſhew. 

Goe ſignific as much, while here wemarch 
Vponthe Graſlie Carpet of this plaine : 

Let's march without the noyſe of threatning Drum, 
That from this Calties tatter'd Battlements 

Our faire Appointments may be well perus'd. 

Me thinkes King Richard and my (elfe ſhould meete 
With no lefle terror than the Elements 

Of Fireand Watcr,when their thundring ſmoake 
At meeting tearcs the cloudie Cheekes of Heaven : 
Be he the fire, Ile be the yeelding Warer ; 

| The Ragebe his,while on the Earth raine 

My Waters on the Earth,and not on him. 

March on,and marke King Richard how he lookes. 
Parle without ,and anſwere within : then a Flouriſh. 
Enter on the Walls, Richard,(, arlile, Aumerle,Scroop, 
Salisbury. 

Sec,ſee,King Richard doth himſelfe appeare 

As doth the bluſhing diſcontented Sunne, 

From out the fierie Portall of the Eaſt, 

When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent 

To dimine his glory, and to ſtaine the trat 

Of his bright paſſage to the Occident. 

York, Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
(As brightasis the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Majeſtic: alack, alack, for woe, 

That any harme ſhould ftaine fo fairea ſhow. 

Rich. Weare amaz'd,and thus long have we ſtood 
To watch the fcarefull bending of thy knee, 
Becauſe we thoughtgur ſelfe thy lawfull King : 
And if we be, how dayethy joynts forget 
To pay the awfulldatie to our preſence ? 

If we be nor, ſhewws+he Hand of God, 
That hath diſ{miſs'd us from our Stewardſhip, 
For well we know, no hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe the ſacred Handle of our Scepter, 
Vnleſle he doe prophane, ſtcale or uſurpe. | 
And though youthinke, that all, as you have done, 
Have tornetheir ſoules, by turning them from us, 
And we arebarren, and bereft of Friends : 
{| Yetknow, my Maſter, God Omnipotent, 
Is muſtring in his Clouds, on our behalfe, 


And true faith of heart to his royall Perſon : hither come 


The which, how farre off from the mind of Bulliwgbrooke 


—m_ammatnnsÞ 


| And as Iam a Gentleman, I credit him. 
Rich. Northumberland, ſay thus : The King returnes, 


Armies of Peſtilence, and they ſhall ſtrike 
Your Children yet unborne, and unbegot, 
That lift your Vaſlall Hands againit my Head, 


Andhreat the Glory of my precious Crowne. 

Tell Bulkngbooke, tor yond me thinkes he is, 

That every ſtride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treaſon : he is come to ope 

The purple Teſtament of bleeding Warre ; 

Butere the Crowne he lookes for, live in peace, 

Ten thouſand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 

Shall ill become the flower of Englands face, 

Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 

To Scarlet indignation, and bedew 

Her Paſtors Grafſe with faithfull Engliſh Blood. 
North. The King of Heavenforbid our Lord the King 

Should ſo with civiil and uncivilk Armes 

Beruſh'd upon : 1hy thrice-noble Couſin, 

Harry Bullingbrooke, doth humbly kifſe thy hand, 

Andby the Honorable Tombe he ſwearcs, 

That ſtands upon your Royall Grandfires Bones, 

And by the Royalties of both your bloods 

( Currents that ipring from one moſt gracious Head) 

And by the buried Hand of Warlike Gaunt, 

And by the Worth and Honour of himſelfe, 

Compriſing all that may be ſworne, or ſaid, 

H1s commung hither hath no furthet ſcope, 

Than for his Lineall Royalties, and to begge 

Infranchiſement immedaate on his knees: 


W hich on thy Royall partie granted once, 

His glittering Armes he will commend to Ruſt, 
His barbed Steedes to Stables, and his heart 

To faithfull ſervice of your Maicſty : 

This ſweares he,as he is a Prince, 1s juſt, 


His Noble Couſin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his faire demands 

Shall be accompliſh'd withour contradi&ion : 
Withallthe gracious utterance thou haſt, 
Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 
We doe debate our {clfe (Couſin) doe we not, 
To looke ſo poorely, and to ſpeake to faire ? 
Shall we call back Norchamber [aud and ſend 
Defiance to the Traytor and ſodie? 


Till timelend friends, & friends their hopefull Swords 


That layd the Sentence of dread Baniſhment 

On yond proud man, ſhould take it off againe 

With words of ſooth: Oh that I were as great 

As is my Gricfe, or lefler than my Name, 

Or thar I could forget what 1 have beene, 

Or not remember what I muſtbe now : 

Swell'{t thou proud heart? Ile give thee ſcope to beats, 

Since foes have {cope to beate both thee and me. 

eAum, N otrhumbertand comes backe from PBuling 

brooke. ; 
Rich. Whar muſt the King doe now?muſt he ſubmit? 

The King ſhall doeit : Muſt he be depos'd ? 

The King ſhall be contented : Mult he loſe 

The Name of King ? of Gods Name let it goe- 

He give my Iewels for a cr of beades, 

My gorgeous Pallace,for a Hermitage, 

My gay Apparrell, for an Almes-mans Gowne, 

My figur'd Goblets, for a Diſh of Wood; 


eAum.No,good my Lord,let's fight with gentle words,| 


Rich. Oh God, oh God, that cre this tongue of mine, 


My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staffe, 


——— 
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bies, for a payre of carved Saints, 
Fra large Kingdoms, for a little Grave, 
Alittle little Grave, an obſcure Grave. 
Or Ile be buried in the Kings high-way, - 
Some way of common Trade , where Subjedts feete 
May howrely trample on ther Soveratgnes Head: 
For on my heart they tread now, whilett I live ; 
Andburied once, why not upon my Head? 
Aumarle, thou weep'it ( my tender-hearted Couſin) 
Wee'le make foule Weather with deſpiſed Teares: 
Oar fighes, and they, ſhall lodge the Summer Corne, 
| And makea Dearth 1n this revolting Land. 
Or ſhall we play the Wantons with our Woes, 
And make ſome prettie Macth with ſhedding Teares? 
As thus: to.drop them !tiilupon one place, 
Till they have fretted as a payre of Graves, 
Within the Earth : and therein lay'd, their Iyes 
Two Kinſmen digg'd their Graves with weeping Eyes? 
Would not this 111, doe well 2 Well, well ſee 
Iralke but idly, and you mocke atme. 
Moſt mightie Prince, my Lord N\ or:hammberland, 
What fayes King Bullpgbrooke? Will his Majcitie 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard dic ? 
You make a Legge, and Bullmgbrooke (ayes T. 
North. My Lord, in the bate Court he doth attend 
Tojpeake with you, may it pleaſe you to come downe, 
Rich. Downe, downe I come, like glilt'ring Phaetoy, 
Wanting the manage of unruly Ilades., 
la the bale Court ? baſe Court where Kings grovy baſe, 
Tocome at Traytors Calls ,and doe them Grace. 
Inthe baſe Court come down:down Court,down King, 
Fornight-Owis ſhrike,where mounting Larks ſhould 
Bul. What ſayes his Majcſtie ? (ling. 
Auth. Sorrow, and griete of heart 
Makes him ſpcake fondly, like a franticke man : 
Yet he is come. 
Bu. Stand ail apart, R 
Andihew faire dutie to his Majeſtic. 


| | Mygracious Lord. 


Rich. Faire Couſin, 
You debaſe your Priacely Knee, 


Tomake the baſe Earth proud with kiſſing it. 


Me rather had, my Heart might feele your Love, 
Than my unpleas'd Eye ſee your Courtefics 
VpCoulin, up, your Heart is up, I know, 
Thus high art leaſt, although your Knee be low. 
Bull. My gracious Lord , 1 come but for mine 
owne. 
Rich. Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and 
Ball. So farre be mine, (my moſt redoubted Lord,) 
Asmy true ſervice ſhall deferue your love. 
Rich. Well you deſerv'd: 
They well deſerue to have, 
That know the ſtrong ſt, and ſureſt way to get. | 
Vnckle give me your hand: nay, drie your Eyes, 
Teares ſhew their Love, but want their remedies, 
Couſin 1 am to young too be your Father, 
Though you are old enOlgh to be my Heire. 


or doe we muſt, what force will have us doe, 
Kt one towards London: 
Couſin, is it {v6 ? 


Rich. Then 1 muſt not lay, no. 
Flourifh, 


ee. 


Ex: tint. 


at you will have, Ue give, and willing too, q 


4 


Scana wnta, 
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Enter 21:cene and two I aces, 


2s. What ſport ſhall! wedeviſe here in this Garden, 
Todrive away the heavie ct:v:1ght of Care e x 

Za. Madame, weele play at Bowics, | 

Ls. Twiil maze me thinks the Worid isfull of Rubs, 

And that my fortune runaes againi* the Byas, 

La. Madaine, wee'le Dar ce» | 

Ln. My Legges can-keepe no meaſure in Delight, 
When my poore Heart nc 1neali © keepes in Grictes 
Theretore no Dancing (Girle) rom: other ſports 

£4. Madaine, wee ic teil Tales. 

2x. Of Sorrow, or of Gricte ? 

La, Ofeyther, Madame. 

£a. Of neyther, Girle. 

For it of Loy, being altogether wanting, 

Tt doth remember me the more of Sorrow : 

Or if of Gricfe, being altogether had, 

It addes more Sorrow tomy want of loy : 

For what [ have, I need not torepeat ; 

And w hat i want, it bootes not to complaines 

La. Madame, [le iing, 
2. "Tis well that thou haſt cauſe : 

But thouſhould'it picaſe me better, would'ſt thou weepe. 
Z:. 1 couid weepe, Madame, wouid it doe you good. 
2x. And I coud fing, would weeping doe mc good, 

And never borrow any Teare of thee. 

Enter a Garawmer, and two Servauts; 

But ſtay, hecre come the Gardiuers, 

Let's licp into the ſhadory of theſe Trees. 

My wreechedoefle, unto a Rowe of Pinnes, 

They*!c talke of itate : ior every one doth lo, 

Againſt a Change ; Woe is tore-ranne with Woe. 

Gard. Goc binde thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 

Which like unruy Thiid; cn, make their Sy: e 

Stoupe wit? oppreion of their prodigall weight ; 

Give ſome {upportancetothe bending twigges« 

Goe thoa, and like an Executioner 

Cut off che h:ads of too falt growing ſprayes, 

That looke too loftie in our Common=wealth : 

All muſt be cve1, in our Governement, 

You thus imploy'd, I will goe root away 

The noytomc wec des, that without profit ſucke 

The Soyles tertilitic from wholeſome flowers. 

Ser. Why ſhould wee, in the compaſle of aPale, 

KeepeLa'v and torme, and due Propertion, 

Shewing as ina Modell our firmeftace ? 

When ow Sea-walled Garden, (the whole Land ) 

Is full of Weedes, her faireſt Howers choaktup, 

Her Fruit-trecs all unpruin'd.her Hedgesruin'd, 

Her Knots diforder'd, and her whoic:0.nc hearbes 

Swarming with Caterpillers. 

Gard. Aold thy peace, 

He that hath ſuffer'd this dit»: det'd Spring, 

Hath now himſcife met wich che Fa!l 97 Leafe. 


{ The Weeds that his broad-ſpreading Lzaves did ſhelter, 
Bull. Yea, my $00d Lord. | 


That ſeem'd, in eating him, to ho!d Þim ups 
A:epuli'd up, Root aud 2, >y Bu'tgbrooke : 


T incane, the Earle of Wiltihuc, Buſhte, Greene, . 
d | Ser WW nat 
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Ser. What are they dead? 
Gard. The arc, , 
And Bullnghy-okg hath ſciz'd the waſtefull King, 
What pitty is it, that he had not trim'd _ 
And dreſt his Land, as we this Garden, at time of yeare; 
And wound the Barke, the skin of our Fruit-trees, 
Leaſt being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 
With too much riches it confound it ſelte ? 
Had hedone fo, togreat and growing men, 
| They might haveliv'd to beare, and he to taſte 
Thejr fruites of dutic. All ſuperfluous branches 
Welop away, that bearing boughes may live : 
Had he donc1o, himſelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which walite and idle houres, hath quite thrown downe- 
Ser. What thinke you the King ſhall be depos'd ? 
Gor. Depreſt he is already, and depos'd | 
'Tis doubted he will be, Letters came laſt night 
To adecre Eriend of the Duke of Yorke, 
That tell blacke rydings. : 
Q#.0h Iampreſt ro death through want of ſpeaking: 
Thou old eAdams likencſle, fet todrefle this Garden : 
How dares thy harſh tongue ſound this unpleaſing 
W hat Eve ? what ſerpent hath ſuggeſtedthee, (newes ? 
To makea ſecond fall of curſed man ? 
Why do'ſt thou fay King Rechard is depos'd? 
Dar'ſt thou (thou little better thing then earth) 
Divine his downfall? Say where, when, and how 
| Cam'ſt thouby this ill tydings ? Speake thou wretch, 
Gard. Pardon me Madam. Little joy have l 
To breath theſe newes; yet what I ſay, is true; 
| King Kichard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bullmngbrooke. their tortunes both are weigh'd : 
In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himſelfe, 
And ſome few Vanities, that make him light : 
But in the Ballance of great Ballingbrooke, 
Beſides himſelfe, are all the Englith Peeres, 
And with that oddes he weighes King Richard dovne- 
| Poſte you to London, and you'l finde it ſo, 
| Iſpcake nomore, then every one doth know. 
24. Nimble miſchance, that art ſo lighr of toote, 
Douth not thy Embaflage belong to me ? 
Andam T laſt that knoyes it? Oh thou think'{t 
To ſerve me laſt, that I may longeſt keepe 
Thy ſorrow in my breaſt. Come Ladies goe, 
To meet at London, Londons King in woe. - 
What, wasI borne to this! that my ſad looke, 
Should grace the Triumph of great Ballingbrooke! 
Gard'ner, for telling me this newes of woe, 
IT would the Plants thou graft'ſt, may never grow. Exit, 
G. Poore Queene,ſo that thy ſtate might be no worſe, 
I would my skill were ſubjet to thy curſe: 
Heeredid ſhedrop a teare, heere in this place 
le fet a Banke of Rew, ({owre Herbe of Grace: ) 
 Rue,ew'n for ruth, heere ſhortly ſhall be ſeene, 


In the remembrance of a Weeping Queene. Exit, 


—_ 


Aus Quartus. Scana Prima. 


Enter as to the Parliament, Butlinghrooke os Aumerle, N or- 
thumberland, Percie, Futz-Water, Surrey, Carlile, Abbot 
of Weſtminſter. Heranld, Officers, and Bagor. 


Bullingbrooke, Call forth Bagot. 


| Now Bagot, freely ſpeake thy minde, 


| 


| 
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What thou do'it know of Noble Glouſters death ; 
Who wrought it with the King, and who perform'g 
The bloody Office of his timeleſſe end, 
Bag. Then ſct before my face, the Lord Anumert:, 
Bull. Cofin, ſtand forth and looke upon that may, 
Bag. My Lord Awmerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scornes to unſay, what it hath once deliver'd. 
In that dead time, when Glouſters death was plotted, 
I heard you ſay, Is not my arme of length, 
That reacheth from the reſt full Engliſh Court 
As farreas Callis, to my Vnckles hcad? 
Amongſt much other talke, that very time, 
T heard you fay, that you had rather refuſe 
The offer of an hundred thouſand Crownes, 
Then Bwllmmgbrooke returne to England; adding withall 
How bleſt this Land would be,inthis your Cots death, 
eAum. Princes and Noble Lords : 
What anſwer ſhall I make to this baſe man ? 
Shall Ito much diſhonour my taire Starres, 
On cquall termes to give him chalticement ? 
Either I muſt, or have mine honour ſpoyld 
With th' Atteindor of his ſland'rous Lippes. 
There is my Gage, the manuall Seale of death 
Thar markes thee out for Hell. Thou lyeſt, 
And will maintaine what thou haſt faid, is falſe, 
In thy heart blood, though being all too baſc, 
To itaine the temper of my Kmghtly {word. 
Bul. 'Bagot forbeare, thou ſhalt not take 1t up. 
elum. Excepting one, I would he were the bel 
In all this preſence, that hath moved me ſo. 
Fitz. It that thy valour ſtand on ſympathies: 
There is my Gage, 4umerle, in Gage to thine : 
By that faire Sunne, that ſhewes me where thou ſtand, 
I heard thee ſay ( and yantingly thou ſpak'it it ) 
That thou wer't cauſe of Noble Gloulters deaths 
If thou denielt it, twenty times thou lyeſt, 
And I will turne thy falſhood to thy heart, 
Where it was forged with my Rapicrs point. 


eAum. Thou dar'{t not (Coward) live to ſec the day. | | 


Fitz. Now by my Soule, 1 would it were this hour 
Aum, Filzwater thou art damn'dto hell for this. 
Per. eAumerle, thou lye'ſt : his Honor 1s astrue 
In thts appeale, as thou art all unjuſt : 
And that thou art ſo, there I throw my Gage 
To prove it on thee, to th'extreamelt point 
Of mortall breathing. Seize it, if thou dar ſt. 
Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off, 
And never brandiſh more revengefull Steele, 
Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 
Swrrey. My Lord Fitz-water: 
I do remember well, the very time 
efurmerle, and you did talke. 
Fitz. My Lord, 
'Tis very true : You were in preſence then; 
And you can witnefſe with me this 1s true. 
Sarrey. As falſe, by heaven, 
As heaven it ſelfe 1s true. 
Fitz. Surry, thou Lyett. 
Syrry. Diſhonourable Boy ; 
That Lye, ſhall lie ſo heauy on my Sword, 
Thar it thall render Vengeance and Revenge, 
Till thou the Lye-giver, and that Lyc, doe lyc 
In carthas quiet, as thy Fathers Scull. 
In proofe whereof, there is mine Honors pawne, 
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Engageit to the Triall, if thou dar'lt. Y 
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If [ dare cate,or drinke,or breath,or live, . 

[ dare mecte Swrry ina Wildernelle, 

And (pit upon him, whilſt I ay he Lyes, 

And Lyes,and Lycs : there is my bond of Faith, 

To tyethee to my ſtrong Correction. 

A intended to thrive in this new World, 
Aumerls is guilty of my true Appeale, 

Belides, heard the bani{h'd Norfolke ſay, 

That thou 4xmerte didit fend two of thy men, 
Toexecute the Noble Duke at Callis. - 

Aum. Some honelt Chriſtian truſt me with a Gage; 
' | That Norfoke lyes : here doe I throw downe this, 
Ifhe may be repeald, to by ng honour. 

Bull. Theſe differences {hall all reſt under Gage, 
Till N#rfolke be repeal'd : repeal'd he ſhall be; 
(And though mine Enemy) reſtor'd againe 
Toalthis Lands and Seignories : when hee's return'd, 
Agzinſt, Azewerle we will intorce his Tryall. 

{«l.: That honorable day ſhall ne're be ſecne. 
Many a time hath baniſh'd Norfolk fought 
Forleſu Chriſtin glorious Chriſtian field 
Streaming the Enfigneof the Chriſtian Croſle 
Againſt blacke Pagans, Turkes,and Saracens : _ 
And toyl'd with workes of Warre, retyr'd bimſelfe 
To Italy.and there at. Venice gave +, 

His Body to that pleaſant Countries Earth, 
And his pure Soule unto his Captaine Chrilt, 
Ynder whoſe Colours he had fought ſo long. 
Bull. Why Biſhop,is N erforke dead ? 
Carl, Asſure as {live my Lord. 
Ball. Swect peace condutt his {weet Soule 
| | Tothe Boſome of good old Abrebam. 
| Lords Appealants,your differeces ſhal all reſt under gage 
[ Till we aJigne you ro your dayes of Tryall. 
| 1 Enter Torke. 

Torke. Great Duke of Lancaſter, come to thee 
From Plume-pluckt K:cbard, who with willing Soule 
Adopts thee Heire,and his high Sceprer yeelds 
Tothe poſleflion of thy Royall Hand. 

Aſcend his i hrone,detcending now from him, 

And long live Hewry,of that Name the Fourth. 

| Bul..1n Gods Name, Ile aſcend the Regall throne: 
Carl. Mary, Hcaven forbid. 

Worlt in this Royall Preſence may I ſpeake, 

Yet beſt beſeeming me to ſpeake the truth. 

Would God,that any in this Noble Preſence 

Were enough Noble to be upright Indge 

Of Noble Richard ; then true Noblenefle would | 

Learne him forbearance from ſo foule a Wrong 

.| What Subje& can give Sentence on his King ? 

And who ſits here, that is not Richards SubjeRt ? 

Theeves are not judg'd,but they are by to heare, 

Although apparant guilt be ſeene in rhem : 

And ſhall the figure of Gods Majeltie, 

His CaptainesSteward,Depuzic elect, 

Anoynted,Crown'd and planted many yeeres, 

Bejudg'd by ſubject ,and inferior breath, | 

And he himſclte not preſent ? Oh,forbid it,God, 

That in a Chriſtian Climate, Soules refinde 

Should ſhew fo heynous,blacke,obſcene a deed- 

Ipeaketo SubjeRts,and a Subjed ſpeakes, 

*tirr'd up by Heaven,thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 

Is a foule Traytor to prowd Herefords King. 

Andif yon Crowne him,let me prophecic, 


nn 


Firzw, How fondly do'ſt thou ſpurre a forward Horſe? | 
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Theblood of Engliſh ſhall manure the ground, 
And futureages groane for his foule Act. 

*cace {hall goe ſleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 
And in this Sear of Peace,tumultuous Warres 


Shall Kinne with Kinnezand Kinde with Kinde confound. | 


Diſorder, Horror, Feare,and Mutinie 

Shall here inhabite.and this Land be call'd 

The field of Golgotha,and dead mens Sculls.' 

Oh,if you reare this Houſe againſt this Houſe 

It will the wofulleſt Diviſion prove, 

That ever fell uponthis curſed Earth, 

Prevent 1t,refiſt it, ket it not beſo, 

Leaſt Child,Childs Children cry againſt you,Woe:. 
Noh. Well have youargu'd Sirrand for your paines, 

Of Capitall Treaſon we arreſt you here. | 

My Lord of Weſtminſter,be it your charge, 

To keepe him ſafely,till his day of Tryall, | 

May 1t pleaſe you,Lords,to grant the Commions Suit ? 
Bull, Fetch hither Richard,that in common view 

He may ſurrender : ſo we ſhall proceede | 

Without ſufpition, 
Tor. I will be his Condu, Exit, 
Bull, Lords,you that here are under our Arreſt, 

Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anſwer : 

Little are we beholding to your Love, 

And little Jook'd for at your helping Hands. 


Enter Richard and Yorks, 

Rich, Alack,why am I ſent for to a King, 
Before I have ſhooke off the Reegall thoughts 
Wherewith Icign'd ? I hardly yet havelearn'd 
To inſinuate,flatter,bowe,and bend my Kace. 
Give Sorrow leave a while,to returne me 
To this ſubmuſſion, Yet 1 will remeber 
The favors of theſe men : were they not mine? 
Did they not ſometime cry, All hayle to me? 

So /xdas did to Chrilt : but he ui twelve, 

Found truth in all;but one ; 1, in twelve thouſand,none, 
God ſavethe King : will no man ſay, Amen ? 

Am LI both Prieit and Clarke ? well then, Amen. 


4 God fave the King,although I be not he : 


And yet Amen,if Heaven doe thinke him me. 

Todoe what {ervice,am I ſent for hither ? 

Yor. To doe that ojfice of thine owne good will, 
Which tyred Majeſtie did make thee offer : 
TheReſignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry Bullingbrooks. | 

Rich.Give me the Crown-Here Couſin;ſeize the Crown: 

Here Coſin,on this ſide my Hand,on that fidethine. 

Now is this Golden Crowne like adeepe Well, 

That owes-two Buckets,filling one another, 

Thceemptierever dancing in theayre, 

The other downe,unſeene,and full of Waters 

That Bucket downe,and full of Teares am T, 

Drinking my Grietes,whilſt you mount up on high. 
Bul, Ithought you had beene willing to reſigne; 
Kich, My Crowne I am, but ſtill my Griefes are mine; 

You may my Glories and my State depole, 

But not my Griefes;ſtill am I King of thole, | 
Ball.Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown. 

Rich, Y our Cares ſet up,doe not pluck my Cares down. 

My Carc,is loſſe of Care;by old Care done, 


| 


Your Care, is gaine of Care,by new Care wonne : f 


The Cares I give,I have,though given away, 
They tend the Crowne,yert {till with me they ſtay : 
Bull. Are you contented to reſigne the Crowne ? 
0% Rich. 1, | 
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Rich, I,no;no,T : for T muſt nothing bee : 
Therefore no,no,for I reſigneto thees 
Now,marke me how I will undoe my ſelfe. 

I givethis heavie Weight from of my Head, 
And this unwieldie Scepter from my Hand, 
The pride of Kingly ſway from out my Heart, 
With mine ovyne Teares I Waſh away my Blame, 
With mine owne Hands I give away my Crowne, 
With mine owne Tongue denie my Sacred State, 
With mine owne Breath releaſe all dutious Oathes : 
All Pompe and Majeſtie I doe for{weare : 
My Manors,Rents,Revenues, I forgoe; 
My Acs,Decrees,and Statutes I denie : 
God pardon all Oathes that are broke to me, 
God _—_ all Vowes unbroke are made to thee. 
Make me,that nothing have,with nothing griev'd, 
And thou withall pleas'd,that haſt allatchiev'd, 
Long mayſt thou live in Richards Scat to fit, 
And ſoone lye Richard in an Earthie Pit. 
God fave King Hemry,un<King'd Richard (ayes, 
And ſend him many yeeres of Sunne-ſhine dayes- 
What more remaines ? 

North. No more : but that you reade 
Theſe Accuſations,andtheſe grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your Perſon,and your followers, 
Againſt the State,and Profit of this Land: 

Thar by confefling them the Soules of men 
May deeme,that you are worthily depos'd. 

Rich. Muſt I doe ſo? and mult I ravell out 
My weav'd-up follyes ? Gentle N orthnmberland, 
If thy Offences were upon Record, 

Would it not ſhame thee, in ſo faire a troupe, 
To reade a Leure of them ? If thowwould'it,' 
There ſhould thou finde one haynous Article, - 
Containing the depoſing of a King, 
And cracking the itrong Warrant of an Oath, | 
Mark'd with a Blot,damn'd in the Booke of Heaven. 
Nay, all of you,that ſtand and looke upon me, 
WhiPſt that my wretchedneſſe doth bait my ſelfe, 
Though ſome of you, with ?4/ate waſh your hands, 
Shewing an outward pittic : yet you Plates 
Have here deliver'd me to my ſowre Croſle, 
And Water cannot wath away your ſinne. 

North. My Lord diſpatch,reade o're rheſe Articles. 

Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Tcares,I cannot ſee : 
And yet falt-Water blindes them not ſo much, 
But they can ſeea ſort of Traytors here. 

4 Nay,if I turne mine Eyes upon my ſelfe, 
I finde my ſelfe a Traytor with the reſt : 
For I have given here my Soules conſent, 
T'undeck the pompous Body of a King ; 
Made Glory baſe ; a Soveraigne,a Slave; 
Prowd Majeſtie,a Subjed ; State,a Peſant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine,thou haught-inſulting man ; 
No,nor no mans Lord : I have no Name, no Title; 
No,not that Name.was given meat the Font, 
But*tis uſurpt: aldck the heavie day, 

That I have worne ſo many Winters out, 

And know not now,what Name to call my ſelfc, 
Oh.,that I were a Mockerie, ing of Snow, 
Standing before the Sunne of Bulingbrooke, 

To melt my ſelfe away.in Water-drops. 

Good King, great Kingand yer not greatly good, 
And if my. word'be Sterling yer in England, 

Let it command a Mirror hither ſtraight, 


Tobury mine intents, butalſo to effect 


That it may ſhew me what a FaceI have, 
Since 1t is Bankrupt of his Majcſtie: 
Bull. Goe ſome of you,and fetch a Looking-Glafſe, 
Nor.Reade o'rethis Paper, while the Glaſle doth come, 
Rich. Fiend,thou torments me,ere I come to Hell, 
Bull, Vrge itno mote,my Lord Northamberlard, 
North. The Commons will not then'be fatisfy'd,' 
Rich. They ſhall befatisfy'd : Ile rcade enough, 
WhenlT doe ſee the very Booke indeede, 
W here all my ſinnes are writ,and that's my ſelfe, 
Enter one with a Glaſſe- ' 
Give me that Glaſſe,and therein will I reade. 
No deeper wrinckles yet? hath forrow ſtrucke 
So many Blowes-upon this Face of mine, 
And made no deeper Wounds? Oh flattring Glaſſe, 
Like tomy followers in proſperitie, 
Thou dot beguile me. Was this Face, the Face 
Thatevery day, under his Houſe-hold Roofe, 
Did keepe tenthouſand men ? Was this the Face; 
That likethe Snnne,did make beholders winke ? 
Is this the Face,which fac'd ſo many follyes, 
That was at laft ont-fac'd by Bullngbrooks 2 
A brittle Glory ſhineth in this Face, 
As brittle as the Gloryzis the Face, 
For there it is,crackt inar hundred ſhivers. 
Marke filent King,the Morall of this ſport, 
How foone my Sorrow hathdeſtroy*d my Face. 
Bul. The ſhadow of your Sorrow hath deſtroy'd 
The ſhadow of your Face. © 
Rich. Say that againe. 
The ſhadoyy of my Sorrow : ha, let's ſee, 
'Tis very true, my Griefe lyes all within, - 
Andthelſe externall manners of Laments, 
Are meerely ſhadowes to the unſecne Griefe, 
That {wells with filence in the tortur'd Soule, 
There lyes the ſubſtance : and I thanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv'(t 
Mecaule to waile, but teacheſt me the way 
How to lament the cauſe. Ile begge one Boone, 
And then be gone, andtrouble you no more, 
Shall I obtaine it? 
But. Nameit, faire Couſin, 
Rich. Faire Couſin ? I am greaterthan a Kang : 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then but ſubjects ; being now a ſubje, 
I have a King heere to my flatterer: 
Being ſo great, I have no neede to begges 
Bul. Yetaske. 
Rich. And ſhall I have? 
Bal. You ſhall. 
Rich. Then give me leave to goc- 
Bul. Whither ? 
Rich. Whither you will,ſo I were from your fights. 
Bul, Goe ſome of you, convey him tothe Towcr. 
Rich. Oh good : convey : Conveyers are you all, 
Thatriſe thus nimbly bya true Kings fall. 
But. On Wedneſday next, we ſolemnly ſet downe 
Our Coronation : Lords, prepare your ſelves. &xmt- 
eAbbot. A wofull Pageant have we here beheld. 
Carl. The Woe's to come, the Children yet unborn, 
Shall feele this day as ſharpe to them as Thorne. 
Aum. You holy Clergie-men, is there no Plot 
To rid the Realme of this pernicious Blot? 
Abbot. Before I freely ſpeake my mindeheeremm, 
You ſhall not onely take the Sacrament, 
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| Take thy Corre&ion mildly, kifſe the Rodde, 
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What ever I ſhall happen to deviſe. 

Iſecyoar Browes are full of Diſcontent, 
Your Heart of Sorrow; and your eyes of Teares, 
Come home with me to Supper, Ile lay a Plot 

Shall ſhew us all a merry day, E xtunt. 
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Enter Qneene, and Ladies. | | 
Qs... Thus way the King will come: this is the way 
To Inhne Ceſarsill-ereted Tower : | 
To whoſe flint Boſome, my condemned Lord 
Isdoom'd a Priſoner, by proud Buliygbrookee 
Here let us reſt, if this Rebellious Earth 
Have any reſting for her true Kings Queene, 
..., Enter Richard and Guard, 
But ſoft, but ſee, or rather doe not ſee, 
My faire Roſe wither : yetlooke up; behold, 
That you in pittie may diflolveto dew, : 
And waſh him freſh againe with true-love Teares. 
Ah thou, the Modell where old Troy. did ſtand, — {| 
Thou Mappe of Honour, thou King Richards Tombe, . 
Andnot King Richard: thom molt beauteous Inne, 
Why ſhould hard-tavor'd Griefe be lodg'd in thee, 
When Triumph is become au Ale-houſe Gueſt? 

Rich. Ioyne not with gricte, faire Woman, do not {o, 
To make my end too ſudden: learne good Soule, | 
Tothinke our former State a happy Dreame, 

From which awak'd, the truth of what we are, 

Shewes us but this. 1 am ſworne Brother (Sweet) 
Togrim Neceſlicie ; and he and I | 
Wilkeepe a League till Death. High thee to France, 
And Cloyſter thee in ſome Religious Houſe: 

Our holy lives muſt winne anew worlds Crowne, 
Which our prophane houres here have ftricken downe 

Qs. Whart, is my Richard both in ſhape and minde | 
Transform'd, and weaken'd? Hath Bulligbrooke 
Depos'd thine IntelleA?2hath he beene in thy Heart? 
The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his Paw, 

And wounds the Earth,if nothing elſe,with rage 
Tobeo're-powr'd:and wilt thou,Pupill-like, 
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Andfawne on rage with baſe humility, 
Whichart a Lyon and a King of Beaſts? 
Rich. A King of beaſts indeed: ifaughtbut Beaſts, 

I had beene ſtill a happy King of Men. 
Good({ometime Queene)prepare thee hence for France: 
Thinke I am dead, and that even herethoutak'ſt; 
As from my Death-bed, my laſt living leave: 

n Winters tedious Nights ſit by the fire 
With good old folkes, and let them tell thee Tales 
Ot wofull Ages, long agoc betide: 
And cre thou bid good-night, to quit their griete, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 
Andſend the hearers weeping to their Beds : 
For why ? the ſenceleſſe Brands will ſympathize 

he heavieaccent of my moving Tongue, 
And in compaſſion, weepe the fire our : | 
And ſome will. mourne in Aſhes, ſome coale-blacke, 
For the depoſing of a rightfull King. 

| Enter N orthamberlend, 


 } You muſt to Pomfret; not'unto the Tower. -:: | 


North My Lord,the mind of Pulinghrookgis chang'd. | 
| 
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And Madame, there is order tx'ne for you: | 
With all ſwittſpeed; you muſt awayto Franct-'” 
RK ich, XNorthumberland, thou Ladder wherewithall 
The mounting Bailingbrooke aſcends my Throne; 
The time ſhall not be many houres of age, 
More than it is, ere faule{inne, gathering head;'+ 
Shall breake into corruption : thou ſhalt thinke; 
Though he devidethe Realme, and 
It1s too little, helping him toalls-:: DC] 
He ſhall thinke; tharthoi which know'lt the way 
To plant unrightfull Kings, wilt know againe; *' 
Being ne're fo little urg'd, another-way, RaR= 2150 
To plucke him headlong from th' uſurped Throne: 
The Love of wicked friendsconverts to Fearey””' ic 
[That Feare, to Hate; and/Hare tarnes one; or both; 


| To worthie Danger, and deſerved Death. ; | 
North, My guilt be'on my Head, and therear-end 


Take leave, and part, for you muſt-part forthwith; 
Rich. Doubly divorc'd? (bad men) yeviolare'': 
A two-fold Marriage y" 'rwixtmy. Crowne, andme, 
And then beriwixt me, and my marryed Wife: ©>- + 
Let me un-kiſfe the Oath *twixt thee and me; © 

And yet notſo, for with a kifle *rrvas made. 
Partus Northumberland: Þ, towards the North; ' 


| Where ſhivering Cold and Sicknefſe:'pines the'Clytne: - 
| My Queene to France:trom whence,tct forth I1-pomps, 


", 


{ She came adorned hither like'{iveer May ! *- 


Sent: backe like Hollowmas, or ſhort'ft of dayfit 
#. And muſt wee be divided# malt we part? , 
Rich.T,hand from hand(my Love)and heart fr6 hearts 
' Ox, Baniſhus both,and ſendthe King with me. 
North. That were ſome Love, bur lictle Pollicy: 
9%. Then whither he goes Ahitherlet me g6e. 
Rich. So two together weping, make one Woe, 
Weepe thou for mein France; I; tor thee heere ; 
Better farre off,than ncere,be ne'rethke heere, 
Goe,countthy Way'with Sighes;,mine with Groancs, 
24. So longeſt Way hail havethe longeſt Moanes. 


Ric. Twice for one [tcp le groane,the way being ſhort, : 


And pcece the way out with a heavic heart. 

Come, come, in wooing Sorrow let's be bricfe, 

Since wedding it, there is ſuch length in Griete: 

One Kifle thali ſtop our mouthes; and dumbely part; 

Thus giveI mine, and thus take I thy hcart. 
9s.Give me mine owne againe: tywere no $090d 

To take on me to keepe, and kill chy heart. 

So, now I have mine owne againe;be gone, 

That I may ſtrive to kill it with a groane, - 
Rich. We make Woe wanton with this fond delay: 

Once more adjeu;z the reſt let Sorrow fay. Exennt, 


— 


LD — 


— 


— 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter Yorke, and his Ducheſſe, 


Dach-My Lord, you told me you would tell the ret, | 


When weeping made you breake the {tory off, 
Of our two Couſins comming into London. 
Yor, Where did I leave ? 
Dat. At that fad ſtoppe, my Lord, 
Whererude mi{-govern'd hands, from Windowes tops, 
Threw duſt and rubbiſh on King Richards head: 
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give thee halfe; 


part, 
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———— 
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Yor. Then | 
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Mounted upona hot and fierie Steed, 


| Which hisaſpiring Rider ſeem'd to know, 


With flow, bur ſtately pace, kept-onhis courſe : 
While all tongues ie God lane thee Bullingbrooke. 
You would have thought the very windowes ſpake, 
So many greedy lookes of young and old, | 
Through Caſements darted their deſiring eyes 

Vpon his viſage : and that all the walles 

With painted Imagery had faydat once, 
Teſa preſerve thee, welcome Bulbngbrooke. 


| Whilſt he, from one fideto the other turning, 
 Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke, 
| vom rs them thus: Ithanke you Countrimen : 


And thus ſtill dving, thus he paſt alon 


Torke. As ina Theater, the cyes of men 
Aftera well grac'd Actor leaves the Stage, 


-Are idlely bent on hit that enters next, 


Thinking his prattle tobe tedious : 

Even (o,or with much morecontempt, mens-eyes 
Did ſcowle on Richard: no mancrice, God faye him : 
No joyfull tongue gave him his welcome home, 
But duſt was throwne upon his Sacred head, 
Which with ſuch gentle ſorrow he ſhooke off, 
His faceſtill combating with teares and ſmiles 
(The badges of his greefe and patience ) 

That had not God (for ſomeſtrong purpoſe) ſteel'd 
The hearts ofamen,they muſt perforce have melted, 
And Barbariſme it ſake havepittied him. 

But heaven hath a hand 1a theſe events, 


| To whoſe high will we bound our calme contents, 


To Bullingbrooke, are we ſworne Subjects now, 
WhoſeState, and Hononr, I for for aye allow. 
Enter eAumerle. 
Dur. Heere comes my ſonne Ammerle. 
Yor. Aumerle that was, 
But that is loſt, for being Richards Friend. 
And Madam, you muſt call him Rwtl/and ow : 
I am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 
And laſting fealtie inthe new-made King. 
Dat. Welcomemy ſonne : who are the Violets now, 
That ſtrew the greene lap of the new-come Spring ? 
eAam. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not, 
God knowes, I had as liefe be none, as one. 
Yorke.Well,bcare you well in this new-ſpring of time, 
Leaſt you be cropt before you come to prime, 
W hatnewes fro Oxford? Hold thoſe Iufts & Triumphs? 
Aum. For ought I know my Lord, they do. 
York, You will be there I know. | 
Aum, If God prevent not, I pupoſeſo. 


Yea, look'ſt thou pale? Let me ſee the Writing. 
e Am, My Lord, 'tis nothing. 

Yor. No matter then who ſes it, 

I will be ſatisfied, let me ſee the Writing. 
Amm. [ dobeſeech your Grace to pardon me, 
It 1s a matter of ſmall conſequence, 


. | Whichfor ſome reaſons I would not have ſcene. 


Tor. Whichfor ſome reaſons ſir, I meane to ſee : 
I feare, I feare. 
Dat. What ſhould you feare? 
*Tis nothing but ſome bond, that he is enter'd into 
For gay apparrell, againſt the Triumph. 
Yor. Bound to him ſelfe? Whar doth he with a Bond 
That he is bound ro? Wife, thou art a foole. 


—_— 


7% Theoyas I fayd; the Dake ( great Bulingbrooke,) | Boy, let me ſee the Writing. 


Dmeb.Alas poore Richard, where rides hethe whilſt? | Then my poore life muſt anſwer. 


Tor, W hat Seale is thatthat hangs without thy boſom? 


my 


eAum.l do beſeech you pardon me, I may not ſheyw ix, 
Tor. I will be ſatisfied, let me ſee 1t I fay. Smarche 
Treaſon, foule Treaſon, Villaine; Traitor, Slave, 
Dat, What's the matter, my Lord? _ 
Yorke. Hoa, who's within there? Saddle my horſe, 
Heaven for his mercy : whattreachery is heere? 
Dat. Why, what is'tmy Lord? 
Yorks, Give me my boots, I ſay : Saddle my horſe ; 
Now by my honour, my life, my troth, 
I will appeach the Villaine:. . 
Dat. What is the matter ? 
Yorke. Peace fooliſh Woman. 
Dat. I will not peace. What is the matter Sonne? 
eAum, Good Mother be content, it is no more 


Dm. Thy life anſwer ? 
Enter Servant with Boots. 
Yor. Bring my Bootes, 1 will unto the King. 
Daz.Strike him Awmerie. Poore boy,thow art amazid, 
Hence Villaine, never more come in my ſight, 
Tor. Give me my Bootes I ſay. 
Dat. Why Yorke what wilt thon do? 
Wiltthou not hide the Treſpaſle of thine owne? 
Have we more Sonnes? Or are we like to have? 
Is not my teeming date drunke up with time? 
And wilt thou plucke my faire Sonne from mine Ape, 
Androb me of a happie Mothers name? 
Is he not like thee? Is he not thine owne? 
Yor. Thou fond mad woman: 
Wilt thou conceale this darke Conſpiracy ? 
A dozen of them heere have tane the Sacrament, 
And interchangeably ſet downe their hands 
{ To kill the King at Oxford. 
Dut. He ſhall be none: 
Wee'tkeepe him here : then what is that to him? 
Tor. Away fond woman: where he twenty times my 
Son, I would appeach him. 
Dur. Hadſt thou groan'd for him as I have done, 
Thou wouldelt be more pittifull : 
But now I know thy minde; thou do'ſt ſuſpet 
That I have beene dilloyall to thy bed, 
And that he 1s a Baſtard, not thy Sonne : 
Sweet Yorke, ſweet husband, be not of that minde: 
He is as like thee, as a man may be, 
Notlike to me, nor any of my Kin, 
And yctI love him. 
Yor. Make way, unruly Woman. Ext 
Dat. After eAamerle. Mount thee upon his horſe, 
Spurre poſt,and ger before him to the King, 
And beg thy pardon, erc he do accuſe thee, 
Ie not be long behind: though Ibe old, 
I doubt not but toride as faſt as Yorke: 
And never will Lriſe up from the ground, 
Till Bellingbrooke have pardon'd thee: Awa y,be gone. Exit 


CU 


Scena T ertia, 


q — 


Enter Bullingbrooke ,Percie, and other Lords. 
Bull. Can no man tell of my unthriftie Sonne ? 
'Tis full three monthes fince I did ſee him laſt. 
| If any plague hang over us,'tis he: 
I would to heaven ( my Lords) he mightbe found, 
Enquire at London, *'monglt the Tavernes there: 


or 


a. 4. hr 
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| For there ( ctheyLay) he dayly doth frequeur, 


With unreſtrained looſe Companions, 
Eyea ſuch ( they ſay) as ſtand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our Watch,and beate our paſſengers , 
Which he ( yong wanton, and effeminate Boy ) 
Takes on the point of Honour, to ſupport 
Sodiſſolute a crew» 
Per. My Lord,ſome two dayes ſince I faw the Prince, 
And told him of theſe Triumphes held at Oxford. 
Bull, And what ſayd the Gallant ? 
Fer. His anſwer was : he would unto the Stewes, 
And from the common'ſt creature plucke a Glove 
And weare it asa favour, and with that 
He would unhorſe the luſtielt Challenger, 
Bal. As diffolute as deſp'rate, yet through both, 
I ſee ſome ſparkes of better hope: which elder daycs 


| May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 


Enter Aumerle. 

eAwm. Where is the King ? 

Bull. What meanes our Couſin, that he ſtares 
And lookes ſo wildely ? 

eAwn.God fave your Grace.Ido beſeech your Majeſty 
To haveſome confecence with your Grace alone. 

Bul. Withdraw your ſelves, and leave us here alone: 
What is the matter with our Coufin now ? 

Aum, For cver may my knees grow to the carth, 
My tonguecleave to my roofe within my mouth, 
Vnlefſe a Pardon, erc I riſe or ſpeake. 

Bu#. Intended or committed was this fault ? 

If on the firſt, how hainous ere it be, 
Towin thy after-love I pardon thee. 

Awn, Then give meleave, that I may turne the key, 
Thatnoman enter till the tale be done. 

Ball. Have thy deſire. Yorks within. 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy ſelfe, 
Thou haſt a Traytor in thy preſence there. 

Bull. Villaine, Ilemakethee ſafe. 

em. Stay thy revengefull hand, thou haſt no cauſe 
tO feare. 

Yorke. Open the doore, ſecure foole-hardy King : 
Shall I for love ſpeake treaſon to thy face? 
Open the duore, or I will breake it open. 
| Emer Torke. 

Bul.What is the matter (Vakle) ſpeak,recover breath, 
Tellus how neere is danger, 
That we may arme us to encounter it. 

Tor. Peruſe this writing here, and thou ſhalt know 
The reaſon that my haſte forbids me ſhow: 

Aum. Remember as thou read'{t,thy promiſe paſt: 
I do repent me, reade not my name there, 
My heart is not confederate with my hand. 
To, It was (villaine) ere thy hand did ſet it downe, 
I tore it from the traitors boſome, King. 
Feare and not Love, begets his penitence; 
Forget to pitty him, leaſt thy pitty prove 
ASerpeut, that wili ſting thee to the heart. 

Bull, Oh heinous, trong, and bould Conſpuacic, 

Oloyall Father of a treacherous Sonne : 
Thou ſheere, immaculate,and ſilver fountaine, 
From whence this ſtreame, through muddy paſſages 
Hath had his current, and defil'd himſelfe.- 
Thy overflow of good, converts tobad, 
And thine abundant goodnefle ſhall excuſe 
This deadly blor, in th y digceiling ſonng. 
Tor $o ſhall my vertue be his vices bawd, 
And he ſhall ſpend mine Honour, with his Shame: 


> 


— —— 


—— 


| As thriftleſſe Sonnes their ſcraping Fathers Gold, 
Mine honour lives when his 0 dyes, 
Or my ſham'd life in his diſhonour lies ; 
Thou kill't me in his life, giving him breath, 
| The T:aitor lives, the true man's put to death. 
Datcheſſe within. 
D#t,\W hat hoa ( my Liege)for heavens ſakelet me in, 
Bull. What ſhrill-voic'd Suppliant makes this eager cry? 
Dat. A Woman and thine Aunt ( great King) 'tis 1» 
Speake with me, pi:ty me, open the dore, 
A Begger begs, that never begg'd before. 
But. Our Scene isalter'd from a ſerious thing, 
And now chang'd to the Begger, and the King: 
My daungerous Coin, let your Mother in, | 
I know ſhe's come to pray for your foule in. 
Tor. Ifthoudo pardon, whoſoever pray, 
More ſinnes for this forgiveneſſe, proſper may, 
This felter'd joynt cut off, the reſt reſts ſound, 
This let alone, will all the reſt confound. 
Enter Dutcheſſe. 
Dxt. OKaing,beleeve not this heard-hearted man, 
Love,loving not it ſelfe, none other can. 
Yor.Thou franticke woman,what doſt thou make here, 
Shail thy old dugges once more a Traitor reare ? 
Dat. Sweet Yorke be patient, heare me gentle Liege. 
Bul. Riſe up good Aunt. 
Dxt. Nor yet, I thee beſeech. 
For ever will I kneele upon my knees, 
And never ſee day that the happy ſees, 
Till thou give joy : vntill thou bid me ioy. 
By pardoning Rutland, my tranſgreſling Boy. 
Aum. Vnto my Mothers prayers, I bend my knee. 
Yorke, Againſt them both,my true joynts bended be, 
Dur. Pleades he 1n earneſt ? Looke upon his Face, 
His eyes do drop no teares;his p:ayersare injelt : 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our breſt, 
He prayes but faintly, and would be denide, 
We pray with hearr, and ſoule, and all beſide; 
His wearie joynts would gladly riſe, I know, 
Our knees ſhall kneele, till to the ground they grow: 
His prayers are full of falſe bypocriſie, - 
Ours of true zeale, and deepe integrite ; 
Oar prayers do out-pray his, then let them have 
That mercy, which true prayers ought to have. 
But. Good Aunt ſtand up. 
Dat. Nay donot fay ſtand up. 
ButPardon firt, and afterwards ftand up. 
AndifI werethy Nurſe, thy tongue to teach, 
Pardon ſhould be the firſt word of thy ſpecch. 
I never long'd to heare a word till now : 
Say Pardon ( King,) let pitty teach thee how, 
The word is ſhort: but not ſo ſhort as ſweet, 
No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth's fo meet. 
Tor; Speake itin French (King) ſayd Pardon'ne mop. 
Dar. Dolt thou teach pardon, vVardon to deſtroy ? 
Ah my ſowre husband,my hard-heartcd Lord, 
That {cr'ſ the word it ſelfe, againſt the word, 
Speake pardon as *tis currant in our Land, 
The chopping French we doe not underſtand, 
Thine eye begins to ſpeake, ſet thy tongue there; 
Or in thy pitteous heart, plant thou thine care, 
Thar hearing how our plaints and prayers do pearce, 
Pitty may movethee, Pardon torchearle, 
Bul. Good Aunt, ftand up. 
D#t. I donot ſueto ſtand; 


Pardon isall the ſuit I have in hand. 


I" 
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Ks But. Ipardonhim as heaven ſhall pardon me- Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe | 


Dnt. 'O happy vantage of akneeling knee : ' | Of ſach as have before indur'd the like. 
| Yet am I ſicke for feare - Speake it againe, Thus play I in one Priſon, many people, 
Tywice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine, And none contented. Sometimes amIKing 


| Then Treaſon makes me wiſh my {elfe a Beggar; 


But makes one pardon ſtrong. 
r And ſoTam. Then cruſhing penurie, 


Bull, T pardon him with all my heart. 


_— 4. 


Ds#:t. A God on carththouart. Perſwades me, I' was better when a King - 
Bel. But for our truſty brother-in-Law, the Abbot, Then am Iking'd againe :and by and by, 
Withall the reft of that conſorted crew, Thinke that I ani un-king'd by Bullingbrooke, 
Deſtru&ion ſtraight ſhall dogge them at the hecles: And {traight am nothing. But what ereI am, Muſick 
Good Vnckle helpe to order ſeverall powres . | NorT, norany man, that but man is, -. - 
To Oxford, or where cretheſc Traitors are : With nothing ſhall be pleas'd, till he be cas'd | 
| They ſhall not live within this world I {weare, With being nothing. Muſicke do[ heare?. - . 
But I will have them once know where. Ha, ha? keepe time : How ſowre ſweet Muſicke is, 
Vnckle farewell; and Cofin adieu : When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept ? 
| Your mother well hath prayd, and prove you true. SO1S 1t in the Muſicke of mens lives: | 


Dat: Come my old ſon,I pray heaven make thee new« And here have I thedaintineſſe of care, 
EE: Exit. | Tohearetime broke ina diſforder'd (tring : 


Enter Exton and Servant. But for the Concord of my State and Time; 
Ext. Didſt thou not marke the King what words he | Had not an care to heare my true Time broke. 
ſpake ? ; I waſted Time, and now doth Time waſte me: 
Have I no friend will rid me of this living feare : For now hath Time made me his numbring clocke; 
Was it notſo? © | My Thoughts, are minutes; and with Sighes they iarre, 
| Ser. Thoſe were his very words. Their watches to mine eyes, the outward Watch, 


Ex. HaveI no Friend? (quoth he: ) he ſpake it twice, | Whereto my finger, like a Dialls point, 
And urg'd it twice together, did he not ? + | Is pointing {till, in clenſing them from teares- 


Ser. He did, | Now fir, the found thattels what hourcit is, 
| £Ex.And ſpeaking it,he wiſtly look'd on me, Are clamorous groanes, that {trike upon my heart, 
As who ſhall fay, I would thou wer't the man Which is the bell: ſo Sighes, and Teares, and Grones, 
That would divorce this terror from my heart; Shew Minutes, Houres, and Times: O but my Time 
Meaning the King at Pomfret : Come, let's goe; Runs poaſting on, in Bullingbrookes proud joy, 
I am the Kings friend, and will rid his Foe. | Exit. | WhileT itand fooling heere, his jacke of th' Clocke, 


This Muſicke mads me,let it ſound no more, 
For though it have holpe madmen to their wits, 


| In me it {eemes, it will make wiſe-men mad : 

Scana Quar ta, Yer bleiling on his heart that gives it me ; 
For 'tis a ſigne of love, and love to Richard, 

Is a ſtrange Brooch, in this all-hating world. 


—— 


Crn— 
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| Emer Richard. Enter Groome. 
Rich, 1 have bin ſtudying, how to compare Groo. Haile Royall Prince, 
This Pciſon whereT live, unto the World: Rich. Thankes Noble Peere. 
And for becauſethe world is populous, The cheapeſt of us, is ten groates too deere. 
{ And heere isnot a Creature, but my ſelfe, W hat art thou? And how com'ſt thou hither ? 
I cannot-doe it: yer Ile hammer't oat. Where no man ever comes, but that ſad dogge 
My Bratne, Ile prove the Female to my Soulec, Thar brings me food, to make misfortune live? 
My ſoule,the Father:and theſetwo beget | Oreo, I wasapoore Groome of thy Stable (King) 
A generation of ſtill breeding Thoughts ; When thou wer't King, whotravelling towards Yorke, 
4 And theſe ſame Thoughts, people this Little World |] Withmuch adoo, at length have gotten leave 
{ In humors, like the people of this world, Tolooke upon my ( ſometimes Royall) maſters face: 
For no thought is contented. The better ſort, 4 O how it yern'd my heart,when TI beheld 
| As thoughts of things Divine, are Intermixt In London ſtreetes, that Coronation day, 
With ſcruples, anddo ſet the Faith it ſelfe When Bullingbrookg rode on Roane Barbary, 
j Againſt the Faith:as thus:Come little ones:& then again, | That horſe, that thou ſo often haſt beſtrid, 
It is as hard tocome, as for a Camel] '} That horſe, that Iſo carcfully have dreſt. 
To thredthe poſterne of a Needles cye. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me gentle Fricnd, 
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot How went he under him ? 
Vnlikely wonders; how theſe vaine weake nailes Groo. So proudly, as if he had diſdaind the ground, 
May teare a paſſage through the Flinty ribbes | Rich. Soproud, that Bullingbrooke was on his back; 
Of this har onnny ragged priſon walles: That Iade hath eate bread from my Royall hand. 
And for they cannor, dye in their owne pride. This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Thoughts tending ro Content, flatter themſelves, Woutd he not ſtumble >? Would he not fall downe 
That they are not the firſt of Fortunes ſlaves, (Since Pride muſt havea fall) and breake the necke 
| Nerthallnot be the laſt. Like ſilly Beggars, | Of that proud man, that did uſurpe his backe ? 
| Who ſitting in the Stockes, refuge their ſhame | Forgtveneſſe horſe : Why do Iraile on thee, 
q That many have, and others mult fit there ; Since thou created to be aw*d by man 
| And inthis Thought, they finde a kind of caſe, Was't borne to bearc? I wasnot made a horſe, a 
| | OFT £At 
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And yet I beare a burthen like an Aſſe, 
Spur-gal'd, and tyr'd by jauncing Ballingbrooke, 
. Emer Keeper with a Diſh. 
Keep. Fellow, give place,hcere is no longer ſtay. 
Rich. If thou love me, 'tistinie thou wer'taway. --* | 


Gros. What my | 
ſay: | —— 
Keegy, My Lord, wilt pleaſe you tofall too? z 
Rith. Taſte of it firſt, as thou wer't worit to doos 

Keep My Lord I dare not: Sir Pierce of Exton, 


Rich. The divell take Henrie of Lancaftcr, and thee; 
Patience is ſtale ,anG I am weary of it. 
Keep, Helpe, helpe, helpe. 


Enter Exton and Servants. 

Rt. How now?what meanes Death in this rudeaſlalt? 
Vilaine,thine owne hand yeelds thy deaths inſtrument, 
Gothou and fill another roome in hell. 

| Exton flrikes bim dawne. 
That hand ſhall burne in never-quenching fire, - | 
That ſtaggers thus my perſon. Exton, thy fierce hand, 
Hath with the Kings blood, flain'd the Kings ownland. 


| Mount, mount my toule, thy ſeate is up on high; 


Whil'i my grofle fleſh ſinkes downward, heere to dye. 
Exton. As full of Valor as of Royall blood, 

Both have I ſpilt: Oh would the decd were good, 

For now the divell, that told meI did well, 

Sayes, that this decde is chronicled in hell. 


This dead King to the living King Ile beare, . 
Take hence the reſt; and give them buriall heere. Ext, 


| — 


Scaena (Numta, 


* — 


Flourifh. Enter Bullingbrooke, Yorke, with 
othey Lords & attendants. 

Bull. Vnkle Yorke, the latelt newes we hearc, 
Isthat the Rebels have conſum d with fire 
Our Towne of Ciceter in Glouceſterſhire, | 
But whether they be tane or ſlaine, we heare not, 

Enter Northumberland. 

Welcome my Lord : W hat is the newes? . ; 

Nor. Firſt to thy Sacred State, wiſhlI all happineſſe: 
The next newes is, I have to London ſent = | 
The heads of Saliebary, Spencer, Bluzr, and Kent : 


Wholately came from th' King,commandsthe contrary , 


tongue dares nor,that my heart ſhall | 


| More than thou haſt, an 


The manner of their taking may appeare 
_ At large diſcourſed jn.this paper heere. _ 
Bull. We thanke ES aca Percy for thy paines, 

And to thy worth will adde-right worthy gaines- 
I , L£nter Fitz-waters. 
Fitz, My Lord, Thave from Oxford ſent to London, 
The heads of Broceas, and Sir Benuer Seety, | 
Tivo of the dangerous conforted Triitors, 


| That ſoughtar Oxford, thy dire overthrow.” , 


Bull. Thy paints FirzwaterrAhallnot be forror: 

Right Noble 1s.thy,merit, wellI wor. OR 

WS} Enter {od Te | 
Per, The grand Confpirator,Abbort of Weſtminſter, 

With clog of Conſcience, and ſowre melancholly, 

Hath yeelded up his body to the grave : 

But heere is (arble, living toabide -. 8 

Thy Kingly doome, and ſentence of his pride. 

ul. Carlile, this ts your doome : 

Chooſe out ſome ſecret = ſome reverend roome 

nou | with it joy thy (elfe : 

Soas thou liv'lt in peace, dye free from itrife: 

For though mine cnemy thou haſt ever becene; 

High ſparkes of Honor in thee have I ſcene. 

Enter Exton with a Coffin. 
Exton, Great King, within this Coifin Ipreſent 

Thy buried feare. Heerein all breathleſle lies 

The mighticſ of thy greateſt enemies 

Richard of Burdeaux, by me hither brought. 

Ball, Exton, I thanke thee not, for thou haft wrought 

Adeede of Slaughter, with thy fatall hand, 

Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. | 
Ex.From your owne mouth my Lord,did I this deed, 
Bull. They love not poyſon, that do poyſon needs, 

Nor do I thee: though I did wiſh him dead, 

I hate the Muitherer, love him murthered. 

The guilt of conſcience take thoutfor thy labour, 

But neyther my good word; nor Princely favour. 

With ('aine go wander throughthe ſhade of night, 

And never ſhew thy head by day, nor light, 

Lords,I proteſt my ſoule is tull of woe, 

That blood ſhould ſprinkle me,and make me grow. 

Come mourne with me, for that I do lament; 

And put on ſullen Blacke incontinent : 

le make a voyagetothe holy-land, 

To waſh this blood off from my guilty hand. 

March ſadly after, grace my mourning heere, 


In weeping after this untimely Beere, Exennt, 
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Enter the King,Lord Toby of Lancafter Earle 
" of Weſtmerland,with others. 


| | . Xing. 

BAWSY © fhaken as we may x wan with care, 

©23 Find wea time for frighted Peace to pant, | 

| And breath ſhortwindedaccents of new brouls 

' EWTeL® Tobe commenc'd in —_ a>farre remote : 

| No more the thirſty entrat:ce of this Soyle, 

Shall dambe - nec with her owne child! ensblood : 

* No more ſhall trenching Warre channel] her fields, 

' Nox bruife her Flowrets with the Armed hoofes 

; Of hoſtile paces. Thoſe oppoled eyes, 

Which like the Mcteors ofa troubled Heaven, 

* All of one Nature,of one Subſtance bred, 

Did lately meete in the inteſtine ſhocke, 

And futfous cloze of civill Butchery, 

Shall now in muruall well-beſceming rankes 

} March all one way,and be no more oppos'd 

| Againſt Acquaintance,Kindred,and Allies. 

The edge of Warre,likean ill-ſheathed knife, 

I No more ſhall cut his Maſter. Therefore Friends, 

As farre as to the Sepulcher of Chriſt, 

{ Whoſe Souldier noygunder whoſe blefled Crofſe 

Weare impreſſed and ingag'd to fight, 

{| Forthwitha power of Engliſh ſhall we levie, 

Whoſe armes were moulded in their Mothers wombe, 

To chace theſe Pagans in thoſe holy Fields, 

{ Over Whoſe Acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed feete 

Which fourteene hundred yeares ago were nail'd 

7 For our adyantage on the bitter Croſſe. 

But this our purpoſe is a twelvemonth o[d, 

And bootleſle 'tis to tell you we will go : 

Therefore we meetenot now. Then let me heare 

OF un gentle Couſin Weſtmerland, 

What ebendats our Councell did decree, 

In forwarding this deere expedicnce. | 
Weſt. My Liege : This haſte was hot inqueſtzon, 

And many limits of the Charge ſet downe 

But yeſternight : when all athwart there camc 

| A Poſt from Wales, loaden with heavy Newes ; 

| Whoſe worſt was, That the Noble Afortimer, 

{ Leading the men of Herefordſhireto fight 

Againſt the irregular and wilde Glendower, 

| Wasby the rude hands of that Welſhmantaken, 

And athouſand of his people butchered ; 


PE 


| 


Vpon whoſe dead corpes there was ſuch miſuſe, 
Such beaſtly, ſhameleſle transformation, 
By thoſe Welſhwomen done,as may not be 
(Without much ſhame) re-told or ſpoken of. 

King. It ſeemes then, that the tidings of thus broile, 
Brake off our buſinefle tor the Holy land: 

Weſt. This matcht with other like,my gracious Lord, 

Farre more vneven and unwelcome Neiwes 
Came from the North,and thus it did report : 
On Holy-roode day,the gallant Horſpurrethere, 
Young Harry Fercy,and brave Archibald, 
Thatever-valiant and approoved Scot, 
At Holmedon met,where they did ſpend 
A ſadand bloody houre : 
As by diſcharge of their Artillerie, 
And ſhape of likelyhood the newes was told : 
For he that brought them, in the very heate 
And pride of their contention,did take horſe, 
Vncertaine of the ifſue any way, 

King. Heere 12 deere and true induſtrious friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt,new lighted from-his Horſe, 
Stain'd with the variation of each ſoyle, 
Betwixt tha Holmedon,and this Scat of ours : 
And he hath bronght us {mooth and welcome newes, 
The Earle of Dowgla is diſcomfited, 
Ten thouſand bold Scots;two and twenty Knights 
Balk'd ia their owne blood did Sir Water {ee 
On Holmedons Plaines. Of Priſoners, Hotſpwrre tooke 
CMoraake Earle of Fifc,and eldeſt ſonne 
Tobeaten Dowglas,and the Earle of eNtho/, 
Of Marry, Angusand Menteith, | 
And is not this an honourable ſpoyle ? 
A gallant prize ? Ha Coſin,is it not? In faith it is; 

Weſt. A Conqueſt for a Prince to boaſt of. 

King. Yea,there thou mak'{t me ſad, & mak'ſt me fin, 
Inenvy,that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the father of ſo bleſt” a ſonne : 
A Sonne,whoisthe Theame of Honors tongue: 
Amongſt a Grove,the very ſtraighteſt Plant, 
Who is ſweet Fortunes Minion,and her Pride : 
WhiP{TI by looking'on the prayſe of him, 
Sec Ryot and Diſhonor ſtaine the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O thatit could be proy'd, 
That ſome Night-tripping Faiery,had exchang'd 
In Cradle.clothes,our Children where they lay, 
And call'd mine Percy,his Plantagenct k 

en 
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ould I have his Harry, and he mine : 

= jechim from my thoughts. What thinke you Coze 
Ofchis young Percers pride ? The Priſoners 
Which he inthis adventure hath ſupriz'd,' 
To his owne uſe he keepes, and ſends me word 
I ſhall have none but Afordake Earle of Fife. 
_ Weſt. This is his Vnckles teaching. This is Worceſter 
Malevolent to you in all Aſpedts ; 
Which makes him prune himſelfe, and briſtle up 
The creſt of Youth againſt your Dignity. 

King. Bur Thavelent for him to an{wer this : 
And for this cauſe a while we muſt negle& 
Our holy purpoſe to /eruſalem. 
Colin, on Wedneſday next, our Councell we will hold 
Atwindſor, {o informe the lords: 
But come your ſelfe with ſpeed to us againe, 
For more 15 to be ſaid, and tobe done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 


weft. 1 will my Liege. Exennt. 


—_— 


Scena Secunda, 


Enter Henry Prince of Wales, Sir Tohn Fal- 
ſtaffe, and Pointz,, 


Fal. Now Hal, what time of day is it Lad ? 


Sacke and unbattoning thee after Supper, and ſleeping 
upon benches in the atternoone, that thou haſt forgotten 
todemand that truely, which thou wouldeſt truly know. 
| Whata divell haſt thou to doc with the time of rae day? 


{ unleſſe houres were cups of Sacke, and minutes Capons, 


and clockes the tongues of Bawdes, and dialls the fignes 
of Leaping-houſes, and the bleſſed Sunne himſelfe a fait e 
hot Wench in Flamescoloured Taffata, I fee no reaſon, 
why thou ſnouldeſt bee fo typerfiuous, todemand the 
timeof the day. 

Fal. Indeed you came neere me now Hal. for we that 
take Purſes, go by the Moone and ſeven Starres, and not 
by Phoebus hee, that wand'ring Knight fo faire. And I 


{ pray thee fiveet Wagge, when thou art King,as God ſave 
thy Grace, Maicftysl ſhould {ay,tor grace thou wilt have 


none, 

Prin, What ! none ? 

Fa/. No, no: fo much as wiil icrve to be Prologue to 
an Egpe and Butter, 

Pris. well, how then? Come roundly, ronndly. 

Fal, Marre then, tivcet Wagge, when thou art King, 
let not us that:are Squires of the Nights body, bee call'd 
Theevesof the Dayes beautic. Let us be Dsanaes Forre- 
lters, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moone ; 
and ler menſay, we be men of good Government, being 
governed as the Sea is, by our noble and chaſt miſtris the 
Moone, under whoſe countenance we iteale . 

Prin, Thou ſay'{t well, and it holds well too : for the 
fortune of us that are the Moones men » doeth ebbe and 
fowlike the Sca, being governed as the Sca is, by the 
Moone: as for prosfe. Now a purſe of Gold moſt reſo- 
lutely ſnatch'd on Monda y night, and moſt diflolutely 
{pent on Tueſday Morning; got with ſwearing, Layd by: 
and ſpent with crying, Bring in ; now, in 3s low an ebbe 
asthe foot of the Ladder; and by and by inas high a flow 
as the ride of the Gallowes. 
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Prince. . Thou art ſo fat-witred with drinking of old | 


| 


| 
| 


Fat. Thou fay'ſt true Lad : and is not 'my Hoſtefſe of 
the Taverne a moſt ſweet Wench 2 

Prin. As1sthe hony, my old Lad of the Caſtle : and is 
not a Buffe Ierkina moſt ſweet robe of durance? 

Fai. How how ? how now mad Wagge ? Whatin thy 
quips and thy quiddities > What a plague have I to doe 
witha Buffe-Ierkin ? 

Prin. Why ,what apoxe have to doe with my Ho- 
ſteſle of the Taverne ? 

Fal. W<ll, thou haſt call'd her to a reckning many a 
timeand oft. 

Prin, Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part? 

Fal, No, Ile give thee thy due, thou haſt paid all there. 

Prin, Yea andel{cwhere, ſo farreas my Coyne would 
ſtretch, and where 1t would nor, I haveuſd my credit. 

Fal. Yea, and ſous'dit, that were it heere apparant, 
that thou art Hceire apparant. ButI prythee ſweer Wag, 
{hall there be Gallowes ſtanding in £-gland when thou 
art King ? and reſeiution thus fobb'd as it is, with the ru- 
ſty curbe of old Father Anticke the Law ? Doenot thou 
when thou arta King, hang a Theefe. 

Prez, No, thou ikalt. 

Fal. Shall 1? O rare! Ile be a brave Tudge. 

Prin. Thou judgeſt falſe already. I mcane, thou ſhalt 
have the hanging of the Theeves, and fo become a rare 
Hangman. 

Fat. Well Hal, well : and in ſome ſort it jumpes with 


my humour, as well as waiting 1n the Court, I can tell | 


YOU, 

Prin, For obtaining of ſuites ? 

Fat. Yea, for obtaining of fuites, whereof the Hang- 
man hath noleanc Wardrobe. 1 am as Mclancholly asa 
Gyb-Cat, ora lugg'd Bare, 

Prin. Or an old Lyon, or a Lovers Lute. 

Fal. Yeagor the Drone of a Lineola[hire Bagpipe. 

Prin, What ſay 'it chou to a Hare, or the Melancholly 
of Moore-Ditch ? 

Fat, Thou haſt the moſt unſavoury ſuniles, and art in- 
deedthe moſt comparattve rafcalicit {weer yong Prince. 

But Hat, 1 prythee trouble me no more with vanity, I 
would thonand I knew, where a Commedity of good 
narnes were to be bought : an old lord of the Councell ra- 
ted me the othcr day in rhe fireet about you fir ; bur I 
mark'd him not,and yet he talk'd very wiſcly,but I regar- 
ded him not,and yet he talkt wilcly, and in the ſtreet too, 

Prin. Thoudidit well ; for no manregards its 

Fal. O, thou haſt damnable iteration, and art indeed 
able to corrupt a Saint. Thou haſt done much harme un- 
tome Hal,God forgive thee for it. Before 1 knew thee 
Hal,l knew nothing:avd now I am(if a man ſhould fpeake 
truly) little bettcr than one of the wicked. muſt give 0- 
ver this life, 2nd I will give it over : and 1 do not, Lam a 
Villaine. le be damn'd for never a Kingsfonne in Chrt- 
{tendome- | 

Prin. Where ſha'l we take 2 purſe tomorrow, Iacke? 

Fal. Where thou wilt Lad, le make one : and I doe 
not, call me Villaine, and battle me 

Prin. 1 ſee agood amendment of lite 11 thee : From 
Praying, to Purſe-taking. 

Fat. Why, Hal. tis my Vocation E-/. Tisnofin for a 
man to labour in his Vocation. 

Poimtz., Now ſhall wee know if Gads hill have ſera 
Watch. O, if men were to be ſaved by merit, what.hole 
in Hcil were hot enough for him? This is che moſt omnÞ 
potent Villaine, that ever cryed, Stand, to a true man. 


Prin. Good morrow Ned, | 
Porsntz, 
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Poines, Good morrow ſweet Hal. W hat faies Mon- 
fieur Remorſe? Whatſiyes Sir Iohn Sacke and Sugar. 
| Tacke? How agreesthe Davell and thee about thy Soule, 
that thou ſoldeſt him on + ooo laft,for a Cup of 

adera,and a cold Capons legge ? ; 

27 wo Sir Tohn ſands to rs £0 OO devill ſhall have 
his bargaine,for he wasnever yeta Breaker of Proverbs: 
He will grve the devill bs due. | 
Poin.Thenart thoudamn'd for keeping thy word with 
| the divell. - £ 
Prin. Elſe he had bin damn'd for cozening the divell. 
Poy. But my Lids,my Lads, to morrow morning, by 
foure a clocke early at Gads hill, there are Pilgrimes g0- 
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders ri- 
ding to London with fat Purſes, I have vizards for you 
ali ; you have horſes for your {clyes : Gads-hill Iyes to 
night in Rocheſter, I have beſpoke Supper to MOrroW In 
Eaitcheape; we may doe 1t asſecure as fleepe:it you wil 
go,1 will ituffe you Purſes full of Crownes : if you will 
not,tarry at hoine and be hang'd. | 
Fal.Hcare ye Yedward,if I tarry at home and gonot, 
Ile hang you for going. 
Poy. Yon wall chops. | 
Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ? 
Prin. Who,Trob ? I a Thecte ? Not1I. 
. Fal. There's neither honeſty, rmanhood, nor good fel- 
lowſhip in thee,northou cam'ſt not of the blood-royall, 
if thou dar'ſt not itand for ten ſhillings. 
Prin, Well then, once 1n my dayes Ile be a mad-cap. 
Fal. Why that's well ſayd. 
Prin. Weil, come what will, Ile tarry at home, 
Fal. Tic be a Traitor then, when thou art King. 
Prin. I care not. | 
Poyn.Sir lohn,T pray theeleave the Prince & mealone, 
I will jay him downe {ſuch reafons for this adventure, 
that he ſhall go. 


and he the caces of profiting, that what thou *pcakelt, 
may movyezand what he heares may be beleeved,thatthe 
true Prince,may(for recreation ſake)provea falte theete; 
forthe poorcabuſes of the time, want COuntenance. 
Fareweli, you ſhall finde me in Eaſtcheape. 


Summer. | Exit. Fal. 


to morrow.Ihavea jeſt to execute, that 1 cannot man- 
nage alone. Falſtaſſe, Harvy, Roſſii, and Gads-bull, (hall 
wn thoſe men that we have already way-laydc ; your 
{elfe & 1,will nor be there:and when they have the boo- 
ty,ifyou and 1 doc not rob themn,cut this head from my 
ſhoulders. 

Prid.But how ſhall we part with them in ſetting forth? 

Poyn. W hy,we will ſer forth before or aftcr them,and 
appoint them a place of meeting, whe: ein 1t 1s at our 
pleaſure tofaile; and then will they adventure upon the 
exployt themſclves, which they have no fooner atchic- 
ved,but wee'l ſet upon. them. 

Pris. I but tis like that they will know us by our 
horſes,by our habits,and by every other appointment to 
be ourſelves. ; 

Poy. Tut,our horſes they ſhall not ſee, Ietye them in 
the Wood; our vizards wee will chang: after wee leave 
then: and firrah,l have Caſes of Buck ram for the nonce, 
to immaske our noted outward garmcnts. 

Prin. But I doubt they will be roo ha:d for us. 

Pon. Well,tor two of them, I know them to bee as 
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| 
Fat. Well, maiſt thou have the ſpirit of perſwaſton; 


Prin. Farewell the latter Spring-Fareweil Alhollown | 


Pop. Now,my good ſweet Hony Lord, ride with us | 


| Which the proud ne're payes, but to the proud. 


true bred Cowards as ever turn'd backe : and for the 
third if he fight longer than he ſecs reaton,Ile forſiyey 
Armes.The vertue of this Teſt will be,the incompreheq. 
lible lyes that this fat Rogue will tell us, when we meets 


at Supper : how thirty at leaſt he fought with, wha; | 


Wardes, What blowes, what extremities he endured; 

and in the reproofe of this, lyes the jelt. 
Prim. Well,Ile goe with thee, provide us all things 

neceflary, and meete mee to morrow night in Baſt. 

cheape,there Ile ſup. Farewell. | 
Poyn. Farewell, my Lord. Exit Points, 
Fri. I know you all, and will a-while uphold 

The unyoak'd humor of your idleneſle : 

Yet herein will 1 imitate the Sunne, 

W ho doth permit the baſe contagious cloudes 

To {mother up his Beauty from the world; 

That when he pieaſe againe to be himlſelfe, 

Being wanted, he may be more wondredat, 

By breaking through the foule and ugly miſts 

Of vapours, that did ſeeme to ſtrangle him. 

Tf all the yeare were playing holidayes, 

Toſport, wouid be as tedious as to worke ; 

But when they ſeldome come, they wiſht-for come, 

And nothing pleaſeth but rare accidents. 

So when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I never promiſed ; 

By how much better than my word I am, 

By ſomuch ſhall Tfalſifie mens hopes, 

Andlike bright Mettall on a ſullen ground : 

My reformation glittering o're my fault, 

Shall ſhew more goodly, and attrat more eyes; 

Than that which hath no ſoyle to ſet it off. 

le ſv offend, ro make offence a skill, . 

Redeeming time, when men thinke leaſt I will. 


Jn NT 


SeanaTertia. 


Enter the K ing, N orthumberland, Worceſter, Hotſpurre, 
Sir Watter Blunt, and others, 


King. My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, | 


Vnaprro ſtirre at theſe indignities, 

And you have found me; for accordingly, 

You tread upon my patience : But be lure, 

I will tom henceforth rather be my ſelfe, 

Mighty, andto be fear'd, than my condition, 

W hich hath beene ſmooth as Oyle,ſoft as yong Downe, 
And theretore loſt the Title of reſpec, 


Wor.Our hoaſe ( my Soveraigne Liege )little deſerves 

The icourge of greatnefle robe uicd on it, 
And that fame greatneſle too, which our owne hands 
Have holpe to make ſo portly. ' 

Nor. My Lord. 

King. Worceſter get thee gone : for I do ſee 
Danger and difovedience in thine eye. 
O fir, your preicnce is too bold and peremptory, 
And Majeſt:te might never yet endure 
The moody Fronticr of a ſervant brow, 
You have good leave to leave us. When we need 
Your-uſe and counſell, we ſhall ſend for you, 
You were avouc to ſpcake. 

North. Yea, my good Lord. 
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Priſonersin your Highnefſe demanded, No : onthebasren Mount: ethim ſtaryes - 
Lee Harry Percy here at Holondan tooke, - For I ſhall never hold thatmanmy Friend, thu © 
Were (as he ſayes) not with (ach ſtrength denicd W hoſe tongue ſhall aske me for one peny colt. 

'| aswasdelivered to your Majeſty 2 - > - Toranſome howe revoked Mortimer, ' + '; 

Who cyther through cnyy, or miſpriſion, Hor. . Revolkked Ilortioner Þ [1 
Wasguilty of this faulr;and not my Sonne« He neverdidfalioff, my Saveraigne Li 


i Het, My Liege, I did deny no priſoners. 
| Ry OY deeeblin the tight was done, 
When I was dry with Rage, and extreame Toyle, 
Breathlefſo;and faint,lcaning upon my Sword, - 
Came there a certaineLord, neat and trimly dreſt ; 
Freſhas a Bride-groome, and his Chin new reapt, 
Shew'd like a ſtubble Landat harveſt home. 
Hewas perfumed like a Mulliner, 
And *rwixthis Finger and his Thumbe;, he held 
| A Powtipet-box 3 which ever and anon 
| He gave his Noſe, and took't away againe's © - 
| Who therewith angry, when irnext camethere, | 
| Tooke it inSnuffe. And-ftill he ſmil'd and talk'd : 
| andasthe Sonldiers bare dead bodics by; 
Hecall/dthem untaught Knaves, Vnmannerly, 
| Tobfling a flovenly unhandſomie Coarſe 
| Betwixr the winde, and his Nobility. 
| With many holidy and Lady tearmes ; 
|| Hequeſtion'd me : Among the reſt, demanded 
| My Priſoners, in your Majeſties behalfe. 
| Ithen, all-Cmarting, withmy woundsbeing cold, 
| (To be ſo pefterad with a Popingay) - -- 
| Out ofmy Greefe, and'my impatience, 
| Anſwer d(tegleRingly) I know not what,- - 
| He ſhoul®;'0r ſhould not'; For he made me mad, 
{| Toſeeh fo bricke; and ſmell ſo ſweer, 
| And talkgſolike a Waitring-Gentlewoman, 
| Of Guns,andDrums,and W ounds: God fave 
| Andtelling me, the Soveraign'ſt thingon earth 
| WasParmacity, for an inward bruilc : ; 
| Andthatic\wagegreat pitty; ſoit was,- *: - 
|| That vilanous Salt-peter: fhouldbedigg'd 
| Outofthe bowels of the barmeleſic Earth, + - 
' Wlith mnagy a Tait Fellow haddeſtroy'd 
Scowardly, And butfor rtiiefe vile Gunnes, | 
| Hewould him(elfe have beede a Souldier, - 
This bald, unjoynted Chat of his ( my Lord) 
Mademeto anſwere indire&ly:( as 1ayd.)- 


| || AndThefeechyou, letaotrhisreport 
|| Comecuttantforan Acculation, |: ©: : 
| bewixt mytoveand your high Majeſty. 
| Bit Theeircumitance confidered, good 
What ever Harry'Percie then had faid,* «| | : | 
Toſuch a perſon, andia fach a place,” .. 
Atluch ane, with alhthereſtirerold,” - 
May reaſonable dyc,and never riſe i. "3: 
| Todo him wropg,0r any way impeach >:1- 
[|| What then he ſaid, ſo he unſay itnow. «+1, 
King. Why yet he doth deny hisPciſoners, ' 
utwihproviſoand Exciption, | 


a> 


{| His Brother-in-Law,the fqolith Afarriwer;. 
Who(in niy(6ule) hath wilfullybetrayd {i 


{| Tharwe aturiowne charge, ſhall eanſome Riraight - 


Dy Lord, 


* 
s £4 


" || Or you ſhall 
-- . || As will difpleaſeye. MyLord Northumberland, 
the marke; ' 


_ — 


- |. He never did-encounter wichG 
| As Owen Gleudawer forancnemiy. | 


'| Lerme not heare you tpeake of £H/artimer. 


| Send us yout Priſoners,or you't heare of it... Exie King. 


j Nor never cauld the noble 44ortimer 
| Receive ſo many, andall willingly : 
{| Thenlet him nor be ſland'red with Revolt. : 


But by the chance of Warte: to prove that true, 
Needs no more but ane totigue, For all theſe Wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed Wounds; which valiantly he tooke, 
When on the gentle Severnes fiedgic banke, 

In ſingle Oppolition hand :to:hand, Hos 

He did confound the beſbpart of an haure 


Threetimes they breath'd kree 
V ponagreement,of ſwift Severnes fiood; 

| Who then affrjghted with their bloody lookes, 
Ran fearefullyamong the trembling Recdes, 
And hid hiscriſped-head inahollowbanke, 
Blood (tained with theſe Valiant Combarants. 
Never did baſc and rotten-policy Li] 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds ; 


tt. 


Kmng, Thou do'ſt bely hin Percy, thou doſt bely himz 
7 3 
I tell thee; he durſh as well have metthe divellalone, 


TP 


| Art thou notaſhamr'd © BurSirrah, henceforth 


Send me your Puaſoners with the ſpeegdieſt meanes, 
heare in ſuch a kinde from me 


We Licenſe your departure with your fonne, 


Her. Andif the divell come and roare for them, + 
I will not ſead them. 1 yillafter ſtraight ;-- 
Andtell him fo: for Iwitteate my heart,” 
Although it be with hagard.ot ay head, 
Nor. What? deuoke wathcholler? Ray & pauſe awhile, 


Hecrecomes'your Yncke.:; | © Emer Warcelter. 
"Hat: fipcake of Hforcimer?: | ) 
Yes, I will ſpcake of him , and ct ſoule 


Want mercy,ifidonotjoyne with Him. / 
In his behalfe; Ue-etmmptyallthole Veines,, 
And ſhed my 
But I will lifethe,downfgll:Adortimer 
Asbigh ith Ayreasthis mmthankefull King, 
fd zrate and Catkred ren 70% 7 | | 
Nar. Brother;the King hath made your Nephew mad, | 
Wor. Who ſtreokethigheateup after1 was gone Þ © / | 
Bn pot Yrs + vs 6 S12t\ 
And wheni-urg*dthe ranſom once againe:; ». 1 
Of my wives By thai his cheeke took'd pale, 
And en my face hexurndaneyect doth, - © - 
Trembling evenatthe name cf CHortipeer:... 


ens - 


—— 


For. Jcatnothlam 


' 


6 


| Thelives of thoſe, thar heididileade-roFight,” 1 


boſe'da (azxve heare) the arte of March 
Kee ey worried. Stall our Gofers then; 
| & PHed,, to redeemmen Trakorhome? ©. | 
| SabwobiryTheaſoty?-and indera irh/Feares, + 


oxaaſe the great Magitian, dainn'd Glendangs: Wy 0, 
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mchim was he-norprockim'd 
By Richerdthirdeattis;the adarot blood  -| 
Nor. He was: I heart | ion, - 
And then it was, when the unhappy King --: © 
(Whoſe wrongs in us God pardon}didet forth. | 
Vpon his Iriſh Exp 10037 3150 1 o ID 3101s AC | 
From whence he intercepted, direruene 50 07 7 | 
Tobe depoſ'd,and ſhurtly muntherad, ©5244) - £154 | 
Wor And for Whoſed: an the 7 
Liveſo ſodtvlaliz'd oo” 102 
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deco blood: drop by drop1'th duſt, — | 
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In changing hardiment withgreat Glendawer : | 
abJke timesdid they drinke | 
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Hor. Bur ſoft I pray you ; did King Richerdthen 
Proclaime my brother Aforrimer, | 
Heyre to the Crowne? © ol sf 
Nor. He did, my ſelfedid heare-it. + fi: 
Hot. Nay then I cannot blaggshis Couſin King, 

'Thac wiſh'd him-on'the barraine Mountaines ftarv'd- 
Bur ſhall-it be, that -you that ſet the Crowne - © 
: Vponthe headof this forgetfullman, - 16 
' And for his fake; wore thedateſted blot » ii; - 
' Of murthergusſubornations? ſhall ir be, 
That you a world of curſcs undergoe, * 
Being the Agents, or baſe ſecond meanes, '. | 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the:Hangman rather ? 
Opardon,if that I'deſcendſolow,;: 
To ſhew the Line, and the Predicament 
Wherein you range under this fubcill King. 
Shall it for ſhame, be ſpoken in theſe dayes, 
Oc fill up Chroniclesin time to come, 
That men of your. Nobility-and Power, 
Did gage them both in an unjuſt behalfe 
(As both efyon,God pardonit, have done): + 

To put downe Richard, that ſweet lovely Roſe, 
And; plant this Thorne, this Canker Bulingbrooke ? 
' And ſhall ir in more ſhamebe further ſpoken, 

That you are fool'd, diſcarded, and ſhooke off 
By him, for whom theſe ſhamesye underwent? 
No: yettimeſerves, wherein you may redeeme 
Your baniſh'd Honors, ane: reftore your ſelves 
Into the good Thoughts of the world againe. . 
Revenge the gecring and diſdain'd contempt 
Of thisproud King, who ſtudics day and night; -- 
Toanſwerallthe Debthe owesunto you, | (11: : 
Even with the bloody Payments of your deaths : - 
Therefore I fay=——  - | 
Por. Peace-Coulin, ſay no more. 
' And nowl:ivill unclaspea Secret booke,  .:. .:: 
| And to your quicke conceyvinig Diſconrents, * © 
Ie reade you Matter, deepe'and dangerous; /;- 1 
' As full of perill andadventurousSpirt FUL 112 
As too're-walke a Current roaring 
: Qathe unſtedfaſt footing of a Speare. --- . -- 11: 


3 


| Send danger from the Eaſt unto:the Weſty;;! i!: 
' And letthem grapple : Theblood more ſtirres.i- | -+ 
To rowzeaLyon,then:to:ftarta Hare. 


Drives him beyond the boundsof Patience. /!;'! { -/- 

| - Hot. By heaven;;me thinkes it were aneafie leap, 
To pluckeb 

Ordive into bottoweof the $17! $414 24 
Where Fadomw-line could never touch the groimd, 


| So he that 


| . . . * inſt gar thee * , Were - ':: 
|. Without Co-riyall, all ber Digrities - 
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haveaScotof them s: i: - - 
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Honor from the pale-factit Moone, 
ot Ith's "F4 


'| And pl nor axthe Laban bo. 3 | 

1redeems her y ave; 1; 3] The Archbiſhop. . ++ 
$53&þ ix (is _\ k | 
'| His Brothers gdeathat Breftow, the Lord Scroope. - 
;| I ſpeake not thivine ſtimation,,! 
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Ile keepe them, by this Hand. 
Yor, You ſtart away, 

And lend noeare umo my purpoſes! 

Thoſe Priſoners you ſhall keepe: 

For.. Nay, I will; that's flat: ' 
Heſaid he wonkd not ranſome Aforrimer : 
Forbad my tongneto ſpeake of Mortimer. 
But I will findefian when helyes afleepe, 
And in his care; Ile holla 2dortomer. 
Nay, Ilc havea Starling ſhall be taught to ſpeake 


Nothing but UHfortimer; and give it him, 
| | Tokeepehis anger-{till in motion: | 


Wor. Heareyoo:Couſin : aword. 
Hot, All fludies here 1 ſolemnly defie, 

Save how to gall and pitich this Znlingbr ooke, 
And that ſame Sword and Buckler prince of Wakes, 
Burt that I thinke his Father loves him not, 
And would be glad he metwith ſome miſchance, 
I would have povſon'd him witha pot of Ale, 

Wor. Farewell Kinſman : 1le talke to you 


} When you are better tewper'd toattend. 


Nor. Why w hata Waſpe-tongu'd and impatient fodt 


q Art thou, to breake into this Womans mood, 


; ij} Tying rhine care to no topgue but thine owne? 


| Netled, and ſtung 
{ Of this vile Palttician Bullingbrooke. | 
| In Ri-bards time ; What de*yie call the place ? 


Hot. Why looke you, Iam whipt & ſcourg'd withrod, 
with FP ilmiers, when IT heare 


A 1 A plague upon't, itis in Glouſterſhire : 


: if *Twas where, themadcap Duke his Vocle kept, 
ij His Vnde Yorke; wherelI firſt: bow'd my knee 
{| Vnto this King of Smiles, this-Bullingbrooks 3 
{| When you and be came backe from Rauenſpurgh. 


Nor. At Barkley Caſtle. 
Hot. You ſaytrues  . 


: | Why whar a caudic deale of curteſie, | 


' 5 This fauning Gray-hound then did proffer me. 


loud: 51:47 


- | jo »\4 74; . i to 
So Honor crofſe in fromthe North to'Sotith,. rat { 


5 ve Dao! ttt 
' Ner. Imagination of ſomegtcat exploitz;!' [+ ! - i] | 
For powers inScotland : which. fordivers reaſons 
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Is ruminated,plottedandi{etidowne, 


. i| Looke when hisinfant fortune cametoage, 
4 And gentle Ha 
1 O, the Divell 

| | { Good Vncle relbyour tale, for Iliavedone. | 


ep kinde Coufin 3 

ſuch Couziners, God forgive a, 
Wor. Nay, if you have not; too't.againe, 

Wee'l ſtay.your leyſure. +. ;: T8 
Hot. I have/doneinſooth.-- --: p50 
Wor. Then once more ta your. Scottiſh Priſoners. 
liver them up withouttheir ranſome ſtraight, 

And make the Dowglas {orine-your onely mcane 


Which I ſhall end you writzevsbe aflur'd © 
Will cafily be gcanted:you; my;Lords 


' Your Sonne in Scotland:being thus imploy'd,” 
| Shall ſecretly inthe boſome.creepe:.,- > + |. /-. 
:| Of that ſame noble Prelatey well belov'd, 


., 


Hot. .Of yorke, is'tnot ?: | ; 
For. Truc,who beareshard- 


- 
o 


As whatIthinke mighrbe; bur what 1-know | 
And onely ftayex butto behaldthe face :..:- 


Hot, 1ſmellies: -: * ro Tink? 20901 | 
Vpon my life, irwill dowand'rons well, +  .. | 
Nor. Befarethe gam'sb-foot; thou ill tet'ſt fipe - I 
HoteW hy ie-cannot choolebut be a Nodle plot, | | | 
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And then the power of Scotland, and of Yorke | ding in the ſtable, | 

To joyne with Mortimer, Ha. F. Car. Nay ſoft I pray ye, I know atricke worth two 
wor. And ſo they thall. of that. ; ; 
Hotfh. Infaith it is exceedingly well aym'd. Gaa. I prethee lend me thine. 


2. (ar. I, when, canſttell ? Lend mee thy Lanthorne 


To fave our heads, by raiſing of a Head : (quoth-a ) marry Ile ſee thee hang'd firit. | 
For, beare our ſelves as evenas we can, Gad. Sirra Carricr: What time doe yon meane to conic | 


The King will alwaycs thinke him in our debt, to London ? | 
And thinkey wethinke our {elves unſatisfied, 2. Car, Time enough togoe to bed with a Candle , j 


wer. And "tis no little reaſon bids usſpeed, 


Till be he hath found a time to pay us home. warrant thee, Come neighbour Avpres , weeli call ws \ 
And ſeealready, how he doth beginne the Gentlemen, they will along with company, fer ch:y | 
To make us ſtrangers to his lookes of love. have great charge. Exemn. 
Hot. He does, he does; wee'l be reveng'd on him. 
Wor. Coulin, farewell. No further go in this, F er Cle, | 


Then by Letters ſhall dire& your courle 

| Whentime is ripe, which will be ſodainely; 

Ile ſteals to Glendow:r,and loc, Mortimer, 

Where you, and Dowglas, and our powers at once, 

As will faſhion it, ſhafl happily meete, 

Tobeare our fortunes in our owne ſtrong armcs, 

Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 
Nor. Farewell good Brother, weſlallthrive, I truſt, 
Hot. Vncle, adicu ; O let houres be ſhort, 

| Til fields, and blowes,and grones,applaud our ſport. Exit- 


Gad. What ho, Chamberlaine 2? 

Cham. At hand quoth Pick-pmife, 

Gad. That'sSevenas faire , aSat hand quoth the Cham- 
berlaine : For thou varicſt no more from picking of Pu; - 
ſcs,then giving direction,doth from ladOurtg. Thou lay'(t 
the plot, how. 

Cham. Good morrow Maſicr Geds-H:4 , it holds cuy- 
rant that I told you yeſternight. There's a Franklin 1: the 
wilde of Kent, hath brought three hundred Markes with 
him in Gold:I heard himtell ic to one of his company laſt 
night at Supper; a kinde of Auditor, one that hath abun- 
Gance of charge too (God knowes what) they are up al- 


_ 


— 


| — 


Aus Sec undus. Sceena Prima, _ » and call for Egges and Butter, They will away 
FE: = + 1/910 UECETC LOSS OE 9 WET pretently. | | 
| Gad. Sirra, if they meete not with S. Nicholas Clarks, 
Enter a Carrier w:tha Laxterne in bu hand, Ile givethee this necke. 


1.C4r, Heigh- ho, an't be not foure by the day, Ile bee Cham, No,Ile none of it: I prythee keepe that for the 
hang'd, Charles wasxe is over the new Chimney, and yet | Hangman, for I know thou worſhipſt S, Nicolas astru- 


| aur horſe got packt. VV hat Oltler ? ly as a man of falſhood may. 
OR. Anon, anon. Gad.'.W hat talkeſt thou to me of the Hangman ? If1 


I. Ca, I prethee Tom, beate Cuts Saddle, put a few | bang ,Ile make a fat payre of Gallowes, For, if 1 hang, 


Flockes in the point : the poore Iade is wrung in the wi-- | old Sir Joh»hangs with mee, and thou know'ſt hee's no 
thers, our of all ccfle. Starueling. Tut, there are other Troians thaty dream'ſt 


| Enter another Carrier, not of, the which (for ſport fake) are content ro doe the 
2. Car. Peaſe and Beanes are as danke here asa Dog, | Profeflion ſome grace ; that would ( if matters ſhonid be 
andthis is the next way togive poore Iadesthe Bottes: | Jook'd into) for their owne Credit fake, make all Whole. 


| This houſe is turned upſide downe fince Robin the Oftler | 1 am joyned with no Foot-land-Rakers , no Long-ſtaffe 
| ſix-penny ſtrikers , none of theſe mad Muſtachio-purple- 


hu'd-Maltwormes, but with Nobility, and Tranquilitie ; 
Bourgomaſters,and great Oneyers, ſuch ascan holde in , 
ſuch as will ſtrike ſooner then ſpeake; and ſpeake ſooner 
then drinke, and drinke ſooner then pray : and yet I lye, 


I, Car. Likea Tench? There is ne*rea King in Chri- \ for they pray continually unto their Saint the Common- 


tendome, could be better bit, then T have beene fincethe | wealth; or rather not to prey to her, bur pray on her : for 
Cocke. they ride up and downeon her,and make her their Boots. 


',2, Car. Why, you will allow usne're a Iourden , and Cham, Whar,the Commonyealththeir Bootes? Will 


thenweleake in your Chimny : and your Chamber-lye | ſhe hold out water in foule way? | ; 
Gad. She will, ſhe will; Inſtice hathIl:quor'd her. We 


JN 
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Lt. ted _— 


I» Car. Pore felloyw never joy'd fince the price of oats 
roſe, it was the death of him. 

2. Car. I thinke this is the moſt villanous houſe in all 
London rode for Fieas : I 2m itung likea Tench. 


D—— 


dreedsFleaslike a Loach, | 
1, Car.' What Oſtler, come away,and be hangd; come | ſtcale as in a Caſtle, cockſure : we have the receit of Fern- 
Way, {cede, we walke inviſible. 
her, you are more beholding 


2+ Cay. T have a Gammon of Bacon, and two'razesof | Cham, Nay, I thinke rat 
1 Ginger, tobe deliveredas farre as Charing-croſle. . to the Night, thenthe Fernſced, for your walking in- 
8 |. Car. Fhe Turkies in my Panniersare quite ſtaryed. | viſible. 
What Oſtler?-A plague on thee; haſt thou never aneyein | Gad. Give me thy-hand. - | 
thy head ? Car'ſt not heare? And r'iyere not as good a | Thou ſhalt have a ſhare in our purpoſe, | 
<dasdrinke, to breake the pate of thee; Tam a very Vil- | As Iamatrue man. | | 


lane. Come and be hang'd, haſt no faith in thee? | (hanj, Nay, rather let me have it,as youare afalſe | 
i | Enter Gads-hill. Theefe. 
i | $4. Good.morrow Carriers. What'saclocke? | Gat. Goetoo: Homo isa common nameto all men. | 
vl | C@.-Fthinke it betwoa clocke. - - Bid the Oftler bringthe Gelding out of the ſtable. Fare- | 
-jf |. <4 Ipretheelend me thy Lanthorne to ſce ray Gel- | well, ye muddy Knave. _— [- 
54 | | | e 2 cena 
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1 foote too, I hate it. 
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The Firſ Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Prince, Poynts, and Peto. 
Poines, Come ſhelter, ſhelter, I have removed Falftafs 
Horſe, and he frets like a gum'd Velvet. 
Prin, Stand cloſe. | 
Enter Falftaffe. 
Fal. Poynes, Pojnes, and be hang'd Poires. ; 
Prin, Peace ye fat-kidney'd Raſcall, what a brawling 


| doſtthou keepe? 


Fal. What Poines. Hal? 
I He is walk'd upto the top of the hill, lle go ſeeke 
im, 
Fal. T am accurſt torob inthat Theefes company : that 
Raſcall hath removed my Horſe, and tied him I know not 


| where, If I travaile but foure foot by the {quire furthera 


foore, T ſhall breake my winde. Well, Idoubt not but 
to die a faire deaih for all this, if I ſcape hanging for ku- 
ling chat Rogue. Ihave forſworne his company hourely 
any time this two and twenty yeare,and yet I am bewitcht 
with the Rogues company. Ifthe Raſcall have not given 
me medicincsto make me loychim, Ile be hang'd, it could 
not be elſe : T have drunke Medicines. Poines, Hail, a 
Plague upon you both. Bardelph, Peto: Ile ſtarve cre I 
rob a foot further. And *twere not as good a deede as to 
drinke, to turne Truzman , and to leave thoſe Rogues , I 
amthe verieſt Varlet thar ever chewed with a Tooth. 


f Eight yards of uneven ground is threeſcore and ten miles 


afoot with me : andrhe ſtony-hearted Villaines know 1t 
wellenough. A plague upon't, when Theeves cannot bee 
true one to anothere They Whiftle. 
Whew : a plague light upon you all, Give my Horſe you 
Rogues : give me my Horſe and be hang'd, » 

Prin, Peace ye fat guttes, lye downe, ſay thine care 


+ cloſe to the ground , and liſt if thou can heare the tread of 


Travellers. Fol 

Fal. Haveyouany Leavers tolift me up againe being 
downe ? [le not beare mine owne fleſh ſo far afoot again, 
for all the coine inthy Fathers Exchequer. W hat a plague 
meane ye to colt me thus? 

Prin. Thou ly'ſt,thou art not colted , thou art uncolted. 

Fal. Iprethee good Prince Hal, helpe me to my horſe , 


good Kings ſonne. 


Pra. Out you Rogne, ſhall 1be your Oftler ? 

Fal. Go hang thy ſelfe inthine owne heire-apparant- 
Garters: If be tane, Ile peach for this : and i havenor 
Ballads made onall, and ſung to filthy tuncs, leta Cup of 
Sacke be my poyſon : when a jeſt is ſo forward, and a 


_ 


Enter Gads-bsll. 


Gad. Stand. | 
Fal. So Ido againſt my will. 


| - Pow, O'tisour Setter, I know his voyce : 


B ardolfe, what newes ? 


" Bar. Caſeye,caſeye; on withyour Vizards , there's 


mony ofthe Kings comming downe the hill', 'tis going 
tothe Kings Exchequer: 
Fal. You lie you rogue,'cis going tothe Kings Taverne. 
_. Gad. There 'scnough tro makeusall, Ry 
Fel. To behang\d. 


| 


| 


| 


' Could thou and IT rob the Theeves and go merily to Lots 


\ Poine, How the Rogue ruar'd. 


A mu——y, 


Prin. You foure ſhall front them in the narrow Lane , 
Nedand TI will walke lower; it they ſcape from your ef- 
counter, then they l1ghton us. | 

Peto. But how many be of them? 
Gad. Someeight or ten. 
Fal. Willthey not rob us ? 
Pris. What, a Coward Sir /obn Paunch ? 
Fal. Indeed Iamnot John of Gaunt your Grandfather: 
but yet no Coward, Hal. 

Prin. Wee'l leave that to the proofe. 

Pew. Sirra lacke thy horſe ſtands behinde the hedge, 
when thou need'ſi him, there ſhalt thou finde him, Face. 
well, and ſtand faſt. 

Fal. Now cannot ſtrike him,if I ſhould be hang'd. 

Prin. Ned, where are our diſguiſes ? 

Poa, Heere hard by : Stand cloſe. 

Fal. Now my Maſters, happy man be his dole, fay1: 
every man to his buſineſſe. 


Enter Travellers. 

Tra, Come Neighbor: the boy ſhall leade our Horſes 
downe the hill: Wee'l walke a-foot a while , and eaſe our 
Legges. 

Theeves. Stay. 
Tra. Teſubleſſe us. : 
Fal. Strike: downe with them,cut the villains throats; 
a whorſon Caterpillars : Bacor-fed Kuaves , they hateuy 
youth ; downe with them, fleece them, 
Tra. O, we are nndone,both we and ours for ever, 
Fal. Hang ye gorbellicd knaves, are you undone? No 
ye Fat Chuftes, | would your ſtore were heere. OnB- 
conson , what ye knaues ? Yong men mult live, youxr 
Grand Iurers? Wee'ljure ye ifaith, 
Heere they rob them,and binde them, Enter the 
Prince and Poines. 
Prin, The Theeues have bound the True-men: Now 


don, it would-be argument fora Weeke, Laughterfor 
Moneth, and a good telt for ever. 
Poynes. Stand cloſe, | heare them comming, 


Enter T heeves againt, 

Fal. Come my Maſters, letus ſhare, and then tohorſe 
before day : and the Prince and Poynes bee not twour- 
rand Cowards, there's noequicy ſtirring. There's,nomoe 
valour in that Poynes,than in a wilde Ducke. 

Prin. Your money. 

Poin. VUllaires. ; 

As thry are ſharing, the Prince and Poynes ſer wpen hin 
They all run away leaning the booty behind them. 
Prince. Got with much caſe. Now merrily toHorle: 

The Theevesate ſcattred, and poſſeſt with fear ſo ſtrong 

ly, that they dare not meet each other : each takes hu 

low foran Officer. Away good N.ed, Falſtaffe [weates'0 
death, and Lards the leane carth as be walkes along: weil 
not for laughing, I ſhoul! picty him. 

Fxenm. 
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| Enter Hot furre ſolus, reading « Letter. 
But for mine owne part, my Lora, 1 could bee well contentedi! 
be there, in reſpet} of the love I beare your bonſe. te 
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| wed ancertaine , the Time it ſelfe unſorted , and your whole 
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thelove he beares our houſe. He ſhewes in thus, he loves 
'hiso\wne Barne better then hee loves our houſe, Let mee 
fre fome more, The purpoſe you undertake i dangerous. 
Why that's certaine : "Tis dangerous to takea colde, to 


this Nettle, Danger ; we plucke this Flower, Safety. The 
 perpoſe your wndertake is dengeroms , the Friends you have na- 


Phot to0 light , for the counterpoize of ſogreat an Oppoſition, 
Say you fo, fay youſo : Ifay unto youagaine , you Are a 
ſhallow cowardly Binde, and you Lye. Whar a lacke- 
braineisthis ? I proteſt,our plot isas good a plot as ever 
waglaid ; our Friend true and conſtant ; A good Plotte, 
od Friends, and full of expeRation : An excellent plot, 
very good Friends. What a Froſty-ſpirited rogue is this? 
Why, my Lord of Yorke commends rhe plot, and the 
enerall courſe of the aRion, By this hand, if T were now 
by this Raſcall, I coald braine him with his Ladyes Fan. 
there not my Father, my Vocle, and my Seife, Lord 
Edword Mortimer, my 1 ord of Torke,and Owen Glendonr? 
Isthere not beſides, the Dowg/ar? Have I not all their let- 
ters, to'meete me in Armes by the ninthof the next Mo- 
neth2and are there not ſoine of them ſet forward already? 
What a Pagan Raſcall is this? An Infidell. Ha, you ſhall 
ſkenow in very ſincerity of Feare and Cold heart,will he 
totheKing, and lay open all our proceedings O , Icould 
devide ny ſeife,and go to buffers, for moving ſuch a difh 
 ofskim'd Milke with ſo honorable au ARtion. Hang him, 
[et him tell che King we are prepared. I will et forwards 
contght, 


Enter his Laay. 


| How now Kate, I muſt leave you within theſe two hours, 
La. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 
| Forwhat offence have I this fortnight beene 
Abaniſh'd woman from my Harries bed ? 
Tellme ({weer Lord) what 1s't that takes from thee 
Thy tomacke,pleaſure, and thy golden fleepe ? 
Why doſt thou bend thine eyes upon the carth ? 
Andtartſo often when thou fitt'(t alone ? * 
Why baſtthou loſt the freſh blood in thy cheekes? 
 Andgivenmy Treaſures and my rights of thee, 
Tothick-ey'd muling, and curſt melancholly? 
Inmy faint (lumbers, I by.thee have watch, 
Andheard thee murmnrerales of Iron Warres : 
Peakerermes of mannage to thy bounding Steed, 
] -— ror tothe field. And thou baſt talk'd 

Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents, 
| OfPalizadoes, Frontiers, Parapets. 
{ Of BaGliskes, of Canon, Culverin. 
OfPrifoners ranlome, and of Souldiers ſlaine, 
Andall the current of a headdy fight. | | 
| Thyſpirt within thee hath beene fo at Warre, 
' Andthus hath ſo beſtirr*d thee in thy ſI:epe, 
Thatbeds of fweate hath ſtood upon thy Brow, 
Likebubbles in a late-difturbed Streame; 
And inthy face ſtrange motions haveappear'd, 
Such as we ſee when men reſtrainetheir breath ; 
Ok ſome great ſodaine haſt. O what portents aretheſe? 
Some heavie bufineſſe hath my Lord in hand, - 
AndLmuſt know it ;'<lſe he loves me not. 
Hz, What ho ; Is Grliams withthe Packet gone? 
Se, 'Heismy Lord, an houre.agone« 


- 


He could be contented: Why is henotthen? in reſpect of 


ſleepe,to drinke : but I tell you (my Lord foole) ourat 


Ser. One horſe, my Lord, he bronght een now, 


Hor. What Horſe? A Roane, a crop eare, is it not? 
Ser. TIt1s my Lord. 


backe him ſtraight, Fſperance,bid Butler, leade him forth 
into the Parke. 

Za. Burt heare you, my Lord. 

Hee. What fay'ſt thou my Lady ? 

La. What isit carries you away ? 

Hot, Why, my horſe (my Love) my horſe. 
.. £4. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazell hath not 
ſuch a dea'e of Spleene, as you are toſt with. In ſooth Ie 


ther cortimr doth ſtirre about his Title , and hath ſent 

for youtoline hisinterprize. Bur if you go 
Hoz. So farre afoot, | ſhall be wearie, Love. 

. £4. Come,cowe, you Paraquito, anfwere me directly 

Vnto this queſtion, thar I ſhall aske. Indeede 1le breake 

thy little finger Harry, if thou wilt not tell metrue. 

- Hot. Away, away,you trifler ; Love, I love thee uot, 

I care not for thee Kate : this is noworld | 

Toplay ii: Manmets, and to tilt with lips. 

We muſt have bloody Nofes, and crack'd Crownes, 

And patſc themcurrant too, Gods me, my horſe. 

What ſay'ſtrhou Kare? would'fſt thou have with me? 
£4. Do ye not love me? No you nor indeed? 

Well, donot then. For fince you love me not, 

| I will nor love my ſelfe, Do you notlove me ? 

Nay, te!! me if thou ſpeakelt in jeit,or no. 
Het, Come, wi:tthon ſee meride? 

And when I ama horſebacke, I will ſweare 

Tove thee infinitely. But harke you Kare, 

I muſt not have you henceforth, queſtion me, 

Whither ! go : nor reaſoh whereabour. 

Whither | mult ; I maſt: andto conclude, 

This Evening malt I leave thee, gentle Kate. 


Then Harry Percies wife. Conſtant you are, 
But yet a woman : and for ſecrecie, 
No Lady cloſer. For I will beleeve 
Thou wilt not utter what thou do'ſt not know, 
Ando farre will I truſt thee, gentle Kate. 

La. How fo farre? | 

Hot. Not an inch further. But harke you Kate, 
W hither T go, thicher ſhall you go too ; 
To day will I ſer forth, to morrow you. 
Willthis content you Kare? 

Za. It muſt of force. 

_ Scana Quaria. 


— —CO—— 


E-:tef Enter Prince and Poynes. 
me thy hand to laugha little, | 
Poynes, Where hatt beene Hall? 


| ſtring of humilitie. Sirra, Tam ſworn brother to.a leh of | 
Drawers,and can call them by their names, as Tow, Dicke, 


I know you wile, but yet no further wiſe 


| 
Prin, With three or foure Logger-heads; amongſt 3. | 
| or foureſcore Hogſheads.. I have tounded the verie baſe | 


Her. That Roane ſhall bee my Throne. Well, I will 


know your buſineſſc Harry, that | will. I feare my Bro- | 


y 


Prin. Ned, prethee come out of that fat roome, & lend ; 


and Fravciy. They take it alreadie upontheir” confidence, |: 
that though 1 be/but Prince of Wales, yet I am the King | 
of Carteſie:telling'me flatly T am not proud Tacklike Fat- }. 
ſtaffe, but a Corinthian, a Jad'of mettle, agood-boy, and 6 


! 


Exennt, | 


Hor. Hath Butler bought thoſe horſes from the Sherifſe? 


Fe on 


eZ NE! 
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alt. MS 


— 


when Iam King of England,l ſhall command all the good ; 
Laddes in Eaſt-cheape. They'call drinking deepe, dy- | 
ing Scarlet ; and when you breake in your watritg , _ | 


The Firſt Part of. Kung Henry the Fourth. 


t ot pem,and bid you play it off. To conclude, I am 
cy od a proficient in (4 quarter of an houre, that I can 


drinke with any Tinker in his owne Language during wy 


life. I tell thee Ned,thou haſt loſt much honor,that theu 
wer'aot with me inthis ation: but ſwezt Ned, ro ſwee- 
ten whichname of N ed,I givetheethis peniworth of Su- 
gar, clapt even now into my hand by an under Skinker, 


one that never ſpake other, Engliſh in his life, then E5ghr 
and, Tow are welcome: with this ſhrill 
addition, Aon, Anon fir, Score # Pint of Baftard in the 
Hatfe Moone, or ſo.But Ned, to drive away time till Fat- 


ſhillings and ſx pence, 


faffecome, I prycheedoe thou ſtand in ſome by-roome, 


while I queſtion my puny Drawer , to what, cod he gave 
me the Sugar, and do neverlcave calling Franc, that his 
benothing but, Anon: ſtep aſide, and Ile 


Tale to me may 
ſhew thee a Preſident. 
Poines. Prancs. 
Priv, Thouart perfedt. 
Pon. Francis. | 
Enter Drawer. | 


Frav. Anon, anon fir ; looke downe into the Poimgar- 


net, Ratfe. 
Prince. Come hither Francs. 
Fran, My Lord. 
Prin. How long haſt thou to ſerve,Francis? _, 
Fran. Forſooth five years and as muchas to——— 
Pon, Francis. | 
Frav. Anon,anon fir. 


Prin, Fiveycares : Berlady along Leaſe for the clin- 
king of Pewter. But Francis,dareſt thou be ſo valiant,as 
to play the coward with thy Indenture,and ſhew ita faire 
paire of heele, and run from it? Wy ke: 

Frev. O Lord fir, Ile be ſworne upon all the Books in 


— 


England, I could finde in my heart; 
Poin, Francis. 
Fran, Anon, anon fir. i 
Prin. How old artthou, Francis? 


- 


Fran, Let me ſce, about Michaclmas next! ſhall be— 


Poin. Fraticis, FSIP | 
Frax. Anon fir, pray you ſtay a little, my Lord. 


Prin, Nay but harke you Francis, tor the Sugar thou 


gaveſt me, *twas a peny worth, was'tnot? 
Fran. O Lord fir, 1 would it had bene two. 


Prin, I will giue thee for itathouſand pound : Aske 


me when thou wilt, and thou ſhale have it, 
Pon. Francis. | 
Fran, Anon,anon. 


' Prin. Anon Francis? No Francis, butto morrow Fran- 
” "7 , oy « ng. 1. - 
cis: or Francis,on thurſday:or indecd Francis when thou 


wilt. But Francis. 
_. Fran, My Lord. 


Prin. Wilt thou rob this Leatherne Terkin, Chriſtall 
button, Not-pated , Agat ring, Puke ſtocking ; Caddice 


er, Smooth tongue, Spaniſh pouch. 
Ly ck O Lerd fir,who do yon meane ? 


. Prin, Why then your browne Baſtard is your oniely 
drinke : for looke you Francis, your white Canuas doub- 


let will ſully. In Barbary fir, it cannot come to ſo much. 
Fran" What (ir? 
Poin, Francis. | © 
Prin, Away you Rogue, doſt thau heare them call ? 


 Heere they both call him, the Drawer flands amazed, 


riot knowing which way to go. 
Enter Viutner, 


| — Tint. Wha, fand'ft hou, and hear'ſt fucha cal 


» 
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]. too, marry and Amen. Give mea cup of Sacke Boy: Ere 


—_— 


ling2 Looketo the Gueſts within : My Lord,: olde Sir 
lohn with halfe a dozen more; are at the doore : ſhall [ ler 
OF... WG bg | 

Prin, Letthem alone awhile, and then open the doore, 
Poines, | 
| © Enter Pomes. 

Potxes, Anon,anon (ir. : | 
., Prin, Sirra, Falſtaffe and the reſt of the Theeves, are xt 
the doore, ſhall we bemerry? _ 

Poin, As merrieas Crickets my Lad.. But harke yee, 
W hatcunning match have you made withtlus jeſt of the 
Drawer? Come, what's the jfſue ? 

Prin. I am now of all humors, that have ſhewed them. 
ſelves humors,fipce the old dayes of goodman e1damyo 
the pupill age of this preſent tweluca clock at midnight, 
W hat'saclocke Francis? 

Frax., Anon, anon fir. tf 

Prix, That ever this Fellow ſhould have fewer word | 
thena Parret, and yetthe ſonne of a Woman. His indy. 
try 1s up-ftairesand down-ſtaires, his cloquence the par. 
cell of a reckoning. Iam nor yet of Percees mind, the Hot- 
{purre of the North, hethat killes me ſome ſixe or ſcaven 
dozen of Scotsata Breakfaſt, waſhes his hands and fayes 
to bis wife; Fie uponthis quiet life, I want worke, Ony 
{vrect Harry ſayes ſhe, how many. haſt thou. kill'd today? 
Give my Roane horſe adrench ( ſayeshee) and anſiyers, 
ſome fourtcene,an houre after,:atrifle, atrifſe. I prethee 
call in Faltaffe, Ile play Percie, and that damn'd Brawne 
ſhalt play Dame Afortimer his wife: Rivo, ſayes the druts 

are, Call in Ribs,call in Tallow. 


Enter Falſtaffe. 


Pin, Wecome lacke, where kaſt thou beene ? 
Fat. A plague of all Cowards I fay, and a Vengeance 


1 leade this life long, Le ſowe nethes. ſtockes, and mend 
them too. A plague of all coivards, , Give meca Cup 
Sacke, Rogue. Is there no Vertue extant ? 

Prin. Didſt thounever ſee Titan kifle a diſh of Butter, 
pittifull hearted Titan that meited,at the ſweete Taleof | 
the. Sunne? If thou didſt,, then behold that compound. 

Fal. You Rogue, heere's Lime in this Sacke too: there 
15nothing but Roguery to be foynd ina Villanous man;yct 
a Coward isworſcthen a Cup of Sack with lime- A viÞ 
lanous Coward, go thy wayes old Iacke, die when thai 
wilt, if manhood, good manhood be not forgot upon the 
face of the carth, thenam I a ſhotten Herring : there lives 
not three ggod menunhang'd in England ,and one of them 
is fat,and growes old,God helpe the while, a bad world1 
fay. I would1 were a Weaver, I could ſing all manner of 
ſongs. A plague of all Cowards,NlI fay ſtill. 

Prin. Hoy now Woolfſacke, whatmutter you ? 

Fal. AKings Sonne? If I do not beate thee out of thy 
Kingdome with a dagger of Lath, anddrive all thy Sub- 
jeRs afore thee like a fiocke of Wilde-geeſe, ile never 
weare haire on my face more. You Prince of Wales? 

Prin, Why you horſon round man? what'sthe matter? 

Fal. Are you notacoward ? Anſwere me to that , 
Poines there? | VE FR | 

Prin, Yefatch paunch, and yee call me Coward, It 
ſab thee. [LSD $9651 

Fal. Icall thee Coward? Ile ſee thee damn'd ere I call 

thee Coward:butT would givea thotfand pound I could 
run as faſtas thou canſt. You are ſtraight enough inthe 
ſhoulders, you care not who ſees your backe; Call you 


that 


CO” - 


ts. 
, P 


X Pg a 


" 0 


P 


_—: 
4 ER 
EET, 2 


a. <->. 


Tarr Rog mn Ho 


- 
_ 


——_ 


P—_ ——_—_—_— 


| char backing of your friends? a plague upon ſuch backing: | Cloſe,came in fodrand hand;and with a thought,ſeaven of 


ive me themthat will face me. Give me a Cup of Sack, | the clevenI pay'd, | 
Tama Rogue if I'drunke to day. Prin. O monſtrous! eleven Buckrom men Srowne out 


Prince. O Villaine; thy Lippes are ſcarce wip'd, fince | of two? 

thou drunk'ft laſt. We Falft, But as the Devill would have it, three miſ-be- 

' Fat}, All's one for that. He drinkes. gotten Kizayes, in Kendall Greene, came at my Backe, and 

Aplagne ofall Cowards ſtill, lay I. lcrdrive at me;for it was fo darke, Hat,that thou could'ſt 

Prin. What'sthe matter ? not ſce.thy Hand. 

Fel. What's the matter ? here bee foure ofus , have Prin. Thee Lyes arc like the Father that begets them, | 

taneathouſand pound this Morning. grofle asa Mountaine, open, palpable. Why thon Clay- 

Prin. Where 1s it, [acke? where 15 1t? | brayn'd Guts, thou Knotty-pated Foole,thou He rton ob- 

| Falf. Where is it? taken from us, it 15:2 hundred up- | ſcene grealie Tallow Catch. | 
on poore foure of us. Falt. What, art thou mad? artthou mad ? is not the 


Prin. W hat, a hundred, man ? truth, the truch ? 
Falft. I ama Rogue, if I were not at halfe ſword with Prin. Why, how could'ſt thon know theſe men in 


a dozen of them two houres together. I have ſcaped by | Kendall Greensgwhen it was fo darke, thon could*tt nor 
miracle, Iam eight times thruſt through the Deublet, | fee thy Hind ? Come, teil us your reaſon; what lay'(t thou | 
foure through the Hoſe, my Buckler cut through and | to this? | 
through, my Sword hackr. like a Hand-ſaw, ecce ſigner, Pon, Come » Your reaſon lack , your reaſon. | 
I never dealt better ſince I was a man : all would not doe. Falft. What; upon compuliion? No: were Tat the } 
Aplague of all Cowards: letrhem ſpeake ; if they ſpeake | Strappado, orall che Rackes 1n the World, 1 would ro: 
more or lefſe then truth, they are villaines andthe ſonnes | tell you on compulſion. Give youa reafonon compulii- | 
ofdarkneſle, on ? If realons wereas plenty as Black-berries, I would | 
Prince. Speake firs, how was It ? give no man a rcaſcn upon compulijon, lt, 
Gad. We foure {et upon ſome dozen» Priz. llc be no longer guiltie of this fine. This Tan- 
Falft. Sixteene, at leaſt, my Lord. guine Coward, this Bed-preficr, this Hor(-back-breaker, 
Gad. And bound them. this huge Hill of Fleth. ' 
Pre. No,no,they were not bound. Falf, Away you Starveling, yon Elfe-skin,you dried 
|. Faf;You Rogue they were bound ;every man of them, | Neatsrongue, Bulles-piiſell, you ſtocke-fiſh:O for breth | 
orTama lew eife,an Ebrew Iew. to vtter, What 1s like thee? You Tailors yard, you ſheath, 


GaAs we were ſharing, ſome fixe or ſeaven freſh men | you bow-cafe, you vile ſtanding tucke. 
{ct upon us. Prin, Well, breath a- while, and rhento'tagaine : and 


Faff. And unbound the reſt, and then come inthe | whenthon haſt cyr'dthy {cIfe inbafe comparitous, heare 
me ſpeake but thus. 


Prince. What fought ye with them all? Poin. Marke Jacke. 
Fat. All? I know not what ye callall ; but if I fonght Prin. Wetwo, faw you foure ſet on foureand bound 
not with fiftiz of them, I am a bunch of Radiſh : if there them, and v, cre Maſters of their Wealth: mark row how 
werenot two of three and fiftie upon poore olde Iacke, | 2 plaine Tale ſhall put you downe. Then did werwo, ſet | 
thenam I no two-legg'd Creature, on you fourc, and with a word , outfac'd you from yorr | 
Pin. Pray Heaven, you have not murthered ome of | Prize,and haye it: yea,and can ſhew it youin the Houſe, 
And Fal{taffe, you caried your Guts away as nimbly,wirh 
aSquicke dexteritic, and roared for mercy, and iti!] ranne |! 
androar'd, as ever | heard Bull-Calfe. W hat a Stave art 
thou, to hacke thy {word as thou haſt done, and then ſay 
it wasin fight. W hat trick? whar device ? what ttarting 
hole canſt thon now find out, to hide thee from this open 


in Buckrom let drive at me. | and apparant ſhame? = | 

Prifce. W hat, foure? thou ſayd'{tbut two,even now. Powes. Come, let's heare Iacke : What tricke haſt 

 Fal$8, Foure Hal, Itold thee foure. - thou now ? : 

Poin, T,I, he ſayd foure. Fal. 1 knew yeas well as he that made ye. Why heare 
Falf, Thele foure came all a-front,and miinely thruſt | ye my Maſters , was it for me to kiltthe Heire apparant ? 
atme; I made no more adoe, but tookeall their ſeaven | ShouldT turne upon the true Prince? Why; thou knowelt 
polnts in my Targuet, thus. | I amas valiant as Hereales: but beware Inſtint, the Lyon 
' Prince. Seven? why there were but fourc,even noyw. | will not touchthe truePrince : Inſtint is a great matter, 
Falf. In Buckrom. | I wasa Coward on Inftin& : I ſhall-thinke the better of 
Pow, I, foure, in Backrom Sutes. | my ſelfe;'and thee, during my life  I,for a valiant Lyon, 
Pal. Seven, by theſe hilts, or Lama Villaincellſe, and thou for a true Prince.” But Lads, 1 am glad you have } 
the Mony. Hoſteſſe, clap to the doores: watch to Night, 


Prin. Pretheelet him alone, we ſhall have more anon. NI 
Falft. Doeſt thou hedte me, Ha/? k4 | pray tomorrow., Gallants, Lads, Boyes, Hearts ofGold, 
'Prip. T, and marke thee too, Jack, _*» | allthegood Titlesof Fellowſhip come ta you. -Whar, 
_ Falf. Doe ſo, forit isworth the liſtaing too : theſe | ſhallwe be merry ? ſhall we have aPlay extempory. © 
hine in Buckrom, that I told thee of. | | - Prin. Content, andthe argument fall bee , thy running 
Prix. $9, two more alreadic. " | away. .. | TBS 0240s "779% | 
I* Falft, Their Points being brokeh. | Fal. A, no more of that Hall, and thouloveſt me, 
| Enter Hofteſſe . -; | | 


Pain, Downe fell his Hoſe. TT Men L ED n 
| Falft. Beganto give me ground ; but I followed me Hoft, My Lord,the Prince ? n 
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Fafft. Nay, that's paſt praying for. T have pepper'd 
twoof them : Two Iamſure I have payed, two Rogues 
inBuckrom Sntes. I tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a 
Lye, ſpit inmy face,call me Horſe: thou knoweſt my olde 
word ; here Ilay andthns I bore my point; foure Rogues 


Prin, { 
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hd 
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- Pris, Hownow my Lady. the Hoſteſſe » what ſay |  Priv.'Sodid he neuer the Sparrow. ON 
7 | Falft, Well, thatRaſcall hath good metrall in him, hee 


thou tome 
-. Hoſteſſe. Marry, my Lord,there is a Noble man of the | will notrunne. h 
Courtat doore would ſpeakewith you : he fayes,he comes Prins Why, whata Raſcallartthou then, to prayſe him 
from your Father. | ſofor running? | 
» Prin. Give bim as much as will make him aRoyall | Fa. A Horſe-backe (ye Cuckoe) but a foot he wil 

man,and ſend him backe againe to my Mother. not budgea foot. | 

Falf#. What manner of man is he? | Pris. Yeslacke, upon inftinR. 

Heſteſſe: An old man. | ED Falſt. 1 grant ye, apon tnſtin: Well, hee is theretoo 

Fai. What doth Gravitie out of his Bed at Midnight? | and one A49rdake , anda thoiland blew-Cappes more 
| Shall I give him his anſwere ? Worcefter is ſtoincaway .by Night : thy Fathers Beardis 
 Pran, Prethee doe lacke. turn'd white with the Newes; you way buy Land now 

Falſt. *Faith, and Ile ſend bim packing. Exit. | as cheapeas ſtinking Mackrell. 

Prince, Now Sirs : you fought fairez ſo did.you | Pris. Then 'tislike,if there comea hot Sunne,and this 
Peto , ſo did yon Bardo!: youare Lyons too , you ranne | civillbuffetting hold, wee ſhall buy Maiden-heads as they 
away upon inſtin& : you will not touch the true Prince; | buy hob-nayles, bythe hundreds. + 
no, fie. Falft. By the Maſſe Lad, thoufay'lttrue it is like wee 

Bed. 'Faith, I ranne whenI faw others runne. ſhall have good trading that way. But tell me Ha/l , are 

Prin, Tell mee now in carueft , how came Falfaffrs | notthou horrible afear'd ? thou being Heire apparant, 
Sword ſo hackt? could the World picke thee out three ſuch Encmyeg x 

Peto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid, he { gaine, as that Fiend Dowglas , that Spirit Percy , and that 
would ſweare truth out of England : but he would make | Devill Glendower ? Art thou not horrible afraid 2 Doth 
you beleeye it wasdone in fight, and perſwaded us to doe | not thy blood thrill at it ? 
the like. Prim. Not a whit z Ilacke ſome of thy inſtin&. 

Berd. Yea, andto tickle our Noſes with Spear-grafle, | Fa. Weil, thou wilt be horrible chidde romorrow, 
to make thembleed, and then beſlubber our garments, | wheathou commeſt rothy Father : if thou doc love mc 
with it, and {iyeare it was the blood of true men. I did | practice an anſwere. | 
that I didnotthis ſeven yeares before , Ibluſhr to heare Prin. Doe thou ſtand for my Father, and examine mce 
his monſtrous devices. upon the particulars of my Life. | 

Prin. O Villaine, thou ſtoleſt a Cup of Sacke eighteene Falſz. Shall 1? content : This -Chayre ſhall bee my | 
yeeres agoc, ard werttaken with the manner, andever | State, this Dagger my Scepter , and this Cuſhion my 
ſince thou haſt blaſhrt extempore : thou hadſt fireand | Crowne. 
wont oncly fide, and yet thou ranneſt away ; whatin- | Prim, Thy State istaken for a Toyn'd-Stoole, rhy Gol- 
ſtint hadft thou for it? den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger , and thy precious rich 

Bard. My Lord, doc you ſcetheſe Mcteors? doe you | Crowne, for a pittifull bald Crawne. - 
behold theſc exhalations? Prin, Well, andthe firc of Grace be not quite out of | 

Prin.. I doe, thee now ſhalt thou be moved. Give me a Cup of Sacke 

Bard. What thinke you they portcnd ? to make minceyes looke redde, that it may bee thought] 

Prin.Hot Livers;and cold Purſes. have wept, for I muſt ſpeake in paſſion, and I will dor it 

Bard, Cholcr, my Lord, it rightly taken. in King Cambyſes veinc, 

Prie. No, if rightly taken, Halter. Prin. Well, heere is my Legge. 

Faiſt. And heere is my {pcech ;. ſtand aſide Nobilitie. 
Emer Falſlafſe. Hofteſe. This is excellent ſport, yfaith. | 
Fal. Weepe not , ſweet Queene , for trickling trares 
Heere comes leane /acke, heexe comes bare-bone. How | are vaine. | LS 
now my ſyweete Creature of Bombaſt, how long is'tagoc, | Hoſteſſe. Othe Father, how hee holdes his counte- 
[acke, fince thou ſaw'ſt thine owne Knee ? . | nance? | . 
Falit; My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yeeres | Fal.For Gods ſake Lords, convey my truſtfull Queen, 
j ( He!) IT was notan Eagics Talent inthe Waſte, I could | For tcares doe ſtop the floud-gates of her eyes. 
have crept intoany Aldermans Thumbe-Ring : a plague | Heſteſſe. O rare, he doth itas like oneof theſe hatlotry 
of lighing andgriefe, itblowes a man up like a Bladder. | Playersas ever I ſee. 
There's villanous, Newes abroad: heere was: Sir /ob» | . Fat. Peacegood Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-braine. 
Braby ftom your Father ; you mult goe tothe Court in | Harry, Idoe not onely marvell, where thou ſpendeſt thy 
the Morning. The ſame mad feliow of the North, Percy; | time.; but alſo, bow thouartaccompadice : For though 
and hee of Wales, that gave Awamor the Baſtinado, | the Camomile,the more it is troden,the faſter it growes, | 
and made Lacifer Cuckold, and ſwore the Devill his rrue | yet Youth, the more it is waſted , the ſooner it wears. 
| Leige-manupenthe Crofie of a-Welch-booke 3; what a | Thoyart. my ſonne ;. I have partly thy Mothers Word, | 
Palguecall you him? Woe partly.my Opinion ; but chicfely , a villanons, tricke of 
Poin. O;Glendower thine Eye, and a fooliſh hanging of thy nether Lippe, that 
: doth warrant me, If then thou bee Sonne ro mee, heere 


 Mornmer, and lyeth the point ;- why, being Sonne to mee , art thouſo 
| Scot of Scots, pointed at? Shall the bleſſed Sonne of heaven prove. 
Hill cul: _ - + | Micher, and eate Black-berries? aqueſtion not to bee 
Fris. Hee that-rides at high ſpeede, and witha Piftoll | askt Shall the Sonne of d proove aThecfe, and 
| killsa Sparrow flying, © 44 | take Purſes? aqueſtion to bee.askt. There isathing, 
[ Faft, Youhatehitit, (44! 741 +53 | Hem,whichthon haſt often heard of,andit is knowne to 


many 


; 
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many inour Land, by.the Name of Pitch : this Pirch: ( as 
ancient Writers doe report)doth defile; {o doththe com- 
ranic thou keepeſt ; for Harry , now Idoe not ſpeake to 
thee in Drinke,but in Teares ; not in pleaſure, but in Pa(- 
ſion; not in Words onely , butin Woes alſo: and yer 
there is a vertuous man, whom I have often noted in thy 
companic, but I know not his Name. 

| Prin. What manner of man, and it like your Ma- 

ſic? | 

F Ealf. A goodly portly man yfaith , and a corpulent, 
ofa chearcfull Looke , a pleaſing Eye, anda moit noble 
Carriage, and as Ithinke,his age ſome fiftie,or (byrlady) 
inclining to threeſcore ; and now I remember mee , his 
Nameis Faifaffe : if that man ſhould be lewdly given , 
hedeceives mee ; for Harry , Ifee vertue in his Lookes. 


| Ifthen the Tree may be knowne by the Fruit,as the Fruit 


by the Trees then peremptorily-I ſpeake it,there1s Vettue 
inthat Falfaffe : him keepe with , the reſt baniſh. And 
til me now, thou naughtie Varlet , tell me, where haſt 
4 thou beene this moneth ? 

Prin. Do'ſt thou ſpeake like a King ? doe thou ſtand 
for me, and Ile play my Father. 

Falft. Depoſe me : if thou do'ſt it halfe ſo gravely, ſo 
| majcltically, both in word and marter, hang me up by the 
heeles for a Rabbet-ſucker, or a Poulters Hare. 

Prin. Well, heere 1 am ſet. + 

Falft. And heere I ſtand : judge my Maſters. 

Prin. Now Harry, whence.come you ? 

Faift. My Noble Lord, from Eaſt-cheape. 

Pris. The complaints I heare of thee, are grievous. 

Falſt. Y faith, my Lord, they are falſe : Nay,lle tickle 
yefora young Prince. 

Prin. Swearelt thou , uvgracious Boy ? henceforth 
hie're looke on me ; thouart violently carryed away from 
Grace:thereiis a Devill haunts thee, inthe likeneſſe of a 
fatold Man; a Tunne af Man is thy Companion ; Why 
do'ſt thou converſe with that Trunke of Humors, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaſtlineſſe , thar ſwolne Parcell of 
Dropfies, that huge Bembard of Sacke,that ſtuft Cloake- 
baggc of Gues, that roſted Manning-Tree Oxe with the 
Puddings in bis Belly, that Reverend Vice , thar grey Ini- 
quitie, char Father RuiHan,that Vanitie in yeares? where- 
in is he good, but to tatteSacke and drinke it ?. wherein | 
neat and cleanly,but to carue a Capon,and cate 1t ? where- 
in Cunning, but in Craft ? wherein Craftie, but in Villa- 
nie ? wherein Villanous, but in all things? wherein wor- 
thy, but innathing ? 

Falſt. 1 would your Grace would take me with you : 
Whom mcancs your Grace? 

Prince. T hat villanoug abominable mis-leader of Youth, 
Falſtaffe that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Falit. My Lord, the man 1 know. 
| Prince. 1 know thou do'ſt, 

Falft, Burrto ſay, 1 know more harme in him then in | 
my ſelfe, were to ſay morethen | know. That he is olde 
| (the more the pittie) his white haires doe witneſlſeie : 
but that hee is ( ſaving your reverence) a Whore-ma- 
ter, that I utterly deny. If Sacke and Sugar be a fault, 
Heaven helpe the wicked : if to be olde and merry, be a 
ſinne, then many an olde Hoſte that 1 know , isdamin'd : 
if tobe fat, be to be hated , then Pharaohs leane Kinearc 
to be loved. 'No, my good Lord, baniſh Pero , baniſh 
Bardelph, baniſh Poines: but for ſweete Jacks Falffaſfe, 
kinde /ache Falftaffe true Jacks Fa/ſtefſe,valiant Iacks Fal- 
faffe,and therefore more valiant, being as he is olde Tacks 


A. 


| good Conſcience. 


| Have inthis Robbery loſt three hundred Markes. ' 


Falit: fe, baniſh nothim thy Harryes companic', baniſh 


not him thy Herryescompanic ;. baniſh eu | 
baniſh all the Warkd. > Lada. 
Prince, I doe, I will. 


Enter Bardolphrunning. 


Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord , the Sherife,withamoſt 
monſtrous Watch, isat thee doore. 

FalsF. Out you Rogue, play outthe Play ; I have much 

to ſay in the behalfe of that Fall aſſe, | 


Enter the Hoſteſſe, 


Hefteſſe. O, my Lord, my Lord. 
| Falf. Heigh, beigh, che Divell rides upona Fiddle- 
ſticke : what's the matter ? 

Hoftefſe. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the | 
doore: they are come toſcarch the Houſe, ſhall I ler 
them in ? | 

Faſff. Do'lt thou heare Hat, never call a true pecce of 
Golda Counterfeit ; thoy art cfſentially made , without | 
ſceming ſo. | 

Prince, And thou a naturall Coward , without in- 
ſin, 

Faſf., I deny your ©Haior; if you will deny the 
Sherife , ſo : if not, let himenter. If I becomenota Cart 
as well asanothe: man, aplague on my bringing up : 1 
—_ I ſhallas ſoone be ſtrangled wth a Halter , as ano- 

cre 

Prince. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, the reſt 
walke up above. Now my Maſters, for a true Face and 


Fa, Both which I have had : but their date is ont, 
and therefore Ile hide me. Exim. 
Prince.Call inthe Sherife, 


Emer Sherife and the Carrier. 1 


| hw. Now Maſter Sherife, what is your will with 
e %\ 
She. Firſt pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 
followed cerraine picn unto this houſe. 
Prince. W hat men ? | 
| She. One of them is well knowne, my gracious Lord, | 
a grolle fat man. | 
Car. Asfat as Butter. | 
. Prince. The man, I doe affure you, is not heere, 
For 1 my ſclfe atthistime have imploy'dhim z 
And Sherife, I will engage my word to thee, 
That I will by comorrow Dinner time, 
Scnd him to anſiwere thee, or any-man, 3772 
For ay thing he ſhall be charg'd withall: | 
—_ let meentreat you,leavethe houſe. | 
Ske. I will, my Lord : thereare two Gentlemen 


Prince. It may be fo : if he have robb'd theſe men, 
He ſhall be anſwerable : and ſo farewell. 
Sbe. Good Night, my Noble Lord. 
Prince, I thinke it is good Morrow, is it not? 
She. Indeede, my Lord, I thinkeit be twoaClocke, 
Prince. This oyly Raſcall is knowneas wellasPoulcs: 
goecall him forth. . : 

Peto. Falſteſfe? faſt aſleepe behinde the Arras, and 
ſnorting like a Horſe, | 
Prince. Harke, how hard he fetches breath; ſearch his 
Pockets. > Foo. v5 2 WP 
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He ſearcheth tis Pockets and fwdetb 
certaine P apers. 
Prinee, What baſt thou found ?.. 
Pets, Nothing but papers, my Lord. 
Prince. Let's ſee, whatbc they ? readethem. 
Peto. Iteni, a Capon. 
4 Item, SawCce. 
Item, Sacke, two Gallons, | SV 
Item, Anchoves and Sacke after ſupper. iieS,vid. 
Item, Bread. ob. 
Proxee, O monſtrous, but one halfe' perny-worth of 

Bread to this intullerable deale of Sacke ? W hat there 1s 
cl{c, keepe cloſe, weele reade it at more advantage: there 
ler him {leepe till day. Ile tothe Court in the Morning : 
We muft all to the Warres, and thy place ſhall be hono- 
rable. Ile procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and 
{_ I know his death will' bea March of Twelve-ſcore, The 
Money ſhall be pay'd backs againe with adyantage. Be 
with me betimes in the Morning: and ſo good morrow 
Pets. | 

; Peto, Good morrow, good my Lord. 


11*$-11.d o 
Hii.d. 
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ZE xennt 


Om 


eA tus Tertins. Scana Prima. 


Enter Hotfpurre Worcefter, Lord Mortimer, 
_  OwenGlenaower. 


1 CHorr. Thelſepromiſes are faire, the parties ſure, 
And our induction full of proſperous hope 
Hoti. Lord Mortimer, and Couſin Glendower, 
} Will you fit'downe ? | 
And Vnckle ForceFer ; a plague upon it, 
' I have forgot the Mappe. 
Glend. No, here itis : 
* Sit Couſin Percy, fit-ggod Couſin Hotſparre : 
For by that Name,as off as. Lencafer doth ſpeake of you, 
His Checkes looke pale, and witha riſing figh, 
He wiſheth you in Heaven. 
Hotr5. And you in Hell, as oft as he heares Owen Glen- 
dower {poke of. | : 
Glend. I cannot blame him :; At my Nativitie, 
The frontof heaven was full of fierie ſhapes, 
Of burning Creflets: and at my Buth, 
The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak*dlike a Coward. 
, Horfþ. Why ſo it would have done at the ſame ſeaſon 
{ if your Mothers Cat bad bur kitten'd,, though your iclfe 
_ {| had hever beene borne, F.; 5; 
> Glerd. 1 fay the Earthdid ſhake when T was borne. 
Hot. And 1 fay the Earth was not of my minde:- 
If you ſuppole, as fearing you,it ſhooke, 
_ Glend. The heavens. were allon firc,- the Earth did 
Hot. Oh, then the Earth ſhooke:; - 
To ſeethe Heavens. 00, fire, 19-5 24 91 
And notin-feare of yourNativitie. ; - ; 
Diſcaſcd gature m——_—_— per uth 
Is withakinde of Colicke pinc vext, . -- 
By the impriſoningofunruly Winde/': - it 1 44, 
Within her Wombe : which for enlargement ſtriving, 
Shakesthe old Beldame Earth;and tomblesdowue 


PC CCIET GEE 


| 


_—_— 


Stceples,and moſſe-growne Towers. Ar your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earth, having this diftemperature, 
In paſſion ſhooke. 
Gleud, Coufin : of many men 
I doe not beare theſe Croflings: give me leave 
To tell yon once againe, that at my Birth 
The front of Heaven was full of fireie ſhapes, 
The Goates ranne from the Mountaines, andthe Heards 
Were ſtrangely clamorous to the frighted fields ; 
Theſe fignes have markt me extraorcinarie, 
Andall che courſes of my Life doe ſhew, 
I am not in the Roll of common meij. 
W here 1s the Living, clipt in with the Sea, 
That chidesthe Bankes of England, Scotland, and Wales, 
Which cails me Pupill, er hath read to me? 
And bring him out,that isbut womans ſoone, 
Can trace me inthe tedious wayes of Art, 
And hold me pace in deepe experiments, ; 
Hot. I thinke there's no man ſpeakes better Welſh : 
Ile to Dinner. | | 
Hort, Peace Coulin Percy, you will make him mad, 
G/eng, I can call Spiritsfrom the valtic Deepe. 
Hot. Why focan1, or ſo can any man: f 
But will they come, when you doe call for them? | 
_ you Why, I can teach thee,Couſfin, to command the 
evill. | 
Het. AndI can teach thee, Couſin, to ſhame the Diyel, 
By telling truth. Tell trwth, and ſhame the Divel, 
It then have power to raiſc him, bring him hither, 
And lle be {worne, I have power to ſhame him hence. 
Oh, while youlive, tell truth, and ſhame the Divell. 
Art. Come, come, no more. of this unprofitable 


Chat. 
Glend.T hree times hath Henry Bullingbrooke made head 
Againſt my power ; thrice fromthe Banks of Wye, 
And tandy-bottom'd Severne, have I hent him 
Bootieſſe home, and Weather-beaten backe. 
Hot. Home without Boates, 

And in fonle Weather too, 

How ſcapes he Agues1n the Divels name ? 
Glend, Come, heere's the Mappe : 

Shall wee devideour Right, 

According to our threefold order ta'ne? 

Mor. The Arch-Deacon hath devidedit 

Intothree Linuts, very equally : 

England, from Trent,and Severne hitherto, 

By South and Eaſt, 15 to my part aſſign'd: 

All Weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severne ſhore, 
And all the fertile Land within that bound, 

To Owen Gledower ; And deare Couze, to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our indentures Tripartite are drawne ; 

W hich being ſcaled enterchangeabley, 

( & bofineſte thatthis Night may execute) 

To morrow, Couſin Percy, you and I, 

And my good Lordof W orcſter will ſet forth, 

To mect your Father, and the Scottiſh Power, 

As iSappointed us at Shrewsbury, 

My Father Glendower isnot readie yet, 

Nor ſhall we neede his helpe theſe foureteene dayes : 
Wirhin;thar ſpace, you may haye drawne together 
Your Tenants, Friends, and neighboring Gentlemen. 

Glend, Aſhortertime ſhall ſend met« you, Lords: 

And in my conduct ſhall your Ladies: come, 

From whom you now mult ſteale, and take no leave 


. For there will bea World of Water ſhed, 
| | PEE Vpon | 
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pond parting of your Wivesand:yon: . 
| vor 7x thinkes my moity, North fram Burton here, 


| equals not one of yours 3: ' 
| BY how this River coms mecranking in, 
And cuts the beſt of all my:Land, 
'A huge halfe Moone, a monittrous Cantle our. 
He-have the Currant in this place damn'd up, . 
And here the ſmug and Silver Trent (hall runne, 
| Inanew Chancll, faire and evenly : 
It ſhall not winde with. ſuch a deepe indent, 
To rob me of ſo rich a Bottome here. ; 
Glad. .Not winde? it ſhall,it muſt, you ſee it doth. 
Mort, Yea, but marke how he beares his courſe, 
And runiies me np, with like advantage on the other ſide, 
ing the oppeſcd Continent as much, 
As on the other ſide ir takes from yous © 
wore, Yea, but alitle Charge willtrench-him here, 
Ard onthis North fide winne this Cape of Land, - 
And then he runnes ſtraight and even. ; 
Hoeffp, lie have ir ſoa little Charge will doe it, 
x Glast Tle not have italter'd. 
Hor. Willnotyou ? | 
Gland. No, hor you thall not. 
Harp. Who ſhall ſay me nay ? 
- Gland," Why, that will. be 
Hoſp. Let me not'anderſtand 'you then , ſpeake itin 
Welk. = 5 0t eta” 3 33 397 
| _ Gierd. I can fpeakeEnglith, Lord,as welt as you : 
{ ForI was train'd up in the Engliſh Court ; 
Where, being but young; Fframed tothe Harpe, 
| Engliſh Dirtie, lovely well, 
And gave the Tonguea helpefall Ornament ; 
A Vertue thatwas niever ſeene In you. 
Hor}. Marry, and'T am glad of it with all my heart, 
Thad rather be'a Kirtery,'and cry mew, - 
Then ohis:of thele ſaine Meeter Ballad-mongers : 
{ I tadrather hearea Brazen Candleſticketurn'd, 
Oradry W heele grate on the Axle-rree, 
} And that would ſerimy teeth onedge, ' 
Nothing ſo much, as atincing Pootrie';' 
'Tis like the forc't gate of aſhuffliig Nugge. 
Glas Come, you ſhall have Trefir/turn'd.! 5 7 
Hupp.-1 doe notcate's Ile give thrice ſomuch Land * 
Toany well-defervingftiend jt 770000 2 EO 


But in the way of rar coor yeme, © 
Ile cavill on the ninth partof a hayre,* ''* ' 
Arcthe Indentures drawne?thallwe be gone ? 
Glenda. The Moone ſhines faire, ®*' - 

{ You may away;by Night: 7 

\& haſte the Writer; and withall, WIE 24 SCAT 
Breake with your Wives, of your depatture hence: 
1 ſam afraid my'[Daqgghter will rune wadde.' - 7 
150 much ſhe doteth on her Xortimier; © 


- = 
L 


"Exit 
Core. Fie , Conlin Percy 5 how you croſſe my Fa- 
cr, 322: EST > £6 
Hot}, Tcannot chooſe 3 ſometime he angers me 41 
With telling me of the Moldwarpe andthe Ant; 101 
Ofthe Dreamer Itariin, and his Prophecies; '' © | © 
| And of a Dragon, and «finne-lefſe Fiſh; | | 
| Aclip-wing'd Griffin, and a molten Raven, 
Acouching Lyongaratnping Cat,” | bonpge, 
| - way mann hay nee * 
$ me from my Faith. Itcll you what, '* © 
He by om: ares v70' 
Inceckning up the ſci 


2 i Mi - 


= TheFEnftParntof King 


I cry'd huh, and well, goetoo,. | ESSE 
Eut mark'd him notiaword;» O, he is astedious _ 
Asa tyre Horſe, a railing Wife, --'' | + 
Worlethena finoakie houſe. - 1 had father live 
With Cheeſe and Garlike ina Windmill farre, 
Then feede on Cates, and have bim talketomie , 
In any Summer- Houſe in Chriſtendome. 
Mort. Infaich he was a worthy Gentleman; 
Exceeding well read, and profited; 
In {trange Concealements: © * 
Valiant as a Lyon, and wondrous affable, 
And as bountifull, as Mines of India. 
Shall I rell you, Conſin, 
He holds your temper ina high reſpeR, 
And curbs himſclfe, even of his naturall ſcope, 
When you doe crofſe his humor: *faith he does 
I warrant you, that man-isnot alive, | 
Might fo have tempred him, as you have done; 
Without the taſte of danger, and reproofe ; 
But doe notuſe it oft, let me entreat you. © | | 
Worc.In faith, my Loid, you are too wilfull blame, 
And ſince your comming hither, have done enough, 
Topur him quite beſides hispatience : 


| You mult needes learne, Lord, toamend this fault z 


Though ſometimes it ſheiy Greatnefle, Courage,Blood, 

Andthat's the deareſt grace itrenders you; 

Yetoffentimes it doth preſent harſh Rage, 

Defect of manners, want of governementr, 

Pride; Haughtinefle, Opinion, and Difdaine.: 

Theleaſt of which, hawnting a Noble man, 

Loſeth mens hearts, and leaves behind a ſtaine 

Vpon the beautie of all parts beſides, - 

Beguiling them of commendation. o 
Hotfp. Well, I am ſchook'd : _ 

Good-inamers be your ſpeede; © \ F. NO 

Heere come your Wives, and ct us take our leave. 

(92: Enter Gleudower, with the Ladies. 

Mort. This is the deadly ſpight that -angers me; 

My Wife can ſpeake no Engliſh, I na Welſh.” 
Glend. My Daughter weepes,ſhee'le notpart with you, 

Shee'le be a Souldier too, ſheele to the Warres.. 
Mori .Good Father tell her, thatſhe and my Aunt Fercy 

Shall follow in your Condu& fpcedily. 


Glendower fpeakes to him Welſh, and [bt an-* 
ſweres him in the ſame. 


Glend. She is deſperate heere : 
A peeviſh ſcife- i'd Harlotry, 
One that no perſwation can doe good upon, 


The Lady fprakeriw Wellh, 
More. t underſtatid thy Lookes: thatprery Welſh 


Whichthou powr'ſt down from theſe ſwelling Heavens, 
I amtoo & in: and but for ſhame, z 


Wt; | Inſucha parley ſhould anfivererhee. 


The Lady ageine in Wells. 


Mort. T underſtand thy Kiſſes, and thou mine, 
And thar's a feebl | 


[tha e diſputation :  * 
But willlnever be a Traant, Love, .-. 


me laſt Nightzat leaſt, nine-howres, 


4117-4 | TifFhavotkarn'dthy Language: forthy rongrie 
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Wi raviſhing Diviſion to-ber Lute 


| Andſhe will 


—* Fin Per of Faw Ty the Forth. 


eedes wm evorwe/ ces — _—_— 


Makes Wal i Focer ao Dinieskightypaands 
by a faire-Qaceng ina Sumaers Bowre, | 


Giend. Nay, dxhqunele, chenille mnne made 


. TheLah Feakerageine in well. 


eHore. O, La o.Ignorance ic (elfe in this. 
4. She bidsyou, | 
On-the wanton Ruſhes lay you Gounne, | 
And reſt your Headupon PCs 
CEE TT wee, 
And on Eyc-lids Crowne t 
C uy ons blood: with pleaſing heavineſſe ; 
Maki tochgifference betwixt WakeandSleepe, 
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 
The houre before the Heavenly Harneis'd Tecme 
Begins his Golden Pr inche Eaſt. 

Art. Withall my heart Ile fic and heareher ſing: 
By - goed time ve Sa Booke, 1 chinke, be GrAWRRe.. ; 
alt Ne D carhar ſhall play to you, | 
Hang in the Ayrea thouſand s from thence; 

And gs ON they ſhall be here : fit, and attend. 

Het. Come Kats, thou art perfet in lying downe: 

Coe, quicke, .quicke, that 1 maylay my Headjn Shy 


Lady. Goe, ye gildy-Gooſe, 


The Maſe plget: 


Hos. Now I perceiye the Devilltnderſtands Welſh, 
And ts no marvell he bf: humorous : 


Byrlady he's a good Muſitian. | 
— ah Thea would youhe nothing bu Muſical, 


For poare ger goed byhawers; 


Hot. 1 had rather heare (Lady) my Brach hewlein 
' Iriſh. Fe f wh 


Lady. einen erg, [2 car) 


Hotſþ. N 43K AA 
f 3% Theabe ſt WS «+ 
. Neyther, is a Womang fu, * 8 

\ New God h thee. | ; it; $ 
' Hetfþ. Tothe Welſh Ladies Bed, | 2 {'; 


Lady. What'sthat? 
a Peace ſhe fings- 


Heere the Lady (ngs arwedfp Song. 


Hof.” Come, Ilehave your Sang. 
Lady Not mine,:ingood ſooth. . 
Hori}. Not yours, ingood ſooth ? 
You ſweare like aC: Wiſe; 
Not you, in good ſooth ; and, astrue as I live ; 


EE "—_ 


ODD 


tm. 


| For we (ball preſenly hayenerd of you: þ 


_—_—— 


within chil rid hows: nA. when 
WH: Et. 


As hot Lord Percy on fire togae, 
By this our pen no mare en batdedles'” 
Andthen to Horſt immediately. :. 

Atort. Wrhalt my heart. 


Fe Cana F Secunda, 


3 3 


PER 
OO ——— ap_—_—_— 


Emer the Xin, Prince ua hat 


King. Lords, give. "TW 
The Prince of Wales,and D:6i) z 
Muſt have ſome private conference t 
But be neere at hand, 


| E#enn Lird, 
I know not whether Heaven will have it 19, 

For ſome diſpleaſing ſervice Thavedone; _ ... 
That in his ſecret Doome, gut of my Blood, 
Hee'le breed Revengement, and aSeourge for me: 

But thou do'ſt indy pub pallkges of Life, 

Make me beleeve, that thou art onely mark d 


| For the hat a heaven | 


Topuniſh my _ | 


Could ſuch inordinate low deſires, 
- _ _ bargynch jews, fhch meane nneog, 
uc 
Asthou art march nl grafied too 
Accympanic the greatneſſe blood, | 
' And hold their levell with thy Princely ; Princely heart 2d -;1 
Prince. Sop| our Majeſty, I would Leculd 
Quitall offences whhorcines xcule, - | 
As wellasI am Ican purge 
My ſelfe of many 1 aacbarg'd withall : 
Yet ſuchextenuatioglet me beggys -- ati; 
Asin reproofc ofmany Talesdevis'd, | 
wa Sfrohs Fa Comm —_—.” 
y ſailing Pick-chankes, MNewes-mungars; 
I may for ſome things jury ne oy yet: 
Hey Fees wangred and pa 
Finde pardon on my-true RY 
King. Heayen pardon thee: 


[Yet ah wonder, Harry, 


Athy affe&ions, whichdoe hold g; Wing. 
Quite fromthe flight ofall thy anceſtors. 
WILLS! Dh, og 
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Opinion, that 
Had ſtill nr 
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Glend. Come, core, Lord Adertioner, you are avſly, 


Tepomecstotromc, gre 
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That men would tell their Children, This 1s he: 
Others would lay, Where, Which is Bullingbrooke. 
And then I tole all Courteſic from Heaven, 
And dreſt my ſelfe in ſuch Humility, 
Thar i did pluke Allegeance from mens hearts, 
LoadShowts and Salutarions from their mouthes, 
Even inthe preſence of the Crowned King. 
| Thus I did keepe my Perſon freſh and new, 
My preſence like a Robe Pontificall, 
Ne're ſcene, but wondred at : and {o my State, 
Seldome but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a Feaſt, 
And wonne by rarenefle.fuch Solemnity. 
The skipping King heambled up and downe, 
With ſhallow lefters, and raſh Bavin Waits, 
Soone kindled, and loone burnt, carded his State, 
Mingled his Royalty with Carping Fooles, 
| Had hisgreat Name prophancd with their Scornes, 
| And gave his Countenarce, againſt his Name, 
-Tolaugh at gybing Boyes, and ttand the puſh 
Ofevery Beardlefie vaine Comparative; 
Grew a Companion tothe common Strectes, 
Enteoff'd himſclte to Popularity: 
Thatbeing dayly ſwallowed by mens Eyes, 
They ſurfeted with Honye,and began to loathe 
'The taſte of Swetncſlſe, whereof a little 
More thena little, is by much too much. 
Sowhen he had occaſion to be ſeene, 
He was but as the Cuckow 1s 10 Iune, 
Heard, not regarded:fecne but with ſuch Eyes, 
Asfickeand blunted with Community, 
Aﬀoord no extraordinary Gaze, 
Suchasis bent on Sunne-iike Majeſty, 
Whenir ſhines ſeidome in adniiring Eyes: 
Butrather drowz'd,and hung their eye lids down, 
Septin his Face, and fendred ſuch aſpect 
As Cloudy men ufe to do their adverſaries, 
Being with his preſence glutred,gorg'd,and full. 
And inthat very Line, Haryy,{tandeſt thou: 
Forthou haſt lolt thy Princeiy Priviiedge, 
| With vileparticipation. Not an Eye 
But isaweary of thy common ſ1ghr, 
Save mine,which hath delir*d to fee thee more: 
Which now doth that 1 would not havcit doe, 
Make blinde:t felfe with fooltth tendernefle. 
Prince. I hall hercaſter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
bemoremy lelfe. 
Kang, For all the Worid, 
Asthou art to this houre, was Rickard then, 
When I from France et forthat Ravenſpurgh ; 
AndevenasT was thep,ts Percy now ; 
| Now by my Scepter, and my Soule to boot, 
more worthy interett to the ſtate 

Then thou the ſhaddow of Succeſſion; 

For of no Right, nor colour like to Right, 
| He doth fill fields with Harncis inthe Realme, 
Turnes head againſt the Lyons armed Iawes; 
AndCteing nomore indebt to yeeres, thenthon,  / 
Leades ancient Lords, and reverent Biſhops on 
To bloody Battailes, and to brufing Armes. 
What never-dying honour bath he got, 
Againſt renowned Dowglas ? whole high Deedes, 
Whoſe hot Incurſions and great Name tn Armes, 
Holdsfrom all Souldiers chiefe Majoritie, 
And Militarie Title Capitall; - | 
Throughal the Kingdomes thatacknowtedge Chriſt, 


COT 


| Thrice hath the Horſurre Mars, inſwathing Glothes, 


—_— +. 


— 


—_ 


This Infant Warrior, in his Enterpriſes, 
Diſcomfited great Dowg/as, ta*ne-him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a friend'of him, 
To fill the mouth of the deepe Defiance ups 
And ſhake the peace and ſafery of our Throne. , 
And what fay you to this ? Percy, Northumberland. 
The Arch-biſhopsGrace of Yorke, Dowg/as, Mortimer, 
Capitulate againtt as, and are vp. 
Bur wheretore do I tell theſe Newes to thee ? 
Why, Harry, doc I tell thee of my Foes, 
Which art my ncer'ſt and deareſt Enemie ? 
Thou artlike enough, through vaſſall Feare, 
Baſe Inclination , and the ſtart of Spleene, 
To fight againſt me under Perczes pay, 
To dogge his heeles, and curtfie at his frownes. 
To ſh:w how much thou art degenerate. 
Prince.Doe not thinkeſo, you ſhall nor finde it ſo : 
And Heaven forgive them, that ſo mich have ſway'd 
Your Majeſties good thoughts away from me : 
I will redeeme 4!l this on Percies head, 
Andinthe clofing of ſome glorious day , 
Be bold to tell you, that I am your Sonne, 
When I will weare a garment all of blood, 
And ſtaine my favours ina bloody Maske : 
Which waſht away, ſhall ſcowre my ſhame with it. 
And that ſh1ll be the day, whenere itlights, 
That this ſame Child of honour and Renowne, 


{ This gallant Horrrre, this all-prayſed Knight, 


And your unthought-of Haray chance to meet : 
For every Honor fitting on his Heme, 

Would they were multitudes; and on my head 
My ſhames redoubled. For the time will come, 
T hat I ſhall makethis Northerne Youth exchange 
His glorious Deedes for my Indignities : 

Percy is but my Factor, good my Lord, 


j Toengrofle up glerious deedeson my bchalte: 


Ard I will call him to fo ftri& account, 

Thar he ſhall render every Glory up, 

Yea, even thefleighteſt worthip of histime, 

Or I will teare the Reckoning from his Heart. 
This, 1n the Name of Heaven, I promiſe here ; 
The which, if I promiſe, and doe ſurvive, 

I doe beſeech your Majeltic, may ſalve 
Thelong-growne Wonnds of iny intemperatnre 2 
If nor, the end of Life cancells all Bands, 

And I will dyea hundred thowand Deaths, 

Ere breake the ſmalleſt parcell of this Vouy. 

King. A hundred thouſand Rebells dye in this : 
Thou ſhalt have Charge, andfoveraigne truſt herein» 


Enter Blunt, 


How now 200d Blunt ? thy lockesare fall of ſpeed. 


Blunt. So haththe Bufinefſethat1 come ro ſpeake of. | 


Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word, 
That Dowglas andthe Engliſh Rebels mer 
Theelevemh of thismoneth, at Shrewsbury : 
A mighticand afearchill'Heaithey are, 

(If Promiſesbe kept on'tveryand ) 
As ever offered forte play tn a'State, © * 

King. The Earle of Weftmerland ſet forth to day: 
With him myforne; Lord fbrofLancaſter, 

For thisadvyertiſement is fivedayes old.” 

On Wedneſday next, 'Harrythou ſhalt ſer forward : 
On thurſday, we our ſaves willmarch. 


Our guetingis Deidre Harty, yotthall march 


' 
Through 


—_— 


|Lat F —_— FR 


. — 


i 


of King Henry the Fourth. 


| Hoſteſſe. Why Sir Tohn,what doe youthinke, Sir Jo 

doe you thinkeI keepe Theeves in my Houſe? I haye 

| Our penerall Forces at Bridgenorth ſhall mectc. ſearch'd, T have enquired, ſo haz my Husband, Manby 

i Our handsare full of Buſineſle : let's away; , Ss Boy by _— _ by _ : the tight of a 
them fat, while men delay: Exewunt. - | hayre was neverloſt in my houſe before. 

Advantage (epces them tat, | : Falſt, Yelyc Hoſteſſe : Baraolph was ſhav'd, and loft 


| 


—— 


wn . - many a hayre ; and.Ile be ſworne my Pocket was pick'd, 
: g0e to, you area Woman, goe. 
 Scana Tertia y Hosteſſe. Whol? Idefie thees I was never call'd 
in mine owne houſe before. 
| Falt. Goeto , I know you well enough. 
Hofteſſe. No, Sir [ohn,you doe not know mee, Sir Joby: 
Emter Faltaffe and Bardelph, I know you, Sir /chz : you owe me Money, Sir John, and 


. ; _ | nowyou picke a quarrell, to beguile me of it : Tbought 
Falf.. Bardolph, am I not falne away vilely, ſince this you adozen of Shirts to your Backe. 


laſt ation? doe I not bate? doe I not dwindle? Why | Fa/g. Doulas, filchy Doulas: I have given them 

| my skinne hangs about mee like an olde Ladies loole | away to Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of 
Gowne : I am withered like an olde Apple /obr. : Well, | them. 

He repent, and that ſuddenly, while I am in ſome liking : Hefteſſe,Now as I ama true Woman, Holland ofcight 

I ſhall bcour of heart ſhortly , and.then I ſhall have no | ſhillingsan Ell: You owe Mony kere beſides , Sir lob, 

ſtrength to repent. And I have hot forgotten what the | for your Dyet, and by-Drinkings, and Mony lent you, 

in-fide of a Church is made of, I ama Pepper Corne, 2 | foure and twentic pounds. 

Brewers Horſe, the inſide of a Church. Company, villa- Falft. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

nous Company hath bcenethe ſpoyle of me. Hoſiefſe. Hee? alas hee is poore, hee hath no- 
Bard. Sir Iohn, you are {9 frerfull , yon cannotlive | thing. ; : 

long. Le | Falft, How? Poore? Looke upon his Face : Whatcal 
Falft. Why there isit : Come, fing me a bawdy Song, | you Rich? Let them coyne his Noſe, let them coynchis 

make ms merry : Iwasas vertuouſly given, as a Gent|©= | Cheekes, Ie not pay a Denier. What, will you makea 

man need co be ; vertuous enough,{wore little, dic'd not | younker of me? Shall I not take mine caſe in mine Inne, 

above ſeaven timesa weeke, went toa Bawdy-houſe not | butT ſhalthave my Pocket-pick'd ? Lhave loſt a Seas 

above once ina quarter of an houre, payd Mony thatT Ring of my Grand-fathers, worth fortic Marke. 

borrowed, three or foure times ; lived well, and ingood Heſteſſe, ] have beard the Prince tell him, I know ng; 

| compaſic ; and now I live out of all order , out of com- | hoxy oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

1 paſſe. Fat. How ? the Prince is a Iacke, a Sneake-Cupye; 
Bard. Why, you areſofat, Sir lob», that you mult | and if he were heere, I would cudgell him like a Dogg, 

needes bee 3 of all compaſſe ; out of all r&afonablecom- | it he would ſay fo. 

e, Sir /obn, ; "gy 
po - Doethou amend thy Face, and Ile amend thy Enter the Prance marching, and Falſt affe meets 
Life . Thou art our Admirall, thou beareſt the Lanterne | him, playing on hu Trunchion 
{4 in the Poope, but *tisinthe Noſe of thee ; thou art the like a Fife. 

Knight of the burning Lampe. x 
Bard. Why, Sir John, my Face does you no harme. Falſt. How now Lad ? is the Winde inthat Doore? 
Faſf. NozIle be ſworne : 1 make as gooduſc of it , as | Mult we all march? 
4 many a man doth of a Deaths-Head, or-a Ademento ors. Bard. Yea, twoand two, Newgate faſhion, 
4 Lnever ſce thy Face,bur 1 thinke ppon Hell fire,and Dives | Hefteſſe. My Lord, I pray you heare me. 
{ thatlived in Purple; for there hes in his Robes burning, Prance. What fay'{t thou, Miſtreſſe ©:ckiy? How 
4 burning. 1t thou wert any way given to vertue; I would | doesthy Husband > Ilove him well, hecis an honeſt 
1 Cweare by thy Face ; my Oath ſhould bee, By thu Fire: | man. 
But thou art altogether given over; and wert indeede, Hofieſſe. Good, my Lord, heare me. 
butfor the Light in thy Face, the Sunne of utter Darke- Falft. Prethee lether alone, and liſt tome. 
4 nefſe. When thou ran'ſt up Gads-Head in the Night , to Prince. What ſay*{t thou, Jacke ? 
{ catch my Horſe, if I did notthinke that thou hadſt beene Faſft* The other Night fell aſleepe heere behind the 
| Arras, and had my Pocket pickt : this Houſe is turd 
 Pawdy-houſe, they picke Pockers. 

Prince. W hat didſt thou loſe, lacke? 
| | Falft. Wilt thou beleeve me,Hal?Three or foure Bonds 
{ Nig of fortie pound a peece, anda Scale-Ring of my G 

, fathers. | 
eſt Chan, E '| Prince, A Trifle, ſome eight-penny matter. 
er of yours with-fire, anytime | Hoff, So 1 told him, my Lord; and I fayd, I heardyour 
Heaven reward.me for it, 'Grace ſay ſo-:and (my Lord ) hee ſpeakes moſt vilelyof 
+; | you, likea fonle-mouch'd man he is, and faid, hee would 
- | cudgellyou. | 
| Prince, What he did not? | | 
Hoſt. There's neyther Faith, Truth, nor Woman-hoed 


in meeclſe.: 
| | Falf. There's 


= _— —_ — D——— 
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Falf,There's no more faith in thee then a ſtu'de Prune; 
norno more truth in thee then ina drawne Fox : and for 
Wooman-hood, Maid-marian may be the Deputies wife 
of the Ward tothee. Go you nothing : £9. 

Hoſt.Say what thing? what thing ? 

Falft, Whatthing? why a thing to thanke heaven on. 

Hoſt. I am nothing to thanke heaven on, L would thou 
fhouldſt know it ; 1 aman honeſt mans wite : and ſetting 
thy Knighthood afide , thou art a knave to call me (0. 

Falf. Setting thy womanhood afide, tho! art a bealt to 
ſay otherwiſe. 

" Hot. Say, what beaſt, thou knave thou? 

Fal. What beaſt ? \Why an Otter. 

Prin. An Otter, tir /ohn? Whyan Ottcr ? 

Fal. Why? She's neither fiſh nor Reſhz a man knowes 
not where to have her. | 

Hof, Thou art unjuſt man in ſaying fo ; thou, or any 
man knowes where to have me, then knave thou. 

Prince. Thou fay'it true Hoſteſte, and he flanders thee 
molt groflely. 

Heſt. So he doth you, my Lord , and fſayde this other 
'day, You ought him a thouſand pound. 

Prince. Sirrah,do I owe you a thouſand pound? 

Falf. A thouſand pound Hal? A Million. Thy loveis 
wortha Million thou ow'lt me thy love- 

Hof. Nay my Lord, hee call'd you Iacke, and/aid hee 
would cudgell you. 

Fal. Did I, Bardelph ? 

Bar, Indeed Sir Joby, you fayd {os 

Fal. Ya, if he ſaid my Ring was Copper. | 
| Prince. T{ay *tis Copper. Dar'ſt thou bee as goodas 
thy word now ? 

Fal, Why Hal? thou know'ſt, as thou art but aman,I 
dare ; but, as thou arta Prince, I feare thee, as I teare the 
roaring ofthe Lyons Whelpe. 

Prince. And why not as the Lyon ? 

Fl. TheKing himſclfe is to bee feared as the Lyon : 
Do't thouthinke Lie feare thee, as I feare thy Father? nay 
{| ifIdo,let wy Girdle breake. 

' Prin. O, if it ſhould, how would thy guttes fall about 
thy knees. But ſirra : There's no roome for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honeſty, in this boſome of thine : it is all fl d uppe 
with Guttes and Midriffe. Charge an honeſt Woman 
with picking thy pocket? Why thou horton 1mpudent 
imbolt Raſcall, if there were any thing intky Pocket bur 
Taverne Recknings, /emorandums of Bawdic-houſcs, 
and one poore penny-worth of Sugar-candieto make thee 
long:winded : 1f thy pocket were enrich'd with any o- 
ther injuries but theſe, I am a Villaine : And yet you will 
ſtand to it, you willnot Pocket up wrong. Art thou not 
alham'd ? 

Fal. Do'ſt thou heare Hel? Thou know'lt in the ſtate 
of Innocency, e Adam fell : and what would poore /acke 
Falflaffe dogin the dayes of Villany ? Thou ſceſt, I have 
More flcſh then another man, and therefore more frailty. 
Youcontefle then you pickt my Pocket ? 
Prin, It appearesfoby the Story. 
Fa. Hoſtefle, I forgivethee: 
Gomake ready Breakfaſt, love thy Husband, | 
Leoke to thy Servants, and cheriſh thy Gueſts : 
Thou ſhalt find me tractable toany honeſt reaſon : 
Thou ſeeſt, I am pacified ſtill. 

Nay, I prethee be gone. 


Exit Hoſt eſſe. 
Now Hat, tothe newesat Court for the Robbery; Lad ? 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| | Ican butthanke you. 


Hoſtefle, my breakfaſt, come ; 
Oh, I could wiſh this Taverne were my drumme. 


In this fine Age, were not thought flatteric, | 
Such attribution ſhould the Dowg/as have, 

As not a Souldiour of this ſeaſons ttampe, 

Should ge 1o generall currant through the world. 
By hcayen I cannot flatter : I defie 

The Tongues of Soothers. Bur a Braver place 
In my hearts love, harhno man then your Sclfe. 
Nay, taske me to my word : approve me Lord. 


No man fo potent breathes upon the ground, 
Bur I will Beard him. 


7 


Why comes he not himſelfe? 
| CMefs, Hecannotcome,my Lord, | | 
He is greevous ſicke. | 


In ſach a juſtling time ? Who leades hispower ? 


t3that anſivered ? 


| Ynder whoſe Goyernment come they along ? + 


— 


Prim. O my ſweet Beeke : 
I muſt ſtill be good Angell to thee: 
The mony is paid backe againe. 

Fail. O, I do notlike that paying backe, *tisadouble 
Labour. 

Prin.T am good Friends with my Father, and may doe 
any thing. 

_ Fai. Rob methe Exchequerthe firſt thing thoudo'ſt, 
and doit with unwaſh'd handstoo. 

Bard. Do my Lord. 
Prin, 1 have procured thee Jacke, a Charge of Foot. 
Fal. I would it had beene of Horſe. Where ſhal I finde 
one that cay ſteale well ? O, fora fine theete , of two and 
twentle, or thereabour: I am heynouſly unprouided. Well 
Godbe thanked fortheſe Rebels, they offend none bur 
the Vertuous. TI laud them, [ praite them. 
Prin, Bardalph, { 
Bar. My Lord, 

Prim, Gobearethis Teter to Lord Tohn of Lancaſter 
Tomy Brother John. This tomy Lord of Weſtmetland, 
Go Pete, to horle : for thou, and I, 

Havethirtie miles to ride yet eredinnertime. 

lacke, meet me tomorrow in the Temple Hall 

At twoa clockein the afternoone, 

There ſhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receive 
Mony ard Order for their Furniture. 


The Land isburning, Percieſtandsonhye, 
Andeither they, or we muſt lower ye. 


Fal. Rare words ? brave world: 


E xennt onnes..- 


—— 


Aus Quartus, Scana Prima. 


_—  — — 


— —_ — —  ——  — — —  ——— 


Emer Harrie Hotifpurre, Worceſter, 
and Domgla, 


Hot. Well ſaid, my Noble Scor,if ſpeaking truth | 


Dew. ThouarttheKing of Honor : 


Emter « Meſſenger.) 


Het. Do ſo,and tis well, What Letters haſtthou there? 


Meſſ. Theſe Letters come from your Father 
Hor. Lettersfrom him ? | 


Hot. How ? haz he the leyſore to he ficke now, 


f 2 


Et 


| 


| 
| 
| 


_— 
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Meſſ. His Letters beares his minde, not I his minde. 
War. I prethee tell me, doth he keepe his Bed ? 

Meſſ. Hedid, my Lord, foure dayes ere I ſet forth : 
And at the time of my departure thenee, 

He was much fear'd by his Phyſician. 

For. T would the ſtate of time had firſt beene whole, 


| Ere he by ſicknefle had Geene viſited ; 


His health was never better worth then now. : 
Herſp.Sicke now?droope now?thisficknes doth infeR 
The very Life-blood of our Enterpriſe, 


Tis catching hither, even to our Campe. 


He writes me here, that inward ſickneſſe, 
And that his friends by deputation 


| Could not ſo ſoone be drawne-: nor did he thinke it meet, 


Tolay ſo dangerous and deare a truſt 
On any Soule removy'd, but on his owne. 
Yet doth he give usbold advertiſement, 
That with our ſmall conjunAMion we ſhould on, 
Toſce how Fortune 1s diſpos'd to us , 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Becauſe the King is certainly poſſeſt 
Ofa!l our purpoles. W hat fay you to it ? 
Wor. Your Fathers {ickneſle. isa mayme tous. 
Hor. A perilous Gaſh, a very Limme lopt off : 
And yer, in faith,ic 1s not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we ſhall finde it. 
Were it good, to ſet the exat wealth of all our ſtates 
Allat one Caſt ? To ſet ſorich a mayne 
On the nice hazard of one doubtfull houre, 
It were not good : for therein ſhould we reade 
The very Bottome, and the Soulc of hope 
The very Liſt, the very utmoſt Bound 
Of all our fortunes, 

Dowe, Faith and ſo we ſhould, 
Where now remaines a {weet reverſion. 
Wemay boldly {pend, uponthe hope 
Of what is to-come in : 
A-comfort of retyrement lives in this. 

Hotſþ. ARandevous, a Home to fiye unto, 
If that the Divell and Miſchance Iooke bigge 
Vpon the Maydenhead of our Aﬀaires. 

tor. But yet I would your Father had beene here : 
The qualitie and Heire of our Attempt 
Brookes no divifion : If will be thought 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, 
That wiſedome, loyaltic,and meerc diſlike 
Ot our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence. 
' And thinke, how ſuch an apprehenſion 
May turne the tide of fearetull FaQtion, 
And breedeakinde of queſtion in our cauſe : 
For well yon know, we of the offring ſide, 
Muſt keepe aloofe from ſtritarbitrement, 
And op all fight-holes,every loope, from whence. 
 Theeye of reaſon may prie in uponus : 
This abſence of your Father drawes a Curtaine, 
That ſhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare 
Before notdrearat of. 
| Hoſp. Youſtraynetoofarre. 


| I rather of his abſence make this uſe - 


It lends a Luſtre, and more great Opinion, 
A larger Dare to your great Enterprize, 
Thenif the Earle were here: for men muſt thinke, 
If we without his helpe, can make a Head 

' To puſh againſtthe Kingdome : with his helpe, 
We ſhall o'ceturne it topſie-turuy downe : 


Yet all goes well, yerall our joyncsare whole, 


. 


There 1s not ſuch a word ſpoke of in Scotland, 
At this Dreame of Fearc. 


—_——— 


| 


| Wantonas youthfull Goates, wildeas young Bulls, 


! And to the fire-ey'd Maid of ſmoakie Warre, 


All plum'dlike Eftridges, that with the W inde 


Oren ee re er ae 


| 


' 
| 


' 


| Doomeſday isneere ; dye all,dye merrily. 


| Meete, and ne're part, till one drop downe a Coarſe? 


Dowg. As heart can thinke : 


Entey Sir Richard Vernon. 


Hot. My Couſin Vernon, vielcome by my Sonle, 
Fern, Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord, 
The Earle of Weſtermerland, ſeven thouſand ſtrong, 
Is marching hither-wards, with Prince /ob», 
Hot#p. No harme : what more ? 
Fern. And further, I have learn'd, 
The King himlclfe in perſon hath ſet fourth, 
Or hither-wards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mightie preparation. 
Hoſp, He ſhall be welcome too, 
Where 1s his Sonne, 
The nimble-footed Mad-Cap, Prince of Wales, 
And his Cumrades, that daft the World aſide, 
Andbid it paſſe? 
Very. All furniſh, all in Armes, 


Bayted like Eagles, having lately bath'd, 
Glittering in Golden Coates, like Images, 
As full of ſpirit as the Moneth of May , 
And gorgeousas the Sunneat Mid-ſummer, 


Ifaw young Harry with his Bever on, 

His Cuſhes on his thighes, gallantly arm'd, 

Riſe ſrom the ground like feathered Mercury, 

And yaulted with ſucheaſc into-his Scat, 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Clouds, 

To turneand windea fierie Pegaſuu, * 

And witchthe World with Noble Horſemanſhip, 

Fotfh, No more, no more, 

Worſe then the Sunnein March : 

This prayſe doth nouriſh Agnes : letthem come. 
- They come like Sacrifices intheir trimme, 


All hor, and bleeding, will we offerthem: 
The mayled Mars ſhall on his Altar (it 
Vp tothe eares in blood. I amon fire, 

To heare this rich reprizall isſo nigh, | 
And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horſe, 
Who isto beare me like a Thunder-bolt, 
Againſt the boſome of the Prince of Wales. - 
Harry to Harry, ſhall not Horſe to Horſe 


Oh, that G/end-wer were come. 
Ver. Tonere1s more newes : 
I learned in Worceſter, as I rode along, 
He cannot draw his Power this fourteene dayes. 
Dowg. That's the worſt Tidings that I heare 
et. 
, or. I by my faith, that beares a froſty ſound. 
Hotſh. What may the Kings whole Battaile reach 
unto? 
Ver. Tothirty thouſand. 
Hot. Forty letit be 
My Father and Glendower being both away, 
The powres of us, may ſerue ſo great a day. 
Come, letus take a muſter ſpeedily. 


Dow, Talke not HO Tam out of feare 
to 


Ofdeath,or deaths hand,for this one halfe yeare. 
Exemnnt own! 


Scan 


F 4 
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| nably.. I have got, inexchange of a hundred and fiftie 


[And now, my whole Charge conſiſts of Ancients, Cor- 


St 

Cort, 
ſtolne from my Holt of S. Albones ; or the Red-Noſe 
Inve-keeper of Daventry» Butthat's all one, they'ke finde | 
Linnen enoughonevery Hedge. 


» 


, 


do'ſtthou in' Warwickſhire ? M 
merland, T cry you mercy,1 er 
ready beene at Shrewsbury. 


ere, and you too : but my Powers afe- there, alreadie, 
The King, I cantell you lookes for usall : we muſt away | 
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| Scena Secunda. 


Enter F alftaffe and Bardolph, 


gn EE 
- 


EY 

Falft. Bardslph, get thee before to Coventry,fill me a 
Bottle of Sack, our Souldiers ſhall march through : we'le 
to Sutton-cop-hill to Night. 

Bard, Will ycu give me money, Captaine ?_ 

Falft. Lay our, lay out. 

Bard. This Bottle makesan Angell. Le 

Faf. Andifit doe , take it for thy labour : and if it 
make twentie, take rhem all , le anſwere the Coynage. 
Bid my Ligutenant Pero mcete me at the Townes cud. 

Bard. I will Captaine : farewell. Exh, 

Falft. If 1 bee not aſham'd of my Souldiers, I ama 
ſowc't-Gurnet ; I have miſ-us'd the Kings Prefle dam- 


Souldiers, three hundred and oddePounds. I preſſe me 
none but good houſe-holders, Yeomens Sonnes : enquire 
me out contracted Batchelers, ſuch as had beene ask'd 
twice on the Banes:ſuch a Commodity of warme ſlaves, 
as had as lieve heare the Deuilly as a Drumme z ſuch as 
feare the report of a Caliver, worſe then a ltruck»Foole, 
or a hurt wilde-Ducke, I preſt me none but ſuch Toſtes 
and Butter, with hearts in their Bellyes no biggger then 
Pinneshcads, and they have bought our their tervices: 


porals, Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as 
ragged as Lazarm in the painted Cloth, where the Glur- 
tons Dogges licked his Sores; and ſuch, as indeed were 
never Souldiers, but dif-carded unjuſt Servingmen,youn- 
ger Sonnes to younger Brothers, Revolted Tapſters and 
Ofters, Trade-falne, the Cankersofa calme World, and 
long Peace, tenne times more dis-honorable ragged, 
then an old-fac'd Ancient; and ſuch have Ito fillup rhe 
roomes of them that have bought ont their ſervices : that 
you would thinke, that I had a hundred and fiftie totrer'd 
Prodigalls, lately come from Swine-keeping,from eating 
Draffe and Huskes. A mad fellow met mee on the way , 
and told me, 1 had unloaded all the G1bbets, and preſt the 
dead bodyes» Noeye hath ſcene ſuch $kar-Crowes : le 
not maxch through Couentry with them,that's flat. Nay, 
andthe Villaines march wide betwixt the Legges, as if 
they had Gyves on ; for indecde, I kad the molt of them 
out of Priſon. There's not a Shirt and a halfe in all my 
Company : and the halfe Shirt is two Napkins tackt to- 
her, and throwne over the ſhoulders like a Heralds 
withour ſleeves: andthe Shirt, toſty thetruth , 


Enter the Prince; and the Lord of Wtflmerland, 


Prixce. How now blowne lacke? how now Quilt? 

Falt, What Hal? How now mad Wag, whata Divell 
good Lord of Weſt- 
t your Honour badal- 


- Vef...: Faith, Sir John, *rismore then time that were 


all to Night. 


, 
 —_ NE 
F 


Yo! ſpeake it out of feare, and cold heart. 


And Idare well mantaine it with my Lite, 

If well-reſpected Honor bid me on, 

I hold as little counſaile with weake feare, 

As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day lives, 
Let it be ſeeneto morrow in the Battell, 

Which ofus feares. 


In generall,journey bated, and brought 
The better part of cnroavefull of reſt, | 


Falft. Tut, never feare me,T am as vigilant as a Cat,to 


ſteale Creame. 


Prince. I thinke to ſteale Creame indeed, forthy theft 
hath alredie made thee Butter ; but tell me ache, whoſe 


tcllowes are theſe that come after ? 
Fal. Mine, Hal, mine. 
Priace. Idid never ſee ſuch pittifull Raſcals. 
Fai. Tut, tur, goodenough totofle : foode for Pow- 
der, foode for Powder: they'le fill a Pit,as well as better: 
tuſh man, mortall men, mortall men. 
Westm. I, but Sir John, me thinkes they are exceeding 
poore and bare, too beggarly. 


Falſt. Faith,for their poverty, I know not where they | 


had that ; and for their bareneſſe, Tam fare they never 
learn'd that of me: 

, Prince, No,Ile be ſworne, unleſſe you call three fingers 
on the Ribbes bare. But firra make haſte. Percy is already 
inthe field. 

Falſt. What, is the King encamp'd ? 
Weſtm, Hee is, lobn, I feare wee ſhall ſtay too 
ong. | 
FalF. Well, tothe latter end of a Fray, andthe'begin- 
ning of a Feaſt, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueſt. 
Exenn. 


- ————_ ——_—_— 


Scena Tertia, 


Enter H oe Fur, Worceſter, Dowglas,and 


Vernon. 


Hotſþp. Wee'le fight with him to Night. 
Worc. It may not be. | 

Dowg. Yougive him then aduantage. : 
Vere. Not a whit. | 
Hotsþ. Why ſay you ſo ? lookes he not for ſupply ? 
Vern, $3 doe we. © 

Hotit, dis is certaine, ours is donbtfull. 

Worc, Good Couſinbe advis'd, ſtirre not to night. 
Uern. Doe not, my Lord, 

Dowg. You doe not counſaile well: 


Vern. Doe me no flander, Dewplas : by my Life, 


Dowg. Yea, or tonight. 

Vern. Content. 

Hot5þ. To night, (ay I. 

Vern. Come, come it may not be. 


I wonder much,being m&of ſuch great leading as you are | 
Thar you fore-ſee notwhat impediments 

Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horſe 
Of my Couſin Yers-»sare not yet come up, 
Your Yncle Worcefters Horſe came but to day, 
And now their prideand mettall 13 aflcepe, 
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a Horſe is halfe the halfe of himſelfe, 


Horfp. Soarethe Horſes ofthe _ | 


x_ 


{ 
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ware. The number of the King exceedeth ours : 
' For Gods ſake, Couſin, ſtay till allcome in. 


The Trumpet ſounds a Parley; Enter Sir 
Walter Blunt. 


* Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the Kings 
If you vouchrlafe me hearing,and reſpect, 
Hotſp. Welcome,Sir Walter Blunt: Kt 

And would to God you were of our determination. 
Some of us love you well: andeventhoſe ſome 
Envie your great deſervings,and goodname, 
Becauſe youare not of our qualicie, . 

But ſtand againſt us like an encmic. 


Solong as out of Limit, and true Rule, 
You ſtand againſt anoynted Majeltie. 
But to my Charge. 
The King hath {ent to know 
The nature of your gricfes,and wheceupon 
You conjure from the breſt of Civill Peace, 
Such bold Hoſtilirie, teaching hisdutious Land 
Audacious Crueltie. If thatthe King 
Haveany.way your good deſarts forgot, 
Which he confeſſeth to be manifold, 
He bids you name your griefes ; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your dehires, with interelt ; 
} And Pardon abſolute for your ſclfe, and thele, 
Herein mis-led, by your ſuggeſtion. 
Het. The king is kinde : 
And well we know , the King 
Knowesat what time topromiſe, when to pay. 
* My Father, my Vnckle, and my ſelfe, 
Did give him that ſame Royaltic he weares : 
And when he was not fixe and twentie {trong, 
Sicke inthe worlds regard, wretched and low, 
A poore unminded Our-law, fneaking home, 
My Father gave him welcome to the ſhore : 
And when he heard him ſweare, and vow to God, 
He came to bebutDuke of Lancaſter, 
Toſue his Liveric, and begge his Peace, 
With teares of Innocencie, and tearmes of Zealc: 
My Father, in kinde heartand pitty mov'd, 
Swore him aſſiſtance, and perform'd it too. 
Now,.when the Lords and Barons of the Realme 
: Perceiv*d Northurnberlanddid leane to him, 
The more and lefle came in with Cap:and Knee, 
{ Met him in Boroughs, Citics, Villages, 
{. Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes, 
Layd Gifts before himyproffcr'd him their Oathes, 
Gave him their Heires, as Pages followed him, 
- Even at the heeles, in golden multitudes, 
Hepreſently, as greatnefle knowesic ſelfe, 
Steps me a little higher then his. Vow. 
| Madeto my Father, while his blood was poore, 
Vpon the naked ſhoreatRavenſpurghez, -.. 
And now (forſooth)takes on tum to reforme- 
| Some certaine Edics,iand fome ftraitDecrees, 
That lay to heavie;-anthe-Commoneywealth.;. | 
Cryes out upon. zlecmes to weepe: 
| Lag new, > <p of Iuſtice, i winne: 
| The hearts ofall that be didanglefor.-: - | 
Ofall the Favorites; that theabſeatKing, - 


þ . 


Blunt. Aud Heaven defend, but till I ſhould ſtand fo, 


| Overhis Countries Wrongs : aodby this Face, = 


| Procceded furtherscutmeofcheHeads:;.... * i 


| 


' 
} 
{ 


Noble Gentlemen. 


When he was perſonall in the Iriſh Warre. 
Blunt. Tut, 1 came not to heare this. 
Hot. Then to the point. 
In ſhort time after, he depos'd the King, 
Soone after that, depriv'd him of his Life : 
And inthe neck of thar, rask't the whole State. 
To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his Kinſman C94arch, 
Who is, ifevery Owner were plac'd, | 
Indeed his King, to be engag'd in Wales, 
There, without ranſome, tolye forfeited : 
Diſgrac'd me ju my happy Vidories, 
Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 
Rated my Vnckle from the Councell-Boord, 
In rage diſmiſs'd my Father from the Court, 
Broke Oath on Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong, 
Andin concluſion, drove us to ſeeke out 
This head of ſafetie ; and withall, to prie 
Into his Title : The which we finde 
TooindireR, for long continuance. 
Blunt. Shall T returne this anſwere to theKing? 
Hotiþ. Not ſo, Sir Walter. 
Weele with-draw a while : 
Goe tothe King and let there be impawn'd 
Some {uretie for a ſafe returne againe, 
And in the Morning early ſhall my Vnckle 
Bring him our pnrpoſe : and'ſo farewell, - 
Blunt, T would you would accept of Grace and Loye. 
Hoetſþ. And't may be, ſo we ſhall. 


Blunt. Pray Heaven you doe, Exenn, 


Scena Quarta. 


— 


Emer the Arch-Biſhop of Y, orke , and Sir Michel, 


efrch. Hie,good Sir Iichell,beare this ſealed Brieke 
With winged haſte to the Lord Marſhal, 
This to my Coufin Scyeove, and all the reſt 
To whom they are directed. 
If you-knew how much they doe import, 
You would make haſte, 
Sir Mich, My goed Lord, I gnefle their tener. 
Arch. Like enough you doe. 
To morrow, _ Sir Michell,is a day, 


| Wherein the fortune of ten thouſand men 


Muſt bide the touch. For Sir, ar Shrewsbury, 
As Tamtruly given to underſtand, 
The King, with mightic andquick-rayſed Power, 
Meetes with Lord Harrie: and I feare, Sir Michel, 
W hat with the fickneſle of Northumberland, 
Whoſe power wasin the firſt proportion ; 
And what with Owes Glendowersabſence thence, 
Who with them was rated firmely too, 
And comesnot 1n, over-rul'd by Prophecies, 
I feare the Power of Percy istoo weake, 
To wage an inſtant tryall withthe King. | 
Sir Mich. Why my good Lord, you necd not fearc, 
There is Dowg/ar,and Lord Afortimer. 
Arch. No, Mortimer is not there. 
Si Mie.But there is Mordake Yerner, Lord Harry Pere), 


{ Andthere is my Lord of Worceſter, 


Anda Head of gallant Warriors, 


Arch. And| 


© i ada m_— — ed TT” "XI 
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| And by his hollow whiſtling in the Leaves, 


| ASnow we meet. You have deceiv'd our truſt, 


| This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
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Arch. Andſo there is, but yet the King hath drawne | 
The ſpeciall head of all rhe Land together : 

The Prince of Wales, Lord /ohn of Lancalter, 

The Noble Weſtmerland, and warlike But ; 

And many moe Corriuals, and deeretmen | 

Of eſtimation, and command in Armes. 

Sir 24. Doubt not my Lord, he ſhall be well oppog'd. 
Arch. I hopeno lefle : Yet needfull'tis to feare, 

And to prevenrthe worſt, Sir Michel (peed ; 

For if Lord Percy thrive not, cre the King 

Diſmiſſe his power, he meanes to vilit us ; 

For he hath heard our Confederacie, Fe” 
And,'tis but Wiſedome to make ſtrong againſt him : 
Therefore make haite, | muſt goe writeagaine | 
To other Friends : and ſo farewell, Sir AIichell, Exeunt, 


- —_— —— —— —C—G— OGG Co 
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eAFtnus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


——_ 


Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaiter, 
Earle of Weſt merland, Sir Walter Blunt, 
| and Falſtaffe. 


King. How bloodily the Sunne begins ro peere 
Above yon busky hill: the day lookes pale 
Ar hus diſtemperature. 


Prin.. The Sourtherne winde 
Doth play theTrumpet to his purpoſes, 


Foretels a Tempeſt:and a bluſ'ringday. @_ 
King. Then with the loſers letit ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſeeme ſoure to thoſe that win. 
The Trumpet ſounds, 
. 


Enter Worceſter. 


King, How now my Lord of Worſter ? 'Tis not well 
That you and-I ſhould meer upon ſuch tearmes, 


And made us doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, 
Tocruſh our oldlimbes in ungentle Steele : 


What ſay you to it ? Will you againe unknit 

This churliſh knot of all-abhorred Warre? 

And move in that obedient Orbeagaine, 

Where you did give a faire and naturall lignt, 

And be no more ani .exhal'd Meteor, 

A prodigic of Feare, and a Portent 

Of broached Miſcheefe, to the mnborne Times? 
Wor. Heare me, my Liege : | 

For mine owne part, I could be well content 

Toentertaine the Lagge-end of my lite 

Withquiet houres : For I do protelt, 

I havenot ſought the day of this diſlike. = 
King. You havenot ſought it: how comes 1tthen? 
Fal.Rebellion lay in his way, and hefound at. 
Prin, Peace, Chewet, peace. 

Wor. It pleas'd your. Majeſty, to turne your lookes 
Of Favour, from my Selfe, and all our Houle ; 
And yet I muſt remember you my Lord, 

We were the firſt, and deareſt of your Friends : 

For your, my ſtaffe of Oifice did I breake 

In Richards time, and poaſted day and night 


— 
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To meer you on the way,and kifle your hand, 
(9... 


When yet you were in place, and inatcount 
Nothing to ſtrong and fortunate, asI ; 
It was my Sclfe, my Brother, and hisSonne, 
That brought you home,and boldly did out-dare 
The danger of the time. You ſwore tous, 
And you did ſweare that Oath ar Doncaſter, | 
That you did nothing of purpoſe 'gainſt the State, 
Nor ciaime no further, then your new-falne righr, 
The ſeate of Gaznr, Dukedome of Lancaſter, 
To this, weſware our aide : Butin ſhort ſpace, 
It rain'd downe Fortune ſhowring on your head, 
And {auch a floud of Greatneſle fell on you, 
What with our helpe, what with the abſent King; 
What with the injuries of wanton time, 
The ſeeming ſufferancesthat you had borne, 
And the contrarious Windesthat held the King 
Solong in theunlucky Iriſh Warres, 
Thatail in England did repute him dead: 
And from this ſwarme of faire advantages, 
Youtooke occaſion to be quickly woo'd, 
To gripe the generallſway into your hand, 
Forgot your Oath tousat Doncaſter, 
And deing ted by us, you ns'd us fo, 
As that ungentle gull the Cuckowes Bird, 
Vſeththe Sparrow, did opprefle our Neſt, 
Grew by our Feeding, to ſo great a bulke, 
That even our Love durſt not comeneere your ſight 
For feare of ſwallowing 1 But with nimble wins 
We were intorc'd for ſafetie ſake, toflye 
Our of your ſight, and raiſe this preſent Head, 
Whereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſich meanes 
As you your {clte, have forg'd againſt your ſelfe, 
By unkinde uſage, dangerous countenance, 
And violation of all faith and troth 
SwornetO us in yonger enterprize. 

King. Theſe things indeede you have articulated, 
Proclaiur'dat Market Crofles, read in Churches, 
To face the Garment of Rebellion 
With ſome fine colour, that may pleaſe the eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poore Diſcontents, 
W hich gape,and rub the Elbow atthe newes 
Of hurly burly Innouation : 
And never yet did Inſurre&tion want 
Such water-colours,to impaint his cauſe : 
Nor moody Beggars, ſtarving for a ume 
Of pell-mell hauocke,and confuſion. 

Prin. In both our Armies, there is many a ſoule 

Shall pay full dearely for this encounter, 
If once they joyne intriall. Tell your Nephery , 
The Prince of Wales doth joyne with allthe world 
In prayſe of Henry Percy : By my Hopes, 
This preſent enterprize ſet off his head, 
I donot thinke a braver Gentleman; 
More active, valiant, or more valiant young, 
Moredaring, or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace thislatter Age with noble deedes. 
For my part, T may ſpeake it to my ſhame, 
I have a Truant beene ro Chivalry, 
And ſo I heare, he doth account me too : 
Yetthis before my Fathers Majeſty, 
Iamcontentthat he ſhall take the oddes 
Of hisgreat name and eſtimation, 
And will, to ſavethe blood on either fide, 
Try fortune with him, ina Single Fight. | 

King, And Prince of Wales,ſo dare we venter thee, 
Albeit, conſiderationsinfinite yl 
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Do make againſt it : No Worlſter, no, 

Welove our people well ; eventhoſe we love 

That are miſled upon your Couſins part: 

And willthey take the offtr of our Grace: 

Both he, and they, and you, yea, cvery man 

Shall be my Friend againe, and Ile be his. 

So tell your Couſin, and bring me word, 

What he will do. Bur if he will not yecld, 

Rebukeand dread correction waite on us, 

And they ſhall de their Oihice. So be gone, 

' We willnot now be troubled withreply, 

We offcr faire, take it adviſedly, 
| Exit Worceſter. 

Prin. It will not be accepted, on my Life, 

The Dowola and the Horfparre both together, 
Are confident againſt the world in Armes. 

King. Hence therefore , every Leader to his charge, 
For on their an{were will we ſet on them ; 
And God befriend us,as vur cauſe is juſt. 

Manet Prince and Falſtaffe. 
| Fat. Hal, ifthouſeeme downe in the battell, 

And beſtride me, ſo; *cis a point of friendſhip. ; 

Prin.Nothing buta Coloſſus can do thee that freindſhip: 
Say rhy prayers, and farewell. 

Fal. I would it were bed time Fa, and all well. 

Prin, Why, thou ow'ſt heaven a death. 

Falft. 'Tisnot due yet : I would be loath to pay him 
| before hisday. What necdeI bee ſo forward with him 
| that call's not on me ? Well,'tis no matter, Honor prickes 
me on. But how if Honour pricke me off when I come 
on ? How then? Can Honour ſet tooa legge? No : or an 
arme ? No: Or take away the greefe ofa wound ? .No. 
Honour hath no skill in Surgerie then? No. What is Ho- 
nour? A word. What is that word Honour? Ayre : A 


Exennt. 


day. Doth he feele it ? No. Dothhe heare it? No, Is it 
inſenſible then? yea, to the dead. But will it not live with 
the living ? No. Why? DetraQtion will not ſuffer it,ther- 
| fore Ile noneofit. Honour is a meere Scutcheon, and ſo 
ends my Catechiſme, Exits 


_ h — 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Woreefter, and Sir Richard Vernon, 


For. Ono, my nephew maſt not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberall kinde offer of the king. 
Fer. *'Twere beſt he did, 
Wor, Then we are all undone. 
It is not poſlidle, it cannot be, 
' The King would keepe bis word in loving us, 
He will ſuſpeft us ſtill, aud finde atime 
Topuniſh this offence in ethers faults : | 
Suppoſrtion, all our lives ſhall be ſtucke full of cyes ; 
For Treaſon isbut truſted like the Foxe, 
- Who ne're ſorame, ſo cheriſht, andlock'd up, 
Will haye a wilde tricke of bis Anceſtors : 
Looke how he can, or ſad or merrily, 


- | Interpretation will miſquote our lookes, 


And we ſhall feede like Oxenata fiall, 
The better cheriſht,ſtillthe nearer death. 


' My Nephewestreſpaſſe may be well forgot, 
| It hath the excuſe of youth, and heate of blood, 


Fd "EY ” ” 


trim reckoning. Who hathit? He thardy'dea Wedne\- } 


And an adopted hame of Priviledge, 

A hare-brain'd HerSrre, govern'd by a Spleenc: 
All his offences live upon my head, 

And on his Fathers, Wedidtraine him on, 

And hiscorruption being tane fromus, 


| Weas the Spring of all, thall pay for all: 
| Therefore good Coulin, let not Harry know 
| In any caſe, the offer of the King. 


Uer, Deliver what you will, Ile ſay 'tis ſo. 
Heere comes your Colin. 


Enter Hotifurre. 


Hot. My Vnkle is return'd, 
Deliver up my Lord of Weſtmerland. 
Vnkle, whatnewes? 
For. The King will bid you battell preſently. 
Dow. Defie him by the Lord of Weſtmerland. 
Hot. Lord Dowglas : Go you andrell him fo. 
Dow, Marry and ſhall, and verie willipgly. 
Exit Dowgla, 
Wor. There is no ſeeming mercy inthe King. 
Hot. Did you begge any ? God forbid. 
For. I told him gently of our greevances, 
Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 
By now for{wearing that he is forſworne, 
He calsus Rebels, Traitors, and will ſcourge 
With haughty armes, this hatcfull namein us. 
Enter Dowglas. 
Dow. Arme Gentlemen,to Armes, for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henriestecth : 
And Weſtmerland that was ingag'd did beare it, 
W hich cannot chooſe but bring him quickly on, 
For. The Prince of Wales ſtept forth before the king, 
And Nephew, challeng'd you to ſingle fight. | 
Hot. O, would the quarrell lay upon our heads, 
Andehat no man might draw ſhort breath today, 
But I and Harry Monmouth. Tell me, tell me, 
How thew'd his Talking ? Seem'd i in contempt ? 
Fer. No, by my Soule : I neverin my life 
Did heare a Challenge urg'd more modeſtly 
Vnleſſe a Brother ſhould a Brotherdare  - 
To gent!leexerciſe, andproofe of Armes. 
He gave youall the Duties ofa Man, 


| Trimm'd up your praiſes with a Princely tongue, 


Spoke your deſervingslike a Chronicle, 
Making you ever better then his prayſe, 
By ſtilldiſprayſing prayſe, valew'd with you : 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
He made bluſhing citallofhimſelfe, 
And chid his Trewant youth with a Grace, 
As if he maſtred there adonble ſpirit 
Ofteaching, and of learning inſtantly : 
There did he pauſe. Butlet me tell the World, 
If he out-live the envie of thisday, 
England did never owe ſo ſweerea hope, 
So mach miſconſtrued in his wantonneſſe. 

Het. Coulin, I thinke thou artenamored 
On his Follies :never didI heare 
Ofany Prince ſo wildeat Liberty. 
But be heas he will, yet once cre night, 
] will imbrace him with a Souldiersarme, 
That he ſhall ſhrinkennder my curteſic. 4 
Arme, arme with ſpeed. And Fellow's,Soldiers,Fricnds, 


| Better conſider what you have to do, 


Than I that have not well the gift of Tongue, 


—_ 
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{ Our Souidiers ſtand full faircly for the day. 
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| Canlift your blood up with perſwaſion. 


Enter a Meſſenger: 

Meſ. My Lord, heereare letters ſor you. 

Hot. Icannot reade them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of life isſhort ; 
Toſpend that ſhortneſſe baſely, were too long. 
If life did ride upon a Dials point, 
Still ending at the arrivall of an houre, 
Andif welive, welive to tread on Kings: 
Ifdye ; brave death, when Princes dye with us- 
Now for our Conſciences, the Armes 15 faire, 
Whenthe intent for bearing themis jult. 

Enter awother Meſſenger. 

Me. My Lord prepare, the King comes onapace; 
Hot. I thanke him, that he cuts me ſrom my tate : 
For I profcſle not talking : Onely this, | 
Let each man do his beſt. And heere I draw a Sword, 

Whoſe worthy temper I intend to ſtaine 
Withthe beſt blood that I can mecte withall, 
In the adventure of this perillous day; 

Now Eſperance Percy,and ſet on : 

Sound allthe lofty Inftruments ot Warre, 

And by that Muſicke, let usall imbrace : 

For heaven to earth, ſome of us never ſhall, 
A ſecond time doſucha curteſie. 


| 


with his power, alarum unts the battell. Then enter 
Dowgas, and Sir Walter Blunt. 
Blu.W hat is thy name, thatin battelithus Y croſſc{t me? 
What honour doſt thou ſecke upon my head ? 
: Dow. Know then my name 1s Dowglas, 
AndI do haunt thee inthe battle thus, 
Becauſe ſome tell me , thar thou art a King. 
Blunt, They tell thee true. 
Dow. The Lord of Stafford heere today hath bought 
Thy likeneſſe: for in{tced of thee King Harry, 
This {word hath ended him,ſo ſhall t thee, 
Vnleſſe thou yeeld thee as a Prifoner. =» 
Ble. I wa$not borne to yeceld thou haughtie Scot, 
And thou ſhalt findea King that will revenge 
Lord Stffords death. 
Fight, Blunt i laine, then enters Hot bur, 

Hot, O Dowg/as,hadit thov tought at Holmedon thus, 
I never had triumphed o're a Scot. h 

Dow, All's doneall's won, here breathles lies the King. 
Ha. Where? | 
Dow, Heere. | 
Het, This Dowglas? No, T know this face Full well ; 
Apillant Knight he was, his name was Ber, 
Semblably furniſh'd like rhe King himſelte. 
Dow. Ah foole : go with thy ſoule whither ic goes, 
Adorrowed title haft thou bought too deere. 
Whydidit thou tcll me, that thou werta King ? 
Het, The.King hath many marching in his Coates, 
Dow. Now by my Sword, 1 will kill all his Coates, 


| Ile murtherall his Wardrobe pecce by peece, 


Vntill I mectthe King» 

Het. Vp, andaway, 

. Exenn. 

Alarum, andenter Falſtaffe ſolus. 

Fat. Though I could ſcape ſhor-tree at London,1I feare 
the ſhot heere : here's no ſcoring, butupon the pate. Soft 
who art thou? Sir alter Blunt there's Honour for you; 
tc'sno vanity, Iamas hotasmoltenLead, andas hea- 


| Wtoo; heaven keepe Lead outof mee, I ncede no more 


weight then mine owne Bowelles. Lhave led my rag of 


FEET 


They embrace, the Trumpets ſound, the King entereth | end, 


| 


—— 


Muihns where they are pepper'd > there's not three of my 
7 50, [eftalive, and they for the Townes cad, tv beg du- 
ring life. But who comes heere? 
Enter the Prince, 

Prin. Whar,ſand (thou idle here? Lend me thy ſword, 
Many a Novlemanlies ſtarke and ſtiff: 
Vndgr the hooves of vanting enemies, 
W hole dearhsare unreveng'd. Prethy lend me thy ſword 

Fal. O Hal, } prethee give me leave to breath awhile : 


donethis day: 1 have paid Percie; I have made him ſure. 
Prev. Helis indced, and living to kill thee 
I prethee lend metny ſwords. 
Faijt. Nay Hal, if Percy bee alive, thou getſt not my 
Sword ; but take my Piſtoll if thou wilt. 
Prin, Give it me ; What,is it inthe Caſe ? 


With luſtier maintenance then I did looke for 


That counterfeit*ſt the perſon of a King 


1 


Fal, 1 Hal,*tis hot : There's that will Sacke a City. 
Tie Prince arawes out a Bottle of Sacke, 
Tris. What, is 1ta time to jeſt and dally now? 
| T browes it at him. 
Fal. It Percy be alive. Ie pierce him : if hedo come in 
| My way, fo: if he donor, if I come in his (willingly) ler 


Exit 


| him wake a Carbonado of me, 1 like not ſuch grinning 


nonour as Str Walter hath : Give me life , which it I can 
ſave,1o ; if not, honour comes unlook'd for,and ther's an 
Exit. 


Scena Tertia, 


— — — ——— 


PIR 
—— 


Alarum, excurſians, eaier the Kin 0, the Prince, 
Lord Iobn of Lancaſter, and Earle 
of Weſtmmerland, | 


King. Iprethee Harry withdraw thy (clfe, thoublee- | 
deſt reo much : Lord /obn of LaxcaSter,go you with him. 
P.1oh. Not I, my Lord,unlefl | did bleed too. 
Prin. 1] betcech your Majcſiy make up, 
Leaſt you retirement do amaze your friends; 
K:ug. I willdoſo : 
My Lord of Weſtmerland leade him to his Tent. 
weft. Gome my Lord. Il: teade youto your Tent 
Prin. Leade me my Lord? I do not need your helpe, 
And heaven forbid a ſhallow ſcratch ſhould drive | 
The Prince of Wales from ſuch.a field as this, 
W here ſtain'd Nobility lyestroden on, 
And Rebels Armes triumph in maſſacres, 
Toh, We breathtoolong : come contin Weſtmerland, 
Our duty this way lics, for keavens ſake come. 
Prin. By heaven thou haſt deceived me Lancaſter, 
I didnot thinke thee Lord of ſuch a ſpirit : 
Before, I lov'd thee asa brother, John; 
But now, I do reſpe&thee as my Soule. 
King. I ſaw him hold Lord Peyey at the point, 


Ofſuch an ungrowne Warriour, - | 
Prin, O this Boy, lends mettall tous all, 
Emer Dowglas, 
Dow. Another King ? They grow like Hydra's heads ; 
I am the Dowglasfatall to all thoſe 
That weare thoſe colours on them. What art thou 
? 


Exit. 


hart | 


Turke Gregory never did ſuch deeds in Armes , asT have { 


King.The King himſelte; who Dowplasgrieves at 
So 
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£0 many of his ſhadowesthou haſt mer, 
And not the very King- I have two Boycs 


| Secke Percy and thy ſelfe aboutthe Field : 


But ſceing thou fall'ſt on me ſo luckily, 
I will aſſay thee: ſodefend thy ſelfe. 

Dow. I fearethouartanother counteteit : 
And yertinfairhthou bear'ſt thee like a King : 


| But mine T am ſurethou art, who ere thou be, 


And thus I winthee. They fight, the K. being tu danger, 
" Emter Prince. 
Prix. Hold up thy head vile Scot, orthouartlike 
Never to hold it up againe : the Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly,Staffera'Blunt, arc in my Armes ; 
It is the Prince of Wales that threates thee, 
Who never promiſeth, but meanes to pay. 
T bey Fght, Dowglas fiyeth, 
Cheerely My Lord : how fares your Grace ? 
Sir N icholas Gawſey hath for ſuccour ſent, 
And ſo harh Clifton : Ile to C/fron ſtraight. 
King. Stay, and breath awhile. 
Thou haſt redeem'd thy loſt opinion, 
And ſhew'd thou mak'ſt ſome tender of my lite 
In this faire reſcue thou haſt brought to me. 
Prin. O heaven they did me too much injury, 
That ever fayd I hearkned to your death, 
Tf it were ſo, I might have lct alone 
The inſulting hand of Dowg/as over you, 
Which would have beene as ſpeedy in your end, 
Asall the poyſonous Potions in the world, 
And fav'd the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 
K, Make up to Clifton, Ile to Sir Nicholas Gauſey. Exit 
Enter Hotſparre. 
Het. If I miſtake not, thou art Harry Immenth. 
Priv. Thou ſpeakeſt asif I would deny my name. 
Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 
Prin. Why then I ſeea very valiant rebell of thatname. 
I amthe Prince of Walcs, and thinke not Percy, 


' To ſhare with me inglory any more : 


Two Starres keepe not their motion in one Sphere, 


'Nor can one England brooke a double reigne, 
| Of Harry Percie, and the Prince of Wales. 


'Het.. Nor ſhall it Harry, for the houre is come 


| Toend theoone of us ; and would to heaven, 
' Thy namein Armes, werenow as greatas mine. 


Prin.-We make it greater, ere I part from thee, 


"Andall the badding Honors on thy Creſt, 


Ile crop to thake a Garland for my head. 
nolenger brookethy Vanities. 
_. emer Falltaffe. 

Fal. Well faid Hel, "tot Hal. Nay.you ſhall finde no 


Fight, 


Boyes play heere, I can tell you.. _ - 
be... Enter Dowglas, be fights with Faltaffe, who fals dewn 
' - acif le weredþ & Thi Prince killeth Percie, 
Hot. "Oh Harry, thou haſt rob'd me of my youth : 
I better brooke the lofle of brittle life, - 


Then thoſe proud rities thou haſt wonne of me, 


| They wound mythoughts worle,thenthe ſword my fleſh: 


But thought*sthe ſlaye of Life, and Life, Times foole ; 

And Tine, thattakts ſurvey of allthe world, 

Muſt have a ſtop. O, Icould Propheſic, 

Butthatthe Earth, and the cold hand of death, 

Lyes on my Tongue : No Perce, thou art duſt 

And food for 
Prin, For Wormes, brave Percy.Farewell great heart: 

Il.weav'd Ambition, how muchart thou ſhrunke? 


When that this bodie did containe a ſpirit, 


-| glve youleave to powder me, and cat me to0 tomorrow, 


| 


| along houre by Shrewsburie clocke, If I may be belce- 


A Kingdome for it was too ſmall a bound : | 
Butnow two paces of the vileſt Earth 
Isroome enough. This Earth that bearesthe dead, 
Beares not alive ſo ſtout a Gentleman. 
If thou wer't ſenſible of curteſie; 
I ſhould not make ſo great a ſhew of Zeale, 
But let my fayours hide thy mangled face, = 
And even inthy behalfe, Ile thanke my elfe 
For doing theſe fayre Ritesof Tenderncſle, 
Adiecu, and take thy prayſe with thee to heaven, 
Thy ignomy ſleepe with thee in the grave, 
Bur not remembred 1n thy Epitaph. 
What? Old Acquaintance? Could pot all this fleſh 
Kcepe 1n a little life? Poore Iacke, farewell : 
I coutd have better ſpar'd a better man. 
O, I ſhould have a heavy mille of thee, 
IfI were much inlove with Vanitie. 
Death hath notſtrucke fo fat a Deere to day, 
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray : 
Imbowell'd will I ſee thee by and by, 
Till then, in blood, by Noble Perce: lye, 
Falſtaffe riſeth up. 
Falſi. Imbowell'd? If thou imbowell mee to day, Il 


Ext, 


' Twas time to counterfet, | or that hotte Termagant Scor, 
had paid me {cot and lot too. Counterfeit ? I am no coun- 
terfeit; to dye, is tobe a counterfeit, for hee is butthe 
counterfeit ofa man, who hath not the lifeof a man: But 
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, isto be | 
no counterfeit, butthe true and perfe& image of life in- 
deede. The better part of Valour , is Diſcretion ; inthe 
which better part, I have ſaved my life. I am affraide of 
this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How if hee 
ſhould counterfeitroo, and riſe? I am afraid hee would 
prove the better counterfeit:therefore lie make him ſure: 
yea, and Ile ſweare I kilPd him. Why may not he riſeas 
well as I 2 Nothing confutes me but eyes, and no-bodic 
{ſees me. Therefore firra, witha new wound inyour thigh 
come you along me. Takes Hotirerre on bu backs, 
Emer Prince and Tohn of Lancaſter, 

Prin, Come Brother 7o/n, full bravely haſt thou fleſht 
thy Maiden ſword. 

Tohn. But ſoft, who have we heere ? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 

Prin, I did, I ſaw him dead, 

Breathleſle, and bleeding on the ground : Artthoualive? 
Or 1s1t fantaſie that playes upon our eye-ſight ? 

I prethee ſpeake, we will not truſt oureyes 

Without oureares. Thouart not what thou ſeem'ft. 

Fal. No, that's certaine : Iam not a double man : but 
if Iamnot /acke Fa/Faffe,then am I a Iacke: There is Per- 
cy, if your Father will do me any Honor, ſo: ifnor, lt him 
Kill the next Percy himſelfe. I looke to beeither Earle or 
Duke,I can aſſure you. 

Prin. Why, Percy T kill'd my ſelfe, and ſaw thee dead, 

Fal. Did'ſt thou? Lord, Lord, how the world is given 
to Lying? Igraunt you T wasdowne , and out of Breath, | 
and ſo was he, but we roſe both at an inſtant, and fought 


ved, {o ;1f not, let them that ſhould reward Valour,beatc 
the ſinnenpon their owne heads. Ile take't on my death 
1 gave him this wound inthe Thigh : if the man were # 
live, and would denie it, 1 would make him cate a peece 
of my ſword. | 

lohn. This isthe ſtrangeſttale that e're 1 heard. 

Prin. This isthe ſtrangeſt Fellow, Brother ob». 


ome 
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Come bring your luggage Nobly on your backe; 
For my part, if a lye may doe thee grace, 
Te gildit with the happieſt tearmes I have, 
| A. Retreat ts ſongs 
Trumpets ſound Retreat, the day 1s ours : : 

uk Brockier, let's to the higheſt of the field, 
To ſee what Friendsareliving,who are dead. Exemnn, 

Fal. Ile follow as they lay, for Reward. Hee that re- 
wards me, heaven reward him. If Ido grow great againe, 
Ile grow lefſe ? For llc purge, and leave Sacke , and live 
 deanly,asa Noble man ſhoulddo. Ext. 


_—_—_— 


Scena Quinta. 


rr r—o_——_——_—_—_—_— 


The Trumpets ſound. 
Enter the King, Prince of tWales, Lord Tohn of Lancaſter, 
Earle of Weitmerland, with Worceſter & 
Vernon Priſoners. 


King. Thus ever did Rebellion finde Rebuke. 

Il-ſpirited Worceſter, did we cot ſend Grace, | 
on, and tearmes of Loveto all of you ? 

And would'it thou turne our offers contrary ? 
Miſuſe the tenor of thy Kinſmans truſt ? 
Three Knights upon our party ſlaine today, 
A Noble Earle and many a creature clſe, 
Had beene alive this houre, 
1 Iflike a Chriſtian thou had*ſttruely borne' 
Betwixt our Armies, true panes wn 

Wor. WhatI havedone, my fatety urg'd me to, - 


And I embrace this forrune patiently, 
Since not to be ayoided, it falls on me | 
King. Bcare Worceſter to death, and Yernow too. 
Other Offcnders we will pauſe upon. 
_os Exit Warceiter and Vernon, 
How-goesthe Ficld ? | 
Pri. The Noble Scot Lord Dowglas, when he ſaw 
The fortune of the day quite tura'd from him, 
The Noble Percy flaine, andall his men, 
Vpon the foot of feate, fled with the reſt ; | 
And failing from a hill, he was ſo bruiz'd 
That the purſuers tooke him. At my Tent 
The Dowglac is, and I beicech ycur Grace, 
I may diſpoſe of him. | 
King. Wuth ail my heart. * 
Prin. Then Brother /ohn of Lancaſter, 
To youthts honourable bounty ſhall belong; 
Goe to the Dowglas, and deliver him 
Vp to his pleaſure, ranſomeleſle and free : 
His Valour ſhewne upon our Creſts today, 
Hath raught us how tocheriſh ſuch high deeds, 
Even 1n the boſome of our Adverſarics. 
King. Then this remaines: that wedevide our Power. 
You Sonne /ohn,and my Couſin Weitmerland 
Towards Yorke ſhail bend yon, with your deerelt ſpeed 
To meer Northumbrland, and the Prelate Scroope, 
Who (as we heare) are buſily in Armes. 
My Selfe, and Sonne Harry will towards Wales, 
To fight with G/ezdower, and the Earle of March, - 
Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe his way, 
Meeting the Checke of ſuch another day z 
Andfince this Buſineſſe {o faire is done, 


Let us not leave till allour ownebe wonne. Exexnt. 
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1 Is thought with childe, by the 


] Eyen with the Rebels blood. But what meane 1 


I To noyſe abroad, that Harry Jfonmouth fell 

1] Vnder the Wrathof Noble Hormrres Sward : 

!! Andthat the King, beforethe Dowglu Rage 

'{ Stoop'd his Annointed ead, as low as death. 

'| This have I rumor'dthrough thepeaſant-Townes, 
| Betweene the Royall Field of Shrewsburic, 

i Andthis Worme-caten-Hole of ra 
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Henry the Fourth, 


Containing his Death : and the Coronation 
of King Henry the Fift, 


a 


oA (tus Primus. Scena Prima. 


InNDvcTION. 


Enter Ramor. 


Pen your Eares : For which of you will ſtop 

[The vent of Hearing,when loud Raworſpeakes? 
I (., from the Orient, torhe drooping Welt = 
a= Making the wind my P oft-horſe ) tillunfo!d 
The As commenced on this Ball of Earth, 

Vpon my Tongue, continuall Slanders ride, 

The which, in every Language, Ipronounce, 

Stuffing the cares of them with falſe Reports : 

I ſpeake of Peace, while covert Enmitic 

(Vnder the ſmile of ſafety) wounds the World : 

And who but Rameny, who but onely 1 


—_— — 


_ 


| Make fearefull Maſters, andprepar'd Defence, 


ne with ſome other griefes, 
ſterne Tyrant Warez 

And no ſuch matter ? Rumoer, isaPipe | 

Blowne by Surmiſe, Icloulies Conjeures ;- 

And of fo eafie, and ſo plaine a ſtop, 

That the blunt Moriſter, with uncounged heads, 

The ſtill diſcordant, wavering Multirude, 

Can play npon it. But what neede I thus 

My well-knowne Body to Anathomize . 

Among my houſhold ? Why is Rumoxr hcere ? 

I run before King Harries victory, 


Whil the bigge yeare, ſwol 


' Whoin abloodie field by Shrewsburie 
{ Hath beaten downe young Hotſþarte, and his Troopes, 


Quenching the flame of bold rebellion, 
To ſpeake of rrthar firſt? My Office is. 


Stone, 
Where Horfpwrres Father, old Northumberland, 


| Lyes crafty ſicke. ThePoſtes cometyring on, 


And not a man of them brings other newes 


| | Then they havelearn'd of Mes: From Runmonys Tongues, 
| They bring ſmooth-Comforts.falſe, worle 
7 —  wrowr—— edit 6 ; 


then True- 


# ng, 


— ___ 


{ Ispriſoner toyour Sonne. O, ſucha Day. 
{ (So fought, ſofollow'd, and fo fairely wonne). 


———_— 


Scana Secunda, 


Enter Lord Bardolfe, and the Porter, 

L.Zar. Who keepes the Gate hoa? 
Where is the Earle? 

Pro. What ſhall I ſay youare ? 

Bar, Tell thou the Earle 
That the Lord Bardofe doth attend him heere, 
For. His Lordſhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard, 
Pica(c 1t your Honor, knocke bur at the Gate, 
And he himſclfe will anſwer. 

Enter N orthumberland, 
£. Bar. Heere comes the Earle. 

Nor, What newes Lord Brdoffe? Ev'ry minute now 
Should bethe Father of ſome Stratagem ; 
The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horſe 
Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke looſe, 
And beares downeall before him. 

L. bar. Noble Earle, 
I bring youcertainenewes from Shrewsbury. 

Nor. Good, and heaven will. 

£, Bar, As good as heart can wiſh : 
The King is almoſt wounded tothe death :, 
Andin the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 
Prince Hayrie ſlaine outright : and both the Blunt 
Kill'd by the hand of Dowglas. Young Prince John, 
And Weſtmerland, and Stafford, fled the Field. 
And Harrie Mormonth's Brawne (the Hulke Sir John) 


Came not, till now, todignifiethe Times - 


| Since Ceſ@5 Fortunes. 


Nor. How isthis deriy'd ? 


Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 


L.Far. I ſpake with one (my L.)chat came fro thence,! 


{ A Gentleman well bred,and of-good name, 
{ That freely render'd me theſe newes for true. | 
1 Nor. Heere comes my Seryant Travers, whom I ſent 

| On Tueſday laſt, to liſtenafter Newes. 


EnterTr avers. 
'  L.B«r My Lord, Iover-rode him onthe way, 

And he is furniſh'd with no certainties, | 
More then he (haply) may retaile rom me, 


fro-you? 


bl 
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'Tra. My Lord, Tobn Vmfrenif turn'd me backe 
4 zo 2u tydings;and{(being better hors'd) 
Out-rod me. After him, came ſpurring bard 
AGentleman{al noſt forc-ſpenr with ſpeed) 
Thar ſtopp'd by me,to breath hisbloodied horſe. 
Heask'd the way to Cheſter : And of him 
I did demand what Newes from Shrewbury: 
He told ne , that Rebellion hadill lycke, 
And that yong Harry Percies Spurre was cold, 
With that he gave his able Horſe the heal, 
And bending forwards ſ{trooke his able heeles 
inſt the panting ſides of his poore Iade 
yptothe Rowell head, and ſtarting ſo, 
Hee ſeem'd in running,to devoure the way, 
ing no longer queſtion, 
North. Ha? Againe: 
| Said he yong Harry Percies Spurre was cold? 
(Of Het-Spwrre,cold-Spurrc) that Rebellion, 
Had met ill lucke? 
* L. Bar. My Lord: Ile tell you what, 
If my yong Lord your Sonne, have notthe day, 
Ypon mine Honor, for a ſilken point 
Ile give my Barony, Never talke of it. 
| Nw. Why ſhould the Gentlemanthat rode by Travers 
Givethen ſuch inſtances of Loſlſe? 
' L. Bar. Who, he? 
He was ſome hielding Fellow,that had ſtolne 
The Horſe he rode-on : and upon my life 
Spake at adyenture. Looke , here comes more Newes. 


| Entey Merton. 


Np, Yea, this mans brow,like to a Titlesleafe, 
' Fore=tels the Natuſe of a Tragicke Volume: 

$ lookes the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 

4 Hathlefra witneſt Vlurpation. 

SSav Meorcor, did*ſt thou come from Srewsbury? 


T Gr. Iran from Shrewsbury(my Noble Lord) 
Where hatefull death put on his vglieſt Maske 
Tofright our party. 
Ner. How doth my Sonne,and Brother? 

Thou trembl'ſt;and the whiteneſſe in thy Checke 
Is apter then thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 

Even ſuch a man,ſo faint, ſo ſpiritleſle, 

S$0dull,ſo dead in looke,ſo woe-be-gone, 

Drew Priam? Curtaincyin the dead of night, 

And would have told him, Halfe his Troy was buri'd. 
| But Priems fond the Fire, ere he his Tongue: 
Rh I, my Percies death,ere thou report'ſtit. 

This, thou would'ſt fay ; Your Sonne did thus,and thus: 
[Your Prother,thus.So fought the Noble Dowglas, 
Stopping my greedy care, with their bold deeds. 

But inthe end(to ſtop mine Eare indeed) 
[Thou haſt a Sigh, to blow away this Praiſe, 
Ending with Brother, Sonne,and all are dead. 
| . Hor. Dowglas is living, and your Brother, yet: 
Butfor my Lord,your Sonane. 

No. Why he is dead. | 
See what a ready tongue Suſpition hath; 
He that bur fearesthe thing, he would not know, 
Hath by Inſtin&, knowledge from gthers Eyes, 
That what he feard,is chanc'd. Yet ſpeake(Adorton) 
Tell thou thy Earle,his -Divination Lies, 
And1 will take it, as a ſweet Diſgrace, 
And make thee rich, for doing me ſuch wrong. 
Her, Youare t90 great,to be(by me) gainſaid: 
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- | To feede Contention in aling'ring Aﬀ: 


YourSpiritisto0 true,your Frares too certaine.. ©: 
| Nr. Yet for all this,fay notthat: Peraies dead. 
I-ſeea ſtrange Confeſſion in thine Eye: | 
Thou ſhak'it chy head, and hold'ftit Fearezor Sinn 
Toſpcake atruth. If he be ſlaine,ſay ſo: | 1 
The Tongue offends nor, that reports his death: - 
And he doth finne that both belye the dead: 

Not he, which fayes the dead is not alive: 

Yet the firſt bringer of unwelcome Newes 

Hath but a looſing Oxlice:and his Tongue, 
Soundsever after as a ſullen Bell 

Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 


Afor. I am {orry, I ſhould force you to beleeve 
That, which 1 would to heaven, I had not ſcene- 
Bur theſe mine eyes,ſaw him in bloody ſtate, 
Rend'ring faint quittance(wearied,and out-breath'd) 
To Hemry Monmonth,whoſe ſwift wrath beate downe 
The never»daunted Percie to the carth, 

Prom whence(with life)he never moreſprung up- 
In few;his death(whoſe ſpiritlent a fire, 

Even to the dulle(t Peazant in his Campe) 

Being bruited once,tooke fire and heate away 

From the beſt temper'd Courage in his Troopes. 
For from his Mettle,was his Party teel'd; 

Which once in him abated, all the reſt 

Turn'd on themſelves, like dulland heavy Lead: 
And asthe Thing, that's heavy in it ſelfe, 
Vponenforcement,flyes with greateſt ſpeede, 

So did our Men, heavy in Hor/purres lofle, 

Lend tothis weight,tuch lightnefle with their Feare, 
That Arrowes fled not {wifter toward their ayme, 
Then did our Soldiers(ayming at their ſafety) 

Fly from the field. Then was that Noble Worceſter 
Too foone ta*ne priſoner : and that furious Scot, 
(The bloody Dowglas )whole well-labouring ſword 
Had three times ſlaine th'appearance of the King, 
Gan valle his ſtomacke,and did grace the ſhame 

Of thoſe that rurn'd their backes:and in his flight, 
Stumbling in Feare,was tooke. T he ſumme of all, 
Ts, that the King hath wonne:and hath ſent out 

A ſpeedy power,to encounter you my Loxd, 

Vnder the ConduR of yong Lancaſter 

And Wellmerland. This is the Newes at full. 

Nor. For this,I ſhall have time enough to mourne. 
In Poyſon,there is Phyſicke:and this newes 
(Having beene well)that would haye made me ficke, 
Being ſicke,have in ſome meaſure,made me well. 
Andas the Wretch, whoſe Feaver-weakned joynts, 
Like ſtrengthleſſe Hindges,buckle under life, 


" Impatient of his Fit, breakes like a fire 


Out of his rsarmes: Even ſo, my Limbes 

Are thrice themſelves. Hence therfore thou nice cratch, 
A ſcaly Gauntlet now, with joynts of Steele 

Mult glove this hand. And hence thou ſickly Quoite, 
Thou arta guard tos wanton for the head, 

W hich Princes,fleſh'd with Conqueſt,ayme to hit. 
Now binde my Browes with Iron,and approach . 
The ragged'it houre,that Time and Spight dare bring 
Tofrowne upon th'enrag'd Northumberland. 
Let Heaven kifſe Earth:now let not Natures hand 
Keepe the wilde Flood confin'd:Let Order dye, 

And let the world no longer be a ſtage | 


Bur let one ſpiritqf the Firſt-borne Caine = 
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L. Bar. I cannot thinke(my Lord)your ſon is dead. 
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(Weak ned with greefe)being now inrag'd with greefe, 
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Reigne inall boſomes;that each heart being ſer 
On bloody Courſes,the rude Scene may end, 


And darkeneſſe be:theburier of the dead. (Honor. 


Li B&x. Sweet Earle,divorcenot wiſedom from-your 


L1 


Mor. Thelives of all your loving Complices 
Leane-on/your health;the which if you give-0o're 
Tofſtormy Paffion,mult perforce decay. 
You caſt th'event of Warre{my Noble Lord) _ 
And ſumm'd the accompr of Chance,before you {aid 
Let us make head:It was your preſurmize, 
That in the dole of blowes,yeur Son might drop- 
Yon knew he.wallcd o're perils, onan edge 
More likely to fall in, then to get ore: 
You were advis'd.his fleſh was capeable THY, 
Of Wounds, and Scarres;and that his forward Spirit, 
Would lift him, where moſt trade of danger rang'd, 
Yet did youſfay go forth : and none of this 
(Though ftrongly apprehended)could reſtraine 
The ſ{tiffe-borne Action: What hath then befalne? 
Orwhat hath this bold enterprize brought forth, 
More then that Being, which was like to be? 

L. Bar. Weall that are engaged to this loſle, 


1 Knew that we ventur'd on ſuch dangerous Seas, 


Thar if we wrought. our life, was ten to one: 
And yet we ventur'd for the gaine propos'd, 
Choak'dthe reſpeR of likely perill fear'd, 
And fince we are o're-ſet,venture againe. 
Come, we willall put forth;Body,and Goods. 


| Cor. Tis more thentime: And(my moſt Noble Lord) 
| Iheare for certaine, and doſpeake the truth: 


Thegentle Arch-biſhop of Yorke is up 


With well appointed Powres:he isa man 


Who with a double Surety bindes his Followers. 


1 My Lord(your Sonne}had onely but the Corpes 


But ſhadowes,and the ſhewes of men to fight. 
Forthat ſame word{Rebellion) did divide 


: The a&Rion of their bodies,from their ſoules, 

; Andthey did fight with queaſineſſe,conſtrain'd 

' As mendrinke Potions;that their Weapons only 

' Seem'd on our {ide:hut for their Spirits and Soules, 
' This word(Rebcllion)it had froze them up, 

| As Fiſh are in a Pond. But now the Biſhop 


Turnes Inſurre&ion to Religion, 


 Suppos'd fincere,and holy in bis Thoughts: 
' He's follow'd both with Body,and with Minde: 


And dothenlarge his Riſing,with the blood 

Of faire King F*chard, ſcrap'd from Pomfret ſtones, 

Derives from heaven his Quarrell, and his Cauſc: 

Tels them, he doth beftride a bleeding Land, 

Gaſping for life,under great Bulingbrooke, 

And more,and lefſe.do flocke to follow him. 
North. Iknew of this before. -But to ſpcake truth, 

This preſent greefe had wip'd itfrom my minde. 

Goin with me,and councell every man 

The apteft way for ſafety ,and revenge: 


1 Get Poſts, and Letters,and make Friends with ſpeed, 


Never ſo few,nor never yet more need. Exennt, 


Scana Terta. 


Emter Falflaffe ,and Page. 
Fal.Sirra;you giant,what faies tbe Doft.to my watcr? 
Pag. He ſaid fir,the water it ſclfe was a good healthy 
water: but for the party that ow'd it, he might have more 
diſeaſes then he knew for. | 
Fal. Men of all ſorts take a pride to gird at mee : the 
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þ The econd Part of King H emr the Fourth, 


} Iaxcnal((the Prince your Maiſter ) whoſe Chin is not yet 


| he had writ man ever ſince his Father wasa Batchellour, 


braine of this fooliſh compounded Clay-man/is not able 
to invent any thing that tends to laughter , more then 1 
invent,or is invented on me. I am not enely witty inmy 
{elfe, bur the cauſe that wit is in other men. I doe heere 
walke before thee, like a Sow , that hath o'rewhelm'd all 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince pur thee into my Ser. 
vice for any other reaſon, thentoſet me off, why then] 
have no judgement. Thou horſon Mandrake , thou art 
fitter to be worne in nyy cap, then to wait at my heeleg. | 
was never mann'd with an Agot till now : but I will et 
you neither in Go!d, nor Siiver,but in vilde apparell, and 
ſend you backe againe to your Maiſter,for a Iewell. The 


fledg'd, 1 will ſooner heve a beard grow 1n the Palme of 
my hand,then he ſhall get one on his checke : yethe will 
not ſticke to ſay, his Face is a Face-Reyall. Heaven may 
finiſh it when he will, it is not a haire amiſſe yet: he may 
keepe it ſtill as a Face-Royall, for a' Barber ſhalineyer 
earne {ix pence out of it;and yet he will be crowingasif 


He may keepe his owne Grace , but hee is almolt out of 
mine, 1 can aſſure him. W hat ſaid M. Dombleaen , about 
the Fatten for ſhort Cloake,and Slops? 

Pag. He ſais fir,you ſhould procure him better Af. 
rance,then Bardolfo:he would not take his Bond & yours, 
he lik*d not the Security, 

'Fal. Let him bee damn'd like the Glutton, may his 
Tongue bee hotter,a horſon eArchitephel,a Raſcally-yes- 
forſooth-knave,to beare a Gentleman in hand , and then 
ſtand upon Security ? The horſon ſmooth-pates do now 
weare nothing but high ſhooes, and bunches of Keyesat 
their girdles : and if a man is through with them in ho- 
neſt Taking-up , then they muſt ſtand upon Security: 1 
had as liefe they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as 
offer to ſtoppe it with Security. 1 look*d he ſhould have 
ſent me two and twenty yards of Satten (as I am tm 
Knight) and he ſends me Security. Well,he may ſleepin 
Security,for he hath the horne of Abundance : and the 
lightneſle of his Wife ſhines through it , and yet cannot 
he fee,though he have his owne Lanthorne tolight him, 
Where's Bardolfe? : 

Peg. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your worſhip 
a horſe. 

Fal. Tbought him in Paules,and hee'l buy mee a hore 
in Smithfield. If Icould get mee a wife in the Stewes,! 
were Mann'd, Hors'd,and Wiv'd. 

Enter ( nefe Inſtice, and Servant. | 

Pag. Sir, heerecomes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for {triking him,about Bardoſfe. 

Fat. Wait cloſe,I willnort ſee him. 

Ch. Inf. What's he that gocs rhere? 

Ser,Falftafſe,and't pleaſe your Lordſhip. 

Is/t. He that was in queſtion for the Robbery? _ 

Ser. He my Lord,but he hath ſince done good crvice 
at Shrewsbury : and(as I heare)is now going with ſome 
Charge,to the Lord /ohn of Lancaſter. 

[nft. What to Yorke?Call him backe againe, 

Ser. ir ſobn Falſtaffe. 

Fal. Boy,tell him,Iam deafe. 

Pag. You muſt ſpeake lowder,my Maiſter is deafe, 

Taft. am ſure heis, to the hearine of any thing good- 
Go plucke him by the Elbow,I muſt ſpeake with him- 

Ser. Sir John. 

Fal. W hat?a yong knave and beg?Ts there not war#Is 
there not imployment?Doth net the K.lack ſubj<&ts? do 


notthe Rebels want Soldiers?Though it be a ſhame to be 
on 
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be onthe worſt fide, were 1t worſe then the name of Re- 
-bellion can tell how to make it. 

Ser. You miſtake me Sir, 

Fal. Why f{ir?Did I ſay you were an honeſt manrSet- 
ting my Knight-hoadand my Souldierſhip afide, 1 had 
lyed in my throat, Ifhad ſaid ſo. : 

Ser. Ipray. you(Sir) then ſet your Knighthood and 
your Souldicr-ſhip afide ,and give mee leave to tell you, 
you lye in your throatzif you ſay I am any other then an 
honelt matt, 

Fal.I give thee leave to tell me ſo? I lay a-ſide that 
which grows tame?Ifrhou ger'ſt any leaye of me,hang 
me: if thou tak'ſt leave,thou wer't better be hang'd:you 
Hunt-counter, hence:Avant. 

Ser. Sir,my Lord would ſpeake with you. 

Is. Sir Tobn Falſtaffe, a word with you. 

Fal. My good Lord:give your Lordſhip good time of 
theday, I am gladto ſee your Lordſhip abroad :I heard 
ay your Lord(hip was ſicke.I hope your Lordſhip gocs 
abroad by adviſe, Your Lordſhip (though not clean palt 

our youth)hath yet ſome ſmack of age in you:ſomercl- 
liſh of the ſaltneſle of Time , and I moſt humbly beſeech 
your Lordſhip,to havea reverend care of your health, 

Inþ. Sir John, 1 ſent for you before your Expedition, 
toShrewsbury. | 

Fal:If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, I heare his Majelty is 
return'd with ſome diſcomfort from Wales. 

Inf.1-talke not of his Majeſty : you would not come 
when I ſent for you? | 

Fal. And I heare moreover, his Highneffeis falne into 
this ſame whorſonApoplexie. (you. 

Teft. Well, heaven mend him-I pray let me ſpeak with 

Fu; This Apoplexic is(as1 take it ) a kind of Lethar- 
oy,a ſleeping of the blood,a horſon Tingling. 

Inf. Whattell you me of it2be it as it 15, 

Fl, It hath it originall from much greefe;from ſtudy 
andperturbation of the braine. 1 have read the cauſe of 


| kisefeRts in Galen. It isa kinde of deafeneſle. 


Iu#: I thinke you are falne into the difcafc : For you 
heare not what I tay to you: 

Fdl. Very well(my Lord) very well : rather an't pleaſe 
you) itis the diſcaſe of not Liſtning , the malady of nor 
Marking,that I am troubled withall, 

Isft. Topunith you by the heeies , would amend the 
attentio of your cares,& I care no tif I be yonr Phyſitian, 

Fal. Il am as pooreas Job,my Lord ; but not fo Patient: 
your Lordſhip may miniſter the Potion of impriſonment 
to me, in reſpect of Poverty : bur how I ſhould bee your 
Patient,to follow your preſcriptions,the wiſe may make 
ſome dram of aſcruple,or indeed,a fcruple it iclte. 

loft. I ſent for yow( when there were matters againſt 
you for your life)ro ſpeake with me. 

Fal. As I was then adviſed by my learned Councell,in 
the lawes of this Land-ſervice, I did not come-. 

Isft.Wel,the truth is(fir /obn)you live in great infamy 


Tuft.Your Meanes is very flender,and your wall great. 

Fal.T would it were otherwiſe : I would my Meanes 
were greater,and-my waſte ſlenderer. 

Inft. You have miſled the youthfull Prince- 


low with the great belly ,and be my Dogge. | 

Taft. Well, I amloth to gall' a new-heal'd wouhd:your 
daies ſervice at -Shrewsbury , hath a little gilded over 
your Nights exploit on Gads-hill. You may thanke the 


a  *. 


Fal. The yong Prince hath miſled mee. I am the Fel- | 


| 


| 


| Silke,and old Sacke. b 
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de but one, it-is worſe ſhame to begge , then to \ unquict time, for your quict o're poſting that Aion. 


| farther, I will not:the truth is, I am onely old in judge- 


Fal:He that buckles him in my belt,canor live in lefle. |. 


Fal. My Lord? (Wolfe, 
Iuf?. But ſinceall is wel,keep it ſo:wake nota fleeping 
Fal. To wakea Wolfe,isas bad as to ſmell a Fox. 

1a. W hat?you are as acandle,the better partburnt our. 

*Fal. A Waſſel!-Candle,my Lord;all Tallow:if I did ſay 
of wax,my growth wouldapprovethe truth. 

1a. There is not a white haire on your face , but ſhould 
have his efteR of gravity. 

Fal. His effet of grauy,grauy,grauy. 

Tuff. You follow the youg Prince up and downe, like 
his evill Angell. 

Fat, Not {o(my Lord) your il} Angell is light ; but I 
hope, he that lookes upon mee , will take mee without, 
weighing : and yert,in ſome reſpeds1 grant, T cannot go; 
I cannot tell, Vertue is of ſolittle regard in theſe Coſtors 
mongers,that true valor is turn'd Beare-heard. Pregnan- 
Cle 1s macea Tapſter, and hath his quicke wit wafted in 
81ving Recknings:all the other gifts appertinent to man 
(as the malice of this Age ſhapes them)are not woorth a | 
Goeſeberry. You that are old , conſider not the capici- 
ticsofusthatare yong : you meaſure the heat of our Li- 
vers, with the bitternes of your gals: and we that are in 
the vaward of our youth, I muſt confeſſe,are wagges too, 

Inf. Do you ſet downe your name in the ſcrowle of 
youth, thatare written downe old, with all the Charac- 
rcrsof age ? Have you not a moiſt eye?a dry hand ? a yel- - 
low cheeke?a white beard?a decreaſing leg ? an increſing 
belly?Is not your voice broken? your winde ſhorr?your 
wit fingle ?and every part about you blaſted with Anti- 
quity?and wil you cal your ſelfe yong?Fy, fy,fy,fir /oby. 

Fal. My Laxd,I was borne with a white head,& ſom- 
thing a round belly. For my voice,I have loſt it with hals 
lowing and ſinging of Anthemes. To approve my youth 


ment andunderſtanding.and he that will caper with mee 
tor a thouſand Markes,let him lend methe mony,& have 
at him. Fortheboxe of tiveare that the Prince gave you 
lic gave it likea rude Prince, and you tooke it like a ſenſi- 
ble Lord.I have checkt him for ir, and the yong Lion re- | 
pents : Marry not inaſhes and facke-cloath , but in new 


Int. \W el,heaven ſend the Prince a better companion. 

Fal. Heaven ſend the Companion a better Prince;I can 
norrid my hands of him. | 

Tuſt.Well,the King hath ſever'd you and Prince Har- 
ry, I heare yon are going with Lore /ohn of Lancaſter, a- 
gainlt the Archbiſhop,and the Earle of Northumberland 

Fal. Yes, I thanke your pretty {weet wit for it : but 
looke you pray , (all you that kiſle my Ladie Peace , ar 
home)that our Armies joyn not in a hor day:for if I take 
but two ſhirts out with me,and I meane not to ſivear ex>. 
traordinarily : if it bee a hot day , if Ibrandifh aty thing 
but my Bottle , would I might never {pit white againe: 
There is not a dangerous Action can peepe out his head, 
but T am thruſt upon it- Well,I cannot laſt ever, 

Iuſt. Well,be honelſt,be honeſt,and heaven bleſſe your 
Expedition, | 

Fal. Will your Lordſhip lend mee a thouſand pound, 
to furniſh me forth? | 

Tuſt. Not a peny , not apeny: you are too impatient 
to beare crofles. Fare-you well. Commend mee to my 
Coſin Weſtmerland. _ Exn, 

Fal. If T doyfillop me with athree-man-Beetle. A man 
can no more ſeparate Ageand Covetouſneſle,then he can 


part yong limbes and letchery z butthe Gowr galles the 
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one, andthe pox pinches the other ; and ſo both the De- | 


| greesprevent my curſes. Boy? 


Page. Sir. 
oy Fat What money is in my purſe? 
Pag. Seven groats,and two pence: : 
Fall can get no remedy againſt this Cotiſumption of 
the purſe. Borrowing onely lingers , and lingers 1t out, 
but the diſeaſe is incureable. Go beare this letter to my 
1 Lord of Lancaſter,this to thePrince, this tothe Earle of 
Weſtmerland , and this toold Miſtris Y7ſm/a, whome I 
have weekly ſworne to marry, fince 1 perceiv'dthe firit 
white haire on my chin. About it : you know where to 
finde me. A pox of this Gowt,or a Gowt of this Poxe: 
for the one or th'other playes the rogue with my great 
toe : It is no matter,if I do hait, I have the warres for my 
colour,and my Penſion ſhall ſeeme the more reaſonable: 
Agood wit will make vſe of any thing : 1 willturte diſ- 
caſes to commodity. Excunt. 


can Quarta. 


Emer eArchibiſhop, Haſtings, Mowbray,and 
Lord Bardilfe- =; 
Ar. Thus have you heard our cauſes and know our 
And my moſt noble Friends,I pray you all (Means: 
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes, 
And firſt(Lord Marſhall)what ſay you to 1t? 
Afor. 1 well allow the occaſion of our Armes, 
But gladly would be better ſatisfied, 
How(in our Meancs) we ſhould advance our ſelves 
To looke with forchead bold and big enough 
Vpon the Power and puiſlance of the King» _ 
Heſt. Our preſent Muſters grow upon the File 
To fiveandtwenty thouſand men of choice: 


— 


|—_—_— 


And our Supplies,live large'y inthe hope 


Of great Northumberland,whoſe boſome burnes 
With an incenſed Fire of Injuries. 

L.Bar.The queſtion then(Lord Haſtings )ſtandeth thus 
Whether our preſent five andtwenty thouſand 
May hold-up-head, without Northumberland: 
 Haff. With him,we may. 

L. Bar. T marty,there's the point: 
Bur if without him we be thought too feeble, 
My judgement is,we thould nor ſtep roo farre 
Till we had his Afliſtance by the hand. 
For ina Theame ſo bloody fac'd,as this, 
Conjecture, Expettation,and Surmiſe 
Of Aydes incertaine, ſhould not be admitted, = 
Arch.” Tis very true Lord Bardelfe,tor indeed 
It was yong Hotſpwrres caſe , at Shrewsbury. 

L. Ber.It was(my Lord)who lin'd himſclte with hope, 
Eating the ayre,on promile of Supply, 
| Flatt'ring himſelte with Proje& of a power, 
Mach ſmaller,then the {malleſt of his Thoughts, 
And ſo with great imagination 
(Proper to mad men)led his Powersto death, 
And(winking )leap'd into deſtruRtion. 

F#ft. But(by your leave) it never yet did hurt, 
Tolay downelikely-hoods,and formes of hope. 

L. Bar. Yes, if this preſent quality of warre, 
Indeed the inſtant aRton:a cauſe on foot, 
' Livesſo1in hope; As in ancarly Spring, 
' Weſeeth'appearing buds, whichto prove fruite, 
Hope gives not ſo much warrant,as Deſpaire 
' That Froſts will bitethe n. When we meane to build, 
*We firſt ſurvey the Plot, thendraw the Modell, 


And when we ſee the figure of the houſe, 
Then muſt we rate the coſt of the Ereion, 
Which if we finde out-weighes Ability, 
What do we then,but draw a-new the Modell 
In fewer oifices? Or at leaſt, deſiſt : 316; 
To builde atall ? Much more, in thibe 
(Which is (almoſt) to pluckea Ki 
And ſet another up )thould we ſurvey 
The plot of Situation,and the Modell, 
Content upon a ſure Foundation: 
Queſtion Surveyors, know our owneeſtate, 
BHow-able ſuch a Worke to undergo, 
To weigh againſt his Oppoſite?Or elſe, 
We fortifie in Paper,and in Figures, 
Viing the Names of men, inſtead of men: 
Like one, that drawes the Modell of a houſe 
Beyond his power to builde it z who(halfe through) 
Giveso're,and leaves hispart-created Coſt 
A naked ſubject to the Weeping Clouds, 
And waſte, for churliſh Winters tyranny. 
Faſt. Grant that our hopes(yet likely of faire binh) 
Should be ſtill-borne :and that we now poſſeſt 
The utmoſt man of expetation; 
I thinke we are a Body ſtrong enough 
(Evenas weare)to cquall with the King. 
£. Bar.W hat 1s the King bur five & twenty thouſand? 
Haſt. To us no more:nay not ſo muchLord Barddffe, 
For his diviſions(as the Times do braul) 
Are in three Hcads:one Power againſt the French, 
And one againſt G/ewdower : Perforce a third 
Muſt take up us:So is the unfirme King 
In three divided:and his Coffers ſound 
With hollow Poverty,and Emptineſſe. 
Ar.That he ſhould draw his ſeverall ſtrengths together 
And come againſtus in full puifſance, 
Need not be dreaded. 
Haft. If he ſhould do ſo, 
He leaves his backe unarm'd,the French,and Welch 
Baying him at the heeles:never feare that. 
L.Zar. Whois it like ſhould lead his Forces hither? 
Haſt. The Duke of Lancaſter, and Weſtmerland: 
Againſt the Welth himſelfe,and Harry Monmonth. 
But whois ſubſtituted 'gainſt the French, 
I haveno certaine notice. 
e-frch. Letus on: 
And publiſh the occaſion of our Armes. 
The Common-wealth is ſficke of their owne Choice, 
Their over-greedy love hath ſurfetted: 
An habitation giddy, and unſure 
Hath hethat builderh on the vulgar heart. 
O thou fond Many, with what loud applauſe 
Did'ſt thou beate heaven with blefling Bullingbrooke, 
Refore he was,what thou would'ſt have him be? 
And being now trimm'd up in thine owne deſires, 
Thou(dcaltly Feeder )art ſo full of him, 
That thou prouok*ſtthy ſelfe to caſt him up. 
So,fo,(thou common Dogge)did'ſt thou diſgorge 
Thy glutton-boſome of the Royall Richard, 
And now thou would'ſt cate thy dead vomit up, 
And howl'itto findeit. Whattruſt is in theſe Times? 
They,that when Ricbardliv'd, would have him dye, 
Are now becomeenamour'd on his grave. 
Thou that threw'ſt duſt upon his'goodly head 
Whenthrough proud London he came fighing on, 
After th'admired heeles of Bulmgbrooke, 
Crit now, O Earth,yeeld us that King againe, 


reat worke, 
me downe, 


| 


| 
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duke thou this{ O thoughts of men accursd) 

- pats come ſeemes beſt ; things Preſent, worſt. 
Mow. Shall we go draw our nuinbers, and ſet on? 
Haſb. Weare Times ſubjets,and Time bids,be gon. 


Jn 


Cu —  _—— 


" fflus Secundus.Sceena Prima, 
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" Oner Hoſteſſe, with two Officers, Fang, and Snare. 
Holteſſe, Mr. F ; th you entred the Action? 


Fang, It is enter'c : 
Hol. 


Willhe {tand to it? 

' Faxp, Sirrha, where's Snare? 

Hoſt. 1,1, 000d M. Snare. 

Snare, Hecre;heercs | 

Fave. Snare, we muſt Arreſt Sir ſob Faiſtaffe. 

Hoff. 1 good M. Suare,] have cnter'd him, and ail. 

$#,1t may chance coſt ſome of usour lives:he wil ſiab 

Hoſt. Alasthe day : take heed of him : he ftabd me in 
mine owne houſe, and that moſt beaſtly : he cares not 
what miſcheefe he doth , if his weapon be out. He will 
foyne like any divell, he will ſpare neither man, woman, 
nor childe. 

Far. If | can cloſe with him,I care not for his thruſts 

Hef. Nognor I neither:Ile be at your elbow. 

Fang. If I but fiſt him once:if he come but witfin my 
Vice. 

Hot. T am undone with his going :I warrant he is an 
infinitive thing upon my ſcore.Good M. Farg hold him 
ſure;good M. Snare let him not ſcape,he comes continu- 
antly to PyCorner(faving your manhoods ) to buy a fad- 


dle, and hee is indited to dinner to the Lubbars head in- | 


Lombardſtreet to M« Smvorhes the Silkman. I pra'ye ſince 
my Exion is enter*d,and my Caſe {o openly known to the 
world,let him be brought into his an{wer:A 100, Mark 
isaloyg one, for a poore lone woman to beare:& I have 
borne,and borne,and borne , and have bin tub'd off , and 
fub'd-off, from this day to that day, that it 1s a ſhame to 
bethought on. There is no honefty in fuch dealing,unles 
2 woman ſhould be made an Aﬀe anda Bealt , to beare e- 
very Knaves wrong: Enter Falſtaffe and Baraolfe. 
Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malme(cy-Nole Bor- 
fe with him, Do vour OJices,do your onfices:M. Fang, 
& M. $nare,do m:,do me, do me your Onlices. 

FaHow now? whoſe Mare's dead? what's the matter? 

Fang. Sir lvbn,T arreſt you,at the {uit of Miſt. Qrickly. 

Fal. Away Varlets,draw Bardo!fe:Cut me off the Vil- 
laines head: throw the Queane in the Channel. | 

Hoſt. Throw me in the channell?Ile throw thee there. 
Wilt thou? wilt thou?thou baſiardly rogue. Murder,mure 
der,O thou Hony-ſuckle villaine,wilt thou kill Gods of- 


| ficers and the Kings?O thou hony-ſeed Rogue, thon art 


a hony ſeed, a Man-queller, and a woman-queller. + 
Fal. Keep them off, Bardoſfſe. Fang. A rcicua reſcu- 
Hoſt. Good people bring a reſcu. Thou wilt not?thou 


wilt not?Doe,doethou Rogue:Doethon Hempſeed. 


. Pap. Away you Scullion you Rampallian, you Fuſtil- 
lirjan:Ile tucke your Cataſtrophe. Enter, Ch. Iuftice. 
{##. Whar's the matcer?Keepe the Peace here, hoa, 

Hoſt, Good my Lord be good to mee. I befeech you 
nd to me, | 
Ch.Iu, How now ſir ſohn? V hat are you brauling here? 
Doth this become your place, your time,and buſineſſe? 


You ſhould have bene well on your way to Yorke. -. 


Stand from him Fellow, whetefore hang'it upen bim? 


Where's your Yeoman? Is ita luſtly yc.,man? | 


| 


Hoft. Oh my moſt worſhipfull Lord,and't pleaſe your 
Grace, I ama poore widdoiy of Eaſtcheap , and he is ar- 
rettedat my fait. Ch. luſt, For what ſumme? 

Hoft. lt is more then for ſome(my Lord)ic is for al:al 
I have, he hath eaten me out of houſe and homc?hee hath 
put all my ſubſtance into that far belly of his : but I will 
have ſome of it out againe , or I will ride thee o'Nights, | 
like the Mare. | 

Fat. I thinke Iam asike to ride the Mare, if i haveany 
vantage of ground,togetup. 

Cb. Iuſt. Bow co nes this, Sir John? Fy,what a man of 
good temper would endure this tempeſt of exclamation? 
Are younot aſham'd to inforce a poore Widdowe to ſo 
rough a courſe,to come by her owne? 

Fal. W hart is the grofle ſumme that I owe thee? | 

Hoſt. Marry(if thou wer't an honeſt man)thy ſelfe, & 
the mony tuo. Thou didſt ſweare to mee upon a parcell | 
2ilt Goblet,ſitting 1n my Dolphiu-chamber at the round 
table,by a ſea-cole fire,on Wedneſday in Whitſon week, 
when the Prince brok thy head for lik*ning him to a fſin- ! 


ging man of Windfor;thou didit {wearc to me then (as TI ! 
was waſhing thy 3yvound)ro marry me,and make me my | 


Lady thy wife. Canſt y deny it?Did not goodwife Keech 
the Butchers wife come in then,and cal me goſſip Qazich- 
/ycomming in to borrow a meſle of Vinegar:telling us, 
the had a gooddith of Prawnes: whereby y didft deſire to 


cat ſome : whereby I told thee they were ill fora greene ] 


wound? And didſt not thou (when ſhe was gone downe 
{taires)deſfire me to be no more familiar with ſuch poore 
people,faying,that ere long rhey ſhould call me Madam? 
And did'it y not kiffe me, and bid mee fetch thee 30.52 


put thee now to thy Book-oath,deny it if thou canit? 
Fal. My Lord,this isa poore mad ſoule : and ſhe fayes 

up & downe the town,that her eldeſt ſon is like you.She 

hath bin in good cale,8& the truth 1s,pouerty hath diſtra- 


&ed her : but for theſe fooliſh Oilicers,l beſecch you, I } 
may have redrefle againlt them. | 


Inſt. Sir John,fir John,l am well acquainted with-your 
maner of wrenching the true caule,the falle way.Itis not 
a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes , that come 
with ſuch(more then impudent)ſawcines from you,can 
thruſt me trom a levell conſideration, I know you hba' 
prattis'd upon the caſie- yeclding {plrit of this woman. 

Hef. Yes in troth my Lord, | 

Isft. Prethee peace:pay ker the debt you owe her, and 
nnpay the villany you have done kerahe one you may do 
with ſterling mony,& the othcr with currant repentance, 

Fal. My Lord,l will not undergo this fneape without 
reply. Yon call honorable Boldnes,umpudent Sawcines; | 
Ia man will curt'fie,and ſay nothinghe is vertuous:No, 
my Lord(your humble duty remebred)I wil not be your 
ſutor.I ſay to you, I deſiredeliv*rance from theſe Olicers 
being upon haftly employment in the Kings Afﬀaires, - 


[aft. You ſpeakegas having power 40 do wrong : But | 


anſwer in the effe& of your Reputarion , and ſatisfie the 
poore woman. 
Fat. Come hither Hoſteffe. Enter M. Gower, 
*Ch. Inſt, Now Maiſter Gower; WW hat newes? 


' Gow. The King(my Logd) and Henry Prince of Wales 


Are neere at hand;Thereft the Paper telles. 
Fal. As Iam a Gentleman. 
Hof?. Nay,you ſaid ſobefore. 


Fal.AgI ama Gentleman-Come,no more words of it. | 


Heſt. By this Heavenly ground Itread on, I muſt beg 
faineto pawne both my Plate, and the Tapiſtry of my dy- 


— — ——— 


Ay 


ing Chambers. | Teas 
YEE 2 Fa. 


| 
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|  Fal. Glaſſes, glaſſes,is the onely drinking : and for thy | as toremember ſo weake a Compoſition. 
walles a pretty light Drollery, or the Story of. the Pro- Prince, Belike then , my Appetite was not Princely 
digal,or the Germane hunting in Water worke,1s worth got : for (in troth)i do now remember the poore Creg. 
a thouſand of theſe Bed-hangings , and theſe Flybitren | rure ,Smali Beere, Bur indeede theſe humble conſiderg. 
Tapiſtries:Let it be ten pound(if thou canſt.) Come, if it | tions make me out of love with my greatneſſe. What f 
werenot for thy humors, there is not a better Wench in | diſgrace isirto me,to remember thy name?Or to know 
" England.Go,waſh thy face,and draw thy Ation:Come, | thytaceto morrow ? Or totake note how many paire of 
thou muſt notbe in this humour with me,come,T know | Bulk ftpckings thou haſt?(Viz.theſe, and thoſe that were 
thou was't ſet on to this. s y peach-colour'd ones: ) Or to beare the I nventory of 
Heſs. Prethee(Sir /ohn)let it be but twenty Nobles 1.4 thy thirts, as one for ſupctfluity,and one other,for uſe, 
amloath to pawne my Plate,in good earneſt ta. : But that the Tennis-Court-keeper knowes better then] 
Fal. Let it alone ,and make other ſhift : you'tbea fool | for it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou "Ih 
till, peſt not Racket there,as thou haſt not doe a great while 
Hof, Well , you ſhall have it although F pawne my becauſe the reſt of thy Low Cauntries, have made a ſhif 
Gowne. I hope you'l come to Supper :.Ydulpay meal- | to cate up thy Holland. 
together? $2 Pom. How ill it followes,after you have labourd (g 
Fal. Will Llive? Go with her , with her : hooke-on, | hard, you ſhould talke {0 idlely?Tell me how many 260d 
hooke-on. ITY yong Princes would doſo,their Fathers lying fo ficke ag 
Hoſt. Will you have Doll Teare-ſocet meet youat ſup» | yours 1s? | 
- er? 7 Pr. Shall I tell thee one thing, Pointe? 
Fal. No more words. Let's have her. Pozy. Yes:and let 1t bean excellent good thing, 
Ch.' Inſt. T have heard bitter newes. — Prin. It ſhall ſerve among wittes of no higher breed- 
| Fal. What's the newes( my goud Lord?) 109 then thine. 
(+. Inſt. Where lay the King laſt night? Pow. Go to : I ſtand the puſh of your one thing,that 
Me. At Baſingſtoke my Lord. : | yor'irell, 
Fat. I hope(my Lord ) all's well, W hat 1s the newes Prm, Why, T tell thee, itis not mect,that I ſhould be 
my Lord? fad now my Father is ſicke : albeit I could tellto thee(as 
(+. In. Come all his Forces backe? ro one 1t pleaſes me, for fault ofa better,to cal my friend) 
EWefe No: Fifteene hundred Foot, five hundred Horfe | I could be fad,and fad indeed too. 
Are march'd up to my Lord of of Lancaſter, Porn, Yery hardly,upon {uch a ſubjeR. 
Againſt Northumberland,and the Archbiſhop. Prin, Thou think'{t me as farre inthe Divels Book,as 
Fal. Comes the King backe from Wales,my noble L? | thou,and Faiaffe,tor obduracy and perſiftency, Letthe 
Ch. I. Yau ſhall have Letters of me preſently. | end try the man. But I tell thee,my heart bleeds inward- 


mm 


Come goalong with me, good M. Gowre. ly,that my Father is ſo ſick:and keeping ſuch vild com- 
Fal. My Lord: pany as thou art, hath in reaſon taken from me, all often- 
(. In. W hat's the matter? tation of ſorrow. 

Fal.. Maiſter Gowre , ſhall L entreate you with me to Pain, The reaſon? 
- dinner? © Pr.W hat would'ſt thon think of me,if I ſhould weep? 
Gow.I muſt waite upon my good Lord here. } Pom, I Would thinktheea mdlt Princely hypocrite. | 

I thanke you, good Sir /obn. Prin, It would be every mans thought : and thougt 

* Ch. Tu Sir lobn, you loyter keere too long,being you | 3 bleſſed Fellow , tothinke as every man thinkes:nevera 

are to take Souldiers up,in Countries as you go. mans thought in the world,:keepes the Rode-way better 
Fal. Will you ſup with me,Maiſter Gowre? then thine: every man would think me an Hypocrite in- 
Ch. Inf. What tooliſh Maiſter taught you theſe man- | deede. And what accites your moſt worſhipful thought 

ners,Sir /obn? 4720 to thinke ſo? 
FaliMaiſter Gowre, if they become mee not, he was a Poin, Why,becauſe yon have beene ſolewde , and fo 

Foole that taught them mee. 'This is the right Fencing | much ingraffed to Falfaffe, 

grace(my Lord) tap for tap,and fo part faire. Frin. And to thee. 

* 'C." Is. Now the Lord lighten thee,thou art agreat | Pointz. Nay, I am well ſpoken of, I can heare it with 

Foole.* - mine own eares:the worſt that they can tay of me is,rhat 

V4.8 | | I am aſecond Brother,and that I am a proper Felloweof 

mo my hands:and thoſe two things I confeile I cannot helpe: 

— | ET.” | LEONE comes B3aldolfe, bs 

Ts Zu | AR PEI | rince. And the Boy that 1 gave Falfaffe , he had hin 

FIEG=17 Ie, Scand Secunda, from me Chriſtian 2 Ac ſee if the fat Din have not 
w trans form'd him Ape. 
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Enter Prince Henry, Pointz, Baraslfe, Enter Bardolfe. 
oy © andl ape, ' | Bar. Save your Grace. 

| Prin, Truſt me, Iam exceeding-weary. Prin. And yours,moſt Noble Bardolfe. 
| *  Poin. Is it cometo that? I had thonght wearines durſt | _- Pow. Come you pernitious Aﬀe , you baſhful Fools, 
* not haycattach'd one of fo highblood, muſt you be bluſhing? Wherefore bluſh you now ? what 
| _ -*: Print dothimezthough it diſcolours the complexion | a Maidenly man at Armes are you become ? Is it ſucha 
| of ny Grearneſſe to acknowledge it. Doth itnotſhew | matter to geta Pottle-pots Maiden-head? 

{ yildely in me, to deſire fmall Beere? G: Page. He call'd me even now (my Lord)through a red 
|  Poin, Why , aPrince ſhould not be ſolooſtly ſtudicd, | Lattice,and I could diſcerne no part of his face fromthe 


window: | 


— —— 
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| 


window : at laſt Iſpy'd his eyes, and me thought he had 


{ fiot 
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. 
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made two holes in the Ale-wivcs new Petticoat,and pee- 
ped throug h. 

Pris, Hath not the boy profited? 

Bay. Away,you hor{on upright Rabbet,away. 

Page. Away,youraſcally Altheas dreame, away. 

Prin, Inſtruct us Boy : what dreame,Boy? 
 Fag. Mary(my Lord ) Attheadream'd , ſhe was delt- 
ver dof a Firebrand, and therefore I call him hir dream. 

Prince, A Crownes-worth of gocd interpretation: 


| Ks — None my Lord,but old Miſtris Duickl ; and M- 
0 


| Shall we ſteale upon them(MNed)at Supper? 


There it is, Boy. 

Poin. O that this good Bloſlome could bee kept from 
Cankers : Well, there 1s ſix pence to preſerve thee. 
-eBard. If you do not make him be hang'd among you, 
the gallowes ſhall be wrong'd. 

Prin. And how doth thy Maiſter,Barao!ph? 

Bar. Well, my good Lord: he heard of your Graces 
comming to Towne. There's a Letter for you, 


Prin. Deliver d with good reſpet:And how doththe | 


Martlemas, your Maitter? 

Bard. In bodily health Sir. 

Pois. Marry , the immorrtall part needes a Phyfſitian: 
but that moves not him : though that bee ſicke , it dyes 


Prix. I doallow this Wen to be as familiar with me, 
as my dogge . and he holds his place , torlooke you he 


writes» 


Poin. Letter, John Falſtaffe Knight :( Every man muſt | 


know that;as oft as he hath occaſion to name himſelte:) 
Even like thoſe that are kinne to the King,for they never 
pricke their finger, bur they ſay,there is ſom of the kings 
blood ſpilt.. How comes that (fayes he ) that takes upon 
himnot to conceive? the anſwer is as ready as a borrow- 
ed cap : Iam the Kings poore Colin,Sir. 

Prin. Nay, they will be kin to us , but they willfetch 
itfrom /aphet,But tothe Letter: ——— Sir lobn Falſtaff, 
Knight, to the Sonne of the King , necreſt his Fathir , Harry 
Prince of Wales,preeting. 

Poin, W hy this is a Certificate, 

Prin. Peace, 

I will imitate the honourable Romatnes in brevity. 

Poin, Sure he meanes brevity in breath:ſhort-winded. 
Icomme nd me to thee , 1 commend thee, ard I leave thee. Bee 
not 800 farniliar with Pointz , for hee miſuſes thy Favours ſo 
much, that he ſweares thou art to marry his Siſter Nell. Re- 
pert at idle times as thou maiſt, aud ſo farewell. 

Thine,by yea and ao : which is as much as to ſay,as thou 
ſet him. Ilacke Fal{tafte with my F amiliars: 
Ioha with my Broth:rs and Siſter :&+ Sir 
Iohn, with all Exrope. 
My Lord,I will ſteepe this Letter in Sack,and make him 
cate lt. 

Pria. That's to make him cate twenty of his Words. 
But do you uſe me thus Ned? Muſt 1 marry your Siſter? 

Pom. May the Wench have no worſe Fortune. But I 
never ſaid fo. | 

Prin, Well, thus we play the Foole with the time and 
the ſpirits of the wiſe, ſit in the clouds, and mocke us:Is | 
your Maiſter hcerein London? 

Bard. Y cs my Lord. | 

Prix. Where ſuppes he? Doth the old Bore , feed in | 
the old Franke? | 

Bard. Atthe old place my Lord, in Eaſt-cheape: 

Prin, What iCompany? | 

Page. Epheſians my Lord,of the old Charch, 


'T eare. ſheet. 
Priz. W hat Pagan may that be? 5 
Page. A proper Gentlewoman,Sir , and a Kinſwoman 
of my Maiſters. 
Prov. Even ſuch Kin, asthe Pariſh Heyfors are to the 
Towne-Bull? 


Pom. I am your ſhadow, my Lord, Ile follow you. 
7'rin. Sirrha,you boy, and Bardolpb, no word to your 
Maiſter that I am yet in Towne. 
There's tor, your ſilence. 
Bar. I havenotongue,fir. 
Page. And for mine Sir, I willgoverne it. 
Prin. Fare ye well:go. 
This Doll Teare-facet ſhould be ſonie Rode. 
Pozs, I warrant you, as common as the way betweene 
S. Albans,and London, | 9 up 
_ Prin, How might we ſee Falfaffe beſtow himſelfeto 
night,in his true colours,and not our ſelves be ſcene? 

Pozn. Pat on two Leather Terkins, and Aprons , and 
waite upon him at his Table,like Drawers. 

Prin, Froma god ,to a Bull? A heavy declenſion + It 
was Ioves caſe.'From a Prince,to.a Prentice ,a low tranſ- 
tormation,rhat ſhall be mine:for in every thing, the pur- 
poſe muſt weigh with the folly. Follow me Ned. Exeunt. 


—— 


Scana T ertia, 


—_— ——  — 


Enter Northumberlandyis Lady ,and Harry 
Percies Lady. 


North. I prethee loving Wife, and gentle Daughter, 
Givean even way vnto my rough Aﬀairecs 
Pat not you on the viſage of the Times, ; 
And belike them to Percie, troubleſome. 
Wife. I have given over;I will {peakeno more, 

Do what you will: your Wiſedome,be your guide. 

Nor. Alas(fweet Wife)my Honor is at pawne, 
And bur my goings, nothing can redeeme it. 

La. Oh yet,for heavens ſake,go not totheſe Warrs; 
The Time was(Father)when you broke your word, 
W hen you were more endeer'd to it,then now, 
When your owne Percie, when my heart deere- Harry, 
Threw many a Northward looke,to ſee his Father 
Bring up his Powres:but he didlong in vaine. 
W ho then perſwaded you toitay at home? | 
There were two Honors loſt; Yours,and your Sonnes- 
For Yours,may heavenly glory brighten it; 
For His,it ſtucke upon him,as the Sunne 
In the gray vault of Heaven:and by his Light 
Did all the Chenalry of England move 
To do brave As. He was(indeed)the Glaſſe 
W hereinthe Noble-Yeuth did drefſe themſelves, 
He had no Leggcs, that practic'd not his Gate: : 
And ſpeaking thicke(which Nature made his blemiſh) | 
Became the Accents of the Valiant. 
For thoſethat could ſpeake low,and tardily, 
Would turne their owne Perfetion,to Abuſe, 
To ſeemelike him, So that inSpeech,in Gate, 
InDiet, in Aﬀe&ions of delight, | 
In Military Rules, Humors of Blood, 


Prm, Sup any women with him? | | 


$ 
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| Points, anon :and they will 
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| He wasthe Marke,and Glaſſe,Coppy,and Booke, 


That faſhion'd others. And him, O wondrous!him, 
O Miracle of Men!Him did you leave 

(Second to none) un-ſeconded by you, - 

To lookeupon the hideous god of Warre, 

In diſ-advantage,to abide a field, 

Where nothing but the ſound of Herſpwrs Name 
Did ſceme defenſible ; ſo you {ecft him. 

Never,O never doe his Ghoſt the wrong, 

To hold your Honor more preciſe and nice 

With others,then with him. Let them alone: 

The Marſhall and the Arch-biſhop are ſtrong. 

Had my ſweet Harry had but haltc their Numbers, 
Today woot I( hanging on Hetſpwri Necke) 
Haveralk'd of Monmontb's Grave. © 

North, Beſhrew your heart, 


| (Faire Daughter)youdoe draw my ſpirits from me, 


With new lamenting ancient Over-fights. 
But I muſt goe, and meet with Danger there. 
Orit will feeke me in another place, 

And finde me worſe provided: 

wife. O fiye to Scotland, 


_ Till that the Nobles;and the armed Commons, 
Have of their Puifſance made a litle taſte. 


Lady.If they get ground, and vantage of the King, 
Then joyne you with them, like a Ribbe of Steele, 


| To make Strength ſtronger. Bur,for all our loves, 
Firſt letthem trye themſelves. Sodid your Sonu, 


He was ſo ſuffer*d;ſo came I a Widow: 

And never ſhall havelength of Life enough, 
Toraineupon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 
That it may grow,and ſprowt,as high as Heavell, 
For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 

' Nor. Come,come,go in with me: 'tis with my Mirde 
As with theTyde,ſwell'd up unto his height, 
That makes a lill-ſtand, running neither way. 
Faine would I goe to meet the Arch-bithop, 

Bur many thouſand Reaſons ho!d me backe. 
I will reſolve for Scotland:theream 7, 


Till Time and Vantage crave my company. Excurr. 


—  — 


Scaena Quarta. 
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Enter tws Drawerss 


I. Drawer. What haſt thou brought there ? Apple- 
Tohns? Thou knowſt Sir /ohs cannot endure an Apple- 
| Tohn. | ; 

2, Drew. Thou ſay'ſt true : the Prince once ſet a Diſh 
of Apple-lohns before him,and told him there were five 
more Sir /obnz : and, putting off his Hat,faid, I will now 
take my leave of theſe fixe drie , round , old-wither*d 
Knights. It anger'd him to the heart : but hee hath for- 

tthat, 

I. Draw. Why then cover,and ſet them downe : and 


—1 ſee if thou canſt finde out Sneakes Noylſe; Miſtris Teare- 


{beer would faine have ſome Muſique. 
2. Draw. Sirrha, heere will be the Prince,and Maiſter 
ut on two of our Ierkins, 
and Aprons, and Sir Joby muſt not know of it : Bardolph 
hath brought word. | 7 


1. Draw, Then here will be old Uris : it will be an 


| excellent ſtratagem 


's 


| 


2, Draw, Ile ſce if I can finde out Sneake, Ex. 


Enter Hoſeſſe,and Dol. 


Heft. $Sweet-heart , me thinkes now you are inanex; 
cellent good temperality : your Pulſidge beates as extra- 
ordinarily , as heart would deſire ; and your Colour (1 
warrantyou)is as red as any Roſe : But you have drunk 
too much Canaries, and that's a marvellous ſearchin 
Wine ; and it perfames the blood;ere we can ſay whar' 
this. How doe you now? 

Dol. Better then I was : Hem. 

Hoſ?., Why that was well ſaid: A good heart's worth 
Gold. Looke, hert comes Sir /ohy. 


Enter Faiſtaffe. 


Faift .W hen «Arthur firſt in Contt--(empty the Iordan) 
and was « worthy King : How now Miltris Dol. 

Hoſt. Sick of a Calme:yea,g00d-ſonth. 

Fal. So is all her Se : if they bee once in a Calme 
they are ſick, - | ” ; 

Dol. You muddy Raſcall, is that all the comfort you 
give me? h 

Fal. You make fat Raſcalls,Miſtris Dol. 

Dol. T make them? Gluttony and Diſcaſes make them, 
I make them not. 

' Fal. If the Cooke make the Gluttony , you helpeto 
make the Diſeaſes(Dol) we catch of you(Do!l) we catch 
of you: Grant that , my poore Vertue, grant that. 

Dol. 1 marry,our Chaynes,and our Iewels. 

Falſt. Your Brooches , Pearles, and Owches : Forto 
ſerve bravely,is to come halting off : you know,to come 
off the Breach,with his Pike bent bravely, and to Surge- 
ry bravelic ; to venture upon the charg'd-Chambers 
bravely. | 

Heft. Why this is the olde faſhion': you two never 
meete , but you fall to ſome diſcord : you are both ( in 
good troth ) as Rheumatike as two drie Toſtes, you 
cannot one beare with anothers Confirmities, Whut 
the good-yere ? One muſt beare , and that muſt bee you: 
you are the weaker Veſlell , as they ſay , the empticr 
Vetlell. 

Dol. Can a weake emptie Veſlell beare ſuch a huge 
foll Hogs- head ? There's a whole Marchants Venture 
of Burdeux - Stuffe in him : you have not ſcene a Hulke 
better ſtufft in the Hold. Come, le be friends with thee 
lackg : Thou art going to the Warres, and whether! 
ſhall ever ſee thee: againe, or no, there is no'*body 
Cares. 

Enter Drawer, 


Draw. Sir, Ancient Pfoll is below, and would ſpeake 
with you. 

Dot. Hang him , ſwaggering Raſcall, let him not | 
_ hither : it is the foule-mouth'dit Rogue in Eng- 
land. 

Heſt. If hee {wagger, let him not come here : I muft 1 
liveamongſt my Neighbors , Ile no Swaggerers : 1am 
in goodname, and fame, with the very deſk : ſhut the | 
doore, there comes no Swaggerers heere-: I have not 
liv'dall this while , to have ſwaggering now : ſhut the 
doore, I pray yau. | 

Fal. Do'{t thou heare, Hoſteſſe? 

Heſt.*Pray you pacific your ſelf(Sir John)there comes 
no Swaggerers heere- 


Fal.Do'ſt | 


— ——— 
5" <2 dt 


et —__——_ 
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lf; Do'ſt thou heare?it 1s mine Ancient. 
* Hof. Tilly-fally{Sir /oh»)never tell me , your ancient 
Swaggerer comes not in my doores.I was before Maſter 
Tikckthe Deputy , the other day:and as hee faid to mee, 
it was no longer agoe then Wedneſday laſt : Neighbour 
Onickly(fayes hee;)Maiſter Dowbe,our Miniſter, was by 
then : Neighbour ©rick(faycs hee ) receivetholethac 
are Civill ; for(ſayth hee ) you are in an ill Name'; now 
hee {aid fo, I can tell whereupon : for(fayes hee)youare 
an honeſt Woman,and well thought on; therefore take 
heede what Gueſts you receive : Receive(iayes hee)no 
ſwaggering Companions. There comes none heere. You 
wy blefſe you to heare what hee ſaid. No, le no 


& 


Swaggerers« : M 

Falſt,Hee's no Swaggerer (Hoſteſle: )a tame Cheater, 
| hee :you may ſtroake him as gently , as a Puppy Grey- 
hound : hee will 20t ſwagger with a Barbary Henne , if 
her feathers turne backe in any 'ſhew of reſittance.' Call 
him up(Drawer.) 

Hoft. Cheater , call you him? I will barre no honeſt 
man my hauſe, nor no Cheater . but I donot love ſwag- 
gering ; Iam the worſe when one fayes,, ſwagger : Feele 
Maiſters, how I ſhake ; looke you, I warrant you. 

Del. So you doe, Hoſteſle. 

Hoſft.Doe I 2 yea, in very truth doe ILyif it were an A(- 
pen Leafe:I cannot abide Swaggerers., 


Emer Piſtol, and Bardolph and bis Boy. 


Pi. *Save you,Sir /ohn, | 

Falſt. Welcome Ancient Piſtol. Here(P/to/)I charge 
oe a Cup of Sacke : do you diſcharge upon mine 

olteſle. 

4 will diſcharge upon her (Sir John ) with two 
Bullets. 

Fulft. She is Piſtoll-proofe (Sir) you ſhall hardly of- 
fend her. 

Hoſt, Come, Ile drinkeno Proofes,nor no Bullets : I 
willdrinke no more then will doe me good, for no mans 
' plealure, I | 

Piſt. Then to you ( Miſtris Derothie ) I will charge 
you, 

Dol. Charge me? I ſcorne you ({curuy Companion) 
what ? you poore, baſe, raſcally, cheating, lacke-Linnen- 
Mate: away you mouidy Rogue , away , I am mcat for 
your Maſter. 

Fit. I know you, Miſtris Dorothy. 

Det. Away you Cut-purſe Raſcall , you filthy Bung, 
Way:By this Wine, Ile thruſt my Koife in your mouldy 
Chappes, if you play the ſawcy Cuttle with me. Away 
you Bottle-A'e Raſcall, you Basket-hilt ſtale Iugler, you. 
Since when, I pray you, Sir 2 what, with two Points on 
your ſhoulder ? much. 

Pift, 1 will murther your Rufte, for this. 

Hoſt. No , good Captaine Piſtol; not hcere, ſweete 
| Captaine, * 

Del. Captaine ? thou abhominable damn'd Cheater, 
artthounot aſham'd to be call'd Captaine 2 If Captaines | 
vereof my minde,they would trunchion you out, for:ta- 
king their Names upon you, before you have earn'd the. 
You a Capraine?you ſlave, for what ? for tearing a poore 
Whores Ruffe in a Bawdy-houſe?Heea Captaine ? hang 
him Rogue, hee lives upon mouldy ſtew'd-Pruines , and 
dry'de.Cakes, A Captaine ? Theſe Villaines will make 
| the word Captaine odious :; Therefore Captaines had 


RIS 


| Give me ſome Sacke-: and Sweet-heart lye thou there; 


Zard.Pi2y thee ga downe, good Ancient. 
. Falft, Hearke thee hither,Miſtris Da!: THESE 
; Piſt, Not I: Itellthee what , Corporall Bardoph; 1 
could teare her : le be reveng'd on her. TI 
Page. *Pray thee goe downe. | 


tothe Infernall Deepe,where Erebus and Tortures, vilde 
alſo. Hold Rooke and Line , fay 1: Dawne-: downe 
Dogges,downe Fates:have wee not Hiren here? 

H jt. Good Captaine Peel be quiet , it is very late: 
I beſecke you now, aggravate your Choler. 

Ps/t. T hele be good Humors iudeedes/ (Shall Packe- 
Horſes,and hollow-pamper'd Iades of Aſia, which can- 


with Caniballs,and Troian'Gretkes?nay , rather damne 
them with King Cerberss, and letthe Welkinroare:ſhal 
wee fall foule for Toyes? < 
Ft. By my txoth Captaine , 
words. 
Bard. Be gone, good Ancient: this will grow toa 
Brawle anon. 
P:/t.Die men,like Dogges;give Crownes like Pinnes: 
Have wee not Heiven here? | 
Hoſt. On my word(Caprtaine) there's none ſuch here. 
What the good-yere, doe youthinke I would denie her? 
I pray bequiet, NA / 
PF. Then feed,and be fat{my faire Calipolis.) Come, 
give meſome Sack, Si fortune me tormente, [perato me con- 
rente. Feare wee broad-ſides? No, let the Fiend give fire; 


theſe are very bitter 


- 
. 


Come wee to full Points here; and are + 
thing? * | 
Fal. Piſtsl, T would be quiet. 

Pi. Sweet Knight, kifle thy Neaffe; what ? wee have 
ſcene the ſeven Starres. 

Do!, Thruſt him downe ſtayres, I cannot endure ſuch 
a Fuſtian Raſcall. 

Pit. Thruſt him downe ſtayres?know we not Gallo- | 
way Nagges? : | | | 

Fal. Quoit him downe ( Bardoþh) like a ſhove-groat 
ſhilling : nay,if.hee doe nothing but ſpeake nothing,hee 
ſhall be nothing here. 
Baed. Come, get you downe {tayres. 

P:ft. W hat ? ſhall wee have Incifton 7 ſhall wee em- 
brew ? then Death rocke me afleepe, abridge my doleful 
dayes : why then let grievous,gaſtly , gaping Wounds, 
untwind'd the Siſters three:Come eAtropos,] tay, 

Hoſt . Heere's good ftuffe toward. 

Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. 

Del. I prethee /acke,l prethee doe not draw. 

Fal. Get you downe ſtayres. 

Hoſt. Here's a goodly tumult : Ile forſweare keeping 
houſe, before Ile be in theſe tirrits,and frights, So : Mur- | 
ther I warrant now. Alas, alas put up your naked Wea- 
pons,put up your naked Weapons. : 

Dol, 1 prethee /ack be quiet , the Raſcall is gone: ah, | 
you whorſon littie valiant Villaine,you. £ 
Hoft. Are you not hurt i'th*Groyae ? me thought hee | 
made a ſhrewd Thruſt at yoar Belly. 
Fal. Have you turn'd him out of doores? ; 
Bard. Yes Sir the Raſcall's drunke:you hays hurt him 
(Sir)in the ſhoulder. 16+: 

Fal. A Raſcall to brave me. | ry 
Dol. Ah,you ſweet little Rogue, you:alas,poore Ape, 
how thou ſweat'ſt ? Come, let me wipe thy Face:Come | 


6eters's NO - 


neede looke to it. 


not goe but thirty miles a day, compare with Ce/e, and | 


4 


Pife, Tle ſee. her damn'd firſt : to Plato's dainn'd Lake, | 


| 


' 


| 


| 


on, you whorſon Chops: Ah Rogue, I love thee: Thon 
_ | art 


FAY 
a... 


] #o#;andtenne times better thenthe nine Worthyes : ah 


" Emer OMique. 

 * Pap. The Miiſtqueis come Sirz eg: | 
ns AT er ons ; play Sirs: Sit on m1 Knee, Dol, 
ARaſcall, braggihg Slave: the Rogue fled fron me like 
Quick-dilver./ 7 7 1» 


| well. 


| of an hayre will turne the Scales betweene gheir Haber- 


| claw'dlike a Parrot. 


| Boot very ſmooth,like anto the Signe of the Legge; and 
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artas valorous as He#or of Troy,worth five'of Agarrem- 


| 


& | | x | *- | 8 
PFal. A raſcally Slave, I willtofſc che Rogue ina Blan- 


[ "Dot Doe, if thon dart for thy heart : if thou doo'ſt, 
Hecanvas thee betweene a palre of Sheetes- 


- " Of. And thon followd'ſhimh liked Church : thou 
whotſonlittle tydicBartholmew'Bore:-pigge,when' wilt 
thou leave fighting on dayes,and foyning on nights , and 
begin topatch up thine old Body for Heaven? * 


 Emter the Prince and Poines disgnis d. 


' Fah Peace ( good Dol ) doe tot ſpeake like a Deaths- 
head : doenot bid me remember mine end, 

DeFSirrha; what hamor is thePrince of? - - 
 FaliA-good ſhallow young fellow : hee wonld have 
made a good Pantler ,, hee would have chipp'd Bread 
"Dol. They ſay Poines hath a good Wit. ; 

Fal.'Hee a good Wit ? hang him Baboone, his Witis 
asthickeas Tewksbury Muftard:; there is no more con- 
ceit in him,then is ina Mallet. WS 

Dol. Why doth the Prince love him ſothen? +; 

Fat. Becauſe their Legges are bothof a bigneſſe*and 
hee playesat Quoits well,and cates Conger and Fennel), 
and drinkes off Candles ends for Flap-dragons,andrides 
the wild-Mare with'the Boyes, and jumpes upen Ioyn'd- 
ſooles , and ſweares with a good grace , and weares his 


LL 
% 


breedes no bate with telling of diſcreeteſtories: and ſuch 
other Gamboll faculties hee hath:, that ſhew a -weake 
Minde,andan able Body,for the which the Prince admits 
| him; for the Prince himſelfe is ſuch another:the weight 


Frince. Would not this Naveof a V heele have his 
Eares cut off? 

Pozn.Let us beate him' before his Whore. 

Prin. Looke, if the wither'd Eider hath not his Poll 


Pom. Ts it not ſtrange,that Deſire ſhould ſo many 
yeeres out-live performance? 
Fal. Kiſle me Dol. 
Pririce. Satwrne and Venus this yeere in Conjun&tion? 
- What fayes the Almanackto that? Kees 
Pein. And looke whether the fiery Tregon , his Man, 
be notliſping to his Maiſters old Tables, his Note-Book, 
his Councell-keeper? : 
Fel. Thou do'ſt give me flatt'ring Buſſes. 
Dol. Nay truely ,1 kifle thee witha moſt conſtant 


Fal.Tamold,I amold. 
- Dol.llovethee better,then I love ere a ſcurvy*young 
Boy of them all. | 
 _ Fal, What Stuffe wilt thou have a Kirtle of? I ſhall 
receive Money on Thurſday : thou ſhalt have a Capp 
to morrow. A merry Song , come : it growes late, 


- come to London. 


wee will to to Bed. Thou wilt forget- me, whenlam 
gONeRs | 
- Del. Thouwilt ſet mea weeping , if thou ſay'ſt (1 
prove that ever I drefle wy ſelte handſome, till thy re. 
turne : well, hearken the end. 

Fal. Some Sack; Francis. 
Pri. Pom. Anon;anon, Sir. | 
Fal. Ha? a Baſtard Sonne of tlie Kings ? And art not 
thou Femmes, his Brother? | 
Prin. Why thou Globe of ſinfull Continents , what 
a Life do'ſt thou leade? 
Fat. A better then thou : Tam a Gentleman,thou art 
a Drawer. 
Prin, Very true , Sir : and I cometo draw you out by 
the Eares: 
. Hoſt: Oh, the Lord preſerve thy good Grace : Wel- 
Now Heaven blefle that {weet Face 
of thine : what, are you'come from Wales? 

Fat. Thou whorlon mad Compound of Majeſty : by 
this light Fleſh, and corrupt Blood,thou art welcome. 

Dol. How?you fat Foole, I ſcorne you. 

Poin. My Lord , hee will drive'you out of yourre- 
+=——_ turne all to a merryment, if you take not the 

1cat, 

Prin..You whorſon Candle-myne you, how vildly did | ' 
you ſpeake of me even now, before this honeſt, vertuous 
civil Gentlewoman? 

Hoff. 'Bleſſing on your good heart , and ſo ſhee is by 
my troth. 

Fal. Didſt thou heare me? | 

Pre, Yes : and you knew me,as you did when you 
ranne away by Gads-hill : you knew I was at your back, 
and ſpoke it on parpoſe,to try my patience. 

Fal. No,no ; no: not fo : I did not thinke , thou waſ 
within hearing. 

Pr. I ſhall drive you then to confeſſe the wilfull a- 
buſe,and then I know how to handle you. 

Fal No abuſe( Hal!) on mine Honer,no abuſe, 

Prince. Not to diſprayſe me?and call me Pantler, and 
Bread-chopper,and I know not what? 

Fat. Noabuſe(Hal.) 

Pow, No abu? 

Fal. Noabuſe (eo) the World : honeſt Ned none. 
I diſprays'd him before the Wicked , thatthe Wicked 
mightnor fall in love with him : In which doing, have 
done the part of acarefull Friend, anda true Subje@,and 
thy Father is to give me thankes for it. No abuſe(Hat:) 
none(Xed) none;no Boyes,none. 

Prince. See now whether pure Feare,and entire Cow- 
ardiſe,doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle- 
woman,to cloſe with us?Ts ſhee of the Wicked?ls thine 
Hoſteſſe heere , of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of thc 
Wickd? Or honeſt Bardo/ph(whoſe Zeale burnes in his | 
Noſe)of the Wicked? | 

Poin. Anſwere thou dead Elme, anſwere. 

Fat. The Fiend hath prickt downe Bardolph irrecove- 
rable, and his Face is Lucifers Privy-Kitchin , where hee 
doth nothing but roſt Mault - Wormes : for the Boy, 
there is a goood Angell about him', but the Devill out- 
bids him too. 


Prin, For the Women? | 
Faſ., For one of therh , ſhee is in Hell already , and 
burnes poore Soules : for the other , I owe her Mo 
ney 3; and whether ſhee bee damn'd for that , Iknow 
not, 
| Hoſt. No, I warrant you. 


Fal.No, 


Fs — 
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"Fa. No.Ithinke thouart not : I thinke thou artquit | 
for that. Marryzthereis another Inditement upon thee, 
for ſuffering fleſh to bee earen inthy houſe, contrary to 


How many thouſand of my pooreſt Subje&s 
Areatthis howreaſleepe? O Sleepe , O gentle Sleepe, 


che Law; for the which I thinke thou wilt howle. 


ron,or two,ina whole Lent? 
Prince. Y 0u,Gentlewoman. 
- Dol, What ſayes your Grace? 


doorethere , Frances? 


Entar Feto. 


' Prin, Pero, how now? what newes? | 
Pero, The King,your Father,is at Weſtminſter, 
Andthereare twenty weake and wearied Poſtes, 
Come from the North:and as I came along, 
| Imet, and over-tooke a dozen Captaines, 
Bare-headed,ſweating,knocking at the Tavernes, 
And askingevery one for Sir John Fa/flaffe. 
Prin. By Heaven(Poines)l tecle me much to blame, 
$0 idly to prophane the precious time, 


{ When Tempeſt of Commotion, like the South, 


Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to melt, 

And drop upen our bare vnarmed heads. 

Give me my Sword, and Cloake: 

Falfaffe, good night. We Exit. 
Falf.. Now comes in the ſweeteſt Morſell of the 
night, and weemuſt hence, and leave it unpickt. More 
knocking at the doore ? How now fwhat's the mat- 
ter? 

Bard. You muſt away to Court; Sir,preſently, 

Adozen Captaines ſtay at deore for you. 

Falft, Pay the Muſitians, Sirrha : farewell Hoſteſle, 
farewell Del. You ſee(my good Wenches ) how men of 
Meritare ſought after:the undeſerver nay fleepe, when 
theman of Action is call'd on. Farewell good Wenches: 
if I be not ſent away poſte , I will ſce you againe , erc I 
20e. 

Dol. I cannot ſpeake : if my heart bee not ready to 
burſt-Well({weete Jacke ) havea careof thy ſelfe. 

Falft, Farewell,farewell- | Exit. 
Hoſt. Weil , fare thee well : I have knowne theetheſe 
twenty nine yecres, come Peſcod-time : but an honeſter, 
and truer-hearted man-Well, fare thee well. 

Bard. Miſtris Teare-ſveet, 

Hoſt, W hat's the matter? 

Bard, Bid Miſtris Teare-/heet come to my Maſter, 


Hoſt. Oh runne Del, runne : runne,good Dot. 


E xennte« 


— —— _  . — 7 R — 


Atlus T ertius. Scaena Prima, 


——c— 


Enter the King , with a Page. 


King. Goe, call the Earles of Strrey,andof Watwick; 
ere they come, bid them ore-reade theſe Letters,' 


Ahd well conſider of them : make good ſpeed. Exit. 


- Hof. All Victuallers do ſo: W hat isa Ioynt of Mut- 


Falf. His Grace ſayes that , which his fleſh rebells a- 
Hoſt. Who knocks ſo lowd at doore ? Looke tothe 


Naturcs foft Nurſe, how have I frighted hee; 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lidsdowne, 
And ſteepe my Sencesin Forgetfulneſſe? | 
Why rather(Slecpe) lyeftthou in ſmoaky Cribs, 
Vpon uncalicPallads ſtretching thee, 
And huiſht with buſſiag Night, fiyes to thy ſlumber, 
Then intheperfum'd Chambers of the Great? © 
Vnder the Canopies of coltly State, 

AndlulPd with ſounds of ſweeteſt Melody? 

| © thoadull god, whylyeſt thou with the vilde, 
In loatliſome Beds,and leay'ft the Kingly Couch, 
A watch-caſe,or a common Larum-Bell? 

Wult thou, upon the high and giddy Maſt, 

Seale up the Ship-boyes Eycs,and rock his Braines, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 

And in the viſitation of the Windes, 

W ho take the RuHhan Billowes by the top, 
Curling-their monſtrous heads,and hanging them 
With deaff*ning Clamors in the flipp'ry Clouds, 
That with the harley, Death it ſelfe awakes? 

Cant thou(O partiall Sleepe)give thy Repoſe 
Tothe wet Sea-Boy. in an houre ſorude: 

And in the caimeſt, and moſt ſtilleſt Nighr, 

With all appliances, and meanesto boote, 

Deny it to a King? Then happy Lowe,lye downe, 
Vneaſiclyes the Head,that weares a Crewne. 


Enter Warwicke and Surrey, 


#ar. Many good-morrowes to your Majeſty. 
King. Is it good-morrow,Lords? 
War. Tis One a Clock,and paſt, 


(Then check'd,and rated by Northumberland) 


Have you read o're the-Lettersthat I ſent you? 
UUar. We have(my Liege.) 


How foule it is : what ranke Diſeaſes grow, 
And with what danger,neere the Hearr of it? 
Far. It is butas a Body,yet diſtemper'd, 
Whichto his former ſtrength may be reſtor'd, 
With good advice,andlittle Medicine: 

My Lord Northumberland will ſoone be cool'd. 
King.Oh Heauen,that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And ſcethe revolution of the Times 

Make Mountaines levell, and the Continent 
(Weary of ſolide firmeneſſe)melt it ſelfe 

Into the Sca:and other Times,to ſee 

The beachy Girdle of the Ocean 

Too wide for Nep:wnes hippes;how Chances mocks 
And Changes fillthe Cuppe of Alteration 

With divers Liquors. '* Tis not tenne yeeres gone, 
Since Richard,and Northumberland,great friends, 
Did feaft together ; and in two yeeres after, : 
Were they at Warres. It is but eight yeeres ſince; 
This Fercie was the man,neereſt my Soule; 
Wholike a Broether,toyl'd in my Aﬀaires, 

And layd his Love and Life under my foot: - 

Yea, for my ſake, even tothe eyes of Richard 

Gave him defiance. But which of you was by 
(You Couſin Nevil,asI may remember)  . 
When Richard, with his Eye,brim-full of Teares; 


Did ſpeaketheſe words(now prov'd a Prophecie:) 


King. Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdome, | 


King. Why then good-morrow to you all(my Lords:) 


k 


N orthumberland,thou Ladder,by the which' 


þ 


us | 
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My Couſin Bullingbrooke aſcends my Throne: | 
(Though then, Heaven knowes,T had no ſuch intent, 
But that neceſſity ſo bow'd the State, 

ThatI and Greatnefſe were compell'd to kiſſe:) 

The Time ſhall come(thus did hee follow it) 

The Time will come, that foule Sinne gathering head, 
Shall breake iato Corruption : ſo went on, 
Fore-telling this ſame Times Condition, 

And thediviſion of our Amitic. ; 

War. There isa Hiſtory in all mens Lives, 
Figuring the natureof the Times deceas'd: 

The which obſerv'd,a man may prophecte | 
With a ncere aime, of the maine chance of things, 
As yetnot come to Life, which in their Sceds 

And weake beginnings lye cntreaſured: 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time; 
And by the neceſſary forme of this, 

King Richard might create a perfect gueſle, 

That great N grebumberlend, then falſe to him, 
Would of that Secd,grow to a greater falſcneſle, 
Which ſhould not finde a ground to roote upon, 
Vnleſſe on you. 

King. Are thele things then Neceſſities? 

Then let us meete them like Neceſſities; 

And that ſame word, even now cryes out 0n us: 
They ſay, the e ney and XN orthamberland 

Are fifty thouſand itrong. 

War. It cannot be(my Lord:) 

Rumor doth double, like the Voice,and Eccho, 
The numbers of the feared. Pleaſe it your Grace 
Ta goeto bed, upon my Life(my Lord) 

The Pow'rs that you already have ſent forth, 

Shall brings this Prize in very eaſily. 

To comfort youthe more,[I have receiv'd 
A certaine inſtance,that O/endony is dead. 

Your Majefty hath beene this fort-nighrill, 
Andtheſe unſcaſon'd howres perforce muſt adde 
Yntoyour Sickneſle. | 
King. I will take your counſaile: 
And weretheſe inward Warres once out of hand, 
Wee would(deare Lords) unto the Holy-Land. . 
xennt 


ps, 
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Scana Secunda, 


——— 


CC 


Enter Shallow and Silence:with Mouldy Shadow, 
Wart, Feeble, Bull-calfe. 


Shal. Come-on, come=on , come-on : give mee your 
Hand, Sir ; give mce your Hand, Sir : an early ſtirrer,by 
the Rood, And bow doth my good Couſin Silence? 

Sil. Good-morrow,good Couſin Shallow. 

Shal, And how doth my Couſin, your Bed-fellow? 
and your faireſt Daughter, and mine,my God-Daughter 
Elem | 

$4. Alas, a blacke Ouzell(Couſin Shallow.) 
| Sbal. By yea and nay,Sir,I dare ſay my Couſin Wilies 
|isbecome a good Scholler ? hee is at Oxford ftill,is hee 


Sil. Indeede Sir, to wy coſt. | 
| Ts aanns of Cour ſhortly 2 
was once of Clements Inne ; w I thinke ) they will 
| ralke of mad Shalew ye Ps Cu fey 


—_— 


I. TIE w— 
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- S$#. You were call d luſty Shallowthen(Couſin.) 
Sha. T was call'd any 'thing : and I would havedoge 
any thing indeedle too,and roundly to. There was I, and 
little Jo/aw Dot of Stafford(hire, and blacke George Bay 
and Frencis Pick:-boue,and Wil Squele a Cot-ſal-man, you 
had not foure ſuch Swindge-bucklers in all the Innes of 
Court againe: And 1 may ſay to you, wee knew where 


| the Bora- Roba's were, and had the beſt of them all x 
' commandement.Then was /acke Faiſtaffe(now Sir Jay) 


a Boy , and Page to Thomas Mowbray , Duke of Nor 


'] folke. 


Si. This Sir [ohn (Couſin ) that comes hither anon 4. 
bout Souldiers? 
Shal. The ſame Sir {oþn, the very ſame : I faw him 
breake Schoggan's Head at the Court-Gatc,when he was 
a Crack,not thus high:and the very fame day did1 fight 


|- with one Sampſor Stock-fi/b,a Fruiterer, behinde Greyes- 


Inne. Oh the mad dayes that I have ſpent | and to ſee 
how many of mine olde Acquaintance are dead? 

Si. Wee ſhallall follow(Coulin.) 

Sbal. Certaine ; *tis certaine : very ſure, verie ſure: 
Death is certaineto all, all ſhall dye, How a good Yoke 
of Bullocks at Stamford Faixe? 

Si, Truly Couſin, I was not there. 

Shal.Death is certaine. Is old Doble of your Towne 
lining yer? 7 

Sil. Dead, Sir. 

Sha/. Dead ? See, ſee: hee drevy a good Boy : and 
dead ? hee ſhot a fine ſhoote. Jebn. of (aunt loved hin 
well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead ? hee 
would have clapt in the Clowtat Twelve-ſcore, andcar- 
ryed you a fore-hand Shaftat fouretcene , and foureteent 
anda halfe,that it would have done a mans heartgood 
tO ſee. How a ſcore of Ewes now? OS 

Sil. Thereafter as they bc ; a ſcore of good Ewes my 
be worth tenne pounds. | 

| Sbal, Andis old Dexble dead? 


| Enter Baraolph «na his Boy. 


Sil, Heere come two of Sir John Falfaffes Mcn( 4] 
thinke.) FER 

Shal, Good-morrow, honeſt Gentlemen. 

Baya, I beſcech you,which is Iuſtice Shallow? 

Shal, Iam Robert Shallow (Sir) a poore Eſquire ofthis 
County, and one of the Kings Iuſtices of the Peace; 
What 1s your good pleaſure with me? 

Beard. My Captaine(Sir) commends him to you : my 
Captaine, Sir obn Fa/ſtaffe : a tall Gentleman, anda moſt 
gallant Leader. 


4 


Shal. Hee greetes me well : (Sir) I knew him agood 
Back-Sword-man. How doth the good Knight ? may 1 
aske, how my Lady his Wife doth? 

Bard. Sir , pardon : a Souldier is better accommods- 
ted,then witha Wife. 

Shal. Tt is well ſaid,Sirzand it is well ſaid, indeede,too: 
Better accommodated? it is good, yea indecde is it:go0d 
phraſesare ſurely, and every where very commendable. 
Accommodated , it comes of eAccommode: very good , 
good Phraſe. 

Bard. Pardon , Sir, I bave heard the word. Phraſe 
call you it 2 by this Day., 1 know not the Phraſe ; but 
I will maintaine the Word with my Sword , to bce 2 
Souldier-like Word , anda Word of exceeding good 
Command. Accommodated : that is , when a man 8 
(as they ſay) accommodated ; or , whena man is,beug 


— 
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Enttr Falftaffe. 


; Shat; Itis very iuſt: Looke, heere comes good Sir 
fibn; Give me your hand, give me your Worſhips good 


Il, Welcome, good Sir /ehbn, , 
WS) Tam glad to ſes you well, good Maſter Robert 
Shatw': Maſter Swre-cardas I thinke? - 
' Shal/ No fir lob, it is my Colin Serce ; in Commilli- 
mes | 
oo Good Maſter Silznce, it well befits you- ſhould 
e of the peace. 
or Your good Worſhip 1s welcome. | 
Fat. Eye, this 1s hot weather ( Gentlemen) have you 
ovided me heere halfe a dozen of ſuxHicient men ? 
 Shal, Marry have weir : Will you (it? 
-Falf. Let me ſee them, I beſcech you. ; 
*Fha/, Where's the Roll > Where's the Roll } Where's 
the Roll 3 Let me ſee, lerme ſee, let me ſee : 1ſo,1o,fo,fo: 
yeamarry Sir Raphe Afonldy ; let them appeare as1 call : 
[them doe ſo, let them doe ſo : Let meſee, Whereis 
h > 


"Moot, Heere, if it pleaſe you 

men W hat thinke you (Sir John) a good limb'd fel- 
ow 7 young, ſtrong, and of good friends, 
, Fat Is thy name ſomlay * 
"Mod." Yea, if it pleaſe you-s | 
| Fd." Tis the moretime thou wertus'd, 
'Shat; Ha;ha, ha, moſt excellent. Things that are mov]- 
dy; lacke nſe : very ſingular good, Well ſaid Sir /ohr, 
very well faid. 
Falf. Pticke him. | 
"Mal, 1 was prickt well enough before, 1f you could 
havel&t me lone : my old Dame will be undone now, for 
 oteto doe her Husbandry; and her Drudgery 3 youneed 
' notthave prickt me; there are other men fitter to goe 


+ | "FalffGoe too : peace Howldy, you ſhall goe. Monlay, 
tistitne you were ſpent+ 
" Monl: 'Sperit ? | 
"Shg.."Peace, fellow y peace ; ſtand afide : Know you 
where you are For the other fir /obn : Let me ſee : S5- 
'Falf.'T marry, let me have him to fit under; he's like to 
be-#cold ſouldier. 
 Sbal; W here's Shadow. 
"Thad, Heere fir, | 
| Falf, Shadow, whoſe ſonne art thou ? 
"Shad. My Mothers ſonne, Sir. 
| Falſt. Thy Mothers ſonne : like enough, andthy Fa- 
thers ſhadow : ſo the ſonne of the Female,is the ſhadow 
oftheMale : it is often ſoindced, but not of the fathers 
ſubtance. abt >. 
; Sh4, Doeyoulike him, fir [ohn? ; 
| Falft. Shadow will ſerve for Summer : pricke him': For 
pe tave'y-munber' of ſhadowes to- fill up the Muſter- 
- © +eSQ01V' % , 
Shal, Thomas Warts 
Falff.” Where's he ?, 
wy ——_ firs: 1 

* 1SUDy name Fart 
lars Yea fir. ty brig {, 


+ 4 


hand': Truſt me, youlooke well: and beare your yceres ' 


Shak, Shall I pricke him downe, | 
Sir lob? + 

Fai. It were ſuperfluous: for 

upon” his backe,and'the whole frame ſtands upon planes; 


pricke himno mere. 
Shal. Ha, ha, ha, you candoe it fir : you can docit : I 
commend you well: 
France Feeble, 
Feeble, Heere fir « 
Shal. W hat Trade art thou Feebls ? 
Feeble, A Womans Taylor fir. 
Shal. Shall I pricke hum, fir ? 
FalfF, You may : 
But if he had beene a mans Taylorhe would have prick'd 
you- Wilt thou make as many holes inan enemies Bat- 
taile, as thou haſt done in a Womans perticore? 


MOre, 


Couragious Feeble : thou wilt be as valiant as the wrath- 

fall Dove, or moſt magnanimous Mouſe. Pricke the wo- 

_ Taylour well Maſter Shallow, deepe Matter Sha/- 
»w, 


Feeble. T would Wart might have gone fr; 
Falst, I would thon were a mans Tailor, that thou 
might'it mend hin,and make him fit to goe. I cannot put 
himto a 
thouſands: Let tha: ſuffice, moſt Forcible Feeb/e. 
Feeble. It ſhall ſuffice. 
Falft. Tam bound to thee, reyerend Feeble, Who is 
the next? # 
Shal. Peter Bulcalfe of the Greene. 
Falst. Yea marry, let us ſee Brlcalfe. 
Bul, Heere fir. Tied 
Ealit. Truſt me; a likely Fellow. Come, pricke me 
Bulcalfe till he roare againe. 
Bal. Oh, good my Lord Captaine. 
Falft. What? do'ſt thou roare before th'art prickt. 
Bul. Oh fir, Iam adiſcaled man, 
Falſt, W hat diſcaſe haſt thou? | 
Bul. Awhorlon cold fir, acough fir, which I caught 
þ av >the inthe Kings affayres, upon his Coronation 
ay, fir. 
Falſft.Come,thou ſhalt goe to the Warres in a Gowne: 
we will have away thy Cold, and I will take ſuch orde 
thatthy friends ſhall ring for thee. Is heere all ? | 
Shzl. There is two more called then your number : 
you mult have but foure heere fir, aid fo I pray you goe 
in with me to dinner. WES 
Falff, Come, I will goe drinke with you; bat I can- 


ſter. Shallow, - | 5% 

Shel. O fir Joby, doe you remember ſince we lay all 
nightin the Winde-mill, in Saint Georges Field ? 

Fat. No'more of that good Maltcr Shallow: No more 
of that: - TER | I 


Shel.: 1 could ariger-bertothe heart : ſhe-was then a 
Boua-Roba.. Doth ſhe hold her owne well 2 ---; .- | 
Faift. Old, old, Maſter Shallow. ; 


_ Thouarta very ragged Watt. 


C 


Feeble. 1 will doe my good will ſir, you can have no 


not tarry dinner. Iam gtad to ſee you in good trath, Ma- | 


=- ”, ” 


Shal. Ha? it wasa merry night. And is Lave Nggbes | 


workg alive 2: 37+. | 
FatF. She lives; Maſter Shallow.” , 7, 
Shad. She never couldaway with me,. . - +; + L 
Falf. Never, never : ſhe would alwayes ſay-ſhe cogjd 
not abide Maſter Shallow. - 1; 17 H br |: 


s Fs. : 4; 2 Bb 
Shal. Nay, —— ſhe cannot chodſe but be |: 


Falk, Well ſaid, good Womans Tailour : Well ſayde | 


private ſonldier, that is the Leader of ſo many | 


— 


his appartell is buile | 


= —— 
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| old Nighe-works, before I came to Clements Innes 


| - $54. That's fifty five yerresagoc. 2 
: Shel. Hah, Couſin Swence, that thou hiad(ſt ſcene that, 
|} thatthis Knight aud I have feene: hah, Sir /obr, ſaid I 
well? 

Falft. We havc heard the Chymesat mid-night, Ma- 
ſter Shelow. ; : 

Shel. That we have, that we have ; in faith, Sir John, 

we have : our watch-world was, Hem-Boyes. Come, 
let's to Dinner ;' come, let*sto Dinner ; Ohthe dayes 
that we have ſcene. Come, come. 
Bul. Good Maſter Corporate Bardalph, '{tand my 
friend, and heere is foure Harry tenne ſhillings in French 
Crownesfor you:in very truth,fir,I had aslief be hang'd 
fir, as goe? and yet, for mine owne part,fir,I doe not care, 
but rather, becauſe Iam unwilling, and for mine owne 
part, have adeſire to ſtay with my friends : elſe, ſir, I did 
not care, for mine owne part, ſ@ much. 

Ber. Goe-too: ſtand afide. 

Mol. And good Maſter 0 0g Captaine, for my 
old Dames fake, ſtand my friend: ſhe hath no body to 
doeany thing about her, when I am gone : and ſhe is old 
and cannot helpe her ſelfe : you ſhall have forty, fir. 

Bard. Go-too : ſtand aſide. 

Feeble. I care not, a mancan dye but once : we owe a 
death. I will never bcare a baſe mind : if it be my delti- 
ny, ſo : if it be not, ſo: no man istoo good to ſerve his 
Prince : andlet it goe which way it will, he that diesthis 
yecre, is quit for the next . 

Bard. Well ſaid, thou arta good fellow. 

Feebl. Nay, I will beare no baſe mind, 

Falſt. Come fir, which men ſhall T have ? 
Shal. Foure of which you pleaſe. 

Bad. Sir,aword with you: I have three pond, to 
free Mornldy and Bult-calſe, IT 
Falft. Go-too : well. by 

Shel. Come, fir John which foure will you have ? - 
| Falit. Doc youchulcforme. . 
Shal. Marry then, CMeonlay , Bul:-calfe, Feeble, and 


Shallow. ; 

.. Falft, Monuldy,and Bull-caife: for you Menldy, ſtay 
at home,till youarc paſi ſervice: and for your part, Bull- 
celf e, grow till you come unto it : I will none of you, 

\ $ hal. Sir lobn, Sir ſohn,doc not your ſelte wreng,the 
ar eyour likelycſt men,and I would have you ſerv'd wit 
the beſt. 
|  Falft, Will youtell me (Maſter Shelow) how to chuſe 
{ a man? CarelI for the Limbe, the Thewes, the ſtature, 

bulke, and > tmp ofa man? give me the fpi- 
| rit (Maſter Shallow. ) Where's Wart ?. you ſee what 
 ars appeara : 
diſcharge you, with the motion of a Pewterers Ham- 
| mer : come off, and on, ſwifter then he that gibbers on 
the Brewers Bucket, And this ſame halfe-fac'd fellow, 

Shadow, givemethis man, he preſents no marketo the 
' Enemy, the foc-man may with as great ayme levell at 
' theedge of a Pen-knife : and fora Retrait, how ſwiftly 
| will this Feeb/e,the Wemans Taylor, runne off. O,give 
- me the ſpare men, andfparemethe great ones. Pur me a 
+ Calyver into arts hand, Barde/ph. | 
| Bard; Hold Wart, Traverſe : thus, thus, thus, 


| art a good Scab : hold, there 1s a Teſter for thee. {gp 


— 


CEE ls 0dr ated Taka ddighnerty by | 


nce it is: hee ſhall charge yon, and | 


VeE$ 
faid Farrthou 


_ Shat, He is not his Crafts-maſter, he, doth not dos 
it right. Iremember at Mile-cnd-Greene, when I lay 
at (lememts Inne, I was then Sir Dagener in Archuy, 
Show : there was alittlequiver fellow, and he would 
manage you hisPeece thus': and he would about, and x 
bout, and coine you-in, and come#Fou in: Rah, tah,tah, 
would he ſay, Bownce would he ſay, and away againe 
would he goe, and againe would he come ; I fhall never 
ſee ſuch a fellow. | 

Fal. Theic fellowes will doe well, Maſter Shulley, 
Farewell Maſter Sifence,1 will notuſe many wordes with 
you : fare you well,Gentlemen both : I thanke you; 1 
muſt a dozen mile to night. Bardelph; give the Souldjers 
Coates. | | 

Shat. Sir John, Heaven blcſſe you, and proſper your 
Aﬀayres, and ſend us Peace. As you returne, viſit my 
houſe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed: peradyen- 
ture 1 will with youtothe Court. NE ay; 

Falft. I would you would, Maſter Shalowe 

Shal. Go-too 3 I have ſpoke at a word. Fare you 
well. Exit 

Falf. Fare you well, gentle Gentlemen. On 3g. 
go/ph, leadethe men away. As I returne, I will fetch off 
thele Tultices : 1 doe ſee the botteme of Iuſtice Sha/- 
tow. How ſubje&t we old men are to this vice of Ly- 
ing ? This ſame ſtary'd Inſtice hath done nothing but 
pp to me of the wildenefle of his Youth, and the 

catcs he hath done about Turnball-ſtreet , and cyery 
third word a Lye, ducr pay'd to the hearer, then the 


Turkes Tribute. I doe remember him at Clements Inne, 


like a may madeafter ſupper, ofa Cheeſe-paring. When 
he was naked, . he was, for all the world, like a forked 
Radiſh, with a Head fantaſtically carv'd upon it with a 


| Kuife. -He was ſo forlorne, that his Dimenſions {toany 


thicke fight) were invincible. He was the very fon 
of Famine : he came ever in the rere-ward of the Faſhi- 
on: And now isthis Vices Dagger become a Squire, 
and talkes as familarily of Johnof Gauut, as if he 
had beene fworne Brother to him: andlle be {worne 
he never ſaw him but onceinthe Tilt-yard, and then he 
burſt his Head, for crowding among the Marſbals men: 
I faw it, and told /obn of Gaunt, he beat his owne 
Name,for you might have truſs'd him and all his Ap- 
arrcllinto an Ecle-skinne : the Caſe of a Treble Hoe- 
boy wasa Manſion for him : a Court: and now 


he Land, and Beeves. Well, 1 will be acquainted with | 


bim, if I returne : andir ſhall goe hard, but I will make 
him a #hiloſophers two Stones to me. If the young Dace 
be a Bayt for he old Pike, Iſcenoreaſon, in the Lawof 
Nature , bur I may ſnap at him. Let time ſhape,and 
there an end. | 
Exton. 


_—_— 


Adlus Quartus, Scana Prima, 
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Emter the « Arch-biſhop, Mowbray » Haſtings, 
Weſt merland, Colevile. 


Riſh. What is this Forreſt call'd? 
Hatt. 'Tis Gualtree Forreſt, and't ſhall plcaſ your 


Grace. 


Biſs.Here ſtand (my Lords) and ſend diſcoverers forth 
| Toknow the numbers of our knemies. 


| 


Hl ul 


. 
and aatitiac > oats 1 at et. a 
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The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth, 


- flats We lnveſent forth already. 
- Bi, *'Tis well done; | 
My friends;and Brethren (inrheſe great Afaires) 
7 muſt acquaint you, that have receiv'd 
New-dated Letters from Northumberland : 
Their cold intent, tenure, and ſubſtance thus. 
How doth he wiſh his Perſon, with ſuch Powers 
As might hold ſortance with his Quality, 
The which hecould not levy:whereupon 
- He isretyr'd,to ripe his growing Fortunes, 
To Scotlazd; and concludes in hearty prayers, 
That your Attempts may over-live the hazard, 
And fearefull nxeeting of their Oppoiite. 
Maow.Thus do the hopes we have in him,touch ground, 
And daſh themſelves to pieces. 


Enter a Meſſenger+ 


Haſft. Now ? whatnewes? . 
HMeſſ. Welt of this Forreſt, ſcarcely offa mule, 
In goodly forme,comes onthe Enemy : 
And by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Vpon,or neere, therate of thirty thouſand. 
. Mow. The juſt proportion that we gavethem out. 
Let usſway-0n; and face them inthe field. 


Enter Weſtmerland. 


Biſh, What well appointed Leader fronts us here 3 
Mov, Ithinke it is my Lord of Feſtmerland. 
weft. Health,and faire greeting from our Generall, 
| The Prince, Lord [ohn,and Duke of Lancafter. 
* Bib, Say on (my Lord of Weitmerland) in peace ; 
What doth concerne your comming ? 
Weſt, Then (my Lord) 
Vato your Grace doe 1 in cheife addreſſe 
Theſubſtance of my Speecb. If tharRebellion 
Came like it ſelfe, in baſe and abje& Routs, 
Led on by bloody Youth, guarded with Rage, 
Andcountenanc'd by Boyes, and Begyery : 
Ifayif damn'd Commotion lo appeare, 
Ia histrue, native, and moſt proper ſhape, 
You {Reverend Father, and thete Noble Lords ) 
Had not beene herc, to drefſethe ougly forme 
Of baſe, and bloody inſurreRion, 
Withyour faire Honors. You, Lord Arch-biſhop, 
Whoſe Seais by a Civill Pezce maintain'd, 
Whoſe Beard, the Silver Hand of Peace hath touch'd, 
Whoſe Learning, and good Letters, Peace hath tutor'd, 
Whoſe white Inveſtments figure Innocence, 
The Dove, and very bleſſed Spirit of Peace. 
Wherefore doe you ſo ill tranilate your ſelfe, 
Ont of the Speech of Peace, that beares ſuch grace, 
Into the harſh and boyſtroas Tongue of Warre ? 
Turning you Bookes to Graves, your Inke to Blood, 
Your Penttesto Launces, and your Tongue divine 
Toalow Trumpet, and a Point of Warre? | 
Biſh. Wherefore doe I this? ſo the queRion ſtands, 
Briefely tothis end : We are alldiſcavd, 
And with our ſurfetting, and wanton howres, | 
Have brought our ſelves into a burning Fever, 
And we muſt bleede for it : of which Diſeaſe, 
Our late King Richard (being infected) dy'd. 
But(my moſt Noble Lord of WeSimerland) 
| Itake not on me here asa Phyſician, 
Nor doe I, asan Enemy to Peace, 


| Troope in the Throngs of Military men : 
But rather ſhew a while like fearefull Warre, 

To dyetranke Mindes, ſicke of happinefle; 

And purgs th'obſtructioys, which begin to {top 
Our very Veines of Life: heare me more plainely. 
I have in equall ballance juſtly weigh'd, 


And find our Griefes heavier then our Offences. 
We lee which way the {treame of Time doth runne, . 
Andare enfore'd from our moſt quictthere, =, 
By the rough Torrent of Occaſion, 
And havethe ſummary of all our Griefes 
(Whentime ſhall ſerve) to ſhew in Articles ; 
Which long erethis, we offer'dto the King, 
And might, by no Suit, vayne our Audience : 
When weare wrong'd, and would unfold our Griefes, 
Weare deny'd acceſſe unto bis perſon, 
Evenby thoſe men, that moſt have done us wrong, 
The dangers of the daycs but newly gone, 
Whoſe memory is written on the Earth 
With yet appearing blood ; and the examples 
Of every Minutes tnſtance (preſent now) 
Hath put us 1n theſe ill-beſeeming Armes : 
Notto breake Peace, or any Branch of it, 
But to eftabliſh here a Peace indeed, 
Concurring both in Name and Quality, 
Weſt. When ever yet was your Appealedeny'd; 
W herein have you becne galicd by rhe King ? 
Wi hart Peere hath beene ſuborn'd, tograte on you, 
That you ſhould icalethis lawlefle bloody Booke 
Of torg'd Rebellion, with a Scale divine ? 
Biſh. My brother generall, the Common-wealth, 
I make my quarrell, in particular. 
Weſt. There isno necde of any ſuch redreſle ; 
Or itthere were, itnot belongs to you. 
Alow. Why notto him in part, and to ugall, 
Thar feelethe bruizcs of the dayes before, 
And ſuffer the Conditicn of theſe Times 
To lay a beavy and unequali Hand upon our Honors? 
Veſt. O my good Lord Xowbray, 
Conltrue the Times to their Necelities, 
And you ſhall fay (indeed) it is the Time, 
And not the King, thatdoth you injuries. 
Yer for your part, itnot appeares to me, 
Either from the King, or inthe preſent Time, 
That you ſhould have an inch ofany ground 
To build a Griefe on; Were you not reſtor'd 
To all the Duke of Norfoikes Seignories, 
Your Noble, and right well-remembred Fathers? 
Mow, What thing, in Honor, had my father loſt, 
That need tobe reviu'd, and breath'd in me ? 
The King that lov'd him, as the State ſtood then, 
Wasforc'd, perforce compcIl'd zo baniſh him ; 
And then, that Henry Builsngbrookeand he 
Being mounted, and both rowlſed in their Scates, 
Their neighing Courſes daring of the Spurre, 
Their armed Staves in charge, their .B:avers downe, 
Theireyes of fire, fpariing through ſights of Steele, 
And the lowd Trumpet blowing them togetber ; 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have flay'd 
My father fromthe Breaſt of Bullingbrooke ; 
\ O, whenthe King did throw his Warder downe. 
(His owne Life hung upon the Staffe he threw ). 
Then threw he downe himſeltfe, and all their Lives, 
That by Indi&ment, and by dint of Sword, 


Have fince miſ-carried ne iN | 
2 
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What wrongs our Armesmay do,what wrongs we ſuffer 


| 


\ 
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Ti, ſecond Dart of King Henry the Fourth. 


TIES - 


weft. You ſpeake (Lord 

The Earle of Hereford, was reputed then 
1 InE the moſt valiant Gentleman. _ ; 
] Who knowes,on whom Fortune would theri have ſmil'd? 
| Batif your Father had becne Vitor there, 
| Hene're had borne ic out of Coventry. 

1 Forall the Country, ina generall voyce, 
Cry'd hate upon him: and all their prayers, and love, 
Wereſct on Herefo/d, whom they doted on, 

1 And bleſs'd, and grac'd, and did more then the King, 
But this is meere digreſſion from my purpoſe. 
Heere come I from our Princely Generall, 

To know your Griefes to tell you, from his Grace, 
That he will give you Audience : and wherein 

' Tt ſhall appeare, that your demands are uſt, 

You ſhallenjoy them,every thing ſet off, 

That might fo much as thinke you Enemies _ 

Aw. But he hath forc'd usto compell this Offer, 
And it proceedes from Pollicy, not Love. 

Weft. Mowbray, you over-weene totake it fo : 

This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Fears. 

For loe, within aKen our Army lyes, 

| Vpon mine Honor, all too contident 

To giveadmittance to a thought of teare. 

Oar Battaile is more fu't of Names thenyours, -. 

Our Men more perfect inthe uſe of Armes, 

Our Armor alas ſtrong, our Cauſe the beſt; 

Then Reaſon will, our hearts ſhould be asgood. 

Say you not then, our Offer is compell'd . ; 

How, Well, by my will, we ſhall admitno Parley. 

-Weft.- Thatargues but the ſhame of your offence : 

A rotten Caſe abides no handing; 

Haſt. Hath the Prince John a tull Commitlion, 
Invery awple vertue of his father, 

To heare, and abſolutely to determine 
Of what Conditious we ſhall ſtand upon ? 

weft, That is intznded in the Generalls Name : 
I muſe you make {o ſlight a Queſtion. 

Bifh. Then take (my Lord of Weſtmerland) this Sche- 
For this containcs our generall Griev : ( 
Each ſeverall Article herein redreſs'd,, 

All members of our Cauſe, both here, ard hence, 
That are inſinewed to this Action, 

Acquitted by a true ſubſtanriail forme, 

And preſent execution of our wills, 

Tous, and to our purpoſes confin'd, 

Wecome within our awfall Banks againe 

And knit ourPowersto the Arme of Peace. 

weft. This will I ſhew the Gancrall. Pleaſe you Lords 
In fight of both our Battailes, wee may mecte 
Ateither end in peace : which Heaven ſo frame, 

Or to the place of difference call rhe Swords, 
Which muſt deciae it. | 
 Biſh. My Lord,wee will doe ſo. 

AMow. Thereis a thing within my Boſometells me, 
Thatno Conditions of oar Peace can {tand. 

Ha#t. Feare you notthat, if we can make our Peace 
Vponſuch largetermes, and ſoabſolute, 

As our Conditions ſhall conſiſt apon, 
Our Peace ſhall tandas firme as Rocky Mountaines. 

Mow. T, but our valuation ſhallbe ſuch, 

That evry flight, and fal(ce-derived Cauſe, 

| Yea,every idle, nice, and wanton Reaſon, 
Shall, to the King, taſte ofthis Aion : 

That were our Royall faiths, Martyrs in Love, 


Mowbray) now yoa know not 
(what. 


We ſhall be winnowed with ſorough a winde, 


AL. 


{ Indeeds diſ-honorable? You have taken up, 


That even our Corne ſhall ſeemeas light as Chaffe, © 
And good from bad find no partition. | 
- Biſa, No,no (my Lord) note this: the King is weary 
Of dainty, and ſuch picking Grievances z. 

For he hath found, to end one doubt by Death, 
Revives two greater inthe Heires of Life. 
Andtherefore will he wipe his Tablescleane, 


And keepe no Tell-tale tohis Memory, 


That may repeat, and Hiſtory his lofle, 

To new remembrance; For full well he knowes, 

He cannat fo preciſely weede this Land, 

As his miſdoubts preſentoccafion z 

His foesare fo enrootedwith his friends, 

That plucking tounfixe an Bnemy, 

He doth unfaſten ſo, and ſhake a friend. 

So thatthis Land, like ap offenſive wife, 

That hath enrag'd him on,te offerſtrokes, 

As he is ſtriking, holds his infant up, 

And hangs reſolu'd Correcionin the Arnt, 

That was uprear'd to execution. | 
Haſt. Bctides, the —__— waſtcd all his Reds, 

On late Offenders, that he now doth lacke 


 Thevery Inſtruments of Chaſticement : 


So that his power, like toa Fangleſſe Lion 
May offer, bur not hold. 

_ 81/4. "Tis very true : , : 
And therefore be afſur'd (my good Lord Marſhall) 
It wedoe now make our attonement well, 


| Our Peace will (likea broken Limbe united ) 
| Grow ſtronger, for the breaking, 


AMfow, Beit fo: 


| Heere is return'd wy Lord of Weftmerland, 


 * Enter Weitmerland, 
e.The Prince is here at hand: pleaſeth your Lord(hip 
To meet his Grace, juſt diſtance *tweene our Armies ? 
Atow. Your Grace of Yorke, in heaven's name then | ' 
forward. | 
Biſo, Bctore, and greet his Grace (my Lord) we come. 


Emer Prince Tohn. 

Toh, You are well encountred here (my cofin Mw 
Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbiſhop, (9) 
And fo to you Lord He#tings, and to all. 

My Lord of Yorke, it better ſhew'd with you, 
When that your Flocke (aſſembled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to heare with reverence 
Yourexpoſition on the holy Text, 

Then now toſe you heerean Iron man 

Chearing a rowt eſ Rebels with your Drumme, 
Turning the Word, to Sword ; and Life to death : 
That man that fits within a Monarches heart, 

And ripens inthe Sunne-ſhine of his favour, 

Would he abuſe the Countenance of the King, 
Alacke, what Miſcheifes might he ſet abroach, 

In ſhadow of ſuch Greatnefle? With you, Lord Biſhop, 
Itiseven ſo. Who hath'not heard it ſpoken, 

How deepe you were within the Bookes of Heayen? 
To ns, the ſpeaker in his Parliament ; 

To us, the *imagine voyce of Heaven it ſelfe : 


| The very Opener, and Intelligericer, 


Betweene the Grace, the SanAities ofHeaven ? 
And our dull workings. O, who ſhall beleeve, 
But you miſ-uſethe reverence of your Place, 
Employ the Comntenance, and Grace of Heaven, - 
As a falſe Favorite doth his Princes Name, 
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The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


[Vader the counterfeited Zeale of Heaven, 
The Subjects of Heavens Subſtitute, my Father, 
\And both againſt the Peace of Heaven, and him, 
Have here up-ſwarmed them. 
.\Biſh. Good my Lord of Lancaſter, 
Lam not heere againſt your Fathers Peace : 
But (as I told my Lord of eſtmerland) 
The Time (miſ-order'd ) doth-in common ſence 
'Crowdus, and cruſh us, to this monſtrous Forme, 
Ta hold our ſafety up. LIfent your Grace 
The parcels, and particulars of our Grictc, | 
The which hath ben with ſcorne ſhoy'd from the Court: 
Whereon this Hyara-Sonne of Ware is borne, 
Whole dangerous eyes may well be charm'd aſleepe, 
With grant of our moſt jult and right deſires; 
And true Obedience, of this Madneſle cur'd, 
Stoope tamely to the foot of Majeſty. 

Mow. If not, we ready areto try our fortuncs, 
To the laſt man. | 

Haft. And though we here fall downe, 
We have Supplyes, tofecond our Attempt : 
If they miſ-carry, theirs ſhall ſecond them. + 
And ſo, ſucceſſe of Miſchicte ſhall be borne, 
And Heire from Heire ſhall hold this Quarrell up, 
Whiles England ſhall have generation. 

obn, Y ouare too ſhallow ( Haſtings ) 
Much too ſhallow, 
Toſotind the bottome of the after-Times. 

Wet, Pleaſeth your Grace, to anſwcre them direly, 
Howfarre-forth you doe like their Articles: 

lon. Ilike them all, and doc allow them well : 
Andiwcare here, by the honor of my blood, 
My fathers purpoſes have beene miſtooke, 
And ſome, about him, have too laviſhly 
Wreſted his meaning, and Authority. 
My Lord, theſe Grietfes ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt ; 


| Vponwy life, rhey ſhall. If this may pleale you, 


Diſcharge your powers unto their ſeverall Counties, 
As we will ours; and here betweene the Armics, 
Let'sdrinke together friendly, and embrace, 
That all their eyes may beare thoſe Tokens home, 
Of our reſtored Love, and Amity. | i 
Bip, 1 take your Princely word, for thele redrefles. 
bobs, T give it you, and will maintaine my word ; - 
And thereupon I drinke unto your Grace. 
+ Haft. Goe Captaine,and deliver to the Army 
This newes of Peace : letthem have pay, and part : 
I know,it will well pleaſe them. 
Highthee Captaine = | | 
Biſh. Toyou, my Noble Lordof We/tmerland. 
Weſt. Ipledge your Grace : 
Andif you knew what paines I have beltow'dg 
To breed thts preſent Peace, 
You would drinke freely : but my love to ye, 
Shall ſhewit ſelfe more openly hereafter. 
Biſh. Idoe not doubt you. 
Wet. Iam glad of it. 
Health tomy Lord, 4nd gentle Couſin Mowbray, 
| Mow, Yoawiſhme health in very happy ſeaſon, 
For 1 am, on the ſodaine, ſomething ill. 
|  Bifs, Againſt ill Chances, men are ever merry, 
t heavineſſe fore-runnes the good cvent. 9's 
- Wet Therefore be merry(Cooze)lince ſodaine forrow 
Serves to ay thus : ſome good thing comes to -Morrow-. 
Bib. Belecve nie, Iam paſſing light in ſpirits 
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| Lohr. The word of Peace is render'd : hearke how the 
Aow, This had beene chearefull, after Vitory, 
Biſh. A Peace is of the nature of a Conqueſt: 

For then both parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 

And neither party looſer. 
lohn. Goe (my Lord) | 

Andietour Army be difcharged too: | 

And good my Lord (to pleaſe you) ler our Traines _ + 


March by us, that we nay peruſe the men Exit. 
We ſhould have coap'd withall. 

Biſh, Goe, good Lord Haſtings: 
And ere they be diſmils'd, let them march by. —Z#xi. 


{shs. Itrult (Lords) we ſhall lye to night together. 
| | Enter Weitmerland. | 
Now Coulin, wheretore ftands our Army {till > 
Weſt. The Leaders having charge trom you to ſtand, 
; Will not goe off; untill they heare you ſpeakes. 
: John, They know their duties. Enter Haſtings, 
Haſt. Our Army is difpers'd : 
Like youthfull Steeres,unyoak'd, they tooke their courſe 
Eaſt, Weſt, North, South : or like aSchoole broke up, 
Each hurrycs rowards his home, and ſporting place. - 
Weſt Good tidings (my Lord Haſtiz:95) tor the which 
I doe arreit thee (Traytor) of high Treaſon ; 
And you Lord Arch-biſhop,and you Lord 2ſowsray, 
Of Capitali Treaſon, I attach you both. 
Mow. Is this proceeding jult, and honorable 2 
Weſt. Is your Aſſembly lo ? 
Biſh, Will you thus breake your faith ? 
Tobn; 1 pawn'dthee none: 
I promil'd you redrefle of thele ſame Grievances 
Whereof you did complaine; which by mine Honor, 
I will performe, with a moſt Chriſtiancare. 
But for you (Rebels) looke to taſte the due 
Meet for Rebeliton, and ſuch Aﬀts as yours. 
Moſt ſhallowly did youthele Armes commence, 
Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly {cnt hence, 
Serike up our Druazmes, purſae the fcatter'd ſtray, 
Heaven, and not we have ſafely fought to day. | 
Some guard theſe Traitors tothe blecke of Death, - 
Treaſons true bed, and yeclder up of breath, £xewnt. 
Enter Falftaff:, and Collevile. 
Faiff, What's your Name,Sir? of what Condition are 
you ? and of what place, I pray ? 
Col. Eama Knight, Sir : 
And my Name is Co/evids of the Dale. 
. Falſt . Well then, Celevite is your Name, a Knight is 
your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Colevile ſhall 
{till be your Name,a Traytor your Degree, and the Dun- 
geon your Place, a place] deepe enotgh ; fo ſhall you be 
{Lill Collevile of the Dale. | 
{ »1. Are not you Sir lohn Falftofſe?  . 
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Falft. As good a manas he fir, who ere I am : doe yee 
yecld fir, or thall I ſwcate for you ? if1 doe {weate, they 
arc the drops of thy Lovers,and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowze up Feare and Trembling,and doe obſcr- 
vance to my mercy, - . | = 

{cl. I thinke youare Sir [ohn Fail affe , and inthart 
thought yeeld me. -- ah 

Fal. 1 have a whole Schoole of tongues inthis belly of 
mine,: and nota Tongue of them all, ſpeakes any other 
word but my name : andT had buta belly of any indiffe- | 
rency, I were ſimply the moſt active fellow in Europe | 
my wombe, my wombe, my wombe undoes me, Heere 
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comes our Generall. - - | 


How. So much the worſe, if your owne Rule be true. 
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"The ſecond Partof King Henry the Fourth. 


Enter Prince Joks, and Weſtmerland. 


Tohn. The heat is paſt, follow no farther now 

Call in the Powers, good Couſin Wefmerland. 
Now Fa/ftaffe, where have you becne all this while? 
When every thing is ended, thou you come. 
Theferardy Trickes of yours will (on my life) 
One time or other, breake ſome Gallowes backe. 
-* Faff. I would be ſorry (my Lord) but it ſhould be 
thus : I never knew yet, but rebuke and checke was the 
reward of Valour. Doe you thinke me a Swallow, an Ar- 
row, or a Bullet ? Have I, in my poore and old Motion, 
the expedition of Thought ? I have ſpeeded hither with 
the very extremeſt inch of poſſibility. I have fownJred 
-nine ſcoreand. odde Poſtes : and heere (travell-tainted 
as I am) have, in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken 
Sir /ohn Collevile of the Dale, a moſt furious Knight, and 
valorous Enemy : But what of that ? he ſaw me, and 
yeelded : thatI may juſtly ſay with the hooke-nos'd 
fellow'of Rome, I came, faw, and over-came. 

 Tohn. It was more of his Courteſie, then our deſer- 
ving. 

Fart. I know not : heere he is,and heere I yeeld him: 
and I beſtech your Grace, let it be book'd with the reſt 
| ofthis dayes deedes; or I fweare, I will have it ina par- 

ticular Ballad, with mine owne Picture on the trop of it 
(Coltevile) killing my foot:) To the winch courſe, if I 
be enforc'd, if you doe not all ſhew like gilt two-pences 
tome; and], in thecleare Sky of Fame, o're-ſhine, you 
as much as the full Moone doth the Cynders of the Elc- 
ment (which ſhew like Pinnes-beadsro her) beleeve not 
theword of the Noble : therefore let me have right, and 
let deſert mount. 

Tohn. Thine's too heavy to mount. 

Faſ/ſt, Lerit ſhine thens | 

Tebs, | Thine's too thicke to thine: 

Felt. Letitdoe ſomething (my good Lord) that may 
doe me good, and call it whar you will. 

- John. Isthy Name Collevite ? 

Col. Itis (my Lord.) 

. Tobne. A famous Rebell art thou, Colevile, 

Faiſft. And a famous true SubjeRrooke him. 

Col, T am (wy Lord) butas my Bettersare, 
| That led mehither : had they beene rul'dby me, 

You ſhould have wonne them dearer then you have. 
| Falft. Iknow not how they ſold themſelves,but thou 
like a kind fellow, gav*'it thy ſelfe away; and I thanke 


thee, for thee. 
Enter Weſtmerland. 
- Tohn, Have yauleft purſuit? | 
Feſt. Retreat is made, and Execution ſtay'd. 
- John. Send (olevite, with his Confederates, 
To Yorke, to preſent Execution. 
Blunt, teade him hence, and ſee you guard him ſure. 
| Exit with Collevsle. 
And now diſpatch we toward the Court (my Lords) 
I heare the King, my Father is ſore icke, 
| Our Newes hall goe before us, to his Majeſty, 
Which ( Codafin) you ſhall beare, tocomfort him: 
| And we with ſoberfpcede will follow you. 


| through Glonceſterſhire ; and when you come to Court, 

] ftand my good Lord, *pray,in your good report. 

Jobs. Fare you well, Faiftaffe: I,in my condition, 
Shall bettcr ſpeake of you, then you - Exir. 

lt HITS - 


| Faif. My Lord; Ibeſcechyou, giveme leave to goe - 


Faſſt. T would you had but the wit: *twere better then 
your Dukedome. Good faith, this fame young-ſober. 
blooded Boy doth not love me, nor a man; cannot make/ 
him laugh ; butthats no marvaile, he drinkes no Wine, 
There's never any of theſe demure Boyes come to any 
proofe : for thinne-drinke doth ſo over-coole their bloed, 
and making many Fiſh-Meales, that they fall into a kind 
of Male Greene-lickneſſe : and then, when they marry, 
they get Wenches. They are generally Fooles, and Cow. 
ards; which ſome. of us ſhould betoo,but for inflamation, 
A good Sherris-Sacke hath a twofold operation in it ; it 
aſcends me into the Braine,dryes me thereall the fooliſk” 
and Cul), and crudy Vapours, which environ it: makes 
itapprehenfive,quicke, forgetive, full of nimble, fiery, 
and delectable ſhapes ; which deliver'd o're to the Voyce, 
the Tongue, which isthe Birth, becomes excellent Wit, 
The ſecond property of your excellent Sherris, is, the 
warming ofthe Blood : which before (cold, and ſetled) 
left the Liver white, andpale : which is the Badge of 
Pufillanimity, aud Cowardize : butthe Sherris warmes 
Ir, and makes it courſe from the inwards, to the parts 
EXTTemmes : .itilluminateth the Face, which (as a Beacon) 
glves warning toall the reſt of this little kingdome(man) 
to Arme : andthen the Vitall Commoeners, and in-land 
petty ſpirits, muſter me all to their Captaine, the Heart; 
who great, and pufftup with his retinue, doth any deed 
of Conrage : and this Valour comes of Sherris. So, that 
SKill in the Weapon isnothing, without Sacke (for that 
ſers it a-worke :) and Learning, a meere Hoord of Gold, 
kept by a Devill, till Sacke commences it, and ſets it in | 
at, anduſe. Hereof comes it, that Prince Harry is vali- 
2nt : for the cold blood he did naturally inherite of his 
Facher, he hath, like leane, ſterrill, and bare Land, ma 
nured, husbanded, and tyll'd, with excellent endeavour 
of drinking gocd, and good ſtore offertile Sherris, that 
he 1s become very hot, and valiant, IfI had a thonſand 
ſonnes, the firſt Principle I would teach them, ſhouldbe 
totorſwearec thinne Potations, and ro addi themſelyes 
to Sacke. Enter Bardolph. | 
How now Zardelph, 

Bord, The Army isdiſcharged all, and gone. 

Falf. Let them goe : Ile through Glouceſterſhire, 
and there will vifit Maſter Robert Shallow, Eſquire: 1 
have him already tempering betweene my finger and my 


thombe, and ſhortly will I ſeale with him. Comeaway: 
: E xemnt. 


—— 


—— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter King, Warwicke, Clarence, Glonceiter. 


King. Now Lords, if heaven doth give ſucceſſefullend 

To thus Debate that bleedeth at our doores, 

We will our Youth leade onto bigher Fields, 

And draw no Swerds, but what are ſancify'd. 

Our Navy is addreſſcd,our Power colleted, 

Our Subſtitutes, 10 abſence,wcll inveſted, 

And every thing lyeslevell to our with ; 

Onely we want alittle perſonall ſtrength ; 

And pawſeus, till theſe Rebels, now a-foot, 

Come underneaththe yoake of Government. 
War. Both which we doubt not, bur your Majclty 
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Shall ſoone enjoy. Lig, 
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| King. Hampbrey (my Sonne of Gloucefter) where is 
the Prince, your Brother ? RAY 
I thinke he's gone to hunt (my Lord) at Wind- 


F - 
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G 75k 


|. King. And how accompanied? ' 
Glo. I doe not know (my Lord) 
Taps Is not his Brother, Thomas 
im ? 
..Gls. No (my good Lord) he is in preſence heere« 
» What would my Lord, and Father ? 3 2 
* King. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother ? 
He loves thee, and thou do'ſt negleR him (Thomas.) 
Thou haſt a better place in his Aﬀection, 
Then all thy Brothers : cherriſh it (my Boy) 
And Noble Offices thou may'ſt effect 
Of Mcdiation (after I am dead) | 
Berweene his Greatneſſe, and thy other Brethren. 
Therefore omit him not : blunt not his Love, 
| Nor looſe the good advantage of his Grace, 
By ſeeming cold, or carelefſe of his will. 
For he 1s gracious, it he be obſery'd : 
He hath a Teare for Pitty, and a Hand 
Open(as Day) for melting Charity : as 
| Yetnotwithſtanding, being incens'd, he's Flint, 
Ashumorous as Wanter, and as ſudden, 
As Flawes congealed in the Spring of day. 
His temper thereforemuit be well obſerv'd : 
Chide him for faults, and doe it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood enclin'dto mirth: 
Butbeing moody, give him Line, and ſcope, 
Tillthat his paſſions {likea Whale onground) :- + 
Confound themſelves with working. Learne this Thomas, 
And thou ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy friends, 
A Hoope of gold, to bind thy Brothers in : 
That the vnited Veſlell of their Blood 
(Mingled with Venomeef Suggeſtion, 
As force, perforce, the Age will powre it in) 
Shallnever leake, though it doe worke as {tong 
As Aconitam , of raſh Gyn-powder. FO 
Clar. 1 ſhall obſerve him with all care, and love. 
King, Why art thounotat Windſor with him (The- 
ma?) L 
oe Hee is not there to day ; hee dines in Lon- 


of Clarence, with 


[a 


ON. 
Py And how--accompanyed 2 Canit thou tell 
? 


Cla', With Pointz, and other his continuall follow- 
ers, 1 
Kin, Moſt ſabjeR is the fatteſt Soyle to Weedes : 
And he(the Noble Image of my Youth ) 
Is oyer-{pread with ther : therefore my _— 
Stretches it ſelfe beyond the howre of death. = 
The blood weepes from my heart, when I doe ſhape 
(In formes imaginary) th'\unguided Dayes, 
And rotten Times, that you ſhall looke upon, 
When I am fleeping with my Anceſtors. 
For when his head-ſtrong Riot hath no Curbe, 
| When Rage and hot-blood are his Ceunſailors, 
When Meanes and laviſh Manners meete together , 
Oh, with what Wings ſhall his AﬀeRions fiye 
Towards fronting Perill, and oppos'd Decay ? - 
' : War, My gracious Lord, you looke beyond himiquite; 
= vw butſtudyes bis a : 
1kea ſtrange Tongue 5 wherein, togaine the Language 
| Tisneedfull, thatthe moſt immodeſt word 
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Me 


he 


Be look'dupon, and learn'd : which once attayr'd, 
Your - Highnefle knowes, comes to no farther uſe, 
But tobeknowne, aid hated. So, like grofle termes, 
The Prince will, inthe perfecneſſe of time, 

Caſt off his followers : and their memory 

Shall asa Patterne, .ora Meaſure live, | 

By which his Grace muſt mete the lives of others, 
Turning pRucy to advantages. | 


Kin. Tis ſeldome, when the Bee dothleave her Combe 


| Glo, The people feare me : for they doe obſerve. . 
' Vnfather'd Heires, and loathly Births of Nature ; þ - 


. Make melicke ? 2 


Inthe dead Carrion. 
| Emer Weſtmerlaxd. 
Who's heere ? Weſtmerland? | | 
WefF, Health to my Soveraigne, and new happineſſe 
Added to that, that I am to deliver, £ 
Prince John, your Sonne, doth kifſe your Graces Hand : 
Mowbray, the Biſhop, Servope, Haſtings, and all, 
Are brought tothe Correction of your Law. 
There is not now a Rebels Sword unfheath'd, 
But Peace puts forth her Olive every where : 
The manner how this Action hath beene borne, 
Here (at more leyſure) may your Highneſſe reade, 
With every-courſe, in bis particular. | 
King. O Weitmerland, thou arta Summer Bird, 
Whichever in the haunch of Winter ſings - 
The lifting up of day. . - - — - 
Enter Harcourt. 
Looke, heere's more newes, "- rel 
Her. From Enemies, Heaven keepe your Majeſty: 
And when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall, 
As thoſe that 1 am come to tell you of. | 
The Earle NN orthumberland, and the Lord Bardolfe, 
With a gre Power of Engliſh,and of Scots, 
Are by the Sherife of Yorkeſhire overthrowne : 
The manner, and true order of the fight, 
This Packet (pleaſe it you) containes at large, -N 
King, And wherefore ſhould theſe good newes 


Will fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her faire words ſtill in fouleſt Letters? 
She cither gives a Stomacke, and no food, | 
(Such are the poore, ini health) or elſe a Feaſt, - 
And takes away the Stomacke (ſuch are the Rich, 
That have aboundance, and enjoy it not. ) 
I ſhould rejoyce now, at this happy newes, 
And now my Sight fayles, and my braine is giddy. 
O me, come neere me, now Iam much ill, - 
Glo. Comfort your Majeſty. - 
(a. Oh, ary Royall Father. | 
weft. My ſoveraigne Lord, cheare up your ſclfe, laoke: 


\ 


up». 
War. 'Be patient(Princes) you doe know, theſe Firs 
Are with his Highnefſe very ordinary. 

Stand from him, give him ayre : 

He'le ſtraight be well.. - RT: 

Clar. No, no, he caonot long hold out ;: theſe pangs, 
Th'incefſant care, and 12bour of his mind, . |; 
Hath wr 
So thinne, that life lookes through, and willbreake out. 


The ſcaſofis change their manners, asthe yeere = 
Had found ſotne moneths aſleepe, and leap'dthem over. 
Cle. The River haththrice flow'd, noebbeberweenes, 


And the old folke (Times doting Chronicles) 


1 


q, 
ht the Mure, that ſhould confine it in, ; 


] 


That our great Grand-fire Edwerd licked, and dy'des... 


2k, —__ Wares \ 


Say it did ſo, a little time before | 
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' #Far, Speake lower" (Pringes} for the King reco- 
VEL Ss * Wee. SIS 
Glo. This Apoplexy will (certaine)be his end. 
| King, Ipray you takemeup;and beare me hence 
Into ſome other Chamber : loftly *pray. 
Let therebeno noyſe made {my gentle friends) 
f Vnleſſeſome dull and favourable hand = 
Will whiſper Maſicke ro my weary Spirit. 
ar. Call forthe Mulicke in the other Roome. 
King. Ser me the Crowne upon my Pillow here. 
'Clar. Hiseye is hollow, and he changes much. 
Far. Leſſe noyle, leſic noyle. 


Enter Prince Heng). 


Pri. Hen. Whoſaw the Duke of Clarence? 
(las I am here (Brother) full of heavineſle. _ 
Pri. Hen, How now ? Raine within doores,;and none 
abroad ? How doth the King ? 
Glo. Exceeding ill. ES | 
Pri. Hen. Fitard hethe good newes yet ® 
Tell it him. | E55S F 
- Glo, He alter'd much, upon the hearing itz 
Pri. Hen. If he beſicke with Ioy, 
He'l recover without Phylicke. 
#ar- Not ſo much noyle (my Lords) 
SweetPrince ſpeake low. 
The King, your father, is diſpos'd to ſleepe. 
Clar, Let us with-draw into the other Roome. 
War. Wilt pleaſe your Grace to goealong with us ? 
Pri, _ No-I will fit, and watch here, by the King. 


\ | Whydoth the Crowne lye there, upon his Pillow, 
| { Being ſotronbleſome a Bed-fellow ? 


O polliſh'd Perturbation 1Golden Care t 
That keep'it the Portsof flumber open wide, 


To a watchfull Night : ſleepe with it now, 
Yet not ſo ſound, and halfe ſo deepely ſweet, 
As he whoſe Brow (with homely.Biggen bound) 
'Snores out the Watch of Night. 'O Majeſty! 
[When thou do'ſ pinchthy Bearer, thoudo'ſi fir 
'Like a rich Armor, worne in heatof day,. _  - 
That ſcald'&: with ſafety ; by his Gates of breath, 
Therelyes a dowlney teather, which ſtirresnot : 
'Didhefuſpire, that light and weightlefle dowlne 
Perforce muſt move. My gracious Lerd, my Father, 
Thisſleepe is ſound-indeed : this is aflecpe, 
Thatfrom this Golden Rigoll hath divorc'd 

o many Engliſh Kings. Thy due, from me, 
Fotos and heavy Sorfowes of the Blood, 
Which Nature, Love, and filiall tendernefle, 
'Shall {O:deare father) pay thee plefteouſly, 
My due, from thee, is this Imperiall Crowne, 
Which (as immediate from thy place, and blood 
'Deriyes it ſelfe to me. Loe, hecre it fits, 
Which Heaven ſhall guard : : 
'Andputthe worlds whole ſtrength into one gyant arme, 


+ It (hall force this Lincall Honor from me, 


{Fhis; from thee, will Ito mine leave, 
Aria left ro me, | 
Enter Warwicks, Glouceſter, Clarguee, 


| ar. What would your Majeſty ? how fares your 
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King. Why did youleaveme here alone ( my Lords) 
(a. Weleftthe Prince (my Brother) here (my Lig 


Who undertooke to fit and watch.by you + 


Fw 5g. ThePrince of Wales ? where is he? let me ſee 
im. 

War. This doore 1sopen, he is gone this way, 
-_ He came not through'the Chamber whete \yce 

ayd, ; 

King. Where is the Crowne? who tooke it from my | 
Pillow ? EI BECK | 
. War. When we with-drew (my Liege) we left it 

ccres | | | 

King. The Prince hath ta'ne it hence : ; 
Goe {ceke him out. 

Is he ſo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 
My ſlecpe, my death'e Find him (my Lord of Warwicke) 
Chide him hither : this part of his conjoynes 
With my diſcaſe, and helpes toend me 
Sce Sonnes, what things you are : 
How quickely Nature falls into revolt; 
W hen Gold becomes her Objea? 
For this, the fooliſh over-carctull fathers 
Have broke their ſlecpes with thoughts, 
Theirbraines with care, their bones with induſtrys 
For this, they have ingroſſed and pyPd up 
The canke1'd heapes of ſtrange-atchieved Gold : 
For this, they have beene thoughtfull, to inveſt 
Their Sonnes with Arts, and Martiall Exerciſes : 
W hen, like the Bee, culling from every flower 
The vertuous Sweets, our 1 highes packt with Wax, 
Our Mouthes with Honey, we bring it tothe Hive ; 
And Iike the Bees, are murthered for our paines. 
This bitter taſte yeelds his engroſſements, 
Tothe ending father. : | 

Enter Warwicke, 
Now where 1s he, that will not ſtay ſo long, 
Till his friend ſickeneſſe hath determin'd me ? 

War, My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Roome, 
Waſhing with kindly Tearcs his gentle Checkes, 
With ſuch a deepe demeanure, in great ſorrow, 

That Tyranny, whichnever quafft but blood, 
Would (by beholding him) have waſti'd his Knife 
With gentle eye-drops, He is comming hither. 
King. But wherefote did he take away the Crowne ? 
Enter Prince Henry. 
Lore, where he comes. Come hither rome ( Harry,) 
Depart the Chamber, leave us heere alone. Ext, 

Pri, Hen. Inever thought to heate you ſpeake againe- 

King. Thy wiſh was father (Harry) to that thought: 
I ſtayroo long by thee, I weary thee. 

Do'itthou ſo hunger for my empry Chayre, - 
That thou wilt needes inveſt thee with mine Honors, 
| Beforethy howre be ripe ? O fooliſh youth ! | 
Thou ſeekft the Greatneſle, that will over-whelme thee 
Stay but alittle : for my Cioud of Dignity 
Is held from falling, with ſo weake a winde, | 
That it will quickly drop : my Day is dimme.. 
Thou haſt ſtolne that, which after ſome few hoywres 
Were thine, without offence: and at my death 
Thou baſtſeal'd up my expeRation., 
Thy life dic manifeſt, thou lov'dſt me not, 
' Andthou wilt have medyeaſlur'd of it, 
Thow hid'ſt a thouſand Daggers inthy thoughts, 
Which thou haſt whetted enthy tony hearty 
To ſtabbe at.halfe an howre of my life. 


, 


| What? canſt thou not forbeare me halfe an howre ? ke 
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' Prin. O pardon me (my Liege) 
But for my Teares, 


Hath fed upon the body of my Father, 


Preſerving life, in Med'cine potable : 


Haſteate the Bearer ups 

Thus (my Royall Liege) 

Accufing it, I put it on my Head, 
Totry withit (as withan Enemy, 


The Quarrell of a true inheritor, 
Bat if it did infe& my blood with joy, 


If any Rebell, or vaine ſj piritof mine, 


Gwe entertainment to the might of it, 


Then get thee gone, and digge my gravethy ſelfe, 
NN the ferry Belorivg to thy care , 

| That thou art Crowned, notthat Iam dead, 

$i all the Teares, that ſhould bedew my Hearſe | 
Bedrops of Balme, to ſanRtfie thy head : 

Onely componnd me with forgotten dult; 
Give that, which gave thee life, unto the Wormes : 
Plucke downe my Odicers, breake my Decrees ; 
For now a time is come, to mocke at rorme. 

Henry the fifr is Crown'd : Vp Vauty, 

' Downe Royall State : All you ſage Coun 
And tothe Engliſh Court; aflernble now 
From ev*ry Region; Apes of Idleneſle. 
Now neighbor-Confines, purge you of your Scum : 
Have youa Ruifian chat will tweare ? drinke ? dance ? 
Reyell the night? Rob ? Murder ? and commir 

| The oldeſt finnes, the neweſt kind of wayes ? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more : | 

England, (hall double gill'd, histrebble guilt. 

England, ſhall give him Oifice, Honor, Might : 

For the Fift Harry, from cur'b Licenſe pluckes 

The muzzle of Reſtraint , and the wild Dogge 

Shall fleſh his tooth in every Innocent. | 
O my poore Kingdoime (icke, with civi 
Whcnthat my Care could not with-holdthy Ryots, 
What wilt thou doe, when Ryot is thy Care ? 

O, thou wilt be a Wilderneſle againe, . 

Peopled with Wolves (thy old Inhabitants, 


ſailors, hence : 


The moſt Impediments unto my Speech, |. 

I had fore-ſtall'd this deere, and deepe Rebuke;. 
 Ere you (with greefe) had ſpoke, and I had heard 
Thecourte of it ſo farre. There is your Crowne, 
And hethat weares the Crowne 1mmortally, 

| Long guard it yours: If laffect it more, 

 Thenas your Honour, and as your Renowne, 

Let me no more from this Obedicnce riſe, - 

| Which my moſt true, and inwardduteous ſpirit 
Texcheth this proſtrate; and exteriour bending. 
Heaven witneſſe with me, whan I heere came in, 
Andfound no courſe of breath within your Majeſty, 
How cold it ſtrooke my heart. 1fI doe faine, 

Olet me, in my preſent wildeneſle, dye, 

And never live, to ſhew th'incredulous World, 

| The Noble change that I have purpoled. 

Comming to looke on you, thinking youdead, 

Far deadalmoſt (my Liege) tothinke you were) 
[ſpakeunto the Crowne (as having ſenſe) 

Andthus upbraided it. The Care on thee depending, 


Therefore, thou beit of Gold, art worſt of Gold. 
Other, leſſe fine in Charract, is more precious, 


Butthou, moſt Fine, moſt Honour'd, moſt Renown'd, 


That bad before my face murdred my father) 


Or ſwell my Thoughts, to any ſtraine of Pride, 


a 


Did, with the leaſt AeRion of a Welcome, 


| Let heaven, for ever, keepe jt fromimy head, ; 1:1) 
And make me, as the pooreſt Vaſſaileis; - | ,; + 
That doth with awe, and terror kneele to it... - ; 

King. Q my Sorine ! | 
Heaven pur it 1nthy aind to takeit hence, - YI 
That thou might'it joyne the more, thy Fathers{oye,; 
Pleading ſo wiſely, in excuſe of its | 
Come hither Harry lit thou by my bed, 
And heare (I thinke, the very lateſt Counſel. , | - . 
That ever ſhall breath z. Heaven knowes, ay Sonue) | 
By what by-pathes, and indirect crook'd-wayes . _ | + 
I met this Crowne ; and I my {cfe know well 
How treubleſome it ſate upon my head. 
To thee, it ſhalldeſcend with berter Quiet, 
Better Opinion, better Confirmation : 
For allthe ſoyle of the Atchievement goes 
With me, into the Earth. Icſcem'd in me, 
But asan Honor ſnatch'd with boyſt'rous hand, 
And 1 had many living, to upbraid 
My gaine of it, by their Aſſiſtances, 
Which dayly grew toe Quarrell, and to Blood-ſhed, 
Wounding ſuppoſed Peace, 
All theſe bold Feares, 
Thou ſeeſt (with perrill) I haye anſwered : 
For all my Reigne; hath beeve but asa Sezne 
Acting that argument. And now my death 
Changesthe Moode : For whatin me, was purchas'd, 
Falles upon thee, in a more Fayrer ſort, | 
So thou, the Garland wear'ſt ſucceſſively, 
Yet, though thou ſtand'ſt more ſure, thenT could doe; 
Thou artnot firme cnt ſince griefesare green :. - 
And all thy Friends, whichchou muſt makethy friends 
Have bur their ſtings,and teeth, newly taken out, © - 
By whoſe fell working, I was fixſtadvanc'd, 
And bywhoſe power, I well might lodge a Feare 
To beagaine diſplac'd. Which toavoyd, 
I cut them off: and had a purpoſe now 
To leade out many to the Holy Land ; 
Leaſt reſt, and lying ſtill, might make them looke 
Tooneere unto my State. 
Theretore (ay Harry) 


| Beit thy courſe tobniie giddy Mindes 


With Forraigne Quarrels : that Action hence borneout, 
May waſte the memory of the former dayes. 
More would |, buc my Lungsare waſted fo, 

That ſtrength of Speech is utterly deni'd me. 
How Icameby the Crowne, O heaven torgive : 
And grant it may, withthee, in true peace live. 
Prin. My gracious Liege ; 

You wonne it zworeit, kept it, gave it me, 

Then plaineand rightmuſt my poſfeſſion be; 
Which1, with more, then witha Common paine, 
'Gainſt all the Werld, will rightfully maintaine. 


Enter Lord Iohn of Lancaſter, 
and iarmicke. 


King. Looke, looke, 

Heere comes my /obn of Lancaſter : . 

Tohn, Health, Peace, and Happineſſe, 

To my Royall Father: | 

King. Thou bring'ſt me happinefle, 
(Sonne lobn ,) 

But health (alacke) with youthfull wings is lowne 

From this bare, wither'd Trunke.: Vpon thy ſight | 

My worldly buſineſſe makes a period. 
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| Where is my Lord of Warwicke'? 
Prin. My Lord of Farwicke. == 
King. Doth any namieparticular, delong = 
Vito the Lodging, where firſt did ſwoon'd? 
War. 'Tis call'd Ternſa/ew, my Noble Lord. 
{ Xiv. Laud beto heaven: | 
Even there my life muſt end. 
1t hath beene propheſi'de to me many yeares, 
I notdye;but iti-Zeraſelens: 
| h:(vainely)TTuppos'd the Holy-Land. 
| | Bur beare fie to that Chamber, there Ite lye : 
Inthat /er#ſalens, ſhall Harry dye. 
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Enter Shallow, Silence, Falftafſe, Bardot, 
| Page, and Davy. 


Shal. By Cocke and Pye, you ſhall notaway to night. 
What Davy, I ſay. AY : 

Fal. You muſt exeuſe me, Maſter Robert Shallow. 
| * Shal. I wilknotexcuſe you : you ſhall not be excuſed. 

Excuſes fhall notbe admitted : there is no excuſe ſhall 
ſerve : you ſhallnotte excug'd. 
Why Davy. | 

Davy. Heere fir. 

Shal, Divy,Davy,Davy,let me ſee (Davy)let me ſee: 
william Cooke, bid him come hirher. Sir /ohn, you ſhall 
not be.excus'd. | 

Davy. Marry fir , thus : thoſe Precepts cannot bee 
ſery'd and againe fir, ſhall we ſowe the head-land with 
Wheate ? | 

Shal. With red Wheate Davy).But for Filam Cooke: 

are there no yong Pigeons ? 
| Davy. YeeSir-- 
| Heere is now the Smithes note, for Shooing, 

} And. Plough-Irons. 

Shal. Letitbe caſt, and payde : Sir /ob», you ſhall 
not be excuſ'd. 
| Davy. Sir, anew linketothe Bucket muſt needes be 
' had : And Sir, doe you meane to ſtoppe any of Feltiams 
Wages, about the Sacke he loſt the other day,at Hinckley 
| Fayre? ' 
Shat, He ſhall anſwer it : 
{ Some Pigeons Davy, a couple of (hort-legg*d Hennes : a 
' Joyntof Mutton, and any pretty little tine Kickſhawes, 
1 tell ?/iliam Cooke. 

Davy. Doth the man of Warre, ſtay all nighr fir ? 

Shal. Yes Davy: . ; . | 
I will uſe him well. A friend 'th Court, is better then a 
| penny in purſe. Vſe his men well Davy, for they arear- 
| rant Knaves,and will backe-bite. 

Davy. No worſc then they are 
have marvellousfowle-linnen. 

Shal. Well conceitred Davy : about thy Buſineſle, 
Davy y 
Davy. I beſeech you fir, | 
| To countenance William Viſor of Foncer, 2gainſt Cle- 
went Perkes of the hill. | 
| _ Shal. Thereare many Complaints Davy, againſt that 
| Us/or, that Usſor is an arrant Knave,, on my knows- 


bitten, ſir: For they 


K 
POS. WW" 
Ld 


IT 20 ONT" POO SOT 24 A OR PA I. x05 LR WED, has FI) MY 5 x "5 | RR a £ F 
- : = k \ Fn.” | #5 a WC } 
 Theſerond Partof King Henry the Fourth. 


| 


. Davy. Tgraunt your Worſhip;that he is a knave Sir; 
But yet heavengorbid Sir; but 4 Knave ſhould have ſoms 
Countenance,at his Friends requeſt. An honeſt man fir. 


| is able to ſpeake for himſelfe,whena Knave isnot.I have 


ſerv'd your Worſhip truely fir, theſe eight yeeres : and 
if I cannot once or twicein a Quarter beart out a knaye, 
againſt an honeſt man,I have buta very little credite with 
your Workhip. The Kraveis mine honeſt Friend Sir, 
therefore I beſcech your Worſhip, ict him be Counte. 
nanc'd. | ; 

Shal. Goe too, | | 
T ſay he ſhall have no wrong: Looke about Davy. 

W hereare you Sir Joh»? Come, oft with your Boots. 
Give me your hand Maſter Bardolfe. 

Bard, 1am glad to ſee your Worſhip. 

_ Shal. Tthanke thee, with all my heart, kind Maſter 
Baraoffe : and welcome my tall Fellow :- 
Come Sir /ohy. 

Faſt. Ile follow you; good Maſter Robert Shalloy, 
Bardolfe, looke to our Horſes. If I were ſaw'de into 
Quantities, I ſhould make foure dozen of ſuch bearded 
Hermuites ſtayes, as Maſter Shallow. It is a wonderfull 
thingto ſee the ſemblable Coherence of his mens ſpirits, 
and his:They,by obſerving of him ,doe beare themſclves 
like fooliſh Thitices : He, by converſing with them, is 
turn'd intoa Tuſtice-like Servingman- Their ſpirits arc 
ſo married in ConjunQion; with the participationof $0- 
ciety, thar they flocke together in conſent, like fo mi- 
ny-Wilde-Geeſe. If T had a ſuite to Maſter Shallow, 1 
would humour his men, with the imputation of being 
neere their Maſter. 1f to his Men, I would curry with 
Maſter Shaflew, that no man could better command his 
Servants. It is Certaine, that either wife bearing, or ig- 
norant Carriage is caught, as men take diſeaſes, one of 
another : therefore, let men take heede of their Compy 
ny. I will deviſe matter enough out of this Shailow, to 
keepe Prince Harry in continuall Laughter, the wearing 
out of fix Faſhions (which is foure Tearmes) or two Ac- 

.tions, and he ſhall laugh with Iztervallums. O it is much 
that a Lye (with a ſlight Oath) and a jeſt (with a fad 
brow) will does with a Fellow, that never had the Ache 
in his ſhoulders. O you ſhallſce him laugh, till his Face 
be like a wet Cloake, ilt laid up. 

Shel. Sir lohn. | 

Falft, Icome Maſter Shallow, I come Maſter Shakow. 

E xeunt 


- 


Staena Secunda. 
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Enter the Earle of Warwicke, and the Lord 
Chiefe Inftice. 


war. How now, my Lord Chiefe Iuſtice, whithe: 
away ? 

C 4%. Inſt, How doth the King ? 

War. Exceeding well : his Catcs 

 Arenow,all en 

Chei. Int. Thope, not dead. 

War. He's walk'd the way of Nature, 
And to our purpoſes, he lives no more, 

Che. Inſt. I would his Majeſty hadcall'd me with h8 
Theſervice, thar T truely did his life. | 


| Hath lefrme open toall injuries. 
| " War, 


"GE 


The ſend Part of King Henry the Fanreh. "py 


OO CO ne 


" This. Teſt 1 know he 
_—_ the condition of the Time, 


Wo havedrawne it in my fantaſie. 


and (Terence. 


0, that the living Harry had che remper 


Glow. Clar. Good morrow, Colin. 


[sall t)o heavy, to admit mach talke. 


Ot ſeeming ſorrow, it isſure your owne. 


You ſtand in coldeſt expeRatiou. 
I amthe ſorrier, would 'twere otherwilſc. 


Led by th'Imperiall Condu& of my Soule, 

And neyex ſhall you ſee, thatT will begge 

Aragged, and fore-ſtall'd Remiſſion. 

It Troth, and upright Innocency faile me, 

letotheKing (my Malter)that is dead, 

And tellhim, who hath ſent meafter him. 
War. Heere comes the Prince. 


Enter Prince Henry. 


: 


Sitsnot ſo caſte on meas you thinke. 


| Not Amurah, an Ammwrah(uccecds, 
For (toſpeake truth) it very well becomes 


| Sorrow, ſo Royally in you appeares, 
That I will deepely put the faſhion on, 


Thena joynt burthen, laid upon us all. 

| Forme, by Heaven (I bid yoube afſurd) 

' But weepe that Harry's dead, and ſo will I. 
| By number, into houres of Happinefle. 


Prin, Youallloo 
: You are (I thinke aſſur'd, Ilove younor. 


So great Indignities you laid upon-me? 


_—— — 


War. Indecd 1 thiake the yong King loves you not, 
i doth not, and doe arme iny ſelfe 


h carport looke more hideouſly upon me, 
Emter ohn of Lancaſter, Gloucefter, 


"Far. Heere comethe heavy iſſue of dead Harry 


Ofhim, the worit of theſe three Gentlemen : 
How many Nobles then, ſhould hold their places, 
That muſt firike faile, to Spirits of vilde fort? _ 
' Ch. In. Alas, I feafe, all will be oyer-tarn'd. 
Jobm. Good morrow Coin Warwicke, good morrow- 


labs. We meet, like men, that had forgot to ſpeake. 
Far. We doeremember: but our Argument 


(heavy. 


Jobs, Well : Peace be with him, that hath made us 

Chei. Inſt. Peace be with us, leaſt we be heavier. 

Glow, O, good my Lord, you have loſt a friend indeed: 
And I dare ſweare, you borrow not thar face 


loby. Though no man be aſlur'd what graceto find; 
(ls. Well,you muſt now ſpeake Sir [oh Falitaffe faire, 


Which (wimmes againſt your ſtreame of Quality. 
Chei. Inft, Sweet Princes :what I did, I did in Honor, 


Ch, Inft.Good morrow: and heavenſave your Majeſty 
Prin. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Majeliy, 


Brothers, you mixe your Sadneſle with ſome Feare; 
This is the Engliſh, notthe Turkiſh Court : 


But Horry, Harry: Yet be ſad (good Brethers) | 


you 2 


weare itin my heart. Why then be ſadz: 
But entertaine no more of it (good brothers) 


Iebeyour Father, and your Brother roo: © 
Letme but beare your Love, lle beare your Cares; 


But Harry lives, that ſhall convert thoſe Teares 


len, &c. We _ noother from'your Majcly. 
e ſtrangely on me 2 and you moſt, 


-hei. Int,” Lam affur'd(if 1 be meaſar'd rightly)»: 
| Your Majeſty hath no juſt cauſeto hateme. ' / 6 53 
| . PrisNo? How might a Prince of my great hopes forget 


<rat—_ 


— 


} As you havedone 


What? Rate ?Rebuke? and roaghly ſendto Priſon” | 


Thiummediate Heire of E 


neland > Was this cafie ?' * 


May this be waſh'din Zeche, and forgotten? | 


Chei. 1u#f. 1 theudid uſe the Perſon of your Father 3 | 


The Image of his power, lay then in me, 
And inth*adminiſtratienof his Law 1 | 
Whiles I was bufie for the Commonweakh, 
Your Highneſle pleated to forget: my place, 
The Majeſty, and powerof Law, and Luſtice, 
The Image of theKing, whow I preſented, 
And ſtrooke me inmy very Seate of Indgement: 
Whereon (as an Offender to your Father) 
I gavebold way to my Authority, 
And did commit you. Ifthe deed were ill. 

ce youcontented , wearing now the Garland, 
To baveaSonne, ſet your Decreesat naught? 
To plucke downe Iultice from your awetull Bench? 
To trip the courſe of Law, and bluntthe Sword 
That guards the peace, and ſafery of your Perfon? 
Nay more, to ſpurne at your mot Royall Image, 
And mocke your workings, inaSecond body? - 
Queſtien your Royall Thoughts, make the caſe yours ; 
Be now the Father,and propoſea Sonne : 
Heareyour ownedigvity ſomuch prophan'd, 
Sce your moſt dreadfull Lawes, ſo {looſely lighted ; 
Bchofd your ſclfe, ſo by.a ſonne'difained : 
And then imagine me, taking you part, 
And in your power, ſoft ſilencing your Senne : 
After this cold conſiderance, ſentence me ; 
And,as youarca King,peake in your State, 
WhatI have done, that misbecame my place, 
My perſon, or my LiegesSoveraignty. 

Prin. You are right Iuſtice, andyou weigh this well : 
Therefore ſtill beare the Bailance, ard the Sword : 
And Idoe wiſh your Honors may enicteaſe, 

Till you doe live, to ſec a Sonne of mine 

Otfend you, and obey you, as I did, 

So.ſhall 1 live, to ſpeake my Fathers words: ©; *© 
Happyam J, that have a man ſo bold, 

That dares doe Iultice, on my proper ſonne ; 

And nolefle happy, having fuch's Sonne, 

That would deliver up his Greatneffe ſo, 


Into the hands of Iuſtice. 


Youdid commit me ; 


For which, 1doe commir into your hand, | 
Th'unſtained Sword that you have us'd tobeare: 


' Withthis Remembrance; That you uſe thefaine 


With the like bold, jult, andimpartiall ſpirit 


gainſt me. There is my hand, 


You ſhall be as a Father, to my Youth : 


My voyce ſhall ſound, as 


youdoe prompt mine care, 


AndI will ſtoope, and humblemy intents, 

Toyour well-praftts'd, wiſe DireQions. + 
Princesall , beleeve me, Ibcſeech 5ou : 

My father is gone wilde into his Grave, 

( For-itthis Tombe, lye my AﬀeRtions) 


To mockethe expeQtation of the World : 


Rotten.opinion, who hath 


Where it ſhall 
Andflow henceforeh in fi 
Now call we our rag 
And ktuschon®* ach 


——_— 


Od 


! To fruftrare Propheſics, andto race out + 


writryedowne © | 
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| Well ſaid Davy. - 


 ſomerrily. 


| give you health for that anon... - 


y 
4 
2 


That chegreat Body of gur State may g 


fir > fit. Maſter Page, good 
| beare, the heart's all. 


5 maacibante. 
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In equaltxanke, withthe beſt govern'd Nation, 
Thar warre, or Peace; ogbothar once may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to.us, 


| .In whic you (farher)ſhall have formolt hand, 


Our Coronation done; we willaccite 

(As Tbefore remembred) all our State, 

And heaven (conligning to my goodintents) 

No Prince, nor Peere, ſhall have juſt eauſe toſay, 
Heaven ſhorten Harries happy life, oneday. © Exemn, 


— 


c—_——TTTTnn 


| Sciena Tertia. 


Cm —_——_—_— 


\" Emter Falitaffe, Shallow, Silence, Bardolfe, 
Page, and Piſtol. 


Shal.' Nay; you ſhall ſee mine Orchard where; in an 
Arborwe will eatea laſt yeres Pippin of my ownegraf- 
fing, with a diſh of Carrawayes, and ſo forth': Come 
colin Silence, and then to bed. | 

Fal;, You have hcere a goodly dwelling, and arich. _ 


- Shal. Barred, barxen, barren : Beggers all;beggers all 


Sir Jobs : Marry, goodayre. Spread-Davy, ſpread Davy: 


Falf. This Davy ſerves you for good uſes; he is your 
Servingman, and your Husband- . -:.: . Mor 

Shal. A-good Varlet,a good Varlet,,avery good Var- 
let, Sir /ohn : 1 hayedrunke too much Sacke at Supper. 


.A good Yarlet. Now fie downe,nqw fitdowne-s Come 


fins. |. : $34 ew 5 4h TEECEER * - 
Sil. A firra(quotha) we ſhall doe nothing but cate, 
and make good checre; and praiſe heaven for the -merry 
yeere: when fleſh is cheape,and Females deere,and liiſty 
Lads rome heere, and there : {0 merrily,and ever among 


a F< 


good Maſtcr Silence, Ile 


Falft. There's a.merry-heart, 


Shel. Good Maſter Zwrdelfe: ſome wine, Davy. 
Dav. Sweet lir, fit 3, He be with you anon: moſt ſect 
| Maſter: Page, fit : Profacec. 
What yon-want in meate, we'll have in-drinke-: but you 

Shal.Be merry Maſter Bardeffe, and my lytle Souldior 
there, be-merry. YEE BS Cn 

my wiſe ha's all, 
h ſhontzand tall : 


+ wy » 


of this Mettle. 


Si. Who 1?It 
now. 
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* Theſeeond Partof King Henry the 


!1// |. Sir Job#,thy terider Lamb-kinne; now is King; 


| T ſpeake of Africa, and Golden Ioyes. 


Site; Fill the Cup, and let it cone." Te pledge yo) 
allrewedctaneber: G oy Ye045- pledge-you ; 
Shat. Honeſt Bardelfe ,welcome Tf thou 'wint'ft ar 
thing,and wilt not call, beſhrew thy heart.- Welcomem 
little tyne theefe ,and welcome indeed too : Ie drinke to 
Maſter Bardeffe, and to all the Cavileroes about London, 
Davy. I hopeto ſce-London, onee cre I dye. 
Bard, If T might ſce youthere, Davy. 
Shat. You'll cracke aquart together? Ha, will younot 
Maſter Bardotfe? ' * 
Bar. YesSir, in a pottle pot. 
Shaft. I thanke thee : the knave will ſticke by thee, 1 
can aſſure thee that. He will not out; he is true bred, 
Bard. And Ile ſticke by him, fir. - 
Shal.Why there ſpoke a King: lack nothing,be merry, 
Looke, who's at doore there, ho: who knockes> 
Falſf. Why now you have done me right. 
Si. Doe me right, and dub me Knight, Sawinge, 1;'t 
not ſo ? 
Fal. *Tis ſo. 
Si. Is*t? Why thenſay an old man can doe ſomewhat, 
Das, If it pleaſe your Worſhip, there's one Pits 
come from the Court with newes- 
Falst. From the Court ? Let him come in, 


L Enter Pit oll, 
How now Piftoll ? þ 

P83t, Sir Tohn, ſave you fire - 

Falit.. What winde blew you bither, Pto/{? 

Pi#, Not the ill winde which blowes none - to good, 
{weetKnight : Thon art now one of the greateſt men in 
the Realme. © 

Ss. Indeed, 1 thinke he be, but Goodman Puff of 
Barſon. 

Pit, Puffe ? puffe in thy teeth, moſt recreant Coward 
baſe. Sir /obn, Lam thy Piſtollz aud thy friend : helter 
Skelter have I rodeto thee, and tydings doe I bring, and 
lucky joyes, and golden Times, and happy Newes of 
price, 

Fal. 1 
World. | 

Pift, A footra for the World, and Worlings bale, 


prethce now deliver them, like a man of this 


Fal. 'O baſe Aſſyrian Knight, what 1s thy newes? 
Let King (oviths know the truth thereof. 

S$i/. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and /obn. 

Pi, Shall dunghill Curres confront the Helicons? 
And ſhall goodnewes be baffeFd ? 

Then Piftoll lay thy head in Furies lappe. 
Shal. Honeſt Gentleman, 
I know not your breeding - 

Pit. Why then Lament therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon, Sir. 
If fir, you come with. newes from the Court, I take it, 
there is but two-wayes,; either to. utter thear, or to con- 
ceale them. I am Sir; under the King, in ſome Authorlty- 

Pift. Vnder which King ? 
Bezonian, {peake;ordyc- 

Shat. Vnder King Harry. 

Pitþ. Harry the Fourth ?or Fift ? 

Shel; Harrythe Fourth. = 

P##. A footra-far.thine Oihice.- 


Harry the Fift'stheman, I ſpeakethetruth. 
; When Piſtolllyes, doe this, and figge-me, like 


[Thebragging Spaniaxd. 


= 


| 


[ penn 


' | THechings ſpeaks, are juſt 


| have beene my Friends : and woe unte my Lord Chiefec 


22.5 


- Pak What, is the old King dead ? 
[ Þyfti Agnaile in'doore- | 


Fal. Away Bardolpb,Saddle my Borſe, _ 
Maſter Robert Shallow, chooſe what Oifice thou wilt 
In the Land, *tis thine. Piſo/, Lwill double charge thee 

Bard. O j »yfull day : | 
Twould not take a Kaighthood for my Fortune. 

Pi. What?Ido bring good newes- 

Fat; Carrie Maſter Silence to bed : Maſter Shallow, my 
Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Forcunes Steward. 
Get on thy Bootes, wee'l ride all night. Oh ſweet Piſtol: 


withall deviſe ſomething to doe thy ſelfe good. Boote, 
boote Maſter Shallow, I know the young King is ſicke for 
mees Let vs take any mans Horſſes: The Lawes of Eng- 
land areat my command'ment. Happie arethey , which 


luſtice. | 

Pit. Let Vultures vil'deſeize on his Lungs alfo : 
Whereis the life that late I led, fay they ? 
Why heere it is, welcome thoſe pleaſant dayes. Exeunt. 


net ea 


Scaena Quarta. 


” ——_—— 


 Emter HoSteſſe Quickly, Dol Teare-ſneete, 
| and Beadles. 


 Heſt:ſſe. No, thou arrantknave: I would I might dye, 
that might have thee hang'd : Thou haſt drawne my 
ſhoulder out of joynt. 

Off. The Conſtables have deliver'd her over to mee : 
and ſhee ſhall have Whipping cheere enough, I warrant 
ws There hath beenc a man or two (iately) kill'd about 
' her, 

Dol Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lye : Come on, Ile 
tell thee what, thou damn'd Tripe-viſag'd Raſcall, if the 
Childe I now go with, do miſcarrie, thou had*(t better 
as had'ſt trooke thy Mother , thou Paper-fac'd Vil- 
aine, 

Hoſt. O that Sir John were come , hee would make 
thisa bloody day to ſome body. But 1 would the Fruite 
of her Wombe might miſcarry. 

Officer. 1t it doe, you ſhall have a dozen of Cuſhions 
2paine, you have but eleven now, Come, I charge you 
both go with me: forthe man is dead, that you and Pi- 
ſtoll beate among you. 

Det. Ile tell thee what, thou thin man in aCenfor ; I 
will have you as ſoundly ſwindg'd for this, you blew- 
Bottel'd Rogue : you filthy famlih'd Correcioner, if you | 
benot ſwing'd Ile forſweare halfe Kirtles. | 
Off. Come, come, you ſhee-Knight-arrant,come. 
Hef?.O, that right ſhould thus o're come might. Well 
of ſufferance, comes caſe. 

Dol, Come you Rogue, come : 

Bring me to a Tuſtice. 


Hoft, Yes, come you ſtarv'd Blood-hound, 
Del. Goodinan death, goodman Bones. 
Hoſt. Thou Anatomy, thou. 

Del.Come you thinne Thing : 

Come you Raſcall. 


OF. Very well. E xennts 


The ſecond Part of K ing Henry the Fourth. 


Away Baraolfe : Come Piſtoll, utter more to mee ; 2nd 


| Impeof Fame. 


Scana umta. 


Enter two Groomes, 
1,Groo, More Ruſhes, more Ruſhes. 
2.Groo, The Trumpets have ſounded twice. 
I.Groo, It will be two of the Clocke, ere they come 
frow the Coronation. Exit Groo, 


Enter Falſtaffe Shallow, Piloll, Bardolfe,and'P age. 


Falſftaffe. Stand heere by me, M- Robert Shallow, I will 
makethe King do-you Grace. Iwillleere upothim, as 
he comesby : and do but marke the countenance thathe 
will give me. | 

Pi/7ot. Bleſſe thy Lungs, good Knight. 

Falff. Come heere Piet ſtand behind me. - O'if I had 
had timeto/have made new Liveries, I would have be: 
ſtowed the thonſand pound I borrrwed of you,But it is 
no matter, this poore ſhew doth better: this doth inferre 
the zeale I had to ſee him. | 

Shal. Itdoth ſo. | 

_ Fal5F. It ſhewes my earneſtnefle in affeion; 

Pi/t. It doth ſo. 7 

Fal. My devotion, 

Ps. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal, Asit were, to ride day and night, 

And not t9deliberate, not toremember, 
Not to havepatience to {hift me» 

Shat. It is moſt certaine. 

Fal. But to ſtand ſtained with Travaile , and ſiveating 
with deſire to lee kim, thinking ofnothing elſe , putting 
all affayres .oblivion, as if there were nothing elle to be | 
done, but toſce him, 

Pift, Tis ſemper idem 3; for abſque hoc mibil eſt. 'Tis all 
inevery part, 

Sha. *Tisſo indeed. 

Pit. My Knight, I will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 
make thee rage. Thy Dol,and Helen of thy noble thoughts 
is in baſe Durance , and contagious priſon : Hall'd this 
ther by moſt Mechanicaliand durty hand. Rowze uppe 
Revenge from Ebon den , with fell Ale&o's Snake , for 
Dol is in. Piſtol, ſpeakes nought but troth. 

Fal. 1 will deliver her. 

Piel. There roard the Sea : and Trumpet Clangour 
ſounds. 


The Trumpets ſound. Enter King Henrie the 
Fift, Brothers, Lord Chiefe 
Inftice. 


FalfF, Save thy Grace, King Ha#, my Rovall Hal. 
Pi. The heavensthee guard, and keepe , molt royall 


Pal. *Savethee my ſweet Boy. 
King. My Lord Chicte juſtice, 
man. © | 
Ch.Iu5t, Have you your wits? 
Know you what*ris you ſpeake ? 
Falft, My King, my Iove; I ſpeaketo thee, my heart. 
King. T know thee not, old man : Fall tothy Prayers : 


ſpeake to that vaine 


_ | 


How ill white haires become a Foole, and eſter ? 
7 | 


_— —— . 


T have { 


4 & PEAT ITE 


The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


| Thavelongdream'd of ſuch a kinde of man, + 
So ſurfeit-ſwell'd, ſo old, andToprophane : 
But being awake, I dodeſpiſe my dreame. 
| Makeleffſe thy body (hence) and more thy Grace, 
Leavegourmandizing; Know the Grave doth gape 
1 For thee, thrice wider then for other men. 
| Reply nor to me, with a Foole-borne Teſt, 
Preſume not, that I am-the thing Lwas, 
For heaven doth know {fo ſhall the world perceive) 
ThatI have turn'd away'my. former Selfe, 
So will i thoſe that kept me Companic. 
1 When thou doſt heare Iam, as I have bin, _ 
| = Cw me, and thou ſhalt beas thou was't 
The Tutor aud the Feeder of my Riots : 
Till then, I baniſk thee, on paine of death, 
| AsIhavedonethereſtof my Miſleaders, 
Not to.come neere our Perſon, by ten mile. 
For competence of life, 1 will allow you, 
Thar lacke of meanes enforce you notto evill: 
And as we heare youdo redeeme your ſelves, 
We will- according 'to your ſtrength, and qualities, . 
| Giue you adyancement- Beit your charge (my Lord) 
To ſee perform'd the tenure of our word. Set on. 
HIRE » Ys $ : Exit King. 
Fal. Maſter Shallow, I owe you a thouſand pound. 
Sbal. T marry Sir oh», which I beſcech you toler mee 
have home with me. | 
Fal. That can hardly be. M. Shallew,do not you grieve 
| at this :I ſhall be ſent for in privateto him : Looke you, 
he muſt ſeeme this to the world : feare not your advance= 
ment : I will be the man yet, that ſhall make you great, 


1 


Shal. I cannot well perceive how, unlefle you hoy 
give mc your Dublet, od ſtuffe mee out el og: | 
beſcceh you, good ſir /ehr, ilet me have five hundred of 
women bens good ord. This 

al. Sir, I willbeas good as my word. This that) 
heard, was but acokie. ret _ 

Shaft. A colour 1 feare, that you will dye in, Sir Ioby, 

Fai. Feare nocolours, go with me taginner : 

Come Licatenant Piſtol, come Bardaffe,* 
I ſhall be ſent for ſoone at night. 

Ch. luſt. Go carry Sir John Falftaffetothe Fleete, 
Take all his company along with him. 

Fat. My Lord,my Lord. = 

Ch.Tuft, I cannot now ſpeake, I will heare youſoone 
Takethem away. 

Pift. Si fortuna me tormento,ſhera me comtento, 
Exit. Maviet Lancaiter and Chiefe Tuftice, 


John, Tlike this faire proceeding of the Kings , 
He hath intent his wonted Followers 


\ Shall be very well provided for : 


But are baniſh, till their converſations 
Apeare more wile, and modeſt inthe world. 
Ch.Is5F. And ſothey are. 
Tohn. The King hath call'd hs Parliament, 
My Lord. % 
Ch.Iuft. He hath, 
Tobn, 1 will lay oddes, that erc this yeere expire, 
We beareour Civil Swords, and Native fire 
As farre as France. I heard a Bird ſo ſing, 
Whoſe Muſicke (to my thinking) pleas'd the King, 
Come, will you hence? Exenn, 


EPILOGVE. 


7 RS'F, my Feare : then , my Curteſie : laſt, my Speech. 
My Feare , is your Di$pleaſure : My Curteſie , my Dutie © 
And my ſpeech, to Beg ge your Pardons. 7f you looke for a 
St good ſpeech no , youundoe me : For what Iharve toſay , is 
of mine one making: and what (indeed) f ſhould ſay , will 
Rf (7 doubt) provoe mine owne marring. But to the Purpoſe, 
| Iand ſoo the Venture. Bee it knowne to you (as it ts very 
well) 7 was lately heere in the end of a diſpleaſing Play , topray your Patience for 
it, and to promiſe youa Better : } did meane (indeede ) to pay you with this, which 
if (ike an ill Venture ) it come unluckily home , F breake ; and you , my gentle Cre: 
ditors lofe. Feere Ipromiſt you F would bee, and beere I commit my Boaie to your 
Mercies : Bate me ſome,and f will pay you ſome, and ( as moſt Debtors dve ) promiſe 
you infinitely. | | | 
If my Tongue cannat entreate you to acquit me : Will you command mee to uſe 
my Leg ges? And yet that were but light payment, to Dance out of your debt : But 
a good ( onſcience, will make any poſsible ſatisfation, and ſo will F. All the Gen- 
tlewomen heere, have forgottenme, if the Gentlewomen will not , then the Gentlemen 
doe not agree with the Gentlewomen , which was never ſeene before , in ſuch an Af- 


ſembly. 


One word more, Tbeſeech you: if you be not too much cloid with Fat Meate , our 
humble Author will: continue the ſtory (with Sir Tohn mit) and make youmerry 
with faire Katherine of France : where ( for any thing 7 know ) Falſtaffe ſhall 
dye of a ſweat , unleſſe already be bee kill'd with your hard Opinions: For Old-Caſtle 
dyed a martyr , and this is not the man, My T ongue i5 wearie, When my Legs are too, 
7 will bid you good night ; and ſo kneele downe before you : (But indeed) to pray for 


the Oueene, 


| 
WIG 
| 
| 
BOY 


wap VMOYR the Preſentor. 
King Henry the Fourth, 


& Prince Henry afterwards Crowned King Henry the Fift, 


Prince Tbs of Lancaſter. 


Humphreyof Glouceſter. ESonne to Henry the Fourth,and brethrento Henry the Fift. 


Thoms of Clarence, 


The Arch-Biſhop of Yorke. 
Mowbray, | 
Haſtings. 

Lord Bardolte. | Fourth, 
Travers, | 


Northumberland. | 


Morton. | 
Colevile, 1 


Warwick. 
Weſtmerland, : 
Surrey. Of the Kings 
Gowre. Partie, * 
Harecourt. | 

Lord ChicfcIuſtice, | 


Shattow. = Country 


Silence, luſtices 
Davie,Servant to Shallow. 
Phang,and Snare,z2,Serjeants 
Mouldie, 
Shadow, 
Warr, 
Feeble.. : 
Bullcalfe- 


Drawers 
Beadles. 
Groomes 


Country Soldiers 


{ Oppoſites a 


gainſt King Henry the 


Pointz, 
Falſtaffe, | 
Bardolphe, 
Piſtol]. 
Peto. 
Page, 


Irregular 

| Humoriſts, 
i 

J 


Nortbumberlands Wife, 
Percies Widdow. 
Hoſtefle Quickly. 

Doll Teate-ſheete, 
Epilogue. 
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Enter Prologue, 


m—__—_—— 


For a Muſe of Fire, that would aſcend 
The brighteſt Heaven of Invention 
A Kingdome for a Stage, Princes to AQ, 
And Monarches to behold the ſwelling Scene. 
Then ſhould the Warbke Harry like himſeife, 
Aſſume the Port of Mars, andat hu heeles | 
(Leaſht in,oke hounds ) ſhonld Famine, Sword, and F ire 
{Trench for employment, But pardon, Gentles all : 
The flat unrasſed Spirits, that hath dard, 
Os thi nnworthy Scaffold, to bring forth 
$9 great an Objeft. Can this Ceck-Pit hold 
The vaſtie field of France ? Or may we cramme 
Within th Woedden O, the very ( ackes 
That did affright the Ayre at eAginconrt © 
0 prrdon : ſince 4 crooked Figure may , 
| Atteft in little place a Ailion, 
Andlet us, Cyphers to this great Accompt, 


| On your 1maginarie Forces worke, 

Suppoſe within the Girdle of theſe Walls 

Are now confin' d two mightie Monarches, 

Wheſe high, up-reared, and abutting Fronts, 

T he perilous narrow Ocean parts aſunder. 

Peece out our imperfeitions with your thoughts : 
Intoa thonſand parts devide one Man, 

end make imaginarie Priſſance. 

T hinke when we tatke of Horſes, that you ſee them 
Printing their prowd Hoofes i th' receiving Earth ; 
For tus your thoughts that now mnſt decks our K ings, 


Turning th' accompliſhment of many yeeres 
Into an Houre-glaſſe : for the which ſmpplie, 
ins me Chorus te this Hiſtorie ; : | 
Who Prologue-like, your humble patience pri 

| Gently to heare, kindly to juage onr Flay. : 


Carry them here and there : I amping ore Times; 


SS 


Afus primus. Scana Prima. 


EN CE 
— 


—_—_— —— 


Entor the two' Biſhops of Canterbury and Ely. 


| | Biſh.” Cant. 
FERZZSLY Lord, 


FEZESLY Lord, Ilc tell you, tharſelfc Billis urg'd, 
SEV bich in thicleveth yereafy laſt Kings reign 
MES Was like, and had indeed: againſt us paſt, 
Eau that the ſcambling and pnquier time: 


\ 
— 


” Did puſh it gut of farther. queſtion. - . ++ 
Bifſh. Elp, But how my Lord ſhall we reſiſt it now ? 
Bilb.Cant. It muſt bg thought on: ifit paſſe againſt us, 

Weloſe the better part of our Poſſeſſion ; 

Forall the Temporall lands, which men deyout . 

By Teſtament have given to the nets | 

Would they ſtrip from us ; being valu'd thus, 

As much as would maintaine, to the Kings honor, 


And to reliefe of Lazars, and weake age. 


Biſh, Elp. This would drinke deepe. FRODE, 
Biſe.Cant. 'Twoulddrinke the Cup and all,,  ; . /,: 
' Biſ.Ely. But what prevention? 


; = ER 


Bilb. 


(ant. The King is full of grace , and faire re- 


gard. FE 
Biſh.Elj. And atru 


The breath no ſooner lefe his Fathers body, 
But tiiat his wildnefſe mortify'dinthim, 


Conſideration like an Angell came;- 

And whipt th'offending Adew out of him ; 
Leaving his body a$a Paradiſe, -!-: 1: 
T'invelop and containe Celeſtiall Spirits. 
Never was ſucha ſodaine Scholler: made : 
Never came Reformation in a Flood;:: |. 
With ſuch a heady currant ſecowring fables ; 
Nor.never Hidra-headed Wiltulnefle: -: 


| Full fifteene Earles, and fifteene hundred Knights, .... + 1 Sofoonedidloſe hisScat ; and all at once; 
Six thouſand and two.hnndred. good Eſquires : As inthis King. |...” FomA 6 


Bib. Ely. Weateblefſed inthe Change. - 


You would ſfay,it hath beenall in all-bis ftudy:'- 


A fewefull Bazaile rendred you in Mulique. 
3 


Liſt his diſcourſe of Warre;and you flial heare - -: --- 


e lover of the holy Church. | | 
Biſh.Cans. The courſes of his youth promis'd itnots 


| Seem'd to dye too ;'yeaat that very moment, I. 


Ofindigent faint Soules, paſt corporall toyle, | Biſo.. (ant. Hears him but reaforrir-Divinity;.” 1 5 
A lundred Almes-houſes, right well ſupply'd ; Andall-admiring,with au inward wiſh! 7 915%.) 
Andtothe Coffers of the King beſide, : , oy You would defire the King were madea Prelates .1 "7 
Athouſand poinds by thi'yeere. Thus runs the Bill- Heare himdebate of Common-wealth Aﬀaires; - 55 
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' The Lifeof Henry 


” 
”w *' 


b — DOM TH. ra 


| Twnehimto any Cauſe of F ollicy, 

The Gordian Knot ofir he will unloofe, 

Familiar as his Garter :that when he ſpeakes, 

The Ayre, a Charter'd Libertine, is ſtill, 

And the nuxte Wonderlurkethin mens eares, 

To ſteale his ſweet and honyed Sentences ; 

So that the Art raQique part of Life, 

Muſt be' the Miſtreſſe tothis Theorique. .. 

Which isa wonder how his Grace ſhould gleane it, 

Since his addiction was to Courſes vaine, 

His companics unletter'd, rude, and ſhallow, 

{1 His Houres fill'd up with Ryots, Banquets, Sports ; 
| And never noted in him any ſtudie, 

Any retyrement, any ſequeſtration, 

From open Haunts and Popularitie. 
B. El 


And "=. hn Berryes thrive and ripett beſt, 
Neighbour'd by fruit of baſer qualiric : 
And ſo the Prince obſcur'd his Contemplation 
Vander the Veyle of Wildnefle, which ( no doubt) 
Grew like the Summer Graſſe, faſteſt by Night, 
Vnſeene, yet creffiue in his faculrie. 
| _ B. Cant. It muſtbeſo ; for Miraclesare ceaſt : 
And therefore RA needes admit the meanes, 
How things are periected. 
BF. Ely. But 'my good Lord : | 
How now-for mittigation of this Bill, 
Vrg'd by the-Commons? doth his: Majeſtic 
Incline to it, orno? +; Ki < 
3s. 4s ſeemes. indifferent :. 
Or rather {waying more-upon our part, 
Then cheriſhi tvexhibiries: inſtuss- 
For FE have made anoffer to his Majeſty, 
Vpon our Spirituall Convocation, 
Andin of Cauſes now in hand, 
WhichT have open'd to his Grace at large, 
As touching France ,to give a greater Summe, 
Thenever at one time the Clergie yet 
Did to his Predeceſſors part withall. - 
B.Eht, How did this offer ſceme receiv'd, my Lord? 
| B.«Cant. With good acceptance of his Majeſtic : 
-Saycthatthere was not time enough to heare, 
As I perceiv'd his Grace would faine have done, 
The ſeveralis andi\unhidden paſſages -' - | 
Ofhis true Titles to ſome certaine Dukedomes ,- 
And generally; tothe Crowne and ſeat of France, 
Deriv'd from Edward; his great Grandfather. 
B.£ly. What was th impediment that broke this off? 
F.{ nt. The French Embaſſadorupon thatiinſtant 
Crav'd audience; and the howre I thinke is come, - - 
Togive him hearing : Is it fourea Clock ? | 
4 B.Etj. It IS, F3TE1G M14S > "of rakbray + ag\-d 
B.Caxr. Thengoe we in, to know his Embaſſic : 
Which 1 could withaready gueſſedeelare, 
Before the Frenchmanſpcakes a-word of it. 
8. Eh. vis 1 or Areas Fatoer. Vkergy ag : 
© Enterthe King, Humfrey, Bedford,Clerence, 
Warwicks, Weſtmer land, and Exeter. \ -  — 
King.: Whereis my gracious Lordof Canterbury ? 
Exeter, Not here inpreſence.: : : F 10G LD 6405: 


Xing Send for himgood Vockle.” = 
PE Shall we | 
| © King. ,my'Couſin ; we would be refolu'd, 


Notyet, 
Before we heare hin of ſome things 
e'] ; 


«The Strawberry growes underneath the Nettle, 


1n-th' Ambaſſador, my Liege? 


8 <*cnaB54 01:UG 
| 'Thattaske ourthaughts, concertiingus and France, -- > 
\ ei) k 


the Fift. 


ag mow two Biſhops. 
. Cant, is Angels guard you ſacred T 
| And make you long become it. d wi 
King. Sure wethanke you. 
My learned Lord, wepray youtoprocced, 
And juſtly and religiouſly unfold, | 
ar Lawyg Sabkeythatthey have in France, 
Or ſhould or ſhould not barre us in our Clayme : 
And God forbid, my deere and faithfull Lord, 
That you ſhould faſhion, wreſt; or bow your reading, 
Or nicely charge your underſtanding Soule, 
With opening Titles miſcreate, whole right 
Sutes Rot in native colours withthe truth : 
For God doth know, how many now in health, 
Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Of what your reverence ſhall incite us to. 
Therefore take beed how you impawne our Perſon, 
How you awake our fleeping Sword of Ware; 
Wecharge you in the name of God take heed : 
For never two ſuch Kingdomes did contend, 
Without much fall of blood, whole guitleffe drops 
Are every one, a Woe, a ſore Complaint, 
'Gainſt him, whoſe wrong gives edge untothe Swords, 
That makes ſuch wafte in briefe mortalitic. | 
Vnder this Conjuration, ſpeake my Lord : 
For we will heare, note, and beleeve in heart, 
Thar what you ſpeake, is in your Conſcience waſht, 
As pure asfinne with Baptiſme. 
B. Can Then heare me gracious Soyeraign, 8: you Peers, 
That owe your ſelves, your lives, and ſervices, 
To this Imperiall Throne. There 1s no barre 
To make againſt your Highneſle Clayme to France, 
But this which they produce from Pharamond, 
In terram Salicans Mulieres ne ſuccedant, 
No Woman ſhall ſacceed in Sake Land : 
Which Sl/ike Land, the French unjuſty gloze 
To bethe realme of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this Law, and female Barre. 
Yettheir owne Authors faithfully arhrme, 
That the Land Sahke is in Germanie, 
Beeweene the Flouds of Sala and of Elve : 
Where Charles the Great having ſubdu'd the Saxons, 
Thereleft behind and ſettled certaine French : 
Who holding in diſdaine the German Women, 
For ſome diſhoneſt manners of their life, 
Eſtabliſhtthen this Law ; to wit, No Female 
Should be Inheritrix in Sabke Land : 
Which Sabke (as I faid) 'twixt Elve and Sala, 
Is atthis day in Germanic, call'd Meyer, 
Then doth it well appeare, the SMike Law 
Was not deviſed for the Realme of France : 
Nor did the ar oc trap the Sakke Land, 
Vntill foure hundred one and tiwentie yecres 
After defunQon of King Pharamord, 
Idly ſuppoſ'd the founder of this Law, 
Who dicd within the yeere of our Redemption, 
Foure hundred twentic {ix : and Charles the Great 
Subdu'd the Saxons, and did ſcatthe French 
Beyond the River Sala,in the yeere 
Eight handred five. :Beſides, their writers ſay, 
King Pepin, which-depoſed Childerike, 
Didas Heire —_ being deſcended | 
OfBkthild, which was hter to King Clothes, 
Make Clayme and Title to the Crowne of France, 
Hugh (_apet alſo, who uſurpt the Crowne 
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"PEORGRAOEI 
Of charles the Duke of Loraine, ſole Heire male 
Of the true Line and Stocke of Charles the great : 
Tofind his Title with ſome ſhewes of truth, 
Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught; 
Convey'd himfelfe as th? Heire toth' Lady Zingare, 
Daughter to Charlemaine, who was the Sonne 
To Lewes the Emperour, and Lewes the Sonne 
Of (barkesthe Great : alſo King Lewes the Tenth, 
Who was ſole Hcire tothe V ſarper (pet, 
Could not keepe quietin his conſcience, 
Wearingthe Crowne of France, till ſatisfied, 
That faire Queene 1/abe/, his Grandmother, 
Was Lincall ofthe Lady Ermengere, ; 
Daughter to Charles rhe fareſais Duke of Loraine: 
By the which Marriage, the Lyne of Charles the Great 
Was re-united to the Crowne of France. 
$0, that as cleare as is the Summers. Sunne, 
King Pepins Title, and Hmngh ( apets Clayme, 
King Lewes his ſatisfaction, all appeare 
To bold in Right and Title ofthe Female : 
$0 doe the Kings of France uponthis day. 
Howbeit, they would hold up this Salique Law, 
Tobarre your Highneſſe clayming from the Female, 
And rather chuſe to hidethem ina Net, 
Then amply to imbarre their crooked Titles, 
"Vſarpt from you and your Progenitors. = 
J King May I with right and conſcience make this claun? 
. Biſh.Cant. The finne upon my head, dread Soveraigne : 
{ Forin the Booke of Nambers is it writ, 
| When the man dyes, let the Inheritance 
Deſcend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 
Stand for your owne, unwind your bloody Flagge: 
Looke. backe into your mightie Anceſtors ; 
Goe my dread Lord, to your great Grandfires Tombe, 
From whom you clayme ; invoke his Warlike Spirit, 
| Andyour Great Vncles, Edwerdthe Blacke Prince, 
Whoon the French ground play*da Tragedie, 
Making defeat on the full Power of France: 
Whiles his moſt mighty Father on a Hull 
Stood ſmiling, to behold his Lyons W helpe 
Forragein blood of French Nobilitie. 
| O Noble Engliſh, that could entertains . 
With halfe their Forces, the full pride sf France, 
And letanother halfe ſtand laughing by, 
All out of worke, and cold for a&zon. 

Bb. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dcad, 
And with your puiſſant Arme renew their Feats; 
You are their Hcire, you fit upon their Throne ; 
The Blood and Courage thatrenowned them, 
Runsin your Veines: and my thrice-puiſlant Liege 
Is in the very May-Morne of his Youth, 
Ripe for Exploites and mighty Enterpriſes. | 
Exe. Your brother Kings and Monarches of the Earth 
Doe all expeR, that you ſhould rowſe your (clic, 
Asdid the former Lyons of your Blood, (might ; 
Wet,They know your Grace bath cauſe,and means, and 
$0 hath your Highneſle : never King of England 
Had Nobles richer, and moreloyall Subjects, 
Whoſe hearts have left their bodyes here in England, 
| And lye pavillion'd inthe field of France. | 
Biſh.Cant. O let their Lodyesfollow my deare Liege 
With Blouds, and Sword and Fire, to.-win your Right: 
Inayde whereof, we of the Spiritualtie 
Willrayſe your Highnefle ſuch a mightte Sumime, 
As never did the Cleargic at anerime 


WW 
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as 
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King. We muſt not onely arme tinvadethe French, 
But lay downe our proportions, to defend 
Againſt the Scot, who will make roade upon us, 
With all advantages. ' ; 
61/h.Can. They of thoſe Marches, gracionsSoveraign, 
Shall be a Wall ſuificient to defend | 
Our in-land from the pilfering Borderers. 
King. Wedo not meane the courſing ſnatchers onely, 
Bur feare the maine intendment of the Scor, 
Who hath beene ſtill a giddy neighbour to ns: 
For you ſhall reade, that my great Grandfather 
Never went with his forces into France, 
But that the Scot, on his unfurniſht Kingoome, 
Came pouring likethe Tyde intoa breach, 
With ample and brim fulneſſe of his torce, 
Galling the gleaned Land with hor affayes, 
| Girding with grievous ſiege, Caſtles and Townes : 
That England being emprie of defence, 
Hath ſhooke and trembled at th' ill neighbourhood. 
B.Can.She hath binthe more ſear'd the bare'd,my Liege: 
For heare her but exampl'd by her ſelfe, 
| W henall her Chevalrie hath been in France, 
And ſhea mourning Widdow of her Nobles, 
She hath her lelfe not onely well defended, 
But taken and impounded as a Stray, 
The King of Scots : whom fhedid ſend to France, 
| To fill King Edwards fame with priſoner Kings, 
And make their Chronicle as rich with prayle, 
As1s the Owſe and bottome of the Sea 
With ſunken Wrack,and ſum-lefſe Treaſuries: 
Biſh,Ety. But there's a ſaying very old and true, 
If that you will France win, then with Scotland fir it begs. 
For once the Eagle (Engjand) being in prey, 
To her nnguarded Neſt, the Weazell (Scot) 
Comes ſneaking, and ſo ſucks her Princely Egges, 
Playing the Mouſe in abſence of the Cat, 


| While that the Armed hand doth fightabroad,! 


Totame and havocke more then ſke can cate. 
Exer. It followes then, the Cat mult ſlay at home, 
Yet that is but a cruſh'd neceſſity; 
| Since we havelockes to ſafegard neccaries, 
And pretty traps to catch the petty theeves. 


Th'aduiſcd head defends it ſelfe at home : 
For Government, though high, and low, and lower, 
Put into parts, doth keepe in one conſent, 
Congreeing in a full and naturall cloze, 
Like Muſicke, ' 

(ant. Therefore doth heaven divide 
The ſlate of man in divers fun&ions, 
Setting endevor in continuall moriori ; 
To which is fixed asanayme orbutt , 
Obedience: for ſo worke the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by arule in Nature teach 
The A of Order toa peopled Kingdome. 
They have aKing, and Ofhcers of ſorts, 
Where ſome like Magiltrats correRat home; 
Others, like Merchants venture Trade abroad : | 
Others, like Souldiers armed in their ſtings, 
Make boote upon the Summers Velvet buddes : _ 
Which pillage, they with merry martchbring home 
To the Tenteroyall of their Emperor : 
Who bufied in his Majelties ſurveyes 
The ſinging Maſon building roofes of Gold, 
Thecivill Girinens kneading up the hony ; 
The PF oore Mechanicke Porters, crowding in 


"gin to any of your Anceſtors. | 


T heir heavy burthens at his narrow gate : 
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The fad-ey'd Iuſtice with his ſurly humme, 
Delivering ore to Executorspale 

The lazie yawning Drone : Ithisinferre, 

That many things having full reference 

To oneconſcnt,way worke contrariouſly, 

As many Arrowes looſed ſeverall wayes | 
Cometo one marke: as many wayes meet in onetowne, 
As many freſh ſtreames meet inone ſalt ſea; 

As many Lynes c'ole in the Dials center : 

So may a thouſand ations once a foote, 

And in one purpoſe, and be all well borne _ 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege; 
Divide your happy England into fourc, 


}. Whereof, take you onequarter into France, 


And you withall ſhall make all Gallia ſhake. 

If we withthrice ſuch powers left at home, 

Cannot defend our owne doores from the dogge, 

Letusbe worried, and our Nation loſe 

The name of hardinefſe and policie. : 
King. Call inthe Meſſengers ſent from the Dolphin. 

NG6w are we well relolv'd, and by Gods helpe 

And yours, the noble ſinewes of our power; 

France being ours, wee'l bend it to our Awe, 

Or breake it allto peeces. Or there wee'l fir, 

(Ruling in large and ample Emperie, 

Ore France,and all her (almoſt) Kingly Dukedomes ) 

Or lay theſe bones inan unworthy V rne, 


| Tombleſſe, with no remembrance over them ; 


Either our Hiſtory- ſhall with full mouth 
Speake freely of our At, or elſe our grave 
Like Turkiſh mute, ſhall have a tonguelefle mouth, 
Not worſhipt witha waxen Epitaph« 
Enter Ambaſſadors of France. + 
Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleaſure 
Of our faire Coſin Dolphin: for we. heare, i. ; + 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King:  -... 
Amb. May'cpleaſe your Majeſtietogiveus leave 
Freely torender what we have incharge :, - © 
Or ſhall we ſparingly ſhew youfarre off "ho 
The Dolphins me21ing, and our Embaſhe., .. . 
King. We are no Tyrant, buta Chriſtian King, 
Vnro whole grace our paſſionis as ſubjec! - 
As is our wretches fettred in our priſons: © .. 


| Thercfore with franke and with uncurbed plainneſſe,. 
Tell us the Dolphins minde. 


Amb, Thus then in few : 


| Your Highneſle lately ſending into France, 


Didclaime ſome certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
Of your great Predeceflor, King Edward thethird- 
Inanſwer of which claim, the Prince our Malter 
Sayes, that you ſavour roo much of your youth, 
And bids you be advis'd: There's nought in France, _ 
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne : 
Youcannot revell into Dukedomesthere. 
He therefore ſends you meeter for your fpirit 
This Tun of Treaſure; and in lieu of this, 
Deſires youlet the Dukedomes that youclaime 
Heare no more of 5ou. This the Dolphin ſpeakes. 
King, W hat Treaſure Vncle? 
Exe.” Tenuis balles, my Liege. 
Kin, Weare glad the Doiphin is ſo pleaſant with us, 
His Preſent, and your paines wethanke you for: 


' When we bave matcht our Racketsto theſe Balles, 


We will in France (by Gods grace) play aſct, 
Shall ſtrike his fathers Crowne intothe hazard. 
Tell him, be hath made a match with ſuch a Wrangler, 


| 


| 


Thatall the Courts' of France will be diſturb'd 
. With Chaces. 'And we underſtand him well, 
How he comeso're us with our wilder dayes, 
Not meaſuring what uſe we made ofthem. 
We never valew'd this poore ſeate of England, 
And therefore living hence; did give ourlſelte 
To barbarous licenſe : As*cisever common, 
That menare merrieſt; when they are from home. 
Bur tell the Dolphin, 1 will keepe my State, 
Belike a King, and ſhew my fayle of Greatneſſe, 
When I dorowſe me in my Throne of France, 

For that I have layd by my Majcſtie, 

And plodded likea man for working dayes : 

But 1 will riſe there withſo full a glorie, 

That I will dazle all the eyes of France, 

Yea ſtrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on us. 

And tell the pleaſant Prince, this Mocke ofhis 
Hathturn'd fix balls to Gun-ſtones, and his foule 
Shall ſtand ſore charged, for the waſtcfull vengeance 
That ſhall lye with them: for many a thouſand widowes 
Shall this his Mocke,mocke out of their deere husbands, 
Mocke mothers from their ſonnes,mock Caſtles done; 
And ſome are it ungotten and unborne, 

That ſhall have cauſe to curſe the Dolphins ſcorne. 
But this lyes all within the will of God, 

To whom Ido appeale, and in whoſe name 

Tell you the Dolphizs, I am comming on, 

To venge meas1 may, and to put forth 
- My rightfull hand in awel-hallow'd cauſe. 
So get you hence io peace: and tell the De/phin, 
HisTIeſt will favour but of ſhallow wit, 
W henthoufands weepe more then did laugh at it. 
Conyey them yith fate condut. Fare you well. 

- Exennt eAmbaſſadori. 
Exe. This was a merry Meſlage. 
King. We hopeto make the Sender bluſh atit : 

Theretore, my Lords, omit no happy howre, 


_'| That may give furtlrance toour Expedition; 


For we have now nothought in us but France, 

Save thoſe to God, that runnebefore our bufineſſe. 
Therefore let our proportions for theſe Warres 

Be ſoone collected, and all things thought upon, 

That may withreaſonable ſwiftneffe adde 

More feathers to our Wings : for God before, 
Wee'le chide this Dolphin at his fathers doore. 
Therefore letevery man now taske his thought, 

That this faire Action may on foot be brought, Exe. 


| 'F, |; 0 Enter Chorus o 

Now all the Youth ot England are on fire, 
And ſilken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 
Now thriue the Armorers, and'Honors thought 
Reignes ſolely inthe breaſt of every man. 
They ſell the Paſture now, to buy the Horſe ; 
Following the Mirror of all Chriitian Kings, 


+ With winged heeles, as Engliſh Iercuries, 


For now fits Expedation in the 'Ayre, 

And hides a Sword, from Hilts umothe Point, 
| W.xhCrownes Imperiall, Crownesand Coronets, 
Promis'dto Heavy, and his followers. 

The Frenchadvis'd-by good intelligence 

Of this moſt dreadfull preparation, 

Shake in their feare, and with pale Pollicy 
Secke to divertthe Engliſh purpoſes. 

O England : Modellto thy inward Greatneſſe, 
Likelittle Body witha mightic Heart : 


What 
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What mightſt thou do, that honour would thee doe, 

Wereall thy, children kinde and naturall : - 

But ſee, thy fault France hath in thee found ont; - 

A neſt of hollow boſomes, which he filles | 

| Withtrcacherous Crownes, and three corrupted nicn : 
| One Richard Earle of Cambridge, and the ſecond 

Henry Lord Scroope of Maſvem, and the third 

Sir Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, 

Havefor the Gilt of France (O guilt indeed) 

Confirm'd Conſpiracy with fearefull France, 

And by their hands, this grace of Kings maſt dye, 

If Hell and Treaſon hold their promiſes, 

Ere he take ſhip for France ; and in Sourhampton. 

Linger your patience on, and wee'l digeſt 

Th' abuſe of diſtance ; force a play : 

The ſumme is payde,the Traitorsare agreed, 

The King is ſer from London, and the Scene 

Isnow-cran{ported (Gentles) to Southampton, 

There is the play-houſe now, there muſt you fit, 

And thence to France ſhall we convey you fafe, 

And bring you backe : Charming the narrow {cas 

To give yon gentle Paſle : for it we may, 

Wee'inar offend one ſtomacke with our Play, 

| But till the King come forth, and nottull then, 
'Ynto Southampton do we ſhift our Scene. 


Enter Corporall Nym, and Lieutenant Bardolſe, 
Bar. Wcll met Corporall ym. . 
Nym. Good morrow LievtenantBaraolfe, 
Bar. What, are Ancient Poll and you friends yet ? 
Nym. For my part, 1 carenot : I1fay little: but,when 
time ſhall ſerue, there ſhall be ſmiles, but that ſhall beas 
it may. I dare not fight, but I will winke and {hold out 
mine yron: it is a ſimpic one, but what though ? It will 
tolte Cheeſe, and it will endure cold , as another mans 
ſword will ; and there's an end, | 

Bar. I will beſtow a breakfaſt to make you friendes, 
and wee*d bee all three ſworne brothers to France ; Let't 
be ſo good! Corporall Ny. 

Nym. Faith, I will live ſolongas I may,that'sthe cer- 
 taine of it; and when I cannor live any longer, 1 will doe 
as I may ; That is my reſt, that is the rendevous of its 

Bar. It is certaine Corporall , that hee is married to 
Nell Quickly, and certainly ſhe did you wrong , for you 
were troth-plightto her. 

Nym, 1 cannot tell, Things mult be as they may : men 
may fleepe , and they may bave thetr throats abour them 
at that time, and ſome ſay, knives have edges: It maſt 
beas it may, though patience bee a tyred name, yet ſhee 
willplodde, there muſt be Concluſions, well, I cannot 
tell, 

Enter Pifloll,e Q wickly. 

Bar. Heere comes Ancient Poll and his wife : good 
paperall be patient heere. How now mine Hoaſte Pi- 
STOLL? | 
EP it. Baſe Tyke calf ft thou mee Hoſte , now by this 
I ſweare 1 ſeornethe terme : nor ſhall my Nel kepe 
| Heft, No by my trot, not long; For we cannot lodge 

and board a dozen or fourteene Gentlewomen' that live 
honeſtly by the pricke of their Needles , but it will bee 
| thought wee keepe a Bawdy-houſe Rraight. O welliday 
| Lady,if he be not hewne now, we ſhall ice wilfuli adulte- 
' ryand murther committed. 

Bar, Good Licutenant, good Corporall offer nothing 
| heere, Nym. Piſhs, 


, 
ITY / 


Exit. 


| termes, that is the humor of it. 


of Iſland. 


up your ſ\yord. 
Nym. Will you ſhogge off? I would have you ſolus. 


in thy molt mervailousface, the ſotus in thy teeth, and 
in thy throate,and in thy batefull Lungs , yea in thy Maw 
perdy; and which is worſe, within thy naſtie mouth. I 
doretorr the ſclus in thy bowels, for I cantake, and P+- 
Relscocke is up, and flaſhing fire will follow. ©  * 

Nm. | am not Barbaſon, you cannot conjure mee : I 
have an Humor toknotke you ihdifferently well : If you 
grow fowle with me Piftoll , I will ſcoore you with my. 
Rapter,-asT may, in fayre tearmes. If you" would walke 
off, I would pricke your guts alittle in gaod tearmes, as 
I may, and that's the humor of it. | 

Piff.O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight, 
The Grave doth gape, and doting death is neere, 
Therefore exhale. 

Bar. Heare me, heare me what I ſay : He that ſtrikes 


dicre 

Piſt. An oath of mickle might, and fury ſhall abate. 
Give me thy fiſt, thy fore-foore ro me give: Thy ſpirits 
are moſt tall, - 

Nym. I will cot thy throate onetime or other in faire 


P3toll, Conplea gorge, that isthe word. I defie thee a- 
gaine. O hound of Crcer, think'it thou my ſpoute to get? 
No, to the Spittle goe, and from the Poudring tub of in- 
tamy, fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Cr:ſſids kinde, Doll 
T eare-ſheete, ſhe by name, and her eſpouſe. Ihave, and 1 
will hold the 20ndam Qnickely tor the onely ſhe : and 
Paxca, there's eni2ugh to go to. 

| Enter the Boy. 

Boy. Mine Hoaſt Pz/te/l, you muſt come to my May- 
ſter, and your Hoſteſſe: He is very ſicke, & would to bed. 
Good Bardpſfe, put thy face berweene his ſheetes, atid do 
the Office of a Warming-pan : Faith, he's very ill. 

Bard, Away you Rogue. 


of theſe dayes: the: King has kild his hear. Good Huf- 
band come home preſently. Exiz, 
to cut one anothers throats ? 

Olls 


ar Betting ? 


| thy hand, 


Pi#. Baſe isthe ſhave that payes. 
Nim. That now I will have: thats the humour of it. 


Pift. As manhood ſhalkcomponnd : puſh home. Draw | 


Bard, Ry this ſword, hee that makes the firſt thruſt, 
Ile kill him : By this ſword, I will. ] 

Ps. Sword is an Oath, & Oaths muſt have their courſe 

Bar.Coporall N'zm,and thou wilt be friends be friends, 
and thou wilt not, why then bee-enemies with mee too : 
prethee pucup- | dons bs 

PiFt. A Noble ſhalttkon have, and preſent pay . and 
Liquor likewiſe will I give tothee, and' friendſhippe | 

& 


Piff. Piſh forthee, Hand dogge : tou prickeart cur 
Hoft. Good Corporall Nym ſhew thy valor , and pur 


Pf. Solus, egregious dog? O Viper vile; The ſolus 


Hot. By my troth he'l yeeld the Crow a pudding one | 


Bar. Come ſhall I make you two friends. Wee mult | 
to France together:why the divel ſhould we keepe knives } 
P43, Let floods ore-{well and fiends for food howle 


Nym. You'l pay mee the eight ſhillings I won'of you | 


— 


the firſt ſtrozke,1le run him vp to the hilts, as lam a ſol- | 


ſhall combine, ad brotherhood. 1lelive by N imme, 
N imme ſhall live by me, is not this juſt ? For I ſhall Surt- | 
ler be unto the Campe, and profits will accrue. Give me | 


ht. 


_ Nm... 
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Nym, I ſhall have my Noble? | (am. So may your Highneſſe, and yet puniſh too. 
PF. Incaſh, moſt juſtly payd. Grey, Sir, you ſhew great mercy if you give him life, 
Nym. Well,then that's the humor of t. | After the tatte of much correRion. 
| Emer Hoſteſſe: Iu King. Alas, your too much love and care of me, 
Hoft. As ever youcame of women ; come in quickly | Are heavie Orifons *gainſt this poore wretch : 
to fir /ohn: A poore heart , heis ſo ſhak'd ofa burving | 1flittle faults proceeding on diſtemper, 
quotidian Terrian, that itis molt Iamentable to behold. | Shall not be wink'd at, how ſhall we firetch our eye 
Sweet men, come to him. NETS: When capitall crimes, chew'd,ſwallow'd, and diſgeſted 
Nym. The King hath run bad humorson the Knight, | Appeare beforeus? WE yer inlargethat man, ; 
that's the even of it, Though Cambridge, Scroope, and Gray, in their deere care 
P&. Nym,thou haſt ſpoke the right, his heart is fra- | And render preſervation of our perſon 
Red and corroborate. _ | Woldhavehimpuniſh'd. And now io our French Cauſes, 
Nym. The King is a good King, but it muſt deeasit | Whoare the late Cemmiſſioners? 
may : he paſſes ſome humors, and carreeres. Cam. Ione my Lord, 
Pift, Let us condole the Knight, for (Lambekins) we | Your Highneſſe bad me aske for it today; 
will live. | Scro. Sodid you me my Liege: 
Enter Exeter, Bedford, & Weſt merland. Gray. And I my Royall Soveraigne. 
. Bed. Fore God his Grace is bold to trult theſe traitors King. Then Richard Earle of Cambridge,there is yours: 
Exe. They ſhall be apprehended by and by. There yours Lords Scroope of Maſham, and Sir Knight; 
Weſt .How {mooth and cventhey do beare themſelves, | Gray of Northumberland, this ſame is yours : 
Asif allegeance in their boſomes ſate Reade them, and know I know your worthineſſc. 
Crowned with faith, and conſtant loyalty. My Lord of Weſtmerlandand Vnkle Exeter, 
Bed. The King bath note of all that they intend, We will atoord to night. Why how now Gentlemen? 
By interception, which they dreame not of. W hat ſee you in thoſe papers, that you loſe 
' Exe. Nay, bat the man'that was his bedfellow, So much complexion? Looke ye how they change: 
Whom he hath dull'dand cloy'd with gracious favours ; | Their cheekesare paper. Why, what reade youthere, 
That he ſhould for a forraigne purſe, ſo ell That have ſo cowarded and chac'd your blood 
His Soveralgnes life to death and treachery. _ | Outofapparance. 
Sound Trumnets. | Cams. 1 doconfeſſe my fault, 
Enter the King, Scroope, (| (roi. , and Gray. And doſubmit me to your Highneſſe mercy. 
King. Now fits the winde faire, and we willaboord. Gray.Scro, To which we all appeale. 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kinde Lord of Maſham, King. The mercy that was quicke inus but late, 
And you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts: + | By your owne counaile is ſuppreſt and kill'd: 
Thinke you not that the powres we beare with us You muſt not dare (for ſhame) totalke of mercy, 
Willcut their paſiage through the force of France ? For your-owne reaſons turne into your boſomes, 
Doing the execution, and the ate, As dogs upon their Maiſters, worrying you : 
For which we have in head afſembled. them. See you my Princes, and my Noble Peeres, 
Scro, Nodoubt my Liege, if each mando his beſt. | Theſe Engliſh monſters; My Lord of Cambridpe heere, | 
King. 1doubt not that, ſince we are well perſwaded You know how apt our love was, toaccord 
We carry nota heart with us from hence, To furniſh him with all appertinents 
That growes not in a fairc conſent with ours: | Belonging to his honour ; and this man, 
Nor leave not one behinde, that doth not wiſh Hath fora few light Crownes, lightly conſpir'd 
Succeſle and Conquelt to attend on us. And ſwo:ne unto the praftiſes of France 
Cam. Never was Monarch better fear'd and lov'd, To kitlus heere in Hampton. To the which, 
| Then is your Majeſty;there's not I thinke a ſubjet This Knight no lefle for bounty bound tous 
| That (its in-heart-greefe and uncafineſle | Then Cambridge is, hath likewiſe ſworne. But O, 
Vnder the ſweet ſhade of your government. W hat ſhall I ſay tothee Lord Scroope, thou cruell, 
Kus. True : thoſethat were your Fathersenemies, Ingratefull, ſavage,and inhumane Creature ? 
| Haveſteep'dtheir gauls in honey, and do ſerve you Thouthat didfſt beare the key of al my connſailes. 
With hearts create of duric, and of zeale, That knew'ſt the very bettome of my ſoule, 
King. We therefore have great cauſe of thanketulneſſe, | That (almeſt) might'ſt have coyn'd me into Golde, 
And ſhall forget the oifice of our hand Would'ſt thou have practis'don me; for thy ulc ? 
| Sooner thenquittance of deſert and merit, May 1t be poſſible,that forraigne hyer 
According tothe weight and worthineſle. Could ont of thee extract one ſparke of evill 
S$cro, So ſervice ſhall with ſteeled finewes toyle, That might annoy my finger?” Tisſo ſtrange, 
And labour ſhall refreſh itfelfe with hope That though the truth of it ſtand off as grofſe 
To do your Grace inceſſant ſeryices. | Asblackeand white,my eye will ſcarcely ſee it. '- 
King. Weludge nolefle. Vnkleof Exeter, Treaſon, and murther, ever kept together, 
Inlarge the man committed yeſterday, Astwo yoakediyelsfworne to eythers purpoſe, 
That rayl'd againſt our perſon : We conſider | Working ſo groſſly ina naturall cauſe, 
| It wasexcefle of Wine that ſet him on, That admiration did not hoope at them. 
And on hismoreadvice, We pardon him. ' -| But thou('gaiaſt all proportion) didſt bring in 
Scre, That's mercy,buttoo muchſecurity: Wonder to waite ot treaſon, and no murther : 
| Let him be puniſh'd Soveraigne,leaſt example And whatſoever cunning fiend it was 
' Breed (by his ſufferance) more of ſach a king. That wrought upen thee fo prepoſterouſly, 
King. Oletusyerbemercitull. Hath gotthe voyce in hellfor excellence ; 
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And other divels that ſaggelſt by treaſons, 

Do botch and bungle up damnation, 

{| Wich. patches, colours, and with formes being fetcht 
From gliſt'ring ſemblancegof piety : 

But he that temper'd thee;bad thee ſtandup, 
Gayethce no inſtance why thou ſhould(t dotreaſon, 
Vnleſle to dub thee with the name of Traitor: 

Tf that ame Dzmon that hath gull'd thee thus, 
Should with his Lyon-gate waike the whole world, 

| He might returne to valtie Tartar backe, 

Andtell the Legions, I can never win 

A ſoule ſo cafe as that Engliſhmans. 

Oh, bow haſt thou with jealouſic infeted* 

The ſweetneſle of achance? Shew men dutifull ? 

Why ſo didſt thou : ſeeme they grave and learned? 
Why ſodid{t thou. Come they of Noble Family ? 
Why ſodidft thou. Seeme they religious ? 

Why ſo didſtthou. Orare they ſpare in diet, 

Free from groſſe paſſion, or of mirth, or anger, 
Conſtant in ſpirit, net {werving with the blood, 
Garniſh'd and deck'd in modeſt complement, 

Not working withthe eye, withour the eare, 

And but in purged judgement truſting neither ? 

Such and ſo finely boulred didſt thou ſeeme : 

| And thus thy fall hath lefta kinde of blot, 

To make thee full fraught man, and beſt indued 

With ſome ſuſpicion, I will weepe for thee. 

For this revolt of thine, me thinkes is like 

Another fall of man, Their faultsare open, 

Arreſt thetn to the anſwer of the Law, 

And God acquit them of their practiſes, 

Exe, Iarreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of 
Richard Earle of ({ambriage. 

L arreſt thee of High Treaſon , by the name of Thomas 
Lord Scro2pe of CMarhham, 

[arreſt thee of High Treaſon , by the name of Thomas 
Grey, Knight of I orthumberland. | 

$cro, Our purpoſes, God juſtly hathdiſcover'd, 
AndIrepent my fault more then my death, 
WhichTbeſeech your Highneſle to forgive, 

Although my body pay the price of it. 

+ Cam. For me, the Gold of France did not feduce, 
Althongh I did admit it asa motive, 

The ſooner toeffet what 1 intended + 

But God be thanked for prevention, 

Which I in ſufferance heartily will rejoyce 

Beleeching God, and you, to pardon me. 

Gray. Never did faithfull ſubject more rejoyce 

At the diſcoverie of moſt dangerons Treaſon, 

ThenI doarthis houre joy ore my ſelfe, 

Prevented from a damned enterprize ; 

My fault, butnot my body, pardon Soveraigne. 
King.God quit you in his mercy: Heare your ſentence 
You have conſpir'd againſt Our Royall perſon. 

loyn'd with an enemy proclaim'd, and from his Coffers, 
Receyy'd the Golden Earneſt of Our death : 

Wherein you would have ſold your King to ſlaughter, 
His Princes, and his Pecres to ſervitude, 

His Subje&s to oppreſſion,and contempt, 

And his whole Kingdome into deflation : 

Touching our perton, ſecke we no revenge, 

But we our Kingdomes ſafety muſt ſo tender, 

Whoſe ruine you three ſought, that to her Laiwes 

We dodeliver you. Get youtherefore hence, 

(Poore miſerable wretches) to your death : 

The taſte whereof, God of his mercy give 


— 


W— 


| Southampton. 


—— 


You patience to indure, and true Repentance 
Ofall your deare offences. Beare them hence. 
' Now Lords for France : theenterpriſe whereof 
Shall de to youas us, like glorious. * 
We doubt not ofa faireand luckie Warre, - 
Since God fo graciouſly hath brought to light 
This dangerous Treaſon,lurking in our way. | 
To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now, 
| Butevery Rubbe is ſmoothed on our way, 
Thentorth, deare Countreymen:; Let us deliver 
Our Puiflance into the hand of God, 
Putting it ſtraight inexpedition. 
Chearely to Sea, the fignes of Warre advance, 
No King of England, if notKing of France. 
Enter 7:/toll, Nim,Bardolph,Boy, and Heſteſſe. 


-” 


thee to Staines. 


erne therefore. 


eyther 1n Heaven, or in Hell. 


up-war'd and upward,and all was as cold as any itone. 
Nw.They fay he crycd out of Sack. 

Hofteſſe. 1, that a did. 

Bard, And of Women. 

HoSeſſe. Nay, that a did not. 


nate. 
lour he never lik'd. 


Women. - 
Hof#eſſe. A did in ſome ſort (indeed) handle Women : 


Babylon. 


Bardolphs Noſe, anda faid it wasa blacke Soule burning 
in Hell. 

Bard, Well, the fuell is gone that maintain'd that fire; 
that'sall the Riches I got in his ſervice. 

Nim. Shall wee ſhogg? the King will bee gone from 
Pift. Come,let's away. My Love,give me thy Lippes: 
Looke to my Chattels, and my Moveables ; Let Sences 


areiSrrawes, mens Faithsare Wafer-Cakes,and hold-faſt 
istheonely Dogge : My Ducke, therefore (avero bee 


— I” — dh. Ate. To es. od 
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Pifoll, No : for my manly heart doth erne. Bardolph 
be blythe: Nim,rowlſe thy vaunting Veines : Boy,briſsle 
thy Courage up : for Fa{ftaffe hee is dead , and we muſt 


Boy, Yesthata did, and fayd they were Devils incar- 
Woman. A could never abide Carnation, *twas. a Co- 


Boy. A ſaid once, the Deule would haye him about 


bnt then hee was rumatique, and talk*d of the W hore of 


Exennt. 


Exennt, 


Hoteſſe. *Prythee honey ſweete Husband, let me bring 


Bard, Would I were with him , whereſomere hee is, 


Hoſteſſe. Nay ſure, hee's not in Hell : hee's in Archers 
Boſome, if ever man went to Arthurs Boſome $ a made a 
finer end,and went away and it had beene any Chrittome 
Child : a parted ey*n juſt berweene Twelve and One,ev'n 
at the turning o'th' Tyde: for after [ ſaw him famble with 
the Sheets,and play with Flowers,and ſmile upon his fin- 
gersend,l knew there was bur one way:for his Noſe was 
as ſharpe as a Pen, and a Table of greene fields. How now 
Sir /obn(quoth I ? ) what man ? bee a good cheere : ſo a 
cryed out, God, God, God, three or foure times: now T, 
to comfort him , bid hiaz a ſhould not thinke of God ; I 
hop'd there was no neede to trouble himſelfe withany 
ſuch thoughts yer : ſoa bad melay more Cloathes on his 
feet : I put my hand into the Bed, and felt them,and they 
were as cold as any ſtone : then I felt to his knees, and ſo 


| 


Boy. Doe you not remember a ſaw a Flea ſticke upon | 


rule : The world is,Pitchand pay: truſt none:for Oathes | 


thy Counſailor. Goe , cleare thy Chryſtalls. Yoke- | 
 fellowes' in Armes , let us to France, like Horlſe- 


— _ 


leeches | 


L 


. | ForPeace itſclfe ſhould not fo dull a Kingdome, 


| Were buſted with a W hitfon Morris-dance : 


| And more then caxcfully itus concernes, 


As werea Warre in expeRtation. 
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leeches ey Boyes, to ſucke, to ſucke, the very blood to | 
ſucke 


Boy. And that's but unwholeſome food, they ſay, 

P:#t. Tonch her ſoft mouth, and march. 

Bard. Farewell Hoſteſſe. ' 

Ni», Icannot kifle, that is the humour of it : but 
adieu. 

Pit. Let Huſwifrie appeare 3 keepe cloſe , I thee 
command. 7» 

Heofteſſe. Farwell : adicu. 


Enter the French King, the Dolphin,the Dukes 
of Berry and Britame. 
King.Thus comes the Engliſh with full power upon us, 


 Exennt. 


To anſwere Royally in our defences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine, 
Of Brabant and of Orleance ſhall make forth, 
And you Prince Dolphin, with all ſwiftdiſpatch 
To lyne and new repayre vur townes of Warre 
With men of courage, and with meanes defendant : 
For Engtand hisapproaches makes as fierce, 
As Warers to the ſucking of a Gulfe. 
Ic firs us then tobeas provident, 
As feare may teach us, out of late examples 
Left by the fatall and neglected Engliſh, 
Vpon our fields. 

Dolphis. My moſt redoubted Father, 
It 1s moſt mect we arme us 'gainſt the Foe : 


(Though Warnor no knowne Quarrel were inqueſtion) | 
But that Defences, Muſters, Preparations, 
Should be maintain'd, aſſembled, and col'eed, 


Therefore I ſay, *tis meet weall goe forth, 

To view the ſicke and feeble parts ef France : 
Andlet us doe it with no ſhe of feare, 

No, with no more, then if we heard that England 


For, my good Liege, ſhe is ſo idly King'd, 
Her Scepter ſo phantaſtically borne, 
By a vane giddie ſhallow humorous Youth, 
T hat feare attends her not. 

Conſt. O Peace, Prince Dolphin, 
You are too much miſtaken in this King : 
Queſtion your Gracethe late Embaſſadors, 
With whar great State he heard their Embaſſie, 
How well ſupply'd with Noble Councellors, 
How modeſt in exception; and withall, 


| How terrible in conſtant re{olution : 


And you ſhall find, his Vanities fore-ſpent, 
Were but the cut-{ide of the Roman Bratws, 
Covering Diſcretion witha Coat of Folly; 
As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thoſe Roots 
That ſhall firſt ſpring, and be moſt delicate. 
Dolphin, Well, *cis not ſo, my Lord High Conſtable. 
But though we thinke it ſo, it isno matter : 
Ta cauſes of defence, *tis belt ro weigh 
The enemie more mightie then he ſeemes, 


 Sothe proportions of defence are fill'd ; 


Which of a weake and niggardly projection, 


' Doth ike a Miſer ſpoyle his Coat, with ſcanting 
Alittle Cloth. 


King. Thinke we King Haryy ſtrong : 


And Princes, looke you {trongly arme to meet him, 


The Kindred of him hath beene fleſht upon us ; 


———_— 


And he is bred out of that bloody ſtraine, 
That haunted us in our familiar Pathes : 
Witnefle our too much memorable ſhame, 
W hen Crefly Battell fatally was ſtrucke, 
Andall our Princes captiv d, by the hand 
Of that blacke Name, Edward, black Prince of Wales: 
Whiles that his Mountaine Sire, on Mountaine ſtanding 
Vpin the Ayre,crown'd withthe Golden Sunne, 
Saw his Heroicall Seed, and ſmil'd to ſee him 
Mangle the Worke of Nature, and deface 
The Patternes, that by God and by French Fathers 
Had twentie yeeres beene made. . This 1s a Stem 
Of that Victorious Stock-: and let us feare 
The Natiue mightineſſe and fate of him. 
Emer a CMeſſenger. 

Hef. Embaſſadorsfrom Harry King of England, 
Doecrave admitrance to your Majeſty. 

King, Weele give them preſent audience. 

Goe, and bring them. 
Youlſee this Chaſe is hotly followed, friends. 

Dolphin. Turne head,& ſtop purſuit : for coward Dogs 
Moſt ſpend their mouths,whe what they ſeem to threaten 
Runs farre before them. Good my Soucraigne 
Takeup the Engliſh ſhort, and let them know 
Of what a Monarchie you are the Head : 
Scife-love, my Liege,is not ſo vile a ſinne, 

As {elfe-negleRing. 
Enter Exeter. 

King. From our Brother of England ? 

Exe, From him, and thus he greets your Majeſtic; 
He wills you in the Name of Ged Almightie, 
That you deveſt your ſeclfe, and lay apart 
The borrowed Glories,that by gift of Heaven, 
By Law of Nature,and of nations,longs 
To him and to bis Heires, namely, the Crowne; 
Andall wide-{trerched Honors, that pertaine 
By Cuſtome, and the Ordinance of Times, 
Vnto the Crowne of France ;that you may know 
'E1sno ſiniſter, nor no awk-ward Clayme, | 
Pickt from the Worme-holes of long-vaniſht daycs, 
Nor from the duſt of old Oblivion,zakr, 
He ſends you this moſt memorable Lyne , 
In every Branch truly demonſtrative ; 
Willing you over-looke this Pedigree : 
And when you find him evenly deriv'd 
From his moſt fam'd, of famous Anceſtors, 
Edwardthethird ; he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome indirectly held 
From him the Native and true Challenger. 

King. Orelſe what followes ? 

Exe. Bloody conſtraint : for if yon hide the Crowne 
Even 1n your hearts,there will he rake for it. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeſt is he comming, 

In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a ove: 

That if requiring faile,he will compell. 

And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 

Deliver up the Crowne, and to take mercie 

On the poore Soules, for whom this hungry Warre 


| Opens his vaſtie Iawes : and on your head 


Turning the Widdowes Teares, the Orphans Cryes, 

The dead-mens Bloud, the priuy Maidens Groancs, 

For Husbands Fathers and betrothed Lovers, 

.That ſhall be ſwallowed in this Controverſie. 

This is his Clayme, his threatning, and my Meſſage : 

Vnleſſe the Dolphin be in preſence here; 

To whom cxpreſſely I bring greeting too. 
King, For 
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| K£k;., Forus, we will conſider of this further: 
'To morrow ſhall you beare our full intent 
' | pads to our Brother of England, 
_- Dolph. For the Dolphin, | 
Tftand here for him:what ro him from Engiand? 
Exe. Scorne and defiance, ſleight regard,comempt, 
Andany thing that may not miſ-become 
The mighty Sender,doth he prize you at. | 
Thus fayes my King:and it your Fathers Highneſle 
Doe aot,in graunt of all demands at large, 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you ſent his Majeſty; 
Heelecallyon to ſo hot an Anſwer of it, 
ThatCavesand Womby Vaultages of France 
Shall chide your Treſpas, and returne your Mock 
Inſecond Accent of his Ordinance. 
Dolph. Say:if my Father render faire returne, 
It is againſt my will: for I defire 
| Nothing but Oddes with England, ; 
To that end,as matching to his Youth and Vanity, 
[did preſent him with the Paris-Ba!ls. | 
Ex. Heele make your Paris Loover ſhake for it, 

Wereitthe Miſtreſſe Court of mighty Europe: 
And be afſur'd, you'le finda diff rence, 
As we his Subjects bave in wonder found, 
Betweene the promiſe of his greener dayes, _ 
Andtheſe he maiſters now:now he weighes Time 
Byen to the utmoſt Graine:that you ſhall reade 

In your owne Loſſes, if he {tay in France. | : 
| King. To morrgw ſhall you know our mindat fu'l, 
hs Flourulh, 
| Exe, Diſpatch us with all ſpeed, leaſt that our King 
Come here himſelfe to queſtion our delay; 
For he is footed in this Land already. Ri 

King, You ſhall be ſoone diſpatcht , with faire conditi- 
ANight is but ſmall breathe,and little pawſc, (ons. 
Toanſwer matters of this conſcquence- Excunt, 


OY OS Cm ba. 


eAfus Secundus. 
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EC 


Enter ( horus. 


Thus with imagin'd wing our ſwift Sceene flyes, 
Inmotion of no lefſe celerity tFenthat of Thought 
Suppoſe,thar you have ſcene 
The well-appointed King atDoverPecr, 
Embarke his Royalty:and his brave Fleet, _ 
With ſilken Streamers, the young Phebus fayning; 
Play with your Fancies: and in them behold, 
Vpon the Hempen Tackle,Ship-boycs climbing; 
Hearethe ſhrill Whiſtle, which doth order give 
Tofounds confus'd : behold the threaden Sayles, 
Borne with th'inviſible and creeping Wind, 
Draw the hage Bottomes through rhe farrowed Sea, 
Breſting'the lofty Surge. O, doe bur thinke 
You ſtand upon the Rivage.and behold 
| A Citic on th'inconſtant Billowes dauncing: 

For ſoappeares this Fleet Majefticall, 
Holding due courſeto Harflew. Follow, follow: 
 Grapple your minds to ſternage ofthis Nauy, 
| Andieaveyour England as dead Mid-night, itill, 
Guarded with Grandfires,Babyes, and old Womery 
Either paſt,or not arriv'd to pyth and puiſlance; 
'Forwho is he, whoſe Chin is but enricht 


——}]_ ©__ 


With oneappearing Hayre,that will not follow 
Theſe cull'd and choyſe-drawne Cavaliers to France? 


Behold the Ordenance on their Carria &S, 

With fatall mouthes gaping on girdcd Harflew, 

Suppoſe th'Embaſſador from the French comes back: 

Teils Harry, That the King doth offer him | 

Katherize his Daughter,and with her t6 Dowrie, 

Some petty and unprofitable Dukedomes. 

The offer likes not:and the nimble Gunner 

With Lynſtock now the divelliſh Cannon touches. 
eAlarum,and Chambers gee off. 

And downe goes all before them. Sci/! 5e kind, 


Emer the King, Exeter, Bedford,and Glouceſter. 
—_ eAlarum:S caling Ladazrs at Harfi:w, 
Kng. Once more unto the Breach, 
Deare friends,once more; 
Or cloſe the Wall up with our Engliſh dead: 
In Peacezthere's nothing ſo becomes a man, 
As model? ſtillnefle,and humility: 
But when the blaſt of Warreblowes in our cares, 
Then imitate the ation of the Tyger: 
Stiften the ſinewes, commune up the blood, 
Diſguiſe faire Nature with hard-favour'd Rage: 
Then lend the Eye aterrible aſpect: 
Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 
Like the Braſſe Cannon:ler the Brow o'rewhelme It, 
{ Asfearefully, as dotha galled Rocke 
O're-hang and jutry his confounded Baſe, 
Swill'd with the wilde and waſtfull Ocean. 
Now ſetthe Teeth, and ſtretch the Noſthrill wide, 
Hold hard the Breath and bend up every Spirit 
To his full height. On,you Nobleſt Engliſh, 
Whoſe blood is fet from Fathers of Warre-proofe: 
Fathers,thatlike ſo many Alexanders, | 
Have 1n theſe parts from Morne till Even fought, 
And ſheath'd their Swords, for lack of argument. 
Diſhonour not your Mothers : now atteſt, - 
Thatthoſe whom y ou call*d'Fathers,did beget you. 
Be Coppy now to me of grofler blood, as; 


W hoſe Lymbes were made in Englaid;ſhew us here 
"The mettell of your Paſture:let u3ſweare, 


| That youzre worth your breeding:which Idoubt not: 


. For there 1s none of you ſo mcane 2nd baſe, 


! That hath not Nobjeluſter in your cyes. 


I ſee you ftand like Grey-hounds in the ſlips, 
Straying upon the Start. The Game's afoot: 
Follow your Spirit;and upon this Charge, 
Cry,God for Harry, England,and S. George. 

; Alarum and Chambers goe off. 


| Enter Nim, Bardolþh, Piſtoll,and Boy. 
Bard, On,on,on,0n,on,to the breach,to the breach. 


hot : and for mine owne part,l have not a Caſc of Lives: 


Fit. | 
y Pit Theplaine-Song is moſt juſt : for humors doe a- 


immortall fame. _ {a | 
Boy.Would I were inan Ale-houſe in Londen,I would 


| giveall my famefor a Potof Ale,and faferty. _ 
g1ve Y ras f Pip And 


mma... a 
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orke, worke your Thoughts , and therein ſee a Siege: 


And cch our our performance with your mind. Exit, 


Andteach them how to Warre.And you good Yeomen, | 


Nim. *Pray thee Corporall ſtay , the Knocks are too | 


the humor of it is roo hot , that is the very plaine-Song | 


bound : Knocks goe and come : Gods Vaſſals drop and | 
| dye : and Sword and Shield,in bloody Field, doth winne 
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Pif. And I : If wiſhes would prevaile with me , my | 


_—_ ſhould not faile with me ; but thither would I 


Boy. As duly , but notas truly, as Bird doth fing on 


bough. 
Enter Fluellen. 


Fle.V ptethe breach,you Doggeszavant you Cullions. 
Fift. Be mercifull great Duke to men of Mould : a- 
bate thy Rage abate thy manly Rage ;abate thy Rage, 
great Duke. Good Bawcocke bate thy Rage : uſe lenity 
ſweet Chucke, 
Np». Theſe be good humors : your Honor wins bad 
humors. Exit. 
Boy. As young as I am , Ihave obſerv'd theſethree 
Swaſhers . I am Boy to them all three, but all chey three, 
though they would ſerve me, could nor be Man to me; 
for indeed three ſuch Antiques do not amount to a man: 
for Bardolph,hee is white-liver'd,, and red-fac'd ; by the 
meanes whereof, a fac: s it out,but fights not - for Pi/foll, 
hee hath a killing Tongue), and a quiet Sword ; by the 
meanes whereof, abreakes Words , and keepes whole 
Weapons : for N.:w , hee hath heard , that men of few 
Words are the beſt men,and therefore hee ſcornes to ſay 
his Prayers, leſta ſhould be thoughc a Coward : but his 
few bad Words are matcht with as few good Deeds; for 
a never broke any mans Head but his owne,and that was 
againſt a Poſt, when he was drunke. They wil ſteale any 
thing , and call it Purchaſe, Bardeiph Role a Lute-cale, 


bore it twelve Þeagues, and ſold it for three halfepence. 


N im and Bardolpbare {worne Brothers in filching : and 
in Callice they ſtole a fire-ſhovell. I knew by that peece 
of Service, the men would carry Coales. They would 
have me as familiar with mens Pockets; as their Gloves 
or their Hand-kerchers : which makes muchagainſt my 
Manhood, if I ſhould take from anothers Pocket , to put 
into mine ; for it is plaine pocketting up of Wrongs. I 
muſt leave them , and ſecke ſome better Service : their 
Villany goes againſt my weake ſtomacke , andtherefore 


I muſt caſt it up. Exit, 
Enter Gower. 


Gower. Captaine Fluellen , you muft come preſently to 
the Mynes; the Duke of Glouceſter would ſpeake with 
YOUs 

Fle. To the Mynes ? Tell you the Duke , it is not ſo 
good tocome to the Mynes : for looke you, the Mynes 
are not according to the diſciplines of the Warrezthe c6- 


| cavities of it is not ſufficient : for looke you , th'athver- 


fary,you may diſcuſle unto the Duke, looke you, is digt 
himſelfe foure yard under the Countermines : by Cheſbu, 
I thinke a will ploweup all, if there is not better dirci- 
ONS. 

Gower. The Duke of Glouceſter , towhom the Order 


. of theSiege is given, is altogether direRed by an Iriſh 
man, a very valiant Gentleman yfaith. 


Welch. It is Captaine CMakworrice,is it not? 
Gower. I thinke it be. ED 
 Welcb. By (eſpn he is an Aﬀſe, asin the World,T will 


| verific as much inhis Beard: he ha's no more directions 
' inthetrue diſciplines of the Warres , looke you , uf the 
' Roman diſciplines,then is a Puppy-dog. 


Enter Makhmorrice and Captaine Jamy. 
Gower. Here a comes,and the Scots Capraine,Captaine 
Tamy, with him. | 


Welch. Captaine Tamy is a mervellous falorous Gen- 


| tleman,that is certain,and of great expedition and knows- 


_ 


| ſo Criſh fave me,l will cut off your Head. 


ledge in th'aunchiant Warres, upon my particularknow. 
ledge of his directions : by Ciifiu he will mnnintaing his 
Argument as wellas any Militarie mari inthe World, in 
the diſciplines of the Priſtine Warres of the Romins, 

Scer.I ſay gudday,Captaine Flwelen. 

Welch. Godden to your Worſhip , good Captaine 
[ames. | 

Gower, How now Captaine Makmorrice, have you quit 
the Mynes ? have the Pioners given o're? . _ 

1154. By Chriſh Law tiſh ill done : the Worke iſh 
Slve over,the Trompet ſound the Retreat. By my Hand 
I ſweare,and my fathers Soule , the Worke iſh ill done; 
it iſh give over : I would have blowed up the Towne, 
ſo Chriſh fave me law, inan houre. O tiſh ill done ,tih 
ill done : by my Handtiſh ill done. 

welch. Captaine Adakmorrice, 1 beſeech you no, | 
will.you voutſafe me,looke you,a few diſputations with 
you,as partly touching or concerning the diſciplines of 
the Warre, the Roman Warres,inthe way of Argument, 
looke you,and friendly communication:partly to ſatisfie 
my Opinion,and partly for the ſatisfaction, looke you,of 
my Mind : as touching the dire&ion of the Military dif. 
cipline,that is the Point. | | 

Scot. It fall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Captens bath, 
and I fall quit you with gud leve, as 1 may pick occaſion: 
that fall I mary; | 

Iriſh. It isno time to diſcourſe, ſo Chriſh ſave me: 
the day is hot,and the Weather,and the Warrcs, andthe 
King,and the Dukes:it 1s no time to dj{courſe;the Town 
is beſeech'd:and the Trumpet call us tothe breech, and 
we talke,and be Chtiſh do nothing, tis ſhame for ugall: 
ſo God ſa'me tis ſhame to ſtand ſtill,it is ſhame bymy 
hand: and there is Throats to be cur, and Workcs tobee 
done,and there iſh nothing done,ſfo Chriſt ſa'me liv, 

Scet, By the Mes, cretheile eyes of mine takethem- 
ſelves to ſlomber , ayle de gud ſervice, or lle ligge ith 
grund for it ; ay , or goe to death : and Ile pay't as yalo- | 
roufly as I may, that {all I ſuerly do, that is thebreffand 
the long : mary , I wad full faine heard ſome queſtion 
tween you twaye | 

Y/Yelcb. Captaine Mackmorrice , Trhinke, looke you, 
under your correction , there is not many of your Na- 
tion. 

Iriſh. Of my Nation ? What iſh my Nation *Iſha 
Villaine,and a Baſterd,and aKnave , and a Raſcall. What 
iſh my Nation ? W ho talkes of my Nation? 

UUelch. Looke you,if you take the matter otherwile 
then is meant , Captaine Adackmorrice, peradventurel 
ſhalthinke you doe not uſe me with that affablility,asn 
diſcretion you oughtto uſe me, looke you, being asgood 
a man as your ſelfe both in the diſciplines of Warre, and 
in the derivation of my Birth , and in other particuls 
rities. 

Iriſs. 1 do not know you ſo good a man as my ſeltc: 


Gower, Gentlemen both, you will miſtake each other: 
Scor. A, that's a foule fault. A Parlg. 
Gower, The Towne ſounds a Parley. ; 
UVUelch. Captaine Mackmorrice , when ther® 15 more 
better opportunity tobe required, looke you, I will > | 
ſoboldastotell you , Iknow the diſciplines of Wart® 
and there is an end. Exits 


Enter the King and all bit Traine before the Gates. : 
King, How yet reſolves the Governour of the TOW 
This is the lateſt Parle we willadmit: os 
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Therefore to our beſt mercy give your ſelves, 
' Oflike to men prowd of deltrudtion, 
Defie us ro our worlt.: for as Iam a Souldicr, 
| AName that in my thoughts becomes me beſt;” 
| If Tbegin the batr'rie once againe, 
{ Twill not leavethe halfe-atchieved Harflew, 
Till in her aſties ſhelye buryed. 
The Gates of Mercy hal be all ſhut up, _. 
Andthe fleſh'd Souldier, roughand hard of heart, 
In liberty of bloody hand,ſhall raun-e 
With Conſcience wide as Hell, mowing like Grafle 
Your freſh faice Virgins,and your flowring Infants, 
What isit then to me,if impious Warre, 
Arrayed in games like to the Prince of Fiends, 
Doe with his ſmyrcht complexion all fell feats, 
Enlynckt to waſte and.defolation? 
What is't to me, when you your ſelyesare cauſe; 
If your pure Maydens fall into the hand. 
Of hot and forcing Vio'iation? 
What Reyne can hold licencious Wickedneſle, 
When downe the Hill he holds his fierce Carriere? 
We may as bootlefſe ſpend our vaine Command 
Vpon th'enraged Souldiers in their ſpoyle, 
As ſend Precepts to the Leviathan to come aſhores 
Therefore, you men of Harficw, 
Take pitty of your Towne and of your People, 
Whiles yet my Souldiers are in my Command, 
Whiles yet the coole and temperate Wind of Grace 
Ore-blowes the filthy and contagious Clouds 
Of headdy Murther,Spoyle, and Villany. 
Ifnot : why in a moment looke to {ee 
The blind and bloody Souldier, with toule hand 
Defirethe Locks of your ſhrilil-ſhriking Daughters: 
Your Fathers taken by the filver Beards, 
And their moſt rev erend Heads daſht to the Walls: 
Your naked Infants fpitted upon Pykes, 
Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howles confus'd, 
Doe breake the Clouds;as did the Wives of Iewry, 
Ar Herods bloodj-hunting flaughter-men. 
What ſay you? Will you yecld,and this avoyd? 
Or guilty in defence,be thus deltroy'd. 
Enter Governour. 

Gover. Our expeRation hath this day an end: 
The Dolphin,whom of Succours weentreated, 
Returtes us,that his Powers are yet not ready; 
Torayſe fo great a Siege: Thercfore great King, 
Weyeeld our Towne and Livesto thy ſoft Merey: 
Enter one Gates,difpoſe of us and ours, 
For weno longer are defenſible, 
King. Open your Gates:Come Vnckle Exaer, 
| Goe you and enter Harflew , there remaine, 

And fortific it ſtrongly *gaintt the French: 
| Vie mercy to them all for us,deare Vnckle. 

The Winter comming on,and Sicknefſe growing 
{ Vpon our Souldiers, we wiil retyre to Calis. 
Tonight in Harflew will we be your Gueſt, 
Tomorrow for the Martch are weaddreſt , 
Floanriſh and enter the Towne, 


Enter Katherene a»d _ old Gentlewoman, 


le Language, 

Alte, En peu Madame. | 

Kath. Je te prie ns enſeigner,il faut que j apprenie aparler. 
Comment appelie vaus 1a main en eAvgleis 

Alice. La main, il eft appeile, de Hand, 


pI 


—_ — ——_ 


Kath. «Alice, tu as eſts en eAngluerre, & tuparlois bien | 


| Kat. Le doyt , ma foy te onblie le deyt, mais $e We ſonvien- 


———_—, 


| Kath, De Hand. 
Alice. Et le doyt. 


aray le dot, ie an qu'ils ont appells de fingers, on de fingres, 
| Alice. La maiv, ae Handle doyt, le Fingres, le penſe que 
| ze ſuis be bon eſcholier. 


appelle vous les ongles? 
eAlice Les onotes, les appellons de N ayles. A 
Kath, De Nayles eſcoutes : dites moy, ſi ie parle bien © de 
Hand ,ae Fingres,de Noavles. 
| Alice. C'eſt bien dit Madame, il off fort bon Anglais, 
| Kath. Dites moy en Anglois le bras. 
Alice. De Arme, Madame. 
| Kath, Ethe conde. 
| eAlice. D' Elbow. 
Kath. D' Elbow: Ie wen faitz la rep 
que vous m aver, apprins des apreſent. 
eAlice. 11 eſt trop diffcile Madame,comme ie penſe. 
Kath. Excuſe moy Alice,eſconte , d Hand , ae Fingre, de 
Naples, a « arme, de Bilbow. 
' Alice. T*elbow, Madame. | 
Kath. O Seignenr Dien , ie men onblic a Elbow comment 
appelle vans le col. 
Alice, De Neck, Madame. 
Kath, De Neck, le manton, 


tion de tons lei mots 


es, 


eAlice. de Chin. . 
Kath. De Sin:le col,de N eck,le manton, de Sin: 
Alice. Ony.Seuf voſtre honneur en verne vous prononcies 
les mots anſſi droift,que le Natifs d Angleterre. 
Kath, le ne doute point d apprenarepar la grace de Dien, 
C& enpen de temps, x4 
Als. N avez. vous pas defia oublie ce que te vous ay enſeigne, 
Kath. Nomme, ie reciteray 4 vous promptement,d Hand,ae 
Fwgre,de Nayles, Madame. 
eAlite. De N aylesHadame, 
Kath. De Nayles,de ».-irme,ot llhow, fe 
Alice. Sans voftre honnenur d'elhow. © 
Kath. eAmſi disxie d ethow,de Neck, &*de Sin: coment ap» 
pelle wous les pieds & de roba. | 
Alice. Le foot Madame, le Connt. 
Kath, Le Foot, & le Count : O S-ignenr Dies, ce ſout des 
mots maunais,corrnptible & impudique , & non pour les Da- 
mes d Honnenr d uſer : Te ne vouaross prononcer ces mots de- 
vant les Seignenrs de France, pour rout le monde!) fant le Foot 
& le Connt,neant moins, le recteray vn antrefors ma lecon en- 
ſemble , d Hand , d: Fingre, de Nayles, d Arme, d Elbow,de 
XN echk,at Sin, de Foot, te Count. 
Ale. Excellent, Madame. 
Kath.C'eſt aſſec por wne foir,allons nous en diſner, 


E xeaunt. 


Emer the King of France, the Dolphin,the 
Conſtable of France, andvthers, 

King. Tis certaine he hath paſt the Rtver Sotne, 
(onFt. And if he be not fought withall, my Lord, 
Let us.not live in France:let us quitall, > 
And give our Vineyards to a barbarous People, 
Dolph. 0 Diew vivant c Shall a few Sprayes of ys, 
The emptying of our Fathers Luxury, 
Our Syens,put in witde and favageStock 7! ' ,-->ich 
Soirr upſo ſuddenly into the Clouds, IP 
And over-looke their Grafters?:  '., 1h 
Brit. Normans, but baſtard Normans, Norman baſtards: 
CHMort de ma vie, if they march along/':'</ ,- 


k 2 


Kath. P ay gaigne denx mots d' Auglois viſtement,comment | 


| 


Y——_— 
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| Vnfought withall,bur I will ſell my Dukedome, .... | | 
| P | 


1 A Drench for ſtr-reyn'd Iades,their Barly broth, 


| Now: 


| Their bodyes to the Luſt of Englith Youth, 


| Logs, Loſtr ale, Bouciquall, and Charaloyes, . 


| With Penonspainted in'the blood of Harflew: 
| Ruſh on his Hoaſt,asdoth the melted Snow | 


| Andfor atchievement,offer us hisRanſome. 


. Fla. The Dake'of Exctcrisasimagnanimous as eFgc- . 
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Tobuy aſlobbry and a durty Farme | 
Inthat nooke-ſhotren Ile of Albion. 

Conſt. Dieu de Battailles,where have they this mettell? 
Isnot their Clymate foggy,raw,and dull? 
On whom,as in deſpight,the Sunne lookes pale, 
Killing their Fruit with frownes? Can fodden Water, 


Deco their cold blocd to ſuch valiant heat? 

And ſhall our quick blood, ſpirited with Wine, 

Seeme froſtic? O,for honor of our Land, 

Let usnot hang likeroping Iſyckles 

Vpon our Houſes Thatch, whiles a more froſty People 

Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich helds: 

Poore we may call them, in their Native Lords. 
Delpb.By Faith and Honor, 

Our Madames mock at us,and plainely ſay, 

Our Mettell is bred out,and they will give 


To new-ſtore France with Baſtard Warriors. 

Brit. T hey bid us tothe Engliſh Dancing-Schooles, 
And teach Lavotra's high,and {wift Carrano's 
Saying,our Graces onely 1 our Heeles, 


And that we are molt lofty Run-awayes. 
King. W here is Montioy the Herald2ſpeed him hence, 


Let him grect England with our ſharpe dehance, 
Vp Princes,and with ſpirit of Honor edged, 
More ſharper then your Swords, high to thehield: 
Charles Delabreth , High Conſtable of France, 
You Dukes of Orleazce, Burbon, and of Berry, . 
eAlanſon, Brabant,Bar,and Burgonie, | 
Iaques Chanillien Rambures, Vandemont, 
Benmont,Grand Pree, Rouſſi,and Fanulconbriage, 


\ 


High Dukes, great Princes, Barons,Lords,and Kings; 
For your great Seats,now quit you of great ſhames: 


Barre HarryEngland,that (weepes through our Land 


Vpon the Yalleyes, whoſe low Vaſlall Scat, 
The Alpes dath ſpit;and void his rhewme upon. 
Goe downe upon him, you have Power caough, 
And ina Captive Chariot, into Roan 
Bring him our Priſoner. 

' Confs. This becomes the Great. 
Sorry am I his numbersare ſofew, 
His Souldiers ſick,and famiſhr in their Martche 
For I am ſare,when he ſhall ſce our Army, 
Hee'le drop his heart intothe ſinck of feare, 


—_—— 


Kizp. Therefore Lord Conſtable, haſte on Montivy, 
And let him ſay toEngland,that we ſend, 
To know what willing Ranſome he will give. 
Prince Doſphin,you ſhall ſtay with us in Roan. 
Dolph. Norto,Tdoe beſcech your Majelty. 
King. Be patient, for you ſhall remaine withus., 
forth Lord Conſtable, and Princes all; 
And quickly briug us word of Englands fall. Exemxr. 


* © Eivet Cupeaines Enghſs avd UUelch, Gover. 
TOR pf | 1: and Fivellen. 
Gower. How now'Captaitie Fi#elev , come you from 
the Bridge? birt: , MY 


Fle. Taſſure you, thereis very excellent Services com- 
” « | the: | C ferns, / b, £ 7 
Gow. Ts the Duke of Exeter: ſafe? 


{ member him now: a Bawd,a Cut-purſe. 


PEPIFPESTES - " P 
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mennoy,and a man that TI love and honour with m 

and my heart,and my duty , and my live , and mln | 
and my uttermott power. He is not, Godbe prayſed a} 
bleſſed , any hurt inthe World, but keepes the Bri 
molt valiantly,with excellent diſcipline. There isan aw. 
chient Lieutenant there at the Pridge, I thinke in my ve 
conſcience hee isas valianta man as CMarke Anh 

hee is a man of nocſtimation in the World,but I did ſee 
him doeas gallant ſervice, 

Gow, What doe you call him? - 

Fls. He is call'd aunchient Piſtol. 

Gow. TI know him nor. 

Emer Piſtol. 

Fla. Here is the man, 

Pift. Captaine , I thee beſeech to doe me favours : the 
Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Fla. I, Iprayſc God , and I have merited ſome love at 
his hands. 

Piſ?. Bardolpb , a Souldier i firme and ſound of heart, 
and of buxome valour , hath by crucll Fate, and giddy 
Fortunes furious fickle Wheele,that goddeſlc blind,that 
ſtands upon the rolling reſtleſſe Stone. 

Flz. By your patience , aunchient Pfoll : Fortune is 
painted blinde, with a Muffler afore his eyes, to fignific 
ro you , that Fortune is blinde ; and ſhee'is paintedalſo 
with a W heele,to ſigntfic to you, which is the Morall of 
it , that ſhee1s turning and inconſtant , and mutadility, 
and variation : and her foot , looke you , is fixed upon a 
Sphericall Stone, which rowles,and rowles,and rowles; 
in good truth, the Poet makes a moſt excellent deſcripti. 
on of it:Forrune is an excellent Morall. 

Piſt. Fortune is Bardelphs foe, and frownes on him: 
for he hath ſtolne a Pax, and hanged muſt a be : damned 
death : let Gallowes gape for Dogge , let Man goe free, 
and Ict not Rempe his Wind-pipe ſuffagare : but Exeter 
hath given the doome of death, for Pax of little price, 
Therefore goe ſpeake , the Duke will heare thy voyce; 
and let not Bardeſphs vitall thred bee cur with edge of 
Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speake Capraine for his 
Lifc,and I will thee requite. 

Fla. Aunchient Pitoll , I doe partly underſtand yau 
meaning. 

Piſ#. Why then rejoyce therefore. 

Flu. Certainly Aunchient , it is not a thing torejoce 
at : for if, looke you, he were my Brother, I would delire 
the Duke to uſe his good pleaſure,and pat him to execur 
tion ; for diſcipline ought to be uſed, 

Pijt. Dye,and bedamn'd,and Figo for thy friend{hup! 
Fla. It is well. } 
Pit. The Figge of Spaine, 
Flu. Very good. 

«Gow. Why,this is anarrant counterfeit Raſcal, Ire 


E xit. 


Fla, Le aflure you ,autt*red as prave words atthe 
Pridge,as you ſhall ſce ina Summers day : but it is ver) 
well : what he ha's ſpoke to me , that 1s well I watrail 
you, when time is ſerve. 

Gow. Why 'tis a Gull, a Foole, a Rogue; that now and 
then goes to the Warres,to grace himſelfe at his retume 
into London , under the forme of a Souldicr : and ſuch 
fellowes are perfit in the Great Commanders Names,& 
they willlearne you by rote where Services were donG; | 
at {uch and ſucha Sconce,at ſuch a Breach,at ſuch a Ct- 
voy : who came off bravely , who was ſhot, who Wt- 
grac'd,what termes the Enemy ſtood on: and thisth 
conne perfitly inthe phraſe of Warre ; which they U11ck 


—_—_————_ 
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1p with new-tuned Oathes:and whata Beardof the Ge- 
neralls Cur,and a horride Sute of the Campe, will doe a- 
mong foming Bottles, and Ale-waſht wits , is wonder- 
fullto be thought on:but you muſt learne to know ſuch 
landers of the age, or elſe you may be marvellouſly mi- 
ooke. 

, Fla. I tell you what, Captaine Gower : I doe perceive 
hee is not the man that hee would gladly make ſhew to 
the World hee is : if I finde a hole in his Coat , I will tell 
him my minde : hearke you,the King is comming , and [I 
muſt ſpeake with him from the Pridge. 


Drum and Colours, Enter the King and his 
poore Souldiers, 

Flu. God pleſle your Majeſty. 

Kin. How now Fluellen,cam'it thou from t he Bridge? 

Flu. I, ſo pleaſe your Majeſty : The Duke of Exeter 
ha's very gallantly maintain'd the Pridge ; the French 1s 
gone off , lLooke you, and there is galiant and moſt prave 
paſſages : marry , tlathverſarie was have poſſeſſion of 
the Pridge , but he is enforced to retyre,and the Duke ot 
Exeter 1s Maſter of the Pridge.: I cantell your Majcſty, 
theDuke is a prave man. 

King. W hat men have you loſt, Fluellen? 

Fls. The perdition of th'athverſary hath beene very 
great , reaſonable great : mary for my part, I thinke the 
Dake hath loſt never a man, bur one thar1s like to be exe- 
cuted for robbinga Church,one Baraeph, if your Maje- 
+1 ttyknow the man : his face is all bubukles and whelkes, 
and knobs, and flamesa fire,and his lippes blowes at his 
noſe, and 1t 15 like a coale of fire , ſometimes plew , and 
ſometimes red , but his noſe is executed , and his fires 
Out, 

King, Wee would have all ſuch offendors ſocut off: 
& we giveexpreſle charge,that in our Martches through 
the Countrey , there bee nothing compelli'd from the 
Villages;nothing taken, but pay'd for:none of the French 
upbrayded or abufcd in difdainefuli Language ; for when 
Levity and Truelty play for a Kingdome , the gentler 
Gameſter 1s the ſoonelt winner. | 


Tucket. Enter (Mountion. 

Meonitoy. You know me dy my habit. 
Fug Well then , Iknow thee: what ſhall I know of 
thee? 

Monn, My Maifters mind. 

King. Vntold it. 

Mountoy. Thus ſayes my King t Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we ſeem'd dead, we bid bur ſleepe: 
Advantage 1s a better Souldier then raſhneſle. Tell him, 
weecould have rebuk'd him at Harflewe , but that wee 
thought not good to bruiſe en injury , till it were full 


| 


| 


King.Whar is thy name?I know thy quality. 

Noun. Mountioy. | 

&:5ng.Thou doo'ſt thy Oilice fairely.Turne thee back, 

 Andtcilthy King, I doe not ſceke him now; 

| But could be willing to martch on to Callice, 
Without impeachment : for to ſay the ſooth, 

| Though *tisno wiſdome to confeſle ſo much 

Vato anenemie of Craft and Vantage, _ 

My people are with ſicknefle much enfeebled, 

My numbersleſſon'd:and thoſe few I have, 

Almoſt no better then ſo many French; 

Who when they were1n health, [tell thee Herald, 

| I thought, upon one payre of Engliſh Legges 

Did martch three Frenchmen, Yet forgive me God, 

That I doe bragge thus ; this your ayre of France 

Hath blowne that vice in me. I mult repent: 

Goe therefore tell thy Maiſter,here I an; 

My Ranſome,isthis frayle and worthleſle Trunke;: 

My Army,but a weakeand ſickly Guard: | 


ripe. Now we ſpeake upon our Q., and our voyce is im- 
periall ; England ſhall repent his fully , ſee his weake- 
nefle, and admire our ſufterance. Bid him therefore con- 
{iderof hisranſome, which muſt proportion the loſſes we 

baye borne, the ſubjects we have loſt , the diſgrace wee 
taye diſgeſted ;whichin weight to re-anſwer, his petti- 

nefle would bow under. For our loſſes, his Exchequer is | 
t00 poore; for th'effuſion of our bloud,the Muſter of his 
Kingdome too faint a number ; and for our diſgrace , his 
owne perſon kneeling at our feet, buta weake and worth- 
lefſe fatisfaRion. To this adde defiance : and tell him for 
concluſion, he hath betrayed hisfollowers , whoſe con- 
demnation is pronounc't : So farre my King and Mailter; 


——— 


ſo much my Office. 


eee... 


| Beaſts. 


Yet God betfore,tell him we will come on, 
Though France himſelfe,and ſuch another Neighbor 
Stand inour way. There's for thy labour Afountioy. 
Goe bid thy Maiſter well adviſe himſelfe, 

It we may paſlce, we will:if we be hindred, 

We ſhall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Diſcolour : and fo Mowntzoy fare youwell. 

The ſumme of all our Anſwer is but this: 

We would not {eeke a Battaile as we are, 

Nor as we are, we {ay wee willnot ſhun it; 

So tell your Maiſter, 

P Hort. l {hall deliver ſo: Thankes to your High- 
ncenes 

Gloxc. 1 hope they will not come upon ns now. 

King. We are in Gods hand, Brother,not in theirs: 
Martch to the Bridge,it now drawes toward night, 
Beyond the River wee le encampe our ſelves, 
And on to morrow bid them imartch away. 


Enter the Conſtable of France,the Lord Ramburs, 
Orleance,Delphin,wih others, 


{onft. Tut , I have the beſt Armour of the VVorld: 
would it were day. | | 

Orl. You have an exceilent Armour: but let my Horſe 
have his due. 

Conſt. Itisthe belt Horſe of Europe. 

Orl. Will it never be Mortung? 

Dolph. My Lord of Orleance, and my Lord High Con- 
ſtable, you talke of Horſeand Armoui? 

Orl. Youarcas wcll provided of voth , as any Prince 
in the World. 

Dolph, W hat a long Night is this? I will not change 
my Horſe with any that treades but on foure paſternes; 
ch'ha:he bounds from the Earth,as if his entreyles were 
hayres: /c Cheval volant , the Pegaſus , ches les narines de 
fer, When I beſtryde him, [I ſoare,I ama Hawke:he trots 
the ayre : the Earth ſings, when he couchesit : the Lateſt 


horne of his hooſe, is more Muſica!l chen the Pipe of | 


Hermes. 
Orl. Hee's of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Dolph. And of the hear of the Ginger. It is a Beaſt 
for Perſers : hee is pure Ayreand Fire; and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water never appeare in him,but on- 
ly in patient ſtilneſſe while his Rider mounts him : hee 
is indeede a Horſe , and all other Iades you may call 


k 


; 


Exeunt. | 


ww 
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Conſt.In- | 


5 GEO "6 -<re$ by Et % 
4. 9 8. OS 


LY - 


Conft. Indeed my Lord, it isa moſt abſolute and Excel» Ramb, He longsto catethe Engliſh. 
"lent Horſe. ENTS. Corft. Ithinke he willeate all he kills. 
| m__ Ir is the Prince of Palfrayes, his Neighis like | - 0r4. By the white Hand of my Lady , hee's a g4llane 
thebidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces — ; pA ” 
-Homage. - Sweare by her Foot,that ſhe may tread 0 
Ort. No more Cotſin. Oath. l __ 
Dolpb. Nay, the man hath no wit , that cannot from Orleaxce. He is ſimply the moſt ative Gentleman of 
the riling of the Larke to the lodging of the Lambe,vary | France. 
deſerved prayſe on my Palfray: it ts a Threame as fluent (o»ft, Doing is aftivity ,and he will ſtill be doing. 
as the Sca:Turne the Sands into eloquent tongues , and Orl. He never did harme,that I heard of. 
my Horſe is argument for themall : *tis a ſubje&t fora | _ (ff. Nor will doe none to morrow : hee will keepe 
Soueraigne toreaſon on , and for a Soveraignes Sove- | that good name ſtill. 
__— to ride on: And for the World, familiar to us,and Orl. Iknow him tobe valiant. 
unknowne, to lay aparttheir particular Funions , and Conſt. T was told that, by one that knowes him better 
wonder at him. I once writ a Sonnet in his prayſe , and | then you | | 
' began thus,Yonder of Nature. ; Orl. What's hee | 
Orleance. I have heard a Sonnet begin ſo to ones Mi- Conf. Marry heetold me ſo himſelfe, and hee ſaid he 
ſtreſle. | car'd not who knew it. 

Dolph. Then did they imitate that which Icompos'd Orleance. He needes nor, it is no hidden vertue in 
to my Courlſer,for my Horſe is my Miſtreſle; him. 

Orl. Your Miſtreſſe beares well. Conſt .By my faith Sir, but it is : never any body (aw 
| Fell; Me well, which is the preſcript prayſeandper- | it , buthis Lacquey : 'tisa hooded valour , and when it 
| fectionof a good and particular Miſtreſle. : appeares,it will bate. 

Conft. Nay , for me thought yeſterday your Miſtreſſe Orl. Ill will neverſayd we!l. 
ſhrewdly ſhooke your back. Conft. I will cap that Proverbe with, There is flattery 
Dolph. So perhaps Uid yours. in friendſhip. - 
(onFt. Mine was not bridled. Orl. And 1 will take up that with,Give the Devill his 
Dolph. O then belike ſhe was oldand gentle , and you | dye. 
rode like a Kerne of Ireland,your French Hoſe off,and in Conſt, Well plac't : there ſtands your friend forthe 
your ftrait Stroſlers. : | Devill : haveat the very cyc of that Proverbe with ,Al 
Conſt, You have good judgement in Horſeman- |; Poy of the Devill. 
ſhip. 52 fe : . Orl. You are the better at Proverbs,by how mucha 
Dolpb. Be warn'd by me then : they thatride ſo, and | Faoles Bolt is ſoone ſhot. : 
ride not warily , fall into foul: Boggs:I had rather have Conſt, You have ſhotover. 
my Horſe to my Miltreſſe. | Orl.*Tis not the firſt time you were over-ſhot. 
Coxff. 1 had as live have my Miſtreſle a Iade. 
| ___ I tell thee Conſtable , my Miſtreſſe weares his Enter a Meſſenger. 
OWne res 
Conſt. 1 could make as true a boaſt asthat , if Thada | Aeſſ. My Lord high Conſtable, the Engliſh lye within 
Sow tomy Miſtrcſle. fifteene hundred paces of your Tents. 
Dolph. Le chicneſt retourne 4 ſon propre vomiſſement,eſt Conft, Who hath meaſur d the ground? 
la levye lavee an bourbier:thou mak'(t ute of any thing. Mefſ. The Lord Granadpree. 
Conft. Yet doc I not uſe my Horſe for my Milſtreſle, Conſt. A valiant and moſtexpert Gentleman, Would 
or any ſuch Proverbe, ſo little kin to the purpoſe. 1t were day ? Alas poore Harry of England : hee longs 
Ramb. My Lord Conſtable, the Armourthat I ſaw in | not for the Dawning,as wee doc. 
your Tentto night, arethoſe Starres or Sunnes upon it? Orl. Whata wretched and pecviſh fellow is this King 
Conſt.Starres my Lord. ; of England , to mope with his fat-brain'd fellowers1o 

Dolph. Some cf them willfall to morrow,I hope. farre out of his knowledge. 

Conſt, And yet my Sky ſhall not want. Conft. 1f the Engliſh had any apprehenſion, they would 

Dolph.That may be,for you beare a many ſuperfluouſ- | runne away. | 

ly,and *rwere more honor ſome were away. Ort. That they lack : for if their heads had any intelle- 
Cenft. Ev'nas your Horle beares your prayſes , who | tual Armour,they could never weare ſuch heavy Head- 
would trot as wel, were ſome of your bragges diſmoun- | pieces. 
ted. Ramb. That Tland of England breedes very valiant 
Dolph. Would I were able to loade him with hisde- | Creatures ; their Maftiffes are of vnmatchable cou- 
ſert. Will irnever be day ? I will trot to morrow a mile, | rage. 
and my way ſhal bepaved with Engliſh Faces. | Orleance. Fooliſh Curres , that runne winking into 
Conſt. 1 will not ſay ſo, for feare I ſhould befac't out | rhe mouth of a Ruſſian Beare, 8 have their heads cruſht 
of my way : but I would it were morning , for I would | like rotten Apples : you may as well ſay, that's a valiant 
fainebeabout theeares of the Engliſh. Flea , that dare eate his breakefaſt on the Lippe ofa 
Ramb. Who will goe to Hazard with mefor twenty | Lyon. 9, 
Priſoners? Coxſs. Juſt, juſt : and the men doe ſympathize with 
Conſt. You muſt firſt goe your ſelfe tohazard, ere you | the Maſtiffes ; in robuſtious and rough comming 0%, | 
have them. leaving their Wits with their Wives : and then give 
Dolph.*Tis Mid-night,Ile goe arme my ſelfe. Exit. | them great Meales of Beefe, and Iron-and Steele ; the} 
Ort. The Dolphin longs for morning. will cate like Wolves, and fight like Devils. _ 
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arme:come,ſhall we about it? 
Orl. kt is now two a Clock: but let meſee,by ten 
We ſhall have cach a hundred Engliſh men. 


eAtns T ertius. 


Chaorns. 


| Now entertaine conjeure ofa time, 

When creeping Murmure and the poring Darke 
Fills the wide Veſlell of the Vniverſe. ; 
From Camp to Camp,through the foule Wob of Night 
The Hume of either Army ſtilly ſounds, 

That the fixt Centinels almoſt receive 

The ſecret Whiſpers of cach others Watch- 

Fire anſwers fire,and through their paly flames 

Each Battaile ſees the others umber'd face. 
Steed threatens Steed,in high and boaſtfull Neighs 
 Piereing the Nights dull Eare:and from the Tents, 

The Armourers accompliſhing the Knights, 

With buſie Hammers cloſing Rivets up, 

Give dreadfull note of preparation. 

The Countrey Cocks doe crow, the Clocks doe towle: 
And thethird howre of drowſie Morning nam'd, 
Prowd of their Numbers,and ſecure in Soule, 
The confident and over-luſty French, 

Doethe low+rated Engliſh play at Dice; 

And chide the creeple-tardy-gared Night, 

Who like a foule and ougly Witch doth lIimpe | 

$0 tediouſly away. The poore condemned Engliſh, 

Like Sacrifices,by their watchtfull Fires 

Sit patiently,and iniy ruminate | 
The Mornings danger:and their geſture ſad, 
Inveſting lanke-leane Cheeks,and Warre-worne Coats, 
Preſented them unto the gazing Moone 
$0 many horride Ghoſts. O now,who will behold - 
The Royall Captaine of this ruin'd Band | 
Walking from Warchto Watch, from Tent to Tent; 
Let him cry,Prayſe and Glory on his head: 
| For forth he goes,and viſits all his Hoaſt, | 

Bidsthem good morrew with a modeſt Smyle, 
And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countreymen. 
Vpon his Royall Face there 1s no note, - 
How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of Colour 
Vntothe weary and all-watched Night: _ 
But freſhly lookes,and over-beares Atraint, 
With chearetull ſemblance,and ſweet Majeſty: 
That every Wretch, pining and pale before, 
 Bcholding him, plucks comfort from his Lookes. 
: ALargeſſe univerſall.like the Sunne, 
| His liberall Eye doth give to every one, __ 
Thawing cold feare,that meane and gentle all 

Behold,as may unworthinefle define, 
A little rouch of Harry inthe Night 
| And ſo our Scene muſt to the Batraile flye: 


Where,O for pitty,we ſhall much diſgrace, .. 
With foure or five moſt vile and ragged foyles, 


ee 


F "04:1, but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly ont of Beeefe. 
Conft. Then ſhall we finde to morrow,they have only 
tomackes to cate , and none to fight. Now is it time to 


Exenat. 


j 
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| ſtring] love the lovely Bully. What Is thy Name? | | 


-| A good loft Pillow for that good white Head, 


—_— 
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The Name of Agincourt , Yet fit and fee, 
Minding true things,by what their Mock'ries bee. 
; Exit. 


Enter the King, Bedford, and Gloncefter. 


King. Gloſter, *tis true that we are in great danger; 
The greater therefore ſhould our Courage be. 
God morrow Brother Bedford: God Almighty, 
There is ſome ſoule of goodnefle in things evill, 
Would men obſervingly diftill it out. 
For our bad Neighbour makes us early ſtirrers, 
Which is both healthfull,and good husbandry. 
Beſides,they are our outward Conſciences, 
And Preachers to usall;admoniſhing, 
That we ſhould drefle us fairely for our end. 
Thus may wegather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Morall of the Divell himſelfe. 
Emter Erpingham. 
Good morrow old Sir Thomas Erpingham: 


Werebetter thena churliſh turfe of France. 

Erpin, Not ſo my Liege,this Lodging likes me better, 
Since I may ſay,now lye T like a King. 

King. 'Tisgood for men to love their preſent paine, 
Vpon example,ſo the Spirit is caſed: 
And when the Mind is quickned,out of doubt - 
The Organs,though defun& and dead before, 
Breake up their drowſie Grave, and newly move 
With catted ſlough, and freſh legerity. 
Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thomas: Brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes in.our Campe; 
Doe my good morrow to them,and anon 
Deſire them all to my Pavillione 

Glofter. We ſhall, my Liege, 

Erpizg- Shall I attend your Grace? 

Kimng.No my good Knight: | 
Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England 
I and my Boſome muſt debate awhile, 

And thenT would no other company. 
Erping. The Lord in Heauen blefle thee,Noble Harry | 


£ 


E-xennt. 
King.God a mexcy old Heart,thou ſpeak'K chearcfully, 
Emer P:ſtoll, | 
Piſt. Che wons lad | | 
Kme. A friend. 
Pf. Diſcuſſe unto me, art thou Officer , or art thou 
baſe,common,and popular? 
King. Tama Gentleman of a Company, 
Pſt. Trayl'ft thou the puiffant Pyke? 
King. Eyenſo: what are you? 
Pift. As good a Gentleman as the Emperor. 
King. Thenyou area better then the King. 
Pit. The King's a Bawcocke , and a Heart of Gold , 
Lad of Life, an Impeof Fame, of Parents good, of Fiſt | 
moſt yaliant : I kifſe-his durty ſhove , and from heart- | 


Kmg. Harry te Roy. | 
Pi. Le Re?aCornith Name:art thou of Corniſh Crew? 
King.No,I am a Welchman. | | 
?+Þ: Know it thou Flnelen? | 
King. Yes. | EY 

Pit. Tell him Ile knock his Leeke about hisPirenipon || 


S. Davies day. . ler fo he 
you E | 


, 


(Right ill diſpos'd, in brawleridiculous) 


King. Doe not you weare your 
that day ,leaft he knock that about yours.” | 
———_— 


, 
— __ 


At 


nn = 


. 2 BL CT. a "7 
px SR a " nt 


+ roads o ta ng hh > 
PR ” 
4 > 
s 
4 
: 
" 
1 
4 
. + OSS 


The Life of Hemythe Fife. 


SM. 


Piſt. Art thou his friend? 

King.:And his Kinſman too. 

Pif. The Figo for thee then. | 

King. Ithanke'you:God be with you. 

Piff. My name 1s Fifo! call'd. 

King. It ſorts well with your fiercenefla, 
CManet King. 


Ext. 


_ Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Gower. Captaine Flueken. h 

Fle.'So, inthe Name of [eſu Chriſt; ſpeake fewer : 1t 
is the greateſt admuration in the univer{all World, when 
the true and aunchient Prerogatifes and Lawes of the 
Warres is not kept: 1f you would take the paines butto 
examinethe Warres of Powpey the Great, you ſhall finde, 
' I warrant you,that there isno tiddletadle nor pibble ba- 
' ble in Pompejes Campe: I warrant you, you ſhall finde 
the Ceremonies of the Warres, and the Cares of it , and 
the Formes of it, andthe Sobricty of it,and the Modefty 
of it, to be otherwile. | : 

row” Why the Enemie is lowd,you heare him all 

Night. _. I! | 
Fw, If the Enemie isan Aſſe and a Foole , anda pra- 
ting Coxcombe ; is it meet,thinke you , that wee ſhould 


combe, in your owne conſcience now? 
Gow. I will ſpeake lower. 
Flx. I pray you, and beſeech you,that you will. Ext. 
King, Though itappeare a lictle out of faſhion, 
Thereis much careand valour in this Welchman.. 


Emer three Sonldiers,lohm Bates , eAlexandir({ ourt, 
and Michael Williams. "IF 


}.$ . 
' Court. Brother John Bates , is notthat the Morning 
which breakes yonder? | 1 oy * 
Bates. I thinke it be : but wee have no great cauſe to 
| defiretheapproach of day. rt 
Williams. Weeſee yonder the beginning of the day, 
butT thinke wes ſhall never {ce thee end of it. Who goes 
- there? +: | 
_ . Kang. A friend. 
Will. Vnder what Captaine ſerve you? 
{4 * Kivg. Vnder Sir 1obn Erpingham. 
' will A good old Commander zand a moſt kinde Gen- 
| tleman : I pray you, what thinkes he of our eſtate?. | 
| Kong: Even as men wrackt upona Sand , that looke to 
| be waſht off the next Tyde. A | 
| Baxes, He hath not told his thought to the King? 
© King. No : nor it is not meet he ſhould :for though I 
| ſpeakeitto you, I thinkethe King 1s but a man,as I am: 
the Violerſmellsro him, as it doth to me; the Element 
| ſhewes to him, asitdoth to me zall his ſences haye but 
| humane Conditions; his Ceremonies !ayd by.in his Na- 
| kednefſehe appeares but a man ; and though: his affei- 
Wby gp hs tf £4488, , ; 4 
- ansare higher mounted thenours,yet when they, ſtoupe, 
_ they ſtoupe with the fe wing ztherefore, when he ſees 
| reaſonof feares,as wedoe; bis feares,out of doubr,be of 
| elm relliſh as our$ate : yet in reaſon,no man thould 
| poſſe 4; 4 with any appearance of feare ; leaſt hee, by 
' ſhewing it, ſhould -— Hm Wo 4628 þ | 6 
| Zates. He may ſhew what outward courage he will: 
but Thejeeye as-cold a Night as 'tis, bee could wiſh him- 
(ele in Thames up to the Neck;and ſol would he were, 
and Iby.him, at all adventures,ſowe were quit here. . 
King. By my troth, I will peake wy conſcience of the 


- 


alſo, looke you,bean Aſle and a Foole,and a prating Cox- 


King; I thinke hee would not wiſki himſelfe any where 
but where hee js. | , 

Sates..Then would he were here alone;ſo ſhould he be 
ſure tobe ranſomed,and a many poore mens lives faveg.' 

King. I'dare ſay ; you'love him not1o ill;to wiſh him 
here. alone ; howſoeyer- you ſpeake this to feele other 
mens minds , me thinks 1 coutd not dye any where { 
contented,as in the Kings company;his Cauſe being ju 
and his Quarrell konorable. ; 

Wil. That's moxe then we know. ' 

. Bates. I, or morethen we ſhould: ſecke after; for wee 
know enough,if wee know weeare the Kings Subjects; 
if his Cauſe be wrong , our obedience tothe King wipes 
the Cryme of it out of us. 

Wilkams. But it the Cauſe be not good, the King him- 
ſelfe hath a heavy Reckoning tomake , when all thoſe 
Legges , and Armes, and Heads, choprt off in a Battaile, 
ſhall joyne together at the latter day,and cry all, Wee dy- 
cd at ſucha place, ſome ſivcaring,lome crying for a Sur- 

con ; ſome upon their Wives-left poore behind them; 


| my upon the Debts they owe, ſome upon their Childre 


rawly left : I amatcar'd, there are few dye well,thar dye 
In Battalle : for how can they charitably diſpote of any 
thing ; when Blood is theit argument?Now,if theſe men 
doc not dye well,it will be a black matter for the King, 
that led them toit; whom to diſobey , were againſt all 
proportion of ſubjeion. 

King. So, if a Sonne that is by his Father ſent about 
Merchandizc,doe ſinfully miſcarry upon the Sea;the im 
putation of his wickedneſle, by your rule, ſhould be im- 
poſed upon his Father that ſent him : or if a Servant, ut- 
der his Maiſters command,tranſportinga ſumme of Me- 
ney,be aſſayled by Robbers,and die in many irreconcil'd 


* 4 Iniquities ; you may call the buſineſle of the Maiſter the 


author of the Servants damnation : bnt this is not ſo: 
The King 1s not bound toanſwer the particular endings 
of his Souldiers,the Father of his Sonne,nor the Maiſter 
of his Servant ; for they purpole not their death ; when 
they purpoſe their ſervices. Beſides, there is no King,be 
his Cauſe never ſo ſpotleſſe, if it come to the arbitre- 
ment of Swords, cattrye it out with all unſpotted Soul- 
diers : ſome ( peradventure ) have on them the guilt of 
premeditated and contrived Murther ; ſome, of begui- 
ling Virgins with the broken Seales of Perjury ; ſome, 
making the Warres their Bulwarke,that have before go- 
red the gentle Boſome of Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
rie. Now, if theſe men have defeated the Law, and out- 
runne Native puniſhment ; though they can out-{trip 
men, they haveno wings to flye from God, Warre 1s 
his Beadle, Warre is his Vengeance : ſo that here men 
are puniſht , for before breach of the Kings Lawes,in 
now the Kings Quarcell: where they fearcd the death, 
they have borne life away; and where they would bee 
ſafe, they periſh. Then if they dye unprovided,no more 
is the King guilty of their damnation , then hee was be- 
fore guilty of thole Impieties , for the which they are 
now viſited. Every SubjeRts Duty is the Kings, but 
every Subjects Soule is his oiwne. Therefore ſhould 
every Souldicr in the Warres doe as every ſicke manin 
his Bed, waſh every Moth our of his Conſcience : and 
dying ſo, Death is to him advantage ; or not dying, 
the time was bleſſedly loſt, wherein ſuch preparation was 

ayned : and in him that eſcapes, it were not finneto 
thinke, that making God ſo free an offer,he let him out- 
live that day , to ſee his Greatnefle , and to teach others 


how they ſhould prepare. oc] 
will, "Tis | 


__— 
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will. Tis cextaine,every man that dyes ill,the ul upon 
his owne head;the King is not to anſwer it. 
- Bates. I doe not deſire; hee ſhould anſwer for mezand 
yet I derermine to fighc luſtily for him. 

King. I my ſelfe- heard the King ſay he would not be 
canſom'd, _ -\ 

Will, I, hee ſaid ſo, to make us fight chearefully : but 
whenour throatsare cut; hee may be ranſom'd, and wee 
ne'rethe wiſer. 

King. If T live to ſee it, I will never truſt his word af- 
tore 

will. You . pay him then : that's a perillous ſhot out 
of an Elder Gunne,that a pooreand a private diſpleaſure 
can doe againſt a Monarch : you may as well goe about 
to turne the Sunne to yce,with fanning in his face witha 
Peacockes feather : You'le never trult his word after; 
| come, tis a fooliſh ſaying. 

King. Your reproofe is ſomething too round,I ſhould 
beangry with youzif the time were convenient. 

Wil. Let it bee a Quarrell betweene us , if youlive. 

King. Iembrace it. | 

Fill. How ſhall I know thee againe? 

. King, Give me any Gage of thine , and I will weare it 
in my Bonnet: T hen if ever thou dar'ſt acknowledge 1t, 
Iwill make it my Quarrell: | 
wil, Heere's my Glove : Give mee another of 
thine: | 

King. There. 
YF4ll. This will Talſo weare in my Cap:if everthou 


by this Hand I will take thee a box on the eare. 

King. If ever1live to fee it, I will challenge it- 

UU1, Thou dar'ft as well be hang'd. A 

King. Well , 1 will doc it , though I take thee in the 
Kings company. 

Val. Keepe thy word : fare thee well. 

Bates Be friends you Engliſh fooles, be friends , wee 
have French Quarrels enow , if you could tell how to 
| reckon. | 

Exeunt Souldiers. | 

King. Indeede the French may lay twenty French 
Crownes to one,they will beat us Jfor they vearethem 
0n their ſhoulders: but it is no Engliſh Treaſon to cut 
French Crownes,and to morrow the King humſelfe will 

a Clipper. 

Vpoa the King,let us our Lives, our Soules, 
Our Debts,our carefull Wives; 
Our Children,and our Sinnes,lay on the King: 
Wemuſt beare all. 
O hard Condition, Twin-borne with Greatneſle, 
Subject to the breath of every foole, whoſe ſence 
Nomore can feele;but his owne wringing- 
What infinite hearts-eaſe muſt Kings neglect, 
That private men enjoy? 
And what have Kings,that Privates have not too, 
Saue Ceremonie, ſave generall Ceremonie? 
| And whatart thou,thou Idoll Ceremony? 
What kind of god art thov?that ſuffer'ſt more | 
Of mortall grietes. then doe thy worſhippers. 
| What arethy Rents? what are thy Commings in? 
O Ceremony, ſhew me bur thy worth. 
What?is thy Soule of Adoration? 
Art thou ought elſe but Place, Degree, and Forme, 
Creating awe and feare in other men? 
Wherein thou art leſſe happy, being fear'd, 


come to me,andſay, after to morrow, This is my Glove, | 


} Toward Heaven,to pardon blood: 
{ Where the ſad and ſolemne Prieſts fing (itll 


——_— 


W hat drink*ft thou oft, in ſtead of Homage ſweet, 
But poyſor'd flatterie?O, be ſick,g: car Greatneſle, 
And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure, 

Thinks thou the fiery Feyer will goe out 

With titles blowne from Adulation? 

Wilt it give place to flexure and low bending? 
Canitthou,when thou command'ſt the beggers knee, 
Command the health of it?No,thcu prowd Dreame, 
That play'ſt ſo ſubtilly with a Kings Repole, 

I ama King that find thee ; and I know, 

"Tis not the Balme, the Sceprer,and the Ball, 

The Sword, the Mace,the Crowne Imperiall; | 
The enter-tifſued Robe of Gold and Pearle, | 
The farſed Title running 'fore the King, 

The Throne he fits on:nor the Tyde of Pompe, 
That beates upon the high ſhore of this World: 
No, not all theſe, thrice-gorgeor:s Ceremonies, 

Not all theſe,lay'd in bed Majeſtica!l, 

Can ſlcepe fo ſoundly, as the wretched Slave: 
Who with a body fiid,and vacant mind, 
Gets him toreſt, cram'd with diſtreſſcfull bread, | 
Never ſees horride Night,the Child of Hell: 
But likea Lacquey, from the Riſe ro Set, 
 SweateSin the eye of Phebms ; and all Night | 
S:cepes In Elixinm:; next day after daywne, | 
Doth riſe and helpe Hiperios to his Horſe, 
And followes ſo the ever-running yeere 


. 


And but for Ceremony, ſuch a Wretch, 
Winding up Dayes with toyle, and Nights with ſleepe, f 
Had the tore-hand and vantage'ot a King, 
The Slave, a Member of the Countreyes peace, 
Enyoyes1t : but in grofle braine little wots, 

W hat watchthe King keepes,to maintaine the peace; 
W hoſe howres, the Peſant beſt advantages. 


; ks Althiad — TT 


Enter Erpiegham. | 
Erp. My Lord,your Nobles jeaious of your abſence, þ 
Seeke through your Campe to find you. 
King. Good old Knight,colle&t themall together 
t my Tent : Ile be before thee. 
Erp. I ſhall doo't,my Lord. Exit. | 
King. O God of Battailes, ſteele my Souldiers hearts, | 
Poſſelſe them nor with feare:Take fromghem now 
The ſence of reckning of th'oppoſed numbers: 
Pluck their hearts from them, Not to day,O Lord, 
O not to day,thinke not upon the fault 
My Father made,in compalling the Crowne. 
I Richards body have interred new, 
And on it have beſtowed more comrite teares, 
Then from it iſſued forced drops of blood. 
Five hundred poore I have in yeerely pay, 
Who twice aday their wither'd hands ko!d up 


And T have bnilt two Chauntries, 


For Richards Soule. More wiil 1 doe: 
Though all that I can doe,is nothing worth; | 
Since that my Penitence comes after all, | 
Imploring pardon. | 
Emer Glongeſter. 


Glonc. My Liege. 
King. My Brother Gloxcefers yoyce?1: | 
I know thy errand,I will goe with thee: | 


| Thenthey in fearings 


The day,my friend,and all things ſtay for me. 


8 | 


With profitable labour to his Grave: | 


— 
wed W 
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Enter the Dolphin,Orleance, Ramburs,and And give their faſting Horſes Provender, 

'  Beanmont. And after fight with them? 

Orleance. The Sunne doth gild our Armour , up my (off. I ſtay bur for my Gnard : on 
Lords. - To the field,I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
Dolph. Monte (endl: My Horſe , Valet Lacquay: | And uſeit for my haſte. Come,come away, 

Ha. | . The Sunne is high,and we out-weare the day. Exemm, | 
Ort. Oh brave ſpirit. 
Dolph. Via les ewes & terre. Enter Gloucefter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham 
Orl. Rien puis le air & fen. with all bis Hoaſt: Salisbury ;and 
Dolph. Ceen, Couſin Orfearcee Enter Conſt able o W eſt mer land. 

Now my Lord Conſtable? : Glonc, Where is the King? 

Cenſt. Hearke how our Stecdes , for preſent Service : __ The King himſelfe isrodeto view their Bat- 

nel h. | | : : alle. A 
Doh). Mount them,and make inciſion in their Hides, wWſt-Of fighting men they have full threeſcore thou 

That their hot blood may ſpin in Engliſh eyes, ſand. 

And doubt them with ſuperfluous courage: ha. E-ve. There's five to one, beſides they all are freſh. 

Ram. W hat, will you havethem weep our Horſes blood? Satish.Gods Arme ſtrike with us,'tis a fearefull oddeg, 

How ſhall we then behold their naturall teares? God buy'you Princes all;lle ro my Charge: 

; Enter Meſſenger. <« If we no more meet;till we meet in Heaven; 

CHeſſenger. The Englith are embattail'd, you French | Then joyfully,my Noble Lord of Bedford, 

Peeres. © | C2 My deare Lord Glouceſter,and my good Lord Exeter, 

(onft. To Hoſe you gallant Princes, ſtraight to Horſe. | And my kind Kinſman, Warriors all, adieu. 

Doe but behold yond poore and ſtarued Band, Bed. Farwell good Salisbury,& good luck go with thee: 

And your faire ſhew ſhall ſuck away their Soules, And yetT doe thee wrong,to mind thee of it, 

Leaving them but the ſhales and huskes of men. For thou art fam'd of the firme truth of yaleur. 

There is not worke enough forall our hands, Exe. Farewell kind Lord: fight valiantly to day. 

Scarce blood enough in all their ſickly Veines, Bed. He is as full of Yalour as of Kindneſle, 

Togive cachnaked Curtleax a ſtayne, _| Princely inboth. 

That our French Gallants ſhall today draw out, | Enter the King 

And ſheath for lack of ſport. Let us but blow on them, [ zeſt. O that we now had here 

The vapour of our Valoar will o're-turnethems. But one ten thouſand of thoſe men-.in England, 

"Tis politive 'gainſt all exceptions, Lords, That doe no worke today, 

That our ſuperfluous Lacquies,and our Peſants, King, What's he that wiſhes ſo? 

Who in unneceſſary ation ſwarme | My Couſin Weſftmerland. No my faire Couſin: 

About our Squares of Batraile, were enou If we are marktto dye,we are enow 

To purge this field ofſuch a hilding Foe; To do our Countrey lofſe:and if to live, 

Though we upon this Mountaines Baſis by, The fewer men,the greater ſhare of honour. 

Tooke fland for idle ſpeculation: Gods will,I pray thee wiſh not one man moxe. 

But that our Honours muſt not.-W hat's te ſay? By love, Iam not covetous for Gold, 

A verylittle little Jet us doe, - Nor care I who doth feed upon my coſt: 

And all is done:then let the Trumpets ſound It yernes me not,if men my Garments weare; 

The Tuck<ct Sonuanceand'the Note to mount? Such outward things dwell not in my defires. 

For our approach ſhall ſo much dare the field, | Bur if itbe a ſinne to covet Honor, 

That England ſhall couch downe in fcare,and yeeld. I am the moſt offending Soule alive. 

— Emer Grannapree. No *faith,my Couze,wiſh not a man from England: 

Grandpree.W'hy do you ſtay ſolong,my Lords of France? | Gods peace, I would not loſe ſogreat an Honor, 

Yond Iland Carrions,deſperate of their bones, As one man more me thinkes would ſhare from me, 

W-favouredly become the Morning field: For the beſt hope I haye. O, doe not wiſh one more: 

Their aved Curtaines poorely are lct looſe, Rather proclaime it(Weſtmerland)through my Hoaſt, 

And our Ayre ſhakes them paſhng ſcornefully. That he which hath-no ſtomack to this fight, 

| Bigge Mars ſeemes banqu*rout intheir begger'd Hoaft, | Let him depart, his Paſport ſhall be made, 

And faintly-through a ruſty Beyer peepes. . And Crownes for Convoy pur into his Purſe: 
The Horſemen fit iike fixed Candleſticks, We would not dye inthat mans company, 
With Torch-ſtavesintheir band:and their poore Iades | That feares his fellowſhip,to dye with us. 

' Lob done their heads,drooping the hjde and hips: This day1s cald the Feaſt of Criſpian: 

The gumme downe ropins from their otle-dead eyes, | Hethatont-lives this day, and comes ſafe home, 
Andintheir pale dull mouthes the Tymold Bitr ; Will ſtandarip-toe when this day is named, 
Lyes foule with chaw'd:graſſe, ſtill and motionleſſe,, - Androwſe him atthe Name of (7:/pier: 

And their exccutors,the knaviſh-Croives, He that ſhallſce this day,and live old age, 

_ Hye ore them all, impatient for their howre- Will yeerely on the Vigill feaſt his neighbours, 

* Deſcription cannot ſore it iclte in words, And ſay,to morrow is Saint (75/piav: 

| Todemonſtrate the Life of ſuch a Battaile, | Then will he {trip his fleeve,and ſhew his skarres: 

* Inlife ſoliveleſſe,as it ſhewes it ſeife. Old men forget;yetall ſhall not be forgot: 

Conft, They have ſaid their prayers, But hee'le remember,with advantages, | 

' | Andthey ſtay fordeath. | What feats he did that day, Then ſhall our Names; 

; Dok, Shall we go ſend them Dinners, and freſh Sutes, | Familiar in his mouth as houſehold words, 


A 
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Harry the King, Bedford and &xeter, | And time hath worne as into flovenry. 
Ferwickand T albet,Salisburyand Gloncefter, But by the Maſſe,our hearts are in the trim: ' +, 


| Bein their flowing Cups freſhly remembred. And my poore Souldierstell me,yetere Night, . . 
This ſtory ſhall the goed man teach his ſonne: | They le be in freſher Robes, or they will pluck | 
And Criſpine Criſpian ſhall n'ere goeby, | The gay new Coats o're the French Souldicrs heads, 


From this day to the'!ending of the World, 


s And turne them out of ſervixe-If they doe this, 
| But we in it ſhall be remembred; 


| As if God pleaſe,they ſhatl;-my Ranſome then 


We few,we happy few,we band of brothers: Will ſoone be leyyed. 
For he to day that ſheds his blood with me, Herauld, fave thou thy labour: | 
Shall be my brother:be he ne're ſo vile, Come thou no more for Ranſome,gentle Herauld, 
| This day ſhall gentle his condition. They ſhall have none, Iſwcare,but theſe my.joynts: 
And Gentlemen in Englad,now a bed, MES { Which if they have,as I will leave um them, _ 
{ Shall thinke the nſelves accurit they were not here; Shall yeeld them little,tell the Conſtable. 
And hold their Manhoods cheape,whiles any ſpeakes, Aopt. I ſhall, King Harry. And fo fare thee well: 
| That fought with us upon Saint Crsſpines day. * Thou never ſhalt heare Herauld any more. Exit. 
| Enter Salisbury. King. I feare thou wilt once moce come againe for a 
| $a. My Soveraigne Lord,beſtow your ſelfe with ſpeed: | Ranſome. | 
| The Frenchare bravely in their batcailles ſer, Enter Tork, 
And will with all expedience charge on us. Yorke. My Lord, moſt humbly on my knee I begge 
King. All things are ready, if our tninds be ſo. | The leading ofthe Vaward, 
Weſt. Periſh the man, whoſe mind is backward now. | . King. Take it,brave Tarke. 
King. Thou do'ſt not wiſh more helpe from England, | Now Souldiers marchaway, 
| Conze? And how thou pleaſeſt God,diſpoſe the day. Exemm. 
weft. Gods will, my Liege,would you and Ialone, 
| Without more helpe,could fight this Royall battalle. eAarum. Excurſions . 
King. Why now thou haſt unwiſht five thouſand men: . Enter Piftoll, French Souldiar, Boy. 
| Which likes me better,then to wiſh us one. Piſtol. Yeeld Curre. 
/ | You khow your places : God be with youall. ha French, le penſe que vous eſtes le Gentil-home de bone JNA- 
| e 
| ; Tacket, Enter CMontion. Piſt. Qualtity calmy cuſture me. Art thou a Gentle- 
Hort, Once more I come to know of thee King Harry, | man?W hat is thy Name? diſcuſſe, 
If for thy Ranſome thou wilt now compound, _ F rench. O Seignenr Die. 
Before thy moſt affured Overthrow: Pif#, O Signicur Dewe ſhould be a Gentleman : per- 
| For certainly,thou art ſo neere the Gulte, pend my words O Siguieur Dewe,and marke:O Signeur 
Thou needs mult be englutted. Beſides,in mercy Dewe , thou dyeſt on point of Fox , except O Signieur | 
'| The Conſtable deſires thee, thou wilt mind _ thou docgive to.me egregious Ranſome. 

. Thy followers of Repentance; that their Soules French. O prennez, miſericorde ayee pitie de moy. | 
May makea peacefuli and a {weet retyre Pi. Moy ſhall notſerve,l will have forty Moyes:for 
From off theſe fields : where (wretches)their poore bo- | I will fetch = rymme out at thy Throat, in droppes. of 
Muſt lye and feſter, (dies | Crimſon blood. | ; my 

King. Who hath ſent thee now? French, Eft-il impoſſible d eſchapper Ia ferce de ton bras. 
Mort, The Conſtable of France. EF s/f. Braſſe,Cyrre?thou damned and luxurious Moun- 

| Kivzg. I pray thee beare my former Anſwer back: taine Goat, offer'{t me Braſle? 
Bidthem atchieve me,andthen ſell my bones. French. O pardonne moy. 

Good God, why ſhould they mock poore feliowesthus? Pi}. Say'{t thou meſo? is thata Tonne of Moyes? 
The man that once did (ell the Lyons skin Come hither boy , aske me this ſlave in French what is 
While the beaſt liv'd, was kill d with hunting him» his Name. | . 

| Amanyof our bodyes ſhall no doubt w Boy. Eſconte comment eftes vourappelle? 
Find Native Graves:upon the which,I truft _ | French, Monſieur le Fer. 
Shall witneſſe live in Brafle of this dayes worke. Boy. He fayes his Name is M, Fer. | 
Andthoſe that leave their yaliant bones in France, Piſt.M. Fer:lle fer him; and firke him, and ferret him: | 
Dying likemen,though buryed in your Dunghillsy diſcufſe the ſame in French unto him... 6h 2510 
They ſhall be fam'd:for there the Sun ſhall greet them, Boj-I doe not know the French for fer , and ferrer, & 
And draw their honors recking up to Heaven, _. firke.,” ' if ano ag 4 o7 2: 1c 21 39.) 
Leaving their carrhly parts to.choake your Clyme, Pi/t. Bid him prepare,for I wiil cut his throar. 

| The ſmell whereof ſhall breed a Plague in France. French. Due dit-il Monſieur? I; entgnactia 

| Marke then abounding yalour in our Engliſh: Boy. 11 we commanae_ de vous dire' que vous Vous temiex, 
Thatbeing dead,like to the bullets grafing, preſt, car ceſoldat icy eſt diſpoſes rout aitnre de. couper yaſtre- 
Breake out intoa ſecond courſe of miſchiefe,” | gorges Terk Ao reel). fr 

| Killing in-celapſe of Mortality. . | P54, Owy , cuppele gorge parmafoy peſant, unleſſe | 
Let nie ſpeake prowdly : Tell the Conſtable; thou give me Crownes,brave Crownes,or mangled ſhalt 
Weare but Warriors for the working day: - thou be by this my Sword. _ - . 75. 

Our Gayneſſe and our Giltare all beſmyrcht French, O Ie vons ſupplie pour amour de Diex © me par- 
Withrayny Martching in the painefull fields  dojmer, Je ſuis Gentil-home de bonne maiſon , gardema vie, 
e's nota piece of feather in our Hoaſt: Ie vous donneray dew cents eſcns. nl, in 21.0 | 

| Good argument(I hope)we will not flye; - Piſt. What are his words? {Jo Cot Tax ; 
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| Boy. He prayes youto fave his life, he is a Gentleman | Kin « Lives he good Vnckle:thrice within this houre | 
| of agood houlez attd for his ranſom he will give you | I ſaw himdowne : thrice up againe,and fighting, 
two hundred Crownes: From Helmerto the ſpurre, all blood he was. 
Pift. Tell himmy fury ſhallabate,and I the Crownes | Exo. In'which array(brave Soldier)doth he lye, 
wil take, 64 1151s . Larding the plaine:andby Nis bloody ſide, 
Fren. Petit Monſieur que dat-il? (Yoake-fellow to his honour-owing-wounds) 
Boy. Encore qu'il oft contre ſon Inrement,de pa-douner aw- | The Noble Earle of Suffolke alſo lyes. 
cnn priſennier : neant-moins pony les oſcns que voitt tuy pro- | Sutfolke firſt died,and Yorke all hagled over 
mertez., il eft content de ans donner la liberte de franchiſe. | Comes to him,where in gore he lay inſteeped, 
Fre. Snr mes genonxie vour donne milles remerciement, & | Andrakeghim by the Beard,kiſſes the gaſhes 
| Je me effiniw heurenx queio ne tombe entre les mains d'vn | That bloodily did yawneupon his face. 
Chevalier , ie penſe le plus brave valiant, & tres deftins Si= | He cryes aloud; Tarry my Cofin Suffolke, 
ienr d' Angleterre, My foule ſhall thine keepe company toheaven: 
Fit." Expound unto me boy. Tarry(ſweet ſoule) for mine, then flye a-breſt: 
Boy. He gives you upon his Knees a thouſand thanks, | As in this glorious and well-foughten field 
andeſteemes himſelfe happy , that he hath falne into | We kept together in our Chivalry. 
the hands of ane(as he thirkes)the moſt brave, valorous | Vpontheſe words I came and cheer'd him vp, 
and thrice-worthy ſigneur of pagan He ſmil'd me in the face, raught me his is 
| Pift. As Iuckeblood , I will fome mercy ſhew. Fol | And with a feeble gripe,ſaycs:Deere my Lord, 
low mee; | ; Commend my ſervice to my Soveraigne, 
| Boy. Sanve vous le grand Capitaine? & | So didheturne,and over Suffolkes necke 
I didnever know ſo wofull a voice ifſue from ſo empty | He threw his wounded arme and kiſt his lippes, 
a heart : butthe ſong is true, The empty veſſell makes | And fo efpous'd to death, with blood he ſcal'd 
the greateſt ſound. Baraelfe and 5m had tenne times | A Teſtament of Noble-ending-love: 
more valour , then thisroaring divell ith old play , that | Thepretty and ſweer manner of it forc'd 
every one may payre his naylcs with a wooden dagger, Thoſe waters from me,which I would have {top'd, 
and they are both hang'd, and fo would this be,1 hee | BurT had not ſo much of man in mee, 
| durſt ſtcaleany thing adventurouſly. I muſt ſtay withthe | Anq all my mother came into mine eyes, 
| Lackies;with the luggage of our camp,the French might | And gaveme UP tO teares. 
hayea good prey of uszif he knew of 1t, for there 15 none XKing.I blame younot,. 
to guard it but boyes: Exit. | For hearing this, I muſt perforce compound 
| With mixtfull eyes,or they will iflueto. eAlarns, 
 Emter Conſtable, Orleance, Burbon, Dolphin, But hearke,whatnewalarum is this ſame? 
and Rambmurs. The French have re-enforc'd their ſcatter*'d men: 
| T hen every ſouldiour kill his Priſoners, 
Con. O Diable. Give the word through. Exit 
Orl. O fignen le 5onr & prrdia toute & perdie. | 
| Dol. Mort Diex ma vie, all is confounded, all, IO RIO — 


| Reproach, and everlaſting ſhame Atlus Quar LAS. 


|] Sits mocking in our Plumes. A ſhort eAlarum. 
| O meſchante fortwne, do not runne v5 

Cox. Why all our rankesare broke. 
| DobO perckitible ſhame,let's flab our ſelves: Enter Fluelles and Gower. 
| Betheſe the wretches that we plaid at dice for? = | 
1 Ort. Is this the King we ſenttofor his ranſome? Fla. Kill the poyes and the laggage , *'Tis expreſicly 


: Bur. Shame,andeternall ſhame, nothing but ſhame, againſt the Law of Armes,tis as arrant a pecce of knave- 

| Letusflyein once more backe againe, ry marke you now, as can bee offert in your Conſcience 

And he that will not follow Burbon'now, now,is it not? ; : 

Let him go hence,and with his'cap in hand Gow. Tis certaine , ther's not a boy left alive , andthe 

| Like a baſe Pander hold the Chamber doore, Cowardly Raſcallsthat ranne from the batraile ha'done 
Whil& by a baſcflave,no gentler then my dogge, this ſlaughter : beſides they have burned and carried 

| His faireſt daughter is contaminated. + way all that was in the gs Tent,wherefore the King 

| - | . Cox. Diſorder that hath ſpoyPd-us, friend us now, moſt worthily hath caus'd every ſouldiour to cut his 
Let us on heapes go offer up our lives. priſoners throat. O'tisagallant King. ) 

Ort.Weareenow yetliving in the Field,” Fla. I, hee was porne at CMonmonth Captaine Gower: 

To ſmother up the Engliſhin our throngs, what call you the Townes name where Alexa the 

If any order might'be thought upon. pig was borne? | 

: "Fwy. The divell take Order now, Ile tothe throng; Gow, Alexander the Great. Þ £5129: 

| Letlife be ſhort;elſe ſhame will betoo long. Exit, Flu. Why 1 pray you,is not pig, great?The pig, or 
tetfis hee; vet | D279 | the great, or the mighty , Or the huge, or the magnant- 


ane 5g Mhtrwin: "Pater the Xing adi tram,” mous,arcall one reckonngs,fave the phraſe 18 alirrlc Va- 


| $1. with Priſoners. rIations. : | S 
| ITS OS | Gower. I thinke-eAMexander the Great was _— 

| King. Well have we done;thrice-valiant Conntrimen, | Cacedon,his Father was called Philip of Mactdon, a5? 
' Butall's not done, yet keepe the Frenchthe field, © takeit. Wi) | # 
| Exr. The D. of York commends him to your Majeſty Fls. I thinke it is in Macedon where _—_ 5 
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(hw: 
wy of his friends. 


knavertes, and mockes, I have forgot his name. 
Gow. Sir Hobs F alftafſe. 


atMonmonth. 
Gm. Here comes his Majeſty. 


Alarum, Enter K ing Harry and Burbon 
with priſoners, Flonriſh. 


King; I was not angry fince I came to France, 
Vntiltthis inſtant. Take a Trumpet Herald, 
Riderhou nnto the horſemen on yond hill : 
Ifthey will fight with us, bid them come downe, 
| Orvoydethe field : they doe offend our fight. 
Ifthey'lldoe nexther, we will come to them, 
And make them skeraway, as ſwiftas ſtones 
Entorced from the old Afyrian lings : 

Befides, we'll cut the throatsof thoſe we have, 
Andnota man of them that we ſhall take, 
Shalltaſte our mercy. Gocand tell them ſo. 
Emer Conti), 


Glu, His eyes are humbler then they us'd to be, 


Inou nor, 

ThatT have fin'd theſe bones of mine for ranſome ? 
Conſt tho againe for ranſome ? 

| Her Nogreat King : 

. [Tcometo thee for charitable Licenſe, 

That we may wander ore this bloody field, 
Tobooke our dead, and then to bury them, 
Tofort our Nobles from our common men. 
Farmany of our Princes (woethe while) 
Lyedrown'd and ſoak'd in mercenary blood : 
our vulgar drench their peaſanclimbes 
indlood of Princes, ahd with.wounded ſteeds 


| Terkeout their armed heeles'at their dead maſters, 
Alling them twice. O give usleave great King; 
To view the field inſafery, and'diſpoſe 

Oftheir dead bodies. 


; I tell-you Captaine, . if you looke in the Maps of 
the Orld, I warrant you fall find in the compariſons be- 
eweene Hacedon and Zfonmuntb,that the ſituations looke 

-isboth alike. There 1s a Rivcr in Macedon,and there 
alo.moreover a River at Aonnonth,it is call'd Wye at 
Hommonth: but it is out of my praines,what is the name 
ofthe other River; but 'tisall one, *cisalike as my fingers 
isto my fingers, and th:reis Salmons in both. If you 
marke Alexanders life well, Harry of Monmonthes lite is 
comeafter it indifferent well, for there is figures 1n all 
things. Alexander God knowes, and you know, in his 

5, and his furies, and his wraths,and his chollers,and 
hismoodes, and his diſpleaſures, and his indignations, 
and alſo being a little intoxicates in his praines, did in 
kis Ales and his angers (looke you) kill his beſt friend 


Gow; Our King is not like him in that, he neverikill'd 
Fis, It is not well done (marke you now) to take the 
tales out of my mouth,ere it is made and finiſhed.I ſpeak 
butinthe figures, and compariſous of it : as Alexander 
kild his friend {y2we,being in his Ales and his Cuppes;fo 
allo Harry Monmonth being in his right wittes, and his 


good judgements, turn'd away the fat Knight with the 
aeatbelly doublet : he was full of jclts, and gypes,and 


Flu. That is he 3 1le tell you, there is good men porne 


fre. Here comes the Herald ofthe French, my Licge. 


"King, How row, what meanes their Herald ? Knowſt 


Fret erdocke deepein gore, and with wilde rage _ 


King. Itell thee truly Herald, . 
I know not if the day be ours or no,, - 
For yeta mauy of your horſemen peere, 
And gallop ore the field. | 
Her. The day is yours. | 4 
King. Praiſed be God, and not our ſtrength for it 2 
Wharis this Caſtle call'd thar flands hard by. 
Her. They call it eAgincourr. 
King. Then call we this the field of eſginconre, 
Fought on the day of Criſpin Crifianu. 


Prince of Wales, as I have read in the Chronicles, fought 
a. molt pravepattle herein France. 
King. They did Fluetten. 


15 remembred of it, the Welchmen'did good ſervice ina 
Garden where Leeks did grow, wearing Leckesintheir 


1s at honorable badge of the ſervice: AndI doe belceve 


S. Tavies day, 
King. I wearc it fora memorable honor: _ | 
For Iam Welch you know good Countriman. . . 
Fla. All the water in Wye, cannot waſh your Maje- 
ſites Welſh pload out of your pody, I caa tell yoy that: 


Grace, and his Majeſty too, 

King. Thankes good my Countryman. 

Fls. By Ieſhu, I am your Majeſties Countreyman, I 
care not who know it: I willconfefle itto all the Orld 
I need not tobe aſhamed of your Majceſty,praiſed be God 
ſolongas your Majeſty isan honeſt man. 

King, Good keepeme ſo. 

Emer W.:llams, 
Our Heralds goe with him, | 
Bring me juſt notice of thenumbers dead ; 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither. 
Exe. Souldier, you mult come tothe King. 


Cap ? ME 
Will, And't pleaſe your Majeſty, *tis the gage of one 
that I ſhould fight withall, if he be alive. 

King. An Engliſhman ? | 
Will, And't.pleaſe your Majeſty, a Raſcall that ſwag- 
ger d with me laſt nighc :. whoif alive, andever dare to 
challenge this Glove, I have ſworneto take him a boxe 
a'th care : or if I canſee my Glove in his cap, which he 
{woreashe wasa Souldier hee would weare (if aliue) I 
will ſtrike it out ſoundly. 


ſouldier keepe his oath? par: 

Flu. He 1s a Craven and a Villaine elſe, and't pleaſe 
your Majeſty in my conſcience. RENIees 
| King. It may be, his encmy is a Gentleman of great 
ſort, quite from theanſwer ofthis degree. 

Flu. Though he be as gooda Tentleman as thedevill is, 
aSLucifer and Belzebub himſelfeg. it is neceſlary (looke | 
your Grace) thathekeepe his vowand his oath ; .If, he 
be perjur'd (ſee younow)) his reputation 1s as .arrart a 
villaine and a Iacke ſawce, as ever his blacke ſhoo. trodd 
upon Gods ground, and hisearth, in my conſcience law. 
King. Then keepethy vow firrah, when thoumeer'ſt 
the fellow, | TP 

Will. So, I will my Liege, as I life. 


Els. Your Grandfather of famous memory (an't pleaſe 
your Majclty) and your great Vncle Eawerdthe Placke | 


Fe, Your Majeſty fayes very true: If your Majelties | 


your Majeſty takes no ſcorne to weare the Lecke upon | 


God pleſſe it, and preſerve it, as long as it pleaſes his | 


King, Souldier, why wear'ft thou that Glove in thy 


Kin, What thinke you Captaine Flxefen, 1s it fit this ] 


mmm 4 


Aonumenth caps,which your Majeſty know to this houre |. 


Kg, Who ſery thunder? bo 
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The Lifoef King Herne Fit 


58. Vnder Captaine Gower, my Liege. OR 

Fls. Gower is a good 'Ciptaine, and isgood knowlege 
and literatured in the Warres. 

King, Call him hither to me Souldier. 

if. I wilmy Liege. Exit. 

#g:Here Flaelen, weare thou this favour for me,and 
ſticke 1t in thy Cappe: when A/2»/o» and my ſelfe were 
downe » Ipluckt this Glove from his Helme:if 
any mart challenge this, he isa friend to e/anſov,and an 
enemy to our Perſon; if thou encounter any ſuch, appre- 
hend him, and thou do'ſt me love. 

Fin. YourGrace doo's me as great Honors as can be 
defir'd in the hearts of his Subjets: I would faine ſee 
the min, that ha's but two legges,that ſhall find himſelfe 
agreey'd at this Glove ; that 1sall : but I would faine ſee 
it ofice, and pleaſe Ged of hisgrace that I might ſee- 

King. Know'ſt thou Gower ? 
Flu. He ismy deare friend, and pleaſe you. 
King. Pray thee goc ſecksbim,andbring him to my 
Tent. : 
 Fhs. I willfctch him. Exit. 
King. My Lord of Warwicke, and my brother GleFer, 
Follow Flzelten cloſcly at the heeles. 


| The Glove which T have given him for a favour, 


5 May haply purchaſe him-abox a'th'eare. 


It is the Souldiers : I by bargaine ſhould 


{ Weareit my ſelfe. Follow good Couſin FWarwicke : 


If that the Souldicr ſtrike him, as I judge 


{ By his bluntbearing, he will keepe his word ; 


Some ſodaine miſchiefe may arilc of it ; 

For Idoeknow Fleeftn valiant, 

And'tencht with Choler;hot as Gunpowder, 

And quickly will returne an jury. | 

Follow, and ſee therebe no harme betweene them. 
Goe you with me, Vnckle of Excter. Exennt, 


Enter Gower and Williams. 

will. 1 warrant it is to Knight you, Captaine. 

Enter Fluellen. F.” $f 

Fla, Gods will, and his pleaſure, Captaine, I beſeech 
you now, come apaceto the King : there is more good 
toward you peradventure, thenis in your knowlege to 
dreame of, 

Fl. Sir, know youthis Glove? 

Fs. Know the Glove? I know the Glove is a Glove. 
"Will. Tknow this, and thus I challenge ir. 

Strikes him. we 

Fs. *Sblud, an arrant Traytor as atiyes in the Vniver- 
fall World, or in France, or in Eng/and. 

Gow. How now fir? you Villaine. 

Will. Doc you thinke lle be forſworne ? 

Fls, Stand away Captaine Gower, I will give Treaſon 
hispayment into plowes, I warrant you. | 

#1. Tamno Traytor. 

Flu. That's a Lye in thy Throat. I charge you: in his 
Majelties Name apprehend him,he'sa friend of the Duke 
Alanſons. 

Enter Warwicke and Gloncefter. 

War. How now, how now, what's 'the matter ? 

' Fls. My Lord of Warwicke, here is; prayſed bee God 
forit, a moſt contagious Treaſon come'to light, Tooke 
you, 'asyou ſhall defire ina Summers'day. 'Heere is his 
Majeſty. * , "Biter King, and Extier. 

King. How now, what's the matter ? 

Fle. My Liege , heere is a Villaine , 'and a Traytor, 


- 


that looke your Grace, ha's ftrooke the' Glove which 
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your Majeſty is take out. of the Helmet of e4/a. 


fon. # - 
Fill. My Ligge, this was my Glove, hereisthe fell 


| ofit: and hee that I gave it to in change, promis'd to 


weareitin his Cappe: I proms'd to ſtrike him, if he gig: 
I met this man with my Glove in his Cappe, and I haye 
have beene as goodas my word. 

Fla. Your Majeſty hearenow,ſaving your Majeſtyes 
Man-hood, what an arrant raſcally, beggerly, lowfie 
Knaveitis: 1 hope your Majeſty ispeare me teſtimony 
and vvitnefſe,and will avouchment, that this is the Gloye 
of Alaxſon, that your Majelty is give me, in your Cop 
{cience now. 

King. Give me thy Glove Souldier ; 

Looke, here is the fellow of it: - 
'Twas I indeed thou promiſcd'ſttoftrike. 
And thou haſt given me moſt bitter termes. 

Fla. And pleaſe your Majeſty, let his Necke anfyyer 
for it, if there is any Marſhall Law in the world. 

King, How can thou wake me ſatisfaction? 

will. All offences, my Lord, come from the heart : ne- 
_ cameany from mine, that might- offend your Maje 

- 

King. It was our ſclfe thou didſt abuſe. 

Will. Your Majeity catne not like your ſelfe: you 
appear'd to me but as a common man : witnelſe the 
Night, your Garments, your Lowlinefle : and what 
your hi$hnefle ſuffer'd under that ſhape, I beſeech you 
take it for your owne fault, 2nd not mine; for had you 
beene asI tooke you for, Imadeno offence; therefore 
beſecch your highnefſepardon me. - . 

Ks Here Vnckle Exeter,fill this Glove with Crownes, 
Add give it to this fellow. Keepe it fellow, 

And weare it for an honor in thy Cappe, 

Tili I doechallenge it. Give him the Crownes : 

And Captaine, you muſt needs be. friends with him. 
Fls. By this Day and this Light, the fellow ha's mct- 


| tell enough in hisbelly : hold, there is twelve-pence for 


you, and | pray you to ſerveGoad, and keepe you outof 
' prawlesand prabbles, and quarrells and diflencions,and! 
. warrant you lt is the better for you. 

Will. I willnone;bf your Money. 

Flu, It is witha good will: Icantell you it will ſerve 
you to mend your ſhoves : come, wherefore ſhould you 
be ſo paſhfull, -your ſhooes isnot+ ſo good ; 'ris a..good 
filling I warrant you, orI willchange1t. 

, - Emer Herawld. 

King. Now Herawld, arc the dead numbred ? 
| Heranld. Heere is the number of the flaught'ced 
French. 

King. What Priſoners of good ſort are taken, 
Vnckle? 

Fxe, Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew tothe King 
TohnDake of 2xrbon,and Lord Bouchiquatd : | 
Of other Lords and Barons, Knightsand Squires, 

Full fifreege hundred, beſides common men. 

King. This Note doth tell me of ten thouſand French 
That 1n the field ye flaine : of Princes in this number, 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead 
One hundred ewenty fix ; added totheſe, 
OfKnights, Eſquires, and gallan®Gentlemen, 
Eight thouſand and foure bundred: of the which, 
Five hundred were but yeſterday dubb'd Knights; 
So that in theſe ten rhouſandrhey have leſt, 

There are but ſixteene hundred Mercenaries: =» 
The reſt are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, _— 


| 
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and Getelemen of bloud and quality, 
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But fiveand twenty. 


For itisnone bur thine» 
'Exet. 'Tis wonderfull. 


The Names of thoſe their Nobles thatlye dead : 

Charles Delsbreth, High Conſtable of France, 

Jaques of Chatilion, Adfairall of France, 

The Maſter of the Crofle-bowes, Lord Rambures, 

Great Maſter of France;the brave Sir Guichard Dolphin, | 

lalnDuke of elanſon, Anthonio Duke of Brabant, 

The Brother to the Duke of wps 65 ; 

And Edwerd Duke: of Barr ; of luſty 

Grandpree and Ronſjie, Fauconbridge and Foyes, 
and Marle, Vardemont and Leſirale. 

Here wasa Royall fellowſhip of death. 

Where is thenumber of our Engliſh dead ? 

Fliardthe Duke of Torke, the Earle of Suffolke, 

vir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam Eſquire ; 

None elſe of name : and ot all otter men, 


King. O God, thy Arme was heere : 
Andnotto us, bur tothy Armealone, 
Aſcribe weall: when, without ſtratzgem, 
But inplaine ſhocke, and even play ol Batralle, 
Wasever knowne to great aad i1ttle lofle ? 
Onone part and on th'other, take it God, 


| King.Ceme, go we in proceſſion tothe Village : 
And be it death proclaymed through our Hoalt, 
Toboaſt of this, or take that praite from God, 


—— 


Earles, 


— 


Being free from vaineneſle, and ſelfe-glorious pride; 
Giving full Trophee, Signall, and Oftenr, 

Quite trom himlcife, roGod. But now behold, 
Inthe quicke Forge and working-houſe of Thought, 
How London doth poxwre out her Citizens, 

The Mayor and all his Brethren in bet ſort, 

Like tothe Senatours of cl/antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians ſwarming at their heeles, 

Goe forth and fetch their Conqtr ring Ceſar in 
Asdy alower, bat by loving tikelyhood, 

Were now the Generall of our gracious Empreſle, 

AS in good time he may, from /re/andcomming, 
Bringiog Rebellion broached on his Sword ; 

How many. would the peacefull City quit, 

To welcome him ? much more, and much more cauſe, 
Did they this Harry, Now in London place him. 

As yet the lamentation of the French 

Invites the King of Englands ſtay at home : 

The Emperour's comming in behalfe of France, 
Toorder peace betweene them : and omit . 

All the occurrences, whatever chanc', 

Till Harryes backe returne againe to France : 

There malt we bring him; and my ſelfe have play*d 
The /nterim, by remembring yau is pat, 


| | Then brookeabridgement, and your eyes advance, 


After your thowghts, ſtraight backe againe to France. 


Exst. 


Which is his oncly. | : 

Fls, 1s it not lawfull and pleaſe your Majeſty, to tell 
how many 1s kil*d. : 
- King, Yes Capraine : but with this acknowledgement, 


Enter Fluellen and Gower, 


| Gew, Nay, that's right: but why ware you your 


Leeke 0 day ? Sairt Davies day is vaſt. 


That God fought for us. 


* 
eee a ns 


Fls, Yes, my conſcience, he did us greatgood. 
Kig. Doe we all holy Rights ; 

Letthere be ſung Noz nobz, and Te deum, 

The dead with charity enclos'd in Clay : 

Andthen to Callice, and to Englandthen, 

Where ne*ce from France arriv'd more happy nien- 


Execunt. 


piece of my defires. 


© Oo —W————  -— -- 


SR 


| N Enter Charts, 
Vouchſafe to thoſe thar have not rcad the Story, 
That I may prompr them : andof ſuchas have, 
I humbly pray them to admit th'excuſe 
Oftime, of numbers, and due courſe of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and.proper life, 
bchere preſented. Now we beare the King 
Toward Callice :grant him there ; And there being ſeene, 
fave him away upon your winged thoughts, 
Athwart the Sea ; Behold the Engliſh beach 
Paksinthe flood, with Men, with Wives,and Boyes, 
Whole ſhouts 2nd claps out-voyce the deepmourh'd Sea, 
Which like a mighty Whifficr *forethe King, 
Semesto prepare his way : Solct himland, 
And ſolemnly ſec Him ſeton toLondon. 
lwifta pace hath Thought, that even now 
Youmay 1magine him upon Blacke-Heath : 
Where, that his Lords defire him, to have borrie 
Hts bruiſed Helmer, andihis bended Sword 
Before him, throu gh the City : he forbids it, 


— 


cocke. 


cate It» 


| 


| Enter Piftol.. 
Gow. Why heere he comes, fvelling like a Tarky- 


Fla. There is occafions a:1d cavſcs why and wherefore 
in all things: I wil tc!l you afſe my friend, Captaine | 
Gower ; the raſcal'y, ſcauid, begger'y, lowſie,. pragging 
Knave P&of,which your enlyour fclteard all the Wortd 
know to Le no petter the a fellow, looke you now,of no | 
mcrits: he is come to ace, and prings me prezd and 
fault yeſterday, Icoke you, and bid inc cate my Leeke: 
it was 10 a place where | could nor breed no contention 
with him ; but I will be ſo bold as to weare it in my C2 
till I fee him once againe, and then 1 will tell him a little 


Flue. *T1s no matter for his ſwellings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God pleſle you auchicnt Poll : you {curvy low- 
fie Knave,God plefle you. 

P:#. Ha, art thou bedlam ? 'daeſt thou thirſt ,- baſe 
Troian, to have m: fold up-Pari@wfatal}: Web? Hence; 
[ an qualmijſhatthe ſmell of Leeke. ; 

Fla. ipeſcech you heartily, ſcurvy lowſie Knave, at 
my deſires, and my requeſts, and my petitions, to cate, 
looke youthis Leeke ; becauſe, looke you, you doc uot 
love it, nor your affections, and your appetites and your 
diſgeltionsdoo's notagree with it, I would delire you to 


, 


Ps, Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 
Fls, There is one Goat for you. 
Will yoube {o good, ſcauld Knave, as cate it? 

Ps. Baic Troian, thou ſhalt dye. 

Fls, You ſay very true, ſcaul4 Knave, when Gods 
willzs: I will defire youro live inthe meane time, and 
cate your Victuals : come, there is ſawce for it. You 
call'd me yeſterdady Mountaine-Squier, but I will make | 
you - 
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you to day a ſquire of low degree. I pray you fallto,if 
you can mockea Leeke, you can cate a Leeke, 
Goxr. Enough Captaine, you have aſtoniſht him. 
Fls. Ifay,l will _ _—_— _ rp of my lecke, 
or I will peate his pate foure dayes : bite I pray you, lt 1s 
good for your greene wound, and your Lewd Coxc- 


combe. 
Pi. Muſt Tbitc? 
Fle. Yes certainely, and out of doubt and out iof que- 
' ſtion too, and ambiguities. 5 
Pi#. By this;Lecke, I will moſt horribly revenge: I 
eate and cate I ſwearc. 
Fle. EateI pray you, will you have ſome more ſauce 
to your Lecke :thereis not enough Leeke to ſweare by. 
.Pift. Quiet thy Cudgell, thou doſt ſee I cate. 


pray you throw none away, the skinne 1s good for your 
broken Coxecombe;z when you take occaſions to ice 
Leckes hereafter, I pray you mocke at 'cm, that is all, 

Piff. Good. ; 

Fls. 1, Leckes is good ; hold you, there 1s a groat to 
heale your pate. 

Pu. Me a groat?. ; 

Fle. Yesverily,and in truth you ſhalltakeit,or I have 
another Leekein my pocket, which you ſhall cate. 

PiF. I take thy groat in carneſt of revenge. | 

Fls. 1f I owe you any thing, 1 will pay you in Cud- 
gels, yo ſhallbea Woodmonger, and bay nothing of 
me but cudgels : God bu'y you, and keepe you.and heale 
your pate» Exm. 

_ P#ﬆ.. All hell ſhall ſtirre for this. 

Gow. Goe, goe, you area counterfet cowardly Kave, 
will you mockeatan ancient Tradition began upon an 
honorable reſpe&t, and worneas a memorable Trophee 
of predeccaſed valor, and dare not avouch in your deeds 
any of your words. 1 have ſcene you gleekingand galling 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, becauſe 
he could not ſpeake Engliſh in the native garb, he could 


therwiſe, and henceforth let a Welſh corrcion teach 
you a Engliſh condirion,fare yewell, Zxi#. 
Tit, Doeth fortune play the haſwife with me now ? 
Newes have I that my Def is dead i'th Spittle of a mala- 
dy of France, and there my rendevous is quite cut eff : 
. Old Idoe waxe, andfrom my weary limbes honor is 
Cudgeld. Well, Baud }leturne, and ſomething leane to 
Cut-purſe of quicke hand : To England will I iteale, and 
there lle teale ; 
 Andpatches will I get unto theſe cudgeld ſcarres, 
And {wore I gotthem inthe Gallia warres. Exit. 
Enter at one doore, King Henry, Excter,Beaford, Warwicke, 
and other Lords; At another, Quecene I[abel, 
tbe King, the Duke of Bourgoigne, and 
0 her Frexch. ; 

King. Peaceto this meeting, wherefore we are met ; 
Vnto our brother France, and toour Siſter 
Health and faire time of day ; Ioy and good wiſhes 
To our moſt faire and Princely Cofin Katherine ; 
Andasa'branch and member of this Royalty, 
By whom this great <raggr | iscontriv'd, 
We doefalute you Duke of Burgoigne, 
And Princes Frenchand Pceres healthto you all. 

Fra. Right joyous are we to þchold your face, 
Moſt worthy brother England, faire met. 
'So are you Princes (Engliſh) every one. 


&* \ 


Flu. Much good doe you ſcald knave, heartily. Nay, 


not therefore handle an Engliſh Cudgell : you find it o- | 


> > 0 —_— 


Lyes in his Anſwer. 


Lee. So happybe the Iſle brother Enpland 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 
As weare now glad to behold your eyes; 

Your eyes which hitherto have borne in them 

Again(t the Frenchthat metrhem intheir bent, 

The fatall Ballsof murthering Baſilisks : 

The venome of ſuch Lookes we fairely hope 

Have loſt their quality, and that this day 

Shall change all griefes and quarrells intolove. 
Eng. Tocry Amento that, thus weappeare, 

Oxe. You Engliſh Princes all, I doeſalute you. 

Zarg. My duty to you both, on cquall love. 
Great Kings of Frazceand England : that I have labour'd 
With all my wits, my paines, and ſtrong cndevours, 
To bring your moſt imperiall Majeftics 
Vntothus Barre, and Royall enterview ; 

Your Mightineſle on both parts beſt can witneſle, 
Since then my Office hath ſo farre prevail'd, 

T hat Face to Face, and Royall Eyeto Eye, 

You have congreeted : let it not diſgrace me, 

If I demand before this Royall view, 

W hat Rub, or what impediment there is, 

W hy that the naked, poore, and mangledPeace, 
Deare Nourſe of Arts, Plentyes, and joyfuil Births, 
Should not inthis beſt Garden of the World, 

Our fertile France, putup her lovely Viſage? 
Alas, ſhe hath from France too long beene chas'd, 
And all her Husbandry doth lye on heapes, 
Corrupring in it owne fertility. 

Her Vine, themerry chearer of the heart, 
Vnpruned, dyes: her Hedges even pleach'd, 
Like Priſoners wildly over-growne with hayre, 
Put forth diſorder'd Twigs ; her fallow Leas, 
The Darnell, Hemlocke and ranke Femetary, 
Doth root upon; . while that the Culter caſls 
That ſhould deracinate ſuch Savagery : 
The even Mead, that crit brought ſweetly forth 
The freckled Cowſlip, Burnet, and greene Clover, 
Wanring the Sythe, withall uncorreted, ranke ; 
Concelves by idlenefſe, and nothing teemes, 

But hatefull Docks, rough Thiſtles, Kekſyes, Burres, 
Loſing both beauty and vrtility ; 

And all our Vineyards, Fallowes, Meades, and Hedges, 
DefeRiveintheir natures, grow to wildneſle. 

Even ſo our Houſes, and our ſelyes, and Children, 
Have loſt, or doenot learne, for want of time, 
Thie ſciences that ſhould become our Coytry ; 

But gow like Savages, as Souldiers will, 

That nothing doe, but meditate on Blood, 

To ſwearing, and ſterne Lookes, defus'd Attyre, 
And every thing that ſeemesunaturall. , 

Which to reduce into our former favour, 
Youareaſſembled : and my ſpeech entreats, 

That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expell theſe inconvenicnces, 

And bleſſe us with her former qualicies, 

Eng. If, Duke of Burgony, you would the Pcacs, 
Whole want gives growth to th'imperfeRions - 
adorn have cited ; you muſt buy that Peace 
With full accord to all our juſt demands, 

Whoſe Tenures and particular effes 
You haveenſchedul'd bricfely in your hands- 

Burg. The King hath heard them: to the which.as yet 
There is no Anſwer made. | 

Eng. Well then : the Peace which you before ſo urg'd 
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Fran. 
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.  France- Thave but with a curſelary eye 
Ore glanc'tthe Articles; Pleaſeth your Grace 
Toappoint ſome of your Councell preſently, 
Toſfitwith us once more, with better heed 
Tore-ſurvey them: we will ſuddenly 

Paſſe our accept and peremptory Anſwers 

Evge Brother we (hall. Goe Vnckle Exeter, 

And brother Clarence, and brother Glouceiter, 

warwicke, and Huntington, goc with the King, 

And take with you free power, to ratifie, 

Augment, or alter, as your Wiidomes beit 

$hall ſee advantageable for our Dignity, 

| Any thing in or eat of our Demands, —_ 

Andwe'll conſigne thereto. Will you, faire Siſter, 

Goe with the Princes,or ſtay here witnus? | 
nee, Our gracious Brother, I will goe with them : 

ely a Womans Voyce may doe {ome good, 

When Articlestoo nicely urg'd, be ſtood on. 

ug. Yet leave our Coulin Katherexe here with us, 

She 15 our capitall Demand, compris'd 
Within the tore-ranke of our Articles. 
fue. She hath good leave. Exennt omnes. 
Manet King, and Katherine. 
King. Faire Katherine, and molt faire, 
Will you vouchſafe to teach a Souldicr tearmes, 
Suchas will enter at a Ladyes care, 
And pleade his Love-ſuit ro her gentle heart? | 

Kath, Your Majeſty ſhall mockeat me,LI cannot ſpeake 
your England. 

King. O faire Katherine, if yoy will lave me ſoundly 
with your French heart, I will be glad to heare you con- 
eſſe it brokenly with your Engliſh Tongue. Doe you 
like me, Kate ? ' | 

Kath. P ardonn: moy, I cannot tell wat 1s like me. 

King. An Angell isiike you Kate, and you arelike an 
Angell. | 

Fan Due dit il, que Te ſuis ſemblabls a les + 4nges? 
|. Lady, Ouy verament ({anf voſtre Grace) ainſi dit if. 

Kmg. I ſaid ſo, deere Katherme, and 1 muſt not bluſh 
toathrme it. 

Kath. O bon Dicer, les langnes des hommes ſont plein de 


So 

King: W hat ſayes ſhe, faire one ? thatthetongues of 
men are full of deccits ? 

Ladz. Oy, dat de tongues of de mans 1s be full of de- 
Celts : dat is de Princeſlc. 

King. The Princeſle is the better Engliſh-woman : 
faith Kate, my wooing is fitfor thy underſtanding, I am 
gadthou canſt ſpeake no better. Engliſh, for if thou 
could*ſt, thou would'ſt finde me ſucha plaine King, that 
thou wouldſt thinke, I had ſold my farme to buy my 
Crowne. I know no wayes to minceit in love, but di- 
reMlyto ſay, I love you ; then it youurge me farther, 
then toſay, Doe you in faith? I weare out my ſuite:Give 
me your anſwer,yfaith doe,and ſo clap hands, and a bar- 
gaine : how ſay you, Lady ? | 
| Kath, Sanf voſtre honowr, me underſtand well. 

King. Marry, if you wouid put me to Vcrſes, or to 
| Dance for your ſake, Kare, why you vndid ine : for rhe 
one T have neither words nor meaſure ; and for the other 
I have no ſtrengthin meaſure, yera reaſonable meaſure 
inſtreagth. If I could wine a Lady at Leape frogge, or 

y vating into my ſaddle,with my Armor on my back; 
under the corretion of bragging be it ſpoken, I ſhould 
quickely leape into a Wife : Or it I might buffer for my 
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Love, or bound my Horſe for her favours, I could lay.oft 
likea Butcher, and fir like a Iacke an Apes, never off. But 
before God Kare, I cannot looke greenely, nor gaſþe out 
my eloquence, nor I have no'cunning iti proteſtation ; 
onely downe-right Oathes, which Inever uſetill urg/d, 
nor never breake for urging, It thou canſt love a fellow 
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of this temper, Kate, whole face is not worth Sunne-bur- | 


ning? that neverlookesin his Glaſſe, for” love of any 
thing he {ces there? let thine Eye bethy Cooke, Iſpeake 
tothce plaine Souldier : If thou canſt love me for this, 


take me? if not? to ſay to thee that I ſhall dye,is true; bur 


tor thy love, by the L. No: yet 1 love thec too. And 


while thou liv'{t,deare Xte, rake a fellow of plaineand 


uncoyned Conſtancy,for he perforce muſt doethee right, 
becauſe he hath not the gittto wooe in other places : for 
theſe fellowes of infinit tongue;that can ryme theraſelves 
into Ladyes favours, they doe alwayesreaſon themſelves 
out againe, What? a ſpeaker 1s buta prater, a;Ryme is 
buta Ballad ; a good Legge will fall, a ſtrait Backe will 
ſtoope, a blacke Beard will turne white, a curl'd Pate will 
grow bald, a faire Face will wither, a tull Eye will wax 
hollow : but a good Heart, Kate, is the Sunne and the 
Moone, or rather the Sanne, and not the Moone ; for ir 
ſhinesbright, and never changes, bur keepes his courſe 
truely.. If thou would have ſuch a one, take me? and 
take me ; takea ſouldler : takeaſouldier ; (take a King. 
And what ſay*{t thou then to my Love? ſpeake my faire,' 
and fairely, I pray thce. Pw 

Kath. 1s it poſlible dat I fould love de ennemy of 
France ? 

Kixg. No, it isnot poſſible you ſhould love the Ene- 
my of France, Kate; but in loving me, you thould love 
the Friend of France : for Ilove France fo well, that I 
will not part with a Village of it ; I will have ir all mine : 
and Kate,when France is mine,and I am yours;then yours 
1s France, and you are mine. 

Kath. I cannot tell wat is dat. 

King. No, Kate? I willtell thee in French, which I am 
ſure will hang upon my tongue, like a new-married Wife 
about her Husbands Necke, hardly to be ſhooke off; /e 
quand ſur le poſſeſſion de Fraunce, & quand vous anes le poſe 
ſeſſion de moy, (Let me ſee, wharthen ? Saint Dennu be 
my ſpeed) Donc voftre eft Fraunce, & vous eftes mienne. 
It isas cafic for me, Kate,to conquer the Kingdome, as 
to ſpeake ſo much more French : I ſhall never move thee 
in French, unlefle it be to laugh at me. 

Kath. Sauf votre honeur , leFrancors ques vous parlens, il 
& meliens quel* + Angolts le quel Ie parle. 

Kin, No faith is't not , Kate : but thy ſpeaking of 
my Tongue, and I thine, moſt truely falſely, muſt 
needes be graunted tobe much at one. But Kare, doo'it 
thou underſtand thus. much Engliſh > Canſt rhou love 
me ? 

Kath, Icannottcll. | 

Kin, Can any of your Neighbours tell , Xate? Ile 
aske them, Come I know thou lovelt me :' and at night, 
when you come into your Cloſet, you'll queition this 
Gentlewoman about me; and I know, K +re, you will ts 
her diſpraiſe thoſe parts in me, that you love with your 
heart ; but good Kate, mocke me mercifutly, the rather 
gentle Princeſle, becauſe 1 love thee cruelly, It everthou 
beeſt mine, Kate, as T have a ſaving Faith within me tels 
me thou ſhalt; I get thee with skambling , and thou 
muſt therefore needes prove a good Souldier-breeder : 
Shall aot thou and I, betweene Saint Deness and' Saint 


George, compound a Boy, balfe French halfe Engliſh; | 
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thar ſhall x to Conſtantinople, and take the Turke by | 


the Beard. Shall we not ? what fay'ſt thou,my faire Flow- 


er-de-Luce. 
Kaze. Idoe not know dat. | 
King. No:'tis hereafter toknow,but now to promiſe: 
doe but now promiſe Kaze, you willendeavour for your 
French part of ſuch-a.Boy ; and for my Engliſh moyty, 
take the word of a King, and a Batcheler. How anſwer 


you, La plus belle Katherine d# monde mon treſcher & devin 


e. 
Kath. Your Majeſtee ave fauſe Frenche enough to de- 
ccive de moſt ſage Damoiſeil dat is en Fraunce. 
King. Now tye upon my falſe French : by mine honor 


in true Engliſh, Tlovethee Kate; by which honor, I dare 


notſweare thou loveſt me, yet my bloud begins to flat- 
ter me; that thou doo'ſt; notwithſtanding the poore and 
untempering effe& of my Viſage. Now beſhrew my 
Fathers Ambition, he was thinking of Civill Warres 
when hegot me, therefore was I created with a ſtub- 
borne ont-ſide, with an aſpect of Iron, that when I come 
ro wooe Ladyes, I fright them : but in faith Kare,the cl- 
der I wax, thebetter 1 ſhall appeare. My comfort1is,that 
Old Age, that ill layer up of Beauty, can doeno more 
fpoyle upon my Face. Thou halt me, ifthou baſt me, at. 
\ ws » and thou ſhalt weare-me, if thou weare me, 
better and better : and therefore tell me, moſt faire Ka- 
therine, will you have me ? Pat off your Maiden Bluſhes, 
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookes of 
an Empreſſe, take me by the Hand, and ſay, Harry of 
Englard, Tamthins : which wordthou ſhalt no ſooner 
blefſe mine Eare withall, but I will tell thee alowd, Eng- 
landis thine : Trelandis thine, France is thine, and Heary 
Plantarinet is thine ; 
Face, i he be not Fellow with the beſt King, thou ſhalt 
find the beſt King of Good-fellowes. Come your an- 
{wer in broken Muficke ; for thy Voyce 1s Muſicke and 
thy Engliſh broken : Therefore Queene of all, Katherime, 
breake thy mind to me in broken Engliſh, wilt thou 
have me ? 

Kath. Dat is as it ſhall pleaſe de Roy mon pere. 

Kin. Nay, it will pleaſc him xwell, Kate; 1t ſhall pleaſe 
him, Kate. 

Kath. Den itfall alſo content me. = 

King. V pon that I kiſſe your Hand, and I call you my 


who, though I ſpeake it before his | 


UCCilcs 
Wo. Laiſſe mon Seignenr, laiſſe, laiſſe, may foy: Je ne 


vn point que vous abbaiſſe voitre grandeur, en baiſant le 
midy d unenoſtre Seignear iadignie ſervitenr, excuſe moy. Tc 
vous ſupply mon treſ-pniſſant Seronenr, 

King, Then I will kiſſe your Lippes, Kate. 

Kath. Les Dames & 'amoiſels pour eftre baiſe drvant 
ler nepceſs il net pas le coſtume de Fraunce. 
King, Madam, my Interpreter, what ſayes ſhe ? 

Lac. Datitis not be de faſhion pour le Ladies of 
France ; 1 cannot tell wat is buifleen Angliſh, 

King. To kifte, 

Lady. Your Majeſtic entendre bettre que moy, 

King. It is not a faſhion for the Maids in France to 


 kiſſe before they are marryed, would ſhe ſay ? 


Lady. Ony virayment. 


| 


| 


King. O Kate, nice Cuſtomes curſic to great Kings. : 


Deare Kate, you and I cannot bee confin'd within the 
weake Lyſt of a Countreyes faſhion : we are the ma- 
kersof Manners, Kaze; and the liberry that followes 
our Places, ſtoppesthe mouth of all find-faults, as I will 
doe yours, for upholding the nice faſhion of your Coun- 


[Wy 


try, in denying me a Kiſle : therefore patiently, ang 
yeelding You have Witch-craftin your Lippes;Xare: 
there is moreeloquence in a Sugertouch of them; then - 
the Tongues of the French Councell : and they ſhoui 
ſooner perſwade Harry of England, thena genersll Petir;. 
on of Monarchs: Heere comes your father, 


Enter the French Power, andthe Engliſh 
Lords 


Burg.God ſave your Majeſty, my Royall Couſin,teach 
you our Princeſle Engliſh ? 

Kiu, I would have her learne, my faire Couſin, how 
perfeAly I love her, and that is good Engliſh. 

Barg. Is ſhenot apt? | 

King. Our Tongue is rough. Coze, and my Conditi. 
on 1s not ſmooth: ſo that having neither the Voycenor 
the Heart of Flattery about me, I cannot {o conjure yp 
the ſpirit of love in her, that he will appeare in his true 
likeneſle, 

Bug: Pardon the frankneſſe of my mirth, if I anſyer 
you for that. If you would conjure inber, youmnſt 
make a Circle : if conjure up love in her in bistrue 
likenefle, he muſt appeare naked, and blind. Can you 
blame her then, being a Maid, yer ros'd over with the 
Virgin Crimſon of Modeſty, if ſhe deny the apparance 
of a naked blind Boy in her naked ſeeing ſelte ? It were 
(wy Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to configne 
to. 


King. Yetthey doe winke and yeeld, as Love is blind 
and enforces. 

Burg. They are then excus'd, my Lord, when they ſee 
not what they doe. | 

King, Thengeod my Lord, teach your Coufinto cor- 
ſentto winking, 

Burg. I will winke on her to conſent, my Lord, if you 
will teach her to know my meaning; for Maides well 
Summer'd, and warme kepr, are like Flyes at Bartholo- 
mew-=tyae, blind, though they havetheir eyes, and then 
they willendure handling, which before would not abide 
looking on. 

King. This Morallcyes me over to Time, and a hot 
Summer ; and fo I ſhallcatch the Flye, your Coufin, in 
thelatter end, and ſhe muſt be blind too. 

Burg, As Loveis my Lord, before it loves. 

King.-Itisſo: and you may, ſome of you, thanke 
Love fer my blindnefſe, who cannot ſee many a faire 
French City for one faire French Maid that ſtands in my 
way. 

French King. Yes my Lord, you ſez them perſpe- 
Ctively : the Cities turn'd into a Maid ; for they are 
all ar with Maiden Walls, that Warre hath ct- 
tread, 

King. Shall Katebe my Wife ? 

Fran. Sopleaſe you. 

England. I am content , fo the Maiden Cities you 
talke of, may waite on her : ſothe Maid that ſtood in 
the wy for my Wiſh, ſhall ſnew me- the way to my 

Ill, | 
: France, We have conſented to all tearmes of rea- 
ON. 

Evg. Ist ſo, my Lords of England? 

ref, TheKing hathgranted every Article : 

His Daughter firſt ; and then in ſequele, all, 
According totheir firme propoſed natures. 

Exet. Onely | 


—_—— 
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Exet, Onely he hath not yet ſubſcribed this : 
Where your Majeſty demands, That the King of France 
having any occalionto write for matter of Graunt, ſhall 
name your Highnefle inthis forme, and with this additi- 
on, in French :Noſtre treſcher fils, Henry Roy'd Angleterre 
Heretere de Frannee : and thus in Tatine ; Preclari//imus 
Filims nofter Henricus Rex eAnglie & Heres Fransie. 

Fran, Nor this I havenot Brother ſo deny'd, 
But your requelt ſhall make me let it paſle. 

Engl. 1 pray you then, 1nlove and deare ailyance, 
Let that one Article ranke with the reſt, 

And thereupon give me your Daughter. ; 

Fran, Take her faire ſonne,and from her blood rayle up 
Ifueto me, that the contending Kingdomes 
Of France and England, whole very ſhoares looke pale, 
With envy of each others happineſle, 

May ceaſe their hatred ;ana this deare Conjunction 
Plane Neighbourhood and Chriſtian-like accord 

In their ſweet Boſomes : that never Warre advance 
His bleeding Sword 'twixt Englandand faire France. 

Lords. Amen. 

King. Now welcome Kate : and beare me witneſle all, 
That here I kifle her as my Sovgraigne Queene. 

Flonriſh. 

nee. God, the beſt maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your Realimes in one : 
As Man and Wife being two, are onein love, 

Sobe there*rwixt your Kingdomes ſuch a Spouſall, 
That never may ill Ogice, or fcll jealouſie, 
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Which troubles oft the Bed of blefſed Marriage, 
Thruſt in betweene the Pation of theſe Kingdomes, 
To make divorce of their incorporate League ; 
That Engliſh may as French, Shack Enghſhmen, 
Receive cach other. God ſpeake this Amen. 

All. Amen. 

King. Prepare we for our Marriage : on which day, 
My Lord of Burgyndy we'll takeyour Oath 
And all the Peeres, for ſurery ofour Leagues, 
Then ſhalll I ſweare to Kare, and you to me, | 
And may our Oathes well kept and proſp'rous be. 

Fovyet. Exenunt, 


—_— 


Futer Chorus. 


Thus farre with rough, and all-unable Pen, 

Our bending Author hath purſudrhe Story, 

In little roome confining mighty men, 

Mangling by (tarts the full courle of their glory; 
Small time: but in that ſmall, moſt greatly lived 
This Starre of England. Fortune made his Sword ; 
By which, tae Worlds beſt Garden he atchieved : 
And of it left his Sonne Imperiall Lord, 

Henry the Sixt, in Infant Bands crown'd King 

Of Franceand England, did this King ſucceed: 

W hoſe State ſa.many had the managing, 

Thar they loft France, and make his E-glandbleed : 
Which oft our Stage hath ſhowne ; and for their ſake, 
In your faire minds let this acceptance take. 
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eAftus Prima. 


Scena Prima. 


Dead March. 


Enter the Funerall of King Henry the Fift, attenaed on by 
the Duke of Bedford, Regent of France ; the Dake 
of Gloſter, ProteFer : the Dake of Exeter ,War- 
wicke, the Biſhop of Winchefter, and 
the Dake of Somer- 
ſet: 


Bedford. . — 

TEE Vngbe 5 heavens with black,ycild dayto night; 
| $ Comets importing change of Times and States, 
BS Brandiſh your cryſtall Trefſes inthe Sky, 

And with them ſcourgethe bad revolting Stars, 
That have conſented unto Henries death : 
King Hezry the Fifr, too famous to live long, ' 
Ezgland ne're loſt a King of ſo much worth. 
* Gloft, Englanane're had a King untill his time : 
Vertue he had, deſerving to command. 
His brandiſht Sword did blind men with his beames, 
His Armes {pred wider then a Dragons Wings : 
His ſparkling Eyes, repleat with wrathfull fire, 
More dazled and drove backe his Enemies, 
Then mid-day fuane, fierce bent agginſt th. ir faces. 
W hat ſhould I fay ? his Deeds exceed all ſpeech : 
He ne're lifrup his hand, bur conquered. 

Exe, We mournc in blacke, why mourn we not in 
Henry is gcad, and never ſhall revive : (bloog? 
Vpona Wooden Cofhn we attend ; 

And deaths diſhonorable Victory, 

We withour ſtately preſence glorifie, 

Like Captives bound toa Triumphant Carre. 
What? thall wecurſe the Pjanets of Miſhap, 
That plotted thus onr Glories overthrow ? 
Or ſhall we thinke the ſubtile-witted French, 
Conqurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 
By Magicke Verſe have contriv'd his end? 

Wwch. He wasa King, blcſt of the King of Kings. 
Vnto the French, the dreadfull judgement-Day 
So dreadt::li wiilnor be, as was hisfight. 
The Battailes of the Lord of Hoſts he Popht : 

The Churches Prayers made him ſo proſperous. 

Gloft; The Church? Whereis it? 

Had not Church-men pray'd, 

His thred of Life ha4not ſoſoone decay'd. 
None doe you like, but an effeminate Prince, 
W hon: like a Schoole-boy you may over-awe. 

Winch. Gleſter, what ere we like, thou art Proteor, 
Andlookeſt tocommand the Prince and Realme. 

Thy Wife1s prowd, ſhe holdeth thee in ave, 


COIs * —_—_ 


More then God or Religions Church-men may. 

Gloft. Name not Religion, forthou lov'ſi the Fleſh, 
And ne*re throughont the yeere to Church thougo'ſt, 
Exceptit be to pray againſt thy foes. 

Bed. Ceafe, ceaſe theſe Tarres, and reſt your mindsin 
Let's to the Altar : Heralds wayt on ns ; (peace: 
In ſtead of Gold, we'll offer up our Armes, 

Since Armes avayle not, now that Henr#'s dead. 
Polterity await for wretched yeeres, 
W henat their Mothers moiſt eyes, Babes ſhall ſucke, 


| 


Our Ile be made a Nouriſh of ſalt Teares, 
And none but Women left to wayle the dead. 
Henrythe Fift, thy Ghoſt I inyocate: | 
Proſper this Realme, keepe it from Civill Broyles, 
Combat with adverſe Planets in the heavens ; 
A farre more glorious Starre thy ſoule will make, 
Then Intins Cefar, Or bright=—— 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. My honorable Lords, healthto youall : 
Sad tidings bring 1 to you out of France, 
Ofloſſe,of ſlaughter, and diſcomfiture : 
Guyen, Champaigne, Rheimes, Orleance, 
Paris, Guyſors, PoiRiers, are all quite loſt. 
| Bed,Wharſay'ſt thou man,beforedcad Hemy's Coark? 
Speake ſoftly, orthe lofſe of thoſe great Townes 
Will make him burſt his Lead, and riſe from death, 
Gleft. Is Paris loſt ? and is Roan yeelded up? 
If Henry were recall'd to lifeagaine, 
Theſe newes wouldcauſe him once more yeeld the gholi 
Exe. How were they loſt ? what trechery was us'd? 
 Mefſ. Notrechery, but want of Men and Money: 
Amonglit the Souldiers this is muttered, 
That here you maintaine ſeverall Factions : 
. And whilſt a Field ſhould bediſpatcht and fought, 
Youarediſputmmg of your Generals. 
One would have lingring Warres, with little coſt ; 
Another would fiye ſwift, but wanteth Wings : 
Athird man thinkes, without expenceat all, 
By guilefullfaire words, Peace may be obtain'd. 
Awake, away, Engliſh Nobility, 
Let not ſlouth dimme your Honors, new begot; 
Croptare the Flower-de-Lucesin your Armes 
Of Englands Coar, one halfe is cut away. 
Exe. Were our Teares wanting to this Funcrall, 
Theſe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides- 
Bed. Me they concerne, Regent I am of France * 
Give me my ſtealed Coar, Ile fight for France. 
Away with theſe diſgracetull wayling Robes ; 
Wounds will Ilend the French, in ſtead of Eyes, 
To weepe their intecmiſſive Miſeries, 


Enter 
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Emtey to them another Meſſenper. 

Meſſ. Lords view theſeLetrers, full of bad miſchance. 
France is reyolted fromthe Engliſh quite, 
Except ſome petty Townes, of no import. 
The Dolphin ('barles is crowned King 1n Rheimes : 
The Baſtard of Orleance with himis joyn'd : 
Reynold, Duke of Aniou, doth his part, 
The Duke of Alanſon flyeth to his fide. Exit. 

Exe. The Dolphin crown'd King ? all flyeto him ? 
O whither ſhall we flyc from this reproach ? 

Gleft, Wewillnot flye, butto our eremies throats. 
Bedford, if thou be Qlacke, Ile fight it our. 

Bea, Glefter, why doubtſtthouofmy forwardneſle ? 
An Army have I mutter'd in my thoughts, 
| Wherewith already France is over-run. 


_— 


Enter another Meſſenger. 

 Meſſ. My gracious Lords, to adde to yourlamients; 
Wherewith you now bedew King Henries hearle, 

I muſt informe you of a diſmall fight, 

Betwixtthe {tour Lord T albor ,and the French. 

Win. W hat ? wherein Talbot overcame, is't ſo? 

3+ Meſ.O no:wherein Lord Talbot was o'rethrowne 3 
Thecircumſtance Ile tell you more at large. 

| The tenth of Auguſt laſt, this dreadfull Lord, 

Retyring from the Siege of Orleance, 

Having full ſcarce fix thouſand inhis troupe, 

By tliree and twenty thouſand of the French 

Was round incompaſſed, and ſetupon ?7 

No leyſure had he to enranke his men. 

He wanted Pikesto ſet before his Archers : | 

In ſtead whereof, ſhgype Stakes pluckt out of He«ges 
They pitched 1n the ground contuſedly, 

To keepe the Horſemen off, from breaking in. 

More then three houres the fight continued : 

Where valiant Talbot, above humane thought, 

Enatted wonders with his Sword and Lance. 
Hyndreds he ſent to hell, and none durlt ſtand him : 
Here, there, and every where enrag'd, he ſlew. 

The French exclaym'd, the Devill was in Armes, 

All the whole Army ſtood agaz'd on him. 

His fouldiers ſpying his undaunted Spirit, 

A Talbot, a Talbot, cry*d out amaine. 

And ruſht into the Bowels of the bartaile. 

Here had the Conqueſt fully beene ſeal'd up, 

IfSir lobn Falſtaffe had not play'd the Coward, 

Hebeing in the Vauward, plac'r behind, 

With purpoſe to relieve and follow thea, 

Cowardly fled, not having ſtrucke one ſtroake. 

Hence grew the generall wracke and maſſacre z 

Encloſed were they with their Ecnemies. 

Abaſe Wallon, te win the Dolphins grace, 

Thruſt Talbot with a Speare into the Backe, 

| Whom all France, with their chiefe afſembled ſtrength, 
Durſt not preſume to looke oncein the face» 

Bed. Is Talbot ſlaincthen? I will ſlay my ſelfe, 
Forliving idly here, in pompeandeaſle, 

Whil't ſuch a worthy Leader, wanting aye, 

Vato his daſtard foe-men is betray'd, | | 
3. Meſ. O no, he lives, but is tooke Prifoner,' | 
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford : 
Moſt of the reſt laughter'd, or tooke likewile. ' 
' Bed, His Ranſomethere1s none but T ſhall pay. 
Ile bale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 
His Crowne ſhall be the Ranſowe of my fricnd : 


Farewell my Maſters, to my Taske will I, 
Bonfires in France forthwith T am to make, 
To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaſt withall. 
Ten thouſand Souldiers with melI willtake, 
Whoſebloody deeds ſhall make all Europe quake: 
3- Hef. So you hid neede, for Orleancens beſieg'd, 
The Engliſh Army is &rowne weakeand faint : 
The Earle of Salisbury craveth ſupply, * 
And hardly keepes his men from mutiny, 
SInce they ſo few, watch ſuch a multitude. | 
Exe. Remember Lords your Oathes to Henry ſworne; 
Eyther toquell the Dolphin utterly, 
Or bring himin obedience to your yoake. - 
_ I Tem remember it, and here takeleave, 
O goeaboat my preparation, Exit Bedford, 
Gloft. Ile tothe Tower with all the haſt I can, i | 
To view th'Artillery and Munition, 
And then I will proclaime young Hem King. 
Exit Glofter, 
Exe. ToEltam will I, where the young King is, 
Being ordaiv'd his {peciall Governor, 
And for his fafcty there Tle beſt deviſe, Exit. 
Winch. Each bath his Place and FunQion ts attend : 
I am left out ; for me nothing remaines : 
But long I will rot be TJacke out of Office, 
The King from Eltam I intend to ſend, ' 
And fit at chiefeſt ſterne of publique Weale. 
\ 


Exit. 


Enter ( barles , Alanſon, aud Resgneir 2 14Y ching 
with Dri and Sonldiers. 


Charl. Mars histree moving, even asinthe Heavens 
So in the Earthto this day isnot knowne. 

Late did he ſhineupon the Engliſh fide : 

Now we are Victors, uponus he ſmiles. _ 

What Townes of any moment, but we have? 

At pleaſure here welye, neere Orleance : 

Otherwhiles, the famiſht Engliſh, like pale ghoſts, 
Faintly befiege us ons houre ina moneth. 

Al.They want their Porredge,and rheir fat Bul Beeves 
Eyther they muſt be dyeted like Mules. 

Reig. Let's raiſe the Siege ; why live weidly here 3 
And have their Provender ty'd to their mouthes, 

Or pitteous they will looke, like drowned Mice. 
Talbot is taken, whom we wontto feare : 

Remayneth none but mad-brain'd Se/ubnry, 

And he may well in fretting ſpend his gall, 

Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warre. 

Char. Sound, found Alarum, we will ruſh on them, 
Now for the honour of the forlorne French: 

Him TI forgive my death, that killeth me; | 
When he ſcesme goe backe one foot, or flye. E£xemnt. þ 


\Heere Alarum they are beaten backe by the 
Engliſh, with g reat loſſe. - 


Enter (harles, Alanſon,and Reigneir. | 


Chart. Who ever ſaw the like ? what men have Tk ? 
Dogges, Cowards, Daſtards : I would ne're haye fled, 
But chat they left me*midſt my Enemies. | 

Reig. Salubury is a deſperate Homicide, 

He fighterhas one weary of his life : 

To other Lords, like Lyons wanting foode, 


( 


Foure of their Lords Ile change for one of ours. 


Doe ruſh upon us as their hungry prey. 
att PEN F Alanſ. 
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eMlarfe | Froſard, ,Aa Countyey man of ours, record S, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands breed, E | 


During the tims Gd#weche third did raigne: 
More truely now way this be verified; __ | 

| For none but Samnfonrand Goliaſſes 

It fendeth forth to $kirmiſh ; one totenne? 

' Leane raw-bon'd Raſcalls, who would c*re ſuppoſe, - 

| They had ſich courage and 2udacity ; 

Chart. Let'sleave this Towne, 

Forthey are hayre-brain'd Slaves, | 

And hunger will enforce them to be more eager + 
Ofold 1 know them; rather with their Teeth — 
The Walls they'll tearedowne, then forſake the Stege. 

| Rexg. Tthinke by ſome odde Gimmallsor device 

| Their Armes are {t. like Clockes, ftill rofirike on z 

| Elſe 'ne're could they hold out ſoas they doe: - | 

By my conſent, we'll even letthem alone. 

| Alas. Beitſo. 


Enter the Bailard of Orleance. 
. Baſt. Where'sthe Prince Do/vbin? I have newesfor 


in. 
Dobph.Baſtard of Orleance, thrice welcome to us. 
Bat. Methinkes your lookes are fad, your cheare ap- 

| | Hath the late overthrow wroughtthis offence ? (paPd. 

| Be not diſmay'd, for ſuccour is at hand : 

A haly Maid hither with me I bring, 

Which by a Viſion ſent to her from Heaven, 

Ordayned is to raiſe rhis tediong Seige, 

And drive the Engliſh forth th&honnds of France : 

The ſpirit of deepe Propheſic ſhe hath, 

Exceeding thenive S5$1/s of. old Rog : 

Whar's pait, and what's tocomz, The can deſcry. 

Speake, ſhall I call her in? bcleeve my words, 

For they are certaine, and unfailible, hs 

Dolph. Goe call ber in : bur firſt, to try her skill, 

Rezgneer ſtand thou as Dolphin in my place ; 

Queſtion her prowdly, let rhy Lookes be ſterne, 

By this meanes ſhall we found whar skill ſhe harh. 


Enter Toane Pnxel. 
| Reig. Faire Maid, is't thou wile doe theſe wondrons 
cats e 
' - Puz,. Reignier, is'tthou thatthinkeſt to beguile me ? 
Where isthe Dolphin? Come, come from bchind, 
T know thee well, though never ſecne before. 
Be not amaz'd, there's nothing hid from me; 
In private wil I talke with thee apart: 
| Stand backe you Lords,'and give us leave a while. 
Rezg. She takes upon her bravely at firſt daſh. 


| My wituntrain'd in any kind of Art ; 
Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 
To ſhine on my contemptible eftare. 
Loe, whileſt I wayted on tny tender Lambes, 
Ard to Sunnes parching heat diſplai'd my checkes, 
| Gods Mother deigned to appeare to me, 
And ina Viſion fuil of Majeſty, 
WilF'd-me to leave my baſe Vocation, 
And free my Countrey from Calamity : 
| Herayde ſhe promis'd, and affur'd ſucceffe. 
In complear Glory ſhereveal'd her ſclfe; . 
And whereas i was blacke and ſwart before : 
| With thoſe cleare Rayes, which ſhe infus'don me, 
Thar beauty am I ble(t with , which you ſe. 


| In ſingle Combat thou ſhalt buckle with me z 


| Paz, Dolphin, Fam by birth a Shepheards Daughter, 


Aske me what queſtionthou canſt poſlible, 

And1I will anſwer unpremedirated : 

My Courage try by Combat, if thou dar'ſt, 

Andthou ſhalt find that I exceed my Sex. 

Reſolve on this, thou ſhalt be fortunate, 

If thou receive me for thy Warlike Mace. ; 
Doiph. Thou haſt aſtoniſht me with thy high termes: 

.Onely this proofe Ne of thy Valour make, | 


Andif cheu vanqutſheſt, thy wordsare true, 
Otherwiſe I renounce 811 confidence. 
Paz, T am prepar'd : here is my keenz-edg'd Sword, 
Deckt with fine Flower-de-Luces on each ſide, 
The whichat Touraine, in S- Katherines Church-yard, 
Out of a great deale of cld 1lren, Ichoſe forth. 
Dolph. Then come a Gods name, I feare no woman, 
Parzel. And while Tlive, He ne're flye no man, 
Here they fight, and Ioane de Puzel overcomes. 
Dolph, Stay, tay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And hghteſt with the Sword of Debora. 
Puxel. Chriſts Mother helpes me, elſe I weretoo 
weake. | 
Dolph, Whoe're helps thee, *tisthou that mult helpe 
Impatiently I burne with thy defre, (me: 
My heart and hands thou haſt at once ſubdu'd, 
Excellent P«ze2l, if thy name be ſo, 
Let me thy ſervant, and not Soveraigne be, 
'Tis the French Dolphin ſueth to thee thus. 
Puzcl, I muſt not yechd toany rights of Love, 
For my Profcflion's ſacred from above : 
W hen[1 havechaſedallthy Foes from hence, 
Then wall I thinke upon a recompence. 
DoJph. Meane time looke gracious on thy proſtrate 
Thrall. | | 
Reig. My Lord me thinkes is very long in talke. 
Alan.Doubtleſle he ſhrives this woman to her ſmocke 
Elſe ne*re could he ſo longprotraR his ſpeeche 
Reigni. Shall wee diſturbe him, ſince he keepes no 
meane e 
Ala. He may mean more then we poore men do know? 
Theſe womenare ſhrewd tempters with their tongues. 
- Reig., My Lord, where are you? what deviſe you on, 
Shall we give o're Orleance, or no? 
Puzel. Why no, I ay : diſiruſtfull Recreants, 
Fight till the laſt gaſpe : for Ile be your guard. 
Dolph. What ſhe ſayes, Ile confirme: we'll fight it 
Outs 
Puzel. AſſigndamI tobethe Engliſh Scourge. 
This night thc Sicge afftredly Ile raiſe; 
Expect Saint aries Summer, Halcyons dayes, 
Since I have entred thus into theſe Warres. 
Glory ts likea Circle inthe Water, 
Which never ceaſcth tocnlarge irſelfe, 
Till by broad ſpreading, it diſperſe tonought, 
With Herries death, the Enyliſh Circle ends, 
Diſperſed arethe glories it included : 
Nav amlT itke that prowd inſulting Ship, 
Which Ce/arand his fortune bare at once. 
Dolph. Was Mahomet inſpired with a Dove? 
Thou with an Eagle art inſpiredthen. 
Helew, the Mother of Great Conſtantine, 
Nor yetS. Philips daughters werelikethee. 
Bright Starre of Yen, faine downe on the Earth, 
How may I reverently worſhip thee cnough ? 
efian. Leave cff delayes, and let us raiſe the 
Slege. 
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Rc49. W oman, doe what thou canſt ts fave our honors, | In ſpight of Pepe, or dignities of Church, -- 
Drivethem from Orleance, / and be immortaliz'd. | Here bythe Cheekes Ile drag thee up and downe. 
| Dolph. Preſently we'll try : come, let's away about it, | Yincheft. Gleſter, thou wilt anſiver this'before the 
No Prophet will Itruſt, 1fſhe prove falſe. Exeunt. | Pope. WT 
| $ Gloſt. Winchefter Gooſe, I cry, a Rope, aRope. 


"0 Ve: 
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Enter Gloiter, with bis Serving-men. Now beat them hence, why doe you let them itay ? 
Thee llechaſc hence, thou Wolfe in Sheepes array. 
leſt. T am come to ſurvey the Tower thisday ; Out Tawney-Coates, out Scarlet Hypocrites | 

Since Henrics death, I feare there is Conveyance : | | 
Whete be theſe Warders, that they wait not here ? Here Glofters men beat out the Cardinalls men, and | 
Open the Gates, *cis Glofter that calls. enter in the hurly-burly the Major of | 

1. Farder, Who's there, that knocks ſo imperjouſlly? London, and bis Officers. 

Ghft, 1. Man. It isthe Noble Dake of Glofter. 

2. Warder. Whoere he be, you may not be let in. Mayor. Fye Lords, that you being ſupreme Magiltrats, 


1, Mas. Villaines, anſwer you ſo the Lord Protetor? | Thus contumeliouſly ſhould breake the Peace, 
1. Warder. The Lord prote& him, ſo we anſwer him, Gl.Peace Mayor,for thou Know' ſt little of my wrongs: 


We doe no otherwiſe then we are will'd; ; Here's Beawford, that regards nor God nor King, 

Gl. W ho willed you? or whoſe will ſtands but mine? | Hath here diſtrayn'd the Tower to his uſe. | 
There's none Protector of the Realme, but I : Winch. Here's Gleter too, a Foe to Cirizens, 
Breake up the Gates, Ile be your warrantize ; One that ſtill motions Warre, and never Peace, 
Shall tbe Jowted thus by dunghi!l Groomes ? O're-charging your free Purſes with large Fines 3 

Glofters men ruſh at the Tower Gates, and Woodvile That feekes to overthrow Religion, 
the Lientenant ſpeakes within. Becauſe he is ProteQtor of the Realme ; 

wud. What noyſe is this? what Traytors have wee | And would have Armour here outof the Tower, q 
here? To Crowne himſelfe King, and ſuppreſſerhe Prince. l 

Gle8. Lieutenant; 1s it you whoſe voyce I heare? Gloff, I will not anſwer thee with words, but blowes. | 
Openthe Gares, here's GloFer that would enter. Here they skirmiſb againe. 

Food. Have patience Noble Duke , I may not open, Major. Nought reſts for me, inthis tumultuous ſtrife, 
The Cardinall of Wincheſter forbids ; | Butto make open Proclamation. © h 
Fremhim I have expreſſe commandement, * | Come Olficer, aslowdase'rethoucanſt,cry: __ 
That thou nor none of thine ſhall belet in, eAll manner of men, aſſembled here in Armes this day, 

Gleft. Faint-hearted woodvile, prizeſt him *fore me : | 4gainſt Gods Peace and the Kings, 'we charge and command 
Arrogant Wincheſter, that haughty Prelate, you, is his Hig hnefſe Name, to repene to your ſeveral awel- 
Whom Heyy our late Soveraigne ne're could brooke > | /ing places, and not to weare, handle, or uſe any Sword, Wea» 
Thouart no friend to God, or tothe King : pon, or Dagger hence-forward, upon paine of death. 2 
Open the Gates, or He ſhut thee our ſhortly, . Gl#F, Cardinall, Ne be no breaker of the Law + | 


Servingmen. Open the Gates unto the Lord Proteftor, | But we ſhall meer, and breake our minds at large» | 
Ormell-burſt them open, if that youcome not quickly. | winch. GloFer, we'll meetto thy deare colt 'beſure: 

| : | Thy heart-blood I will have for this dayes worke. 
Emer tothe Proteflor at the Tower Gates, Wincheſt: t Hayes. Le call for Clubs, if you will not away : 
and his men in Tawney Coates. This Cardinall is more haughty then the Devil. 
Glefter, Major farewell : thou doo'li but what thou 
Winchef. How now ambitious Ympire, what meanes | may'lt. 


this? | winch. Abhominable Gloſter, guard thy Head, 
_ Gli, Pici'd Prieft, doo'ſt thou command me ta be | For I intend to have iterclonp. Exenn. 
ſhut out ? | Mayor. Sce the Coaſt clear'd, andthen we will depart. | 
Wachet, T doe, theu moſt nſurping Proditor, Good God, theſe Nobles ſhould ſich ſtomacks beare, | 
And notProteRor of the King or Realme. I my ſclfe hight not once in forty yeere. Exenn, | 
Glofl. Stand backe thou manifeſt Conſpirator, | = 
Thou that contrived'ft tomurther our dread Lord, Emter the Maſter Gunner of Orleance, and 
Thouthat giv*ſt Whores Indulgencesto finne, hu Boy. | 
llecanvas thee inthy broad Cardinalls Hat, A. Gmn.Sirrha, thou know'i{t how Orleance is befieg'd | | 
If thou proceed in this thy inſolence. And how the Engliſh have the Saburbs wenne. | | 
Winch, Nay, ſtand thou backe,I will not budge a foot : Boy. Father I know, and oft hayethotart them, | | 
This be Damaſcus, be thou curſed Cain, How e'reunfortunare, I miſs'd my ayme. . | 
Toſlay:thy Brother eel, if thou wilt. AM. Gus. But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou rul'd by me: | 
| G4. I willnorſlay thee, but He drive thee backe: | Cheife. Maſter Gunner am I of this Towne, | 
| Thy ScarlerRobes,as a Childs bearing Cloth, Something T muſt doe to procure me grace : 
| Ile uſe, rg carry thee out of this place. The Princes eſpyals haveinformed me : ; | 
| #inch. Doc what thou dar'ſt, T beard thee to thy | How the Engliſh, in the Suburbs cloſeentrencht, * 
| face. Wenr througha ſecret Grate of-[ron'Barres, 


Glo, What ? am Idar'd, andbearded to my face? | In yonder Tower, toover-pecrethe City, _ | 
Draw men, for all this priviledged place, ' © | And thencediſcover, how with moſt advantage | 
Blew Coats to Tawny Coats:Prieſt beware your Beard, | They may vex us with Shot or with Aﬀaule, _ | 
I meane to tuggeit, and ro cuff: you ſoundly. To intercept this inconvenience, ' = EY 
Vader my teer Ile ſtampe thy Cardinalls Hat: A Pcece of Ordnanc: *gainſt it I haveplac'd, "a 
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and bring me word, 
| me-at the Governers- 
Boy. Father, I warrant you, take you no Care, 
Ile never trouble you, if I may ſpye them. 


Enter Salicbury, and T albot on the Turrets, 
700  ._ © withothers. | 
Sali. Talbot, my. life, my joy, againe return'd ? 
How wert thou handled, being Pritoner ? 
Or by whai meanes got's thou tobe releas'? 
(coarſe prethee on this Turrets top. 
Tal. TheEatle of Bedford had a Prifoner, 
All'd rhe brave Lord Ponton de Santraile,| 
For himwasT exchang'd, and ranſom'd. 
Butwirh a baſer man of Armes by farce, 
" Once in pt they would have barter'd me : 
Which I diſdaining , ſcorn'd, and crayed death, 
{| Rathecthen I would be ſo pid eſteem d; 
In fine, redeem'd I was as1 delir'd. | 
Bur O, the trecherous Faieffe wounds my heart, 


Exit, 


Exit. 


"Ea + + 


|} Whom with my bare fiſts I would execute, 
{| If 1 nowhad him brooghtinto my power. 

.- Sale, Yer tell'ſt thon_not, how thou wert enter- 
tain'd. | Eh 
_*Tat:With ſcoffes and}ſcornes,and contumelious taunts, 
- Inopen Market-place produc't they me, | 
To be a publique ſpeRacleto all : | 
Here, ſaid they, is the Terror of the. French, 
TheScar-Crow thataffrights our Childrenio. 

Then broke I wr 19 L ers Rue IP 
| Andwithmy oy ligg'd tones out of the ground, 
o hurle atthe beho Erof my ſhame. 
My grifly, countenance made othersflye, | 
Nonedurſt come necre,. for feare of ſuddaine death, 
| TaJron Walls they deem'd me not ſecure: 
So great feare of my Name'mongſt them were ſpread, 
{ Thar they fyppos'd I could rend Barres of ſteele, 
{ And ſpurne1n picces Poſtsof Adamant. . 
Whereloreaguerd of choſen Shot I had; | 
That walkt about me every Minute whule : 
 Andif I did bur tirre out of my Bed, 
Ready they were to ſhoot me tothe heart, 
| Enter the Boy with a Linftocke. 
_ Salie;; Igrievetoheare what torments you endur'd, 
But we will be reyeng'd ſudiciently. 
Now itis Supper timeinOrleance : | 
Here, rough this Grate, I can count every ane, 
Andview the Frenchmen how they fortihe : 
Let uslookein, the fight will much delightthee ; 
| Sit Thomas Gargreve, and Sir William Glanſdale, 
Let me rn! expreſſe opinions, . 
| is to make qur Batt'ry next? 
}. Gergr, Ithinke at rhe North Gate, for there ſtand 


Lords. | 
dIheere, 
LI { 


 » 


Speake Sabiebury; at leaſt, if thou canſt,, ſpeake ; 


That hath contriv'd this wofull Tragedy. 
In thirteene Battailes, Sa/zbury o'recame : 
Hevry the Fift he firſt trayn'd to the W arres. 
Whil't any Trumpe did ſound, or Drum ſtracke up, 
His Sword did ne*re leaue ſtriking in the field. 
Yet liv'ſt thou Seliabwry ? though thy ſpecch doth fayle; 
One Eye thou haſtto looke to Heaven for grace. 
The Sunne with one Eye vieweth all the World. 
Heaven bethou gracious tonone alive, 
If Salzbary wants mercy atthy hands. 
Beare hence his Body, I will helpe to bury it. 
Sir Thomas Gargrave; haſt thou any life ? 
Speake unto Talbot, nay, looke up to him, 
Selibury cheare thy Spirit with this comfort, 
Thou ſhalt not dye whiles —— 
He beckens-with his hand, and ſmiles on me : 
As who ſhould-ſay, WhenT am dead and gone, 
Remember to avenge me on the French. 
Plantagmet I will, and AN grolike will, 
Play on the Lute, behoiding the Townes burne : 
Wretched ſhall France, be onely inmy.Name. 
Here an Alarum, andit Thunders and Lightens, 
What ſtirre is this? what tumult's in the Heavens? 
W hence commeth this Alarum, and thenoyſe? 
 Emterg Meſſenger. | 
Meſſ. My Lord, my Lord, the Erench have gather'd 
The Dolphin, with one Joare de Puxel joyn'd, (head, 
A holy Propheteſle, new riſenup, 
Iscome witha great Power, torayſe the Siege. 
| Here Salubury lifteth himſelfe up, and groanes. 
Talb. Heare, heare, bow dying Salwbury doth groane, 
It irkes his heart he caynot bereveng'd. 
Frenchmen, Ile be a Salubizry to you. 
Przel or Puſſel, Dolphin or Dog-fiſh, 
Your hearts Ile ſtampe out with my Horſes heeles, 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled braines, 
Convey me Salwbxry into his Tent, - 
And then we'll try what theſe daſtard Frenchmen dare. 
Alaram, EXeunt, 


©. 048 


Here an Alarm againe, and T albot purſueth the Dolphin, 
__ 8d ariveth him : T hen enter Joane de Puzcl, dri 
wing Englihmen before her. Then emer | 
Talbot, 
Talb. Where is my ſtrength, my valour,and my force? 
Our lingliſtTroupes retyre, 1 cannot ſtay them. 
A Womanclad in Armour chaſeththem. 
Emer Pazel. 
Here, here ſhe comes. Ile haveabout with thee : 
Devill, or Devils Dam, Ile conjure thee : 
Blood'will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch. 
And ſtraightway give thy Soul to him thou ſerv'ſt, 
P#X. Come, come, tis onely I that muſt diſgrace thee. 
Here they fight, 
Talb. Heavens, can you ſutfer Hell ſo to prevail ? 
My breſt Ile burlt with ſtraining of my courage, 
And from wy ſhoulders:cracke my Armes aſunder, 
But I will chaſtiſe this high-minded Strumpet, 
| ' They fight againe. 
Puz.. Talbot farewell, thy houre is not yet come, 
I muſt goe Victuall Orleance forwith ; 
A (hort Alarum : then enter the Towne 
with Souldiers. 
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O're-take me ifchou canſt, I ſcorne thy ſtrength. 
'Goe, goc, cheare up thy hongry-ſtarved mev, 
telve Sdabaryto nake his Teſtanient, 


87 ” & 


b-: Day is obr$, 48 many more ſhall be. Exit. 
Tab, My thoughts arc whirled like a Potters W hecle- 

'Tknow not where I am, nor what I doe : 
| A Witchby feare,not force, like Hamibal, 
' Drives backe 0ur troupes, and conquersas ſhe liſts: 
' $0 Bees with ſmoake, and Doves with royſome ſtench, 
 Arefrom their Hyvesand Houſes driven away. 
| They call'd us, for our fierceneſſe, Engliſh Dogges, 
' Now like the Whelpes , we crying runne away. 
my A (bort Alarm. 
 Hearke Countreymengeyther renew the fight, 
'Or teare the Lyous out of Englands Coat; 
Renounce your Soyleggive Sheepe in Lyons ſtead: 
Sheepe ran not halte ſo trecherous from the Wolfe, 
' Or Horſe or Oxecn from the Leopard, 
As you flye from your oft-ſubdued ſlaves. 
4. Alarum. Here another Skirmiſh. 
Tewillnot be; retyre into your Trenches: 
| Youall conſented unto Salzburies death, 
| For hone would ſtrike a ſtroake in his revenge» 
Pmxelis entred into Orleance, | 
| Wipight of us, or ought that we could doe. 

would I were to dye with Salisbary, 


| hereof, will make me hide my head. | 
The ſhame hereof, will make me hide my nM 


FIR" 


Alarum, Retreat, Flourilh. 


Enter on the Walls, Puzel, Dolphin, Reigneir, 
eAlanſon,and Sonldiers. 


Puzel. Adifance our waning Colours on the Walls, 
Reſcu'd is Orleance from the Engliſh wolves: 
Thus /oave de Przel hath perform'd her word: 

Delpb, Divineſt Creature, bright Affrea's Daughter, 
How ſhall I honour thee for this Kicceſle ? 
Thy promiſesare like e-Fdonz Garden, | 
| Thatonie day bloom'd, and fruittull were the next- 

France, triumph in thy glorious Prophetelle, 
Recover'd is the Towne of Orleance, 
More bleſſed hap did ne'rebefail our State. 

Reigneir. W hy ring not out the Bells alow, 

t the Towone ? 
| nperſ— the Cirizens make Bonefires, 

feaſt arid banquer in the open (treets, 

Tocelebratethe joy that God hath given us.— _ 
eAlarſe All France will be repleat with mirth and joy, 
| Whenthey ſhall hear how we have play'd the men. 
Dolph. *Tis loane not we, by whom the day 1s wonne: 
| For which, I will devide my Crowne with her, 
Andallthe Prieſts and Fryers in my Realme, 
Shall in proceſſion ſing her cndlefle prayſe. 
Aſtatelyer Pyramis to her lle reare, 
| Then Rhodope's or Memphis ever was. 
[Inmemoric of her wen ſhe is dead, 
Her Aſhes, in an'Vtne more precious | 
| Theri the rich-jewel'd Coffer of Darie, 
Tranſported, {ball beat high Feſtivals 


Before the Kings and Quecnes of Frarice. Ales. How now my Lords ? wharallunreadie fo |} 
| Nolonger on Saint Dennis will we cry, Baſt, Vnready & Tand glad we ſcap'd ſowell. 

| But Joene de Puz4/ſhall be France's Saint. Reig. *Twas time (1trow) to wake andleave our beds, 
| Come in, and let us Banquet Royally, Hearing Alarunts at our Chamber doores; - = 
Aftet this Galden Day of ViRories | Alan. Ofall exploits fince firſtT follow'd Armes, 
"A Flowriſhs ” Excum, Laan I | 
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Enter Sergeant of a Band,with two Sentinels. 


Ser, Sirs,take your placesand be vigilant : 
If any noyſe or Souldier you perceive 
Necte tothe walles, by {ome apparant ſigne 
Let us baye knowledge atthe Court of Guard, 

Sent. Sergeant you ſhall. Thus are poore Servitors 
(Wheu others ſleepe upon their quiet beds) 
Conſtrain'd to watch indatkenefle, raine, and cold. 


Enter T albot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with ſcalin 
Laid : Theiv Drunsmes beating 4 £ 
Dead HMarch. 


Tat. Lord Regent, and redoubred Burgwndy, 
By whoſe approach, the Regions of Artoys, | 
Fallon, and Picardy, are friends to us”: 

This happy night, the Frenchmenare ſecure, 
Baving allday carows'd and banquetted, 
Embrace wethen this opportunitic, 
As fitting beſt roquittance their deceite, 
Contriv%d by Art, and balefull Sorceric. | | 

Bed. Coward of France, how much he wrongs his fame, | 
Deſpairing ofhis owne armes fortitude, 
To joyne with Witches, and the helpe of Hell. 

Bur. Traitors have never oth-r company. 
But whar's that Pazellwhom they tearmeſopure ? 

Tat. A Maid, they lay. _ : 

Bed. A Maid? And be {o martial] ? | 

Bur. Pray God ſhe prove not maſculineere long ; 
If underneath the Standard of the French 
She carry Armor, as ſhe hath begun. 

Tal. Well,letthem praiſe and converſe with ſpirits. 
God 1s our Fortrefſe,in whoſe conquering name 
Ler us reſolve to ſcale their flinty-balwarkes. | 

Bed, Aſcend brave Talbot, we will follow thee. 

Tal, Notaltogether : Better farre I guefle, 

That we do make our entrance ſeverall wayes? 
That if it chance the one of us dofaile, 
The other yer may-riſe againſttheir force. 

Bed. Agreed ; Ile to yond corner. 

Bur. And Ito this. Hat 

Ta. And heere will Ta/bot mount, or make his grave. | 
Now Salabwry for thee and for therighe « 
Of Engliſh Henry, ſhall this night appeare 
How much in.duty, I am bound toboth. 

Sent. Arme, arme, theenemy doth make aſſault. 

Cry, S. George. 4 Talbot. 


The French leape ore the walles in their (birts, Emer 
ſeverallvayes, Batard, Alanſon, Reignier, © 
half ready, and halfe wmnready, _ 
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| More venturous, or deſperate then this. 

BaZi. Ithinke this Talbot bea Fiend of Hell. 

Reig. If not of Hell, the Heavens fure favour him. 
Alanſ. Here commeth Charles, Imaryell how he ſped? 


Enter (harles ang Tone. 
Bat. Tur, holy /oave was bisdefcnſiue Guard, 

Chapt.” Ts this thy canning, thou decerfull Dame ? 
Didſt thou at firſt, to flatter us wirhall, 
Make us partakers of a little gayne, 
That now our loſſe might be ten times ſo much? 
Ioane. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend? 
Atall times will you have my power alike? 
Sleeping or waking, mult I itill-prevaile, 
Or will you blame andlay the fault on me ? 
ImprovidentSouldiers, had your watch beene good, 
This ſedaine miſchiefe never could have falne. 
Charl. Duke of Alanſon, this was your default, 
That being Captaine of the Watch ro Night, 
Did looke no better to that weightie Charge. 

eAlasſe Had all our Quarters becne as ſafely kept, 
Astbat whereof I had the government, | 
We had nor beene thus ſhamefully ſurpriz'd. 

Baſt. Mine was ſecure. 

Reig. And ſo was minc, my Lord- : 

Charl. And for my ſelfe, moſt part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter, and mine owne Precinct, 
I was imploy'd in paſſing toand fro, 
About relieving of the Centinels, : 
| Then how; or which way, ſhould they firſt breake in? 

leaxe. Queſtion (my Lords) no further of the caſe, 
How or which way; *tis ſure they found ſome place, 
But weakely guarded, where the breach was made : 
 Andnow therereſtsno other ſhift but this, 
To gather our Souldiors, fcatter'd and dilperc't, 
And lay new Plat-formes to endammage them. 
| | Exennt, 


eMlarum.” Enter a Souldier,crying, a Talbvt,a T albot: 
_ . they flye, leaving their (loathes behina. 


Sowld. Ie-beſo bold totake what they have left : 
The Cry of Talbot ſerves me fora Sword, 
For I have loaden me with many Spoyles, 
Vſing no other Weapon but his Name. Ext. - 


| Enter T albot, Bedford, Burgundie. 

Bedf. The day begins to breake, and Night is fled, 
Whoſe pitchy Mantle over-vay!'d the Earth. | 
Here found Retreat, and ceaſe our hot purſuit, Retreat. 

Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salibary, 
And hereadvance it in the Market-P lace, 

The middle Center of this curſed Towne. 

Now have Ipay'd my Vow unto his Soule , 

For every drop of blood was drawre from him, 
There hath at leaſt five Frenchmen dyed to night. 
And.that hercafter Ages may bchold  _ | 
What ruine happened in revengeof him, 


' | Within their chicfeſt Temple Ile exe& 


A Tombe, wherein his Corps ſhallbe interr'd : 
Vponthe which, that every one may reade, 

| Shall be engrav'd the ſacke of Orleance, - 

The trecherous manner of his mournefull death, 
And what a terror hehad beene toFrance, 

| But Lords, inall our þloudy Maſſacre, . 

' Imuſe we met not with the Dolphins Grace, 


Or 


His new-come Champion, vertuous Tone of Ace; 
Nor any of his falſe Confederates: 


Beaf. *Tis thought Lord Talbot, when the fight þ 


Rows'd on the ſodaine from their drowſie Beds, 
They did amongſt the troupes of armed men, 


| Leape o'rethe Walls for retuge in the ficld. 
Burg, My cite, as farreas I could well diſcerne, 


For ſmoake, and duskie vapors of the night, 
Am ſure I ſcar'd the Dolphin and his Trull, 


When Arme in Arme they both came {ſwiftly rutining, 


Like to apaire of loving Turtle-Doves, 
That could notlive aſunder day or night, 
Afcer that thingsareſet in order here, 

Wee'ie follow them withall the power we have. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


CHeſſ. All hayle,my Lords:whieh of hisPtihcely trayne 


Call ye the Warlike Tabor, for his Ats 


So,much applauded through the Realme of France ? 
Talb. Here is the Talbot,who would ſpeake with him? 
Heſſ. The vertuous Lady, Counteſle of Auvergne; 


With modeſtic admiring thy Renowne, 


By me entreats (great Lord) thou would'ſt vouchſake 


To vifit her poore Caſtle where ſhe lyes, 
That ſhe may beaſt ſhe hath beheld the man, 
W hoſe glory fills the World with lowd report. 
Bnrg. Isiteven ſo? Nay, thenl ſee our Warres 
Willturneuntoa peaceftll Comick ſport, 
When Ladyescrave to beencountred with. 
You may not (my Lord) deſpiſe her gentle ſuit. 


Talb. Ne're truſt me then: for whena World of men 


Could not prevayle with all their Oratoric, 
Yet hath a Womans kindneſſe over-rul'd : 
And therefore tell her, I returne greatthankes, 
Andin ſubmiffion will attend on her. 


| Will not your Honours beare me company ? 


Bedf. No, truly ,*tis more then manners will : 
And I have heard it ſayd, Vnbidden Gueſts 
Arc often welcommeſt when they are gone. 


Taib: Wellthen, alone (fincethere's no remedie) 


I meane to prove this Ladyes courteſie. 
Come hither Captaine, you perceive my minde. 


Whicpers, 


Capt. Idoe my Lord and meane accordingly. 


Exewunt 


Enter (ounteſſe. 


Cowunt. Porter, remember whar I gave in charge; 
And when you have done ſo, bring the Keyesto me, 
Port. Madame, I will. . Exit, 
| Count, The Plotis layd, if all things fall out right, 

I ſhall as famous be by this exploit, 


As Scythian 7 owyrs by Cyrus death. 
Great is thorumour of thisdreadfull Knight, 
And his atchievements of no lefſe account : 


Faine would mine eyes be witnefle with minecares, 


To give their cenſure of theſe rare reports. 


;* _ Enter Meſſenger aud Talbot. 
Meſ. Madame,accordingas your Ladyſhip deſir'd, 


| By meflage crav'd, ſois Lord Talbet come. | 
i Conn. Andheis welcome: what? is this the man? 


Heſſ. Madame, it is. 
Cont, Is this the of France ? 
Is this the T «/bor, ſomuch fear'd abroad ? 


That with his Name the Mothers ſtill their Babes ? 


I ſce Report isfabulous and falſe. 


—_—— _— Y 


Lan 


" Dram 


d. ——_— Aer tenene 
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The firſt Partof Henyy the Sixth. 


I thought I ſhould have ſeene ſome Hereales, 

A ſecond Heftor, for hisgrim aſpect, 
And large proportion of his ftrong knit Limbes. 
Alas, this 1s a Child, a filly Dwarfe 2 

It cannot be, this weake and writhled ſhrimpe 
Should ſtrike ſuch terror to his Enemies. 

Talb. Madame, I bave beene bold to trouble you : 
| But ſince your Ladyſhip is not atleyſure, 
Ile ſort fome other timeto vilit you. 
| Connt. What meanes he now ? 

Goeaske him, whither he goes ? ae by 
Meſſ. Stay my Lord Talbot, for my Lady craves, 
| To know the caule of your abrupt departure ? 

Talb. Marry, for that ſhee's ina wrong beleefe, 

I goetocertific her Talbot s here, 
Enter Porter with Reyes. 

{annt. If thou be he, thenart thou Priſoner. 

Taib.. Priſoner? to whom? 

Count. To me, blood-thirſtic Lord : 

And for that cauſe I train'd thee to my Houſe. 
Long timethy ſhidow hath been thrall to mc, 
For in my Gallery thy picture hangs : 
Butnow the {ſubſtance ſhall endure thelike, _ 
And I will chaynetheſe Legges and Armes of thine, 
That hait by tyrannie theſe many yeeres 
Waſted our Countrey, ſlaine our Citizens, 
And ſentour Sonnes and Husbands captivate. 
Tale. Ha, ha, ha. 
Connt. Laugheit thou Wretch ? 
Thy micth ſhall rurne to moane., 

Talb, 1 laugtrto ſec your Ladiſhip ſo fond, 
Tothinke, that you have ought but Talbots ſhadow , 
Whereoato practiſe your ſeverity. 

Cam. W hy? art notthou the man? 

Talb, Iamindeede. 

Count, Then have I ſubſtance too. * 

Talb. No,no,lam but ſhadow of my {clfe: 

You are decciv*d, my ſubſtance is not here ; 

For what you ſee, Is bur the ſmalleſt part, 
Andleaſtproportion.of Humanitie : 

Itell you Madame, were the whole Frame here, 
Itis of ſuch aſpacious loftie pitch, 

| Your Roofe were not ſuificicat to contayn't. 

Count. This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonce, 
He will be here, and yet he 18not here: 

How can theſe contrarietics agree ? 

Talb. That will Iſhewyou preſently. 

Hinds bu Horne, Drummers firihe up, a Peale 

of Ordenance : Enter Sonldiers. 

How fay you Madame ? are you now perſwaded, 
That Talbot is but ſhadow of himſe}fe? 
Theſe are his ſubſtance, finewes, armes ,and ſtrength; 
With which he yoaketh your rebellions Neckes, 
Rxzeth your Cities, andſubvercs your Townes, * 
Andina moment makes them deſolate. 


| Cont, Vidtorions T atbet, pardon my abuſe, 


| 


Tdidnoterertaine thee as thouart-' IS 
| . Talb. Be notdilmayd, faire Lady, nor miſconſter © 


Cmdethou art noleife then Fame hath bruited, 
Anbmorcthen maybe gathered by thy ſhape. 
Let my preſumption riorprovoke thy wrath, 
For Iam forry,that withreverence 


Theminde of Tabor, as you did miſtake 
The outward conjpofition.of his body. 


| Nor other atisfattiondoe 1 crave,” 


Rk... 


Whatyow have done,hach notoffended me : 


4 


— 


4 But anely with our patience, that we may. | 


Taſte of your Wine, and ſee what Cates you have, 

For Souldiers ſtomackes alwayes ferve them well. 
Com, Withallmy heart, and thinke me honored, 

To feaſt ſagreata Warrior inmy houſe. ' Exennt. 


Enter Richard Plantagenet ,Warwick, Somerſet, 
Poole, and others. 


Yorke. Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
Whar meanes'this ſilence ? 
Dare no man anſwere in a Caſeof Truth? 
Sf. Within the Temple Hall we were too lowd, 
The Garden here is more convenient. | 
Tork, Then ſay at cnce, if I maintain'd the Truth : 
Or elie was wrangling Somerſet inth*error ? 
S#ff. Faith Ihave beene a Truant inthe Law, 
And never yet conld frame my will to it, 
And therefore frame the Law unto my will. 


tweene us, 

War Betweentwo Hawks,which fiyesthe higher pitch, 

Betweene two Dogs, which hath the deeper mouth, 
Betwweene two Blades, which beares the better temper, 
Betweene two Horſes, which doth beare him beſt, 
Betweene two Girles, which hath the merrieſtieye, 
1 have perhaps ſome ſhallow ſpirit of judgement : 
Bur intheſe nice:ſharpe Quilletsof the Law , -- 
Good faith I amino wiſer then a Daw. 

Yorke. Tut,tut; here is a mannerly forbearance ; 
The truth appeares ſo naked on. my fide, 02. 
T hat any purblind-eye may find itourt. . 37, 

Som. And on my ſide it is fo well apparrell'd, 

So cleare, ſo ſhining,andfo evident, 
That it will glimmer through ablind-mans eyes - 


In dumbe fignificants-proclayme'your thoughts: 
Let him that is a true-borne Gentleman, 

And ſtands uponthe honor of his birth, 

If ke ſuppoſe thatT havepleadedrrath, 

From offthis Bryer placke a white Roſe with me, 


But dare maintainethe party of the truth; 
Pluck a red Roſe from off this Thorne with me. 
War. Iloveno Colours : and without all colaur 
Of baſe infinaating flatterie, | 
I pluck thiswhite:Roſe with Plamagener. + 
Suff. T plucke thts red Roſe, with young Somerfer, > 
And fay withall, Ithinke he heldthe'right. / ++ 


, 


Uernon:Stay Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck-no more | 


Till you conclude; thathe upon whoſe {ide 

The feweſt Rofes arecroptfrom.the tree, ' - 

Shall yeeld the otherinthe'right opinion. 74 
Som. Good Maſter Famous, ir1s well objected + © 

If I have feweſt;Bipbleribe ih filence. 
Yorke. And I. ,5769% 001 150 14! 


OV? « 


I plucke this paleand/MajdenBlofome here, /:* 
Givingmy Verditonthe whiteRofeſide.. | 
. San. Prick notyourfinger as: hs itoff; 01 {1 
Leaftblceding, yowdoe paintthe white Roſe ret, -?. 
And fall on my ſide ſo againſt your will. 43d; 
Uernev. IfT, myLor for my-:opinion bleed, Ds 5 
Opinion ſhall be Surgeontomy | "Jo £31 
Andkecpe me conch fidewhete ill Fam. | 


norogs IE 


Som. Well, well;come on, who clſc? EVE UNE 


1M Se _ Lawyer, Vo: 


Vernon. Then forthe ernch,and plaineneſſe ofthe Caſe, | 


Yorke. Since you are > 9% 7-0 ſolcth to ſpeake, 
Som, Ler him thatisno Coward, nor no flatterer, '. | 


= 


$ 


| 


—— 
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Som. Indge you, my Lord of Warwicke, then be= } 
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Thejrſ Part of King Henry the Sixt. 


Thea tyou beld, was wrong 1n.you ;; 

In ſigne whereof, I plucke a white Roſe too. 

Yorke. Now: Somerſet, where 1s your argument ? | 

| - Sow. Here in my.Scabbard, meditating, that 

| Shalldye your white Roſe ina bloody red. 

| Tork:Meanetime your cheeks do counterfeit our Roſes: 
For pale they looke-with feare, as witnefling. 

The truth on our ſide; 

Som, No Plantagenet : $1305.45 

"Tis not for feare, but anger, that thy checkes 

Bluſh for pure ſhame, to counterfeit our Roſes, 

And vetthyctongue will not confeſle thy error. 
Yorke. Hath not . thy Roſe a Canker, Somerſer  - 
Som. Hath not thy Roſe a Thounc, Plarmagener 

| Torke. I, ſharpe and piercing to maintain histruth, 
W hiles thy conſuming Canker cates his falſchood. 
Som. Well, Ile find friends to weare my bleeding Roſes; 

That ſhall maintaine what I have ſaid istrue, 

Where falſe P/axtageret dare not be ſcene. 
Yorke. Now by this Maiden Bloſſome in my hand, 

I ſcorne thee df thy faſhion, peeviſh Boy. ; 
Soff. Turne not thy ſcornes this way Plantageuer. 


Soff. Ueturne my part thereof into thy throat. 
Sem. Away, away, good Wiliem dela Poole, 
We grace the Yeoman, by.converſing. with him. 


His Grandfather «as zyone/ Duke of Clarence, 
Third Sonne to the third Edward King of England 7 
Spring Creſtlefſe Ycomenfromo:deepe a Root ? 
Yorke. He beares him on the place's Priviledge, 
Or durſt not for his craven heart ſay thus, 
Sow, By him that. made me, He maintaine my words 
On anyplot of Grand in Chrittendome.” 
| Wasnatthy Father;Richerd, Earie of Cambridge, 
' Þ For Treaſon executed mour late Kings dayes? 
4 And'by his Treaſon, fland'ſb not thouatrainted, 
-| Corrupted and exemptfrons ancicnt:Geniry? 
| Histreſpaſſe yet lives gutitie 1 thy blood, 
1 Andtilithowbercſtor'd, thou art a Yeomar®s 
| Torke, My Father was /attached,not attainted; 
| Condemn*d to dyc for Treaſon, but no Traytor ; 
] And that Heprove-onberter men then Someer ſer, - 
| Were growingtime once ripened/to my wille' 
For your partaker-Poo/e,. ind you your felfe, 
| Tenge you inmy Booke of Memoriez': | 
4 To ſcourge you forthis apprebenlionz/ [7 1 - +1) 2: 
| Eooke ro'it well,:andfayyou are-wellwarn'd: - +: 
Som. Ah, thou ſhalrifinde us re 
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> Cali'd for the Truce of Wincheſter and GlomeeFer : 
And if thou benot then created Yorke, 

I will not live tobe accounted Warwicke, 

Meane time, in ſignall of my loveto thee, 

Againſt proud Sewerſet, and William Poole, 

Will T upon thypartie weare this Roſe. 

And herc I prophecie : this brawle to day, 
Growne to this faction in the Temple Garden, 
Shall ſend betweenethe Red-Roſe and the W hite, 
A thouſand Soules to Death and deadly Night. 


Levier, Vnleſſe my Studicand my Bookes be falſe, q 


That you-on my behalfe would plucke a Flower. 


Come, let us foore to Dinner : I dare ſay, 
This Quarrell will drinke Blood another day. 


Let dymg Mortimer here relt himſclfe, - 

Even like a man new haled from rhe Wrack, 

So fare my Limbes with long Impriſonment : 
And theſe gray Lockes, the Purſuiuants of death, 
Neſt or-like aged, inan Age of Care, 


Yorks. Prowd Poole, I will, and. ſcore both him and 


Warw, Now by Gods willthou wrong! ſt him,Sowrerſet: | 


Thar droupes his fappe-lefſe Branches to the ground. 


_— — 


: Andanſwer was returird, that he will come : 


. Poore Gentleman, his wrong doth <quall mine, 
: Since Hem ie Monmouth firſt began to reigne, | 


| Depriv'd of Honouraud Inheritance. 


T » 


1 Your Nephew, late deſpiſed Richard, comes . 


| And.in his Boſome ſpend my latter gafpe. 
1 That may kindly give one fainting Kifle, 


Yorke. Good Maſter Vernwn, Iam bound to you, 


Fer, Tnyour behalfe ſtill will I weare the ſame. 
Lawyer, And ſo will 1, | 
Torke. Thankes gentle Sir. 


Exenx. | 


Enter Mortimer, brought in « (hayre, 


and 1 aylors. 


Hort. Kind Keepers of my.weake decaying Ape, 


Arguethe end of Edmnnd Mortimer. 

Theſe Eyes,like Lampes, whoſe waſting Oyle is ſpent, 
Waxe dimme, as drawing totheir Exigent. 

Weake Shoulders, over-borne with burthening Gricte, 
Andpyth-lefſe Armes, like to a withered Vine, 


Yerare theſe Feet, whoſe ſtrength-lefle ſtay is numar,, 

( Vnable to ſupport this Lumpe of Clay) | 

Swift-winged with deſire 10 get a Grave, | 

As witting [ no other comftore have. 

But tell me Keeper, will my Nephew come ? 
Keeper. Richard Plant agenet, my Lord, will come: 

We ſent unto the Temple, his Chamber, 


Atort. Enough : my ſoule then ſhall be ſatisfice. 


Before whoſe Glory 1 was great in Armes, 
This loathſome ſequeſtration have had ; 
And even ſince then, bath Richard beene vbſcur'd, 


Buc now, the Arbitrator of Deſpaires, 

Fuſt death, kinde Vmpire of mens milcrics, 
With.ſweet enlargement doth diſmiſſe me hence 2 
I would histroubleslikewiſe were expir'd, 

That ſo he mightrecover what was loſt, 


' Enter Richerd (OY, 
Keeper.” My Lord,your loving Nephew now 1s come. 
Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend, is he come? 
Rich. T, Noble /Y nckle, thus ignobly us'd, | 
Mort. Dire mine Armes,T may embrace his Necke, 
Ohrtell me when my Lippes doe touch his Checkes, 


And now declareſweet Stem from Yorkes great Stock, 
Why didſt thou ſay of late thou wert deſpis d ? 


Rich, Firſt! 


we 
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' Rich. Firſt,leanethine aged Back againſt mine Arme, 
And inthateaſe, le cell thee my Diſcaſc. 
This day in argument upon a Caſe, 
| Some words there grew *twixt Somerſet and me :. 
Amongſt which tearmes, heus'd his laviſh rongue, 
| And did upbrayd me with my Fathers death ; 
Which obloquie {et barres before my tongue, 
Elſe with the like I had requited him. 
Therefore good Vnckle, for my Fathers ſake, 
In honour of atrue Pl/axtapener, 
And for Alliance ſake, declare the cauſe | 
My Father, Earle of Canibridge, loſt his Head» 
' Mort That cauſe (faire Nephew) that impriſon'd me, 
And hath detayn'd me all my flowring Youth, 
Withio a loathſome Dungeon, there to pyne, 
Was curſed inſtrument of his deceaſe.* 
Rich. Diſcover moreat large what cauſe that was, 
For I am ignorant, and cannot gueſſe. 
Mort. 1 will, if that my fading breath permit, 
And death approach not, ere my Tale be done, 
| Henry the Fourth, Grandfather to this King, 
Depos'd his Nephew Richard, Edwards Some, 
The firſt begotten, and the lawfull Heire 
| Of Edward King, third of that Deſcent. 
During whoſe Reigne, the Percies of the North, 
Finding his Vſurpation molt unjuſt, 
Endeyor'd my aduancement to the Throne. 
Thereaſon moy*d theſe Warlike Lords to this, 
Was, for that (young King Richard thas remov d, 
Leaving no Heire begotten of his Body ) 
{wasthe next by Birth and Parentage : 
For by my Mother Iderived am P 
From Lionel Duke of Clarence, the third Sonne 
ToKing Edward the Third ; whereas hee, 
From /oby of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 
Being but the fourth of that Heroick Lyne, 
But marke : as in this hanghtie great attempt, 
Theylaboured to plane the rightfull Heire, 
1 lolt my Liberte, and they their Lives. 
Long after this, when Henry the Fift | 
(Succeeding his Father Bullingbrooke ) did reigne ; 
Thy Father, Earle of Cambridge, then deriv'd 
From famous Edmrnnd Langley, Duke of Yorke, 
Marrying my Silter, that thy Mother was ; 
Againe,1n pitty of my hard diftreſle, 
Leviedan Army, weening to redeeine, 
And have inſtall'd me inthe Diademe : 
Butasthe reſt, ſo fellthat Noble Earle, 
And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 
| Inwhom the Title reſted, were ſuppreſt. 
Rich, Of which, my Lord, your Honor is-the laſt, 
| Mort, True; and thou ſceſt, that I no Iſſue haye, 
Andthat my fainting words doe warrant death ; 
Thou act my Hceire; the reſt, I wiſh thee gather : 
Butyet be wary in thy ſtudious care. | 
| Rich. Thy grave admoniſhmentsprevaile with me : 
But yet me thinkes, my Fathers execution 
Was nothing lefſethen bloody Tyratny. ; 
; Mort. With ſilence, Nephew, be thou pollitick, 
Strong fixed is the Houſe of Lancaiter, 
Andlike a Mountaine, not toberemor'd. 
| Butnow thy Vackle is removing hence, . 
As Princes doe their Courts, when they are cloy'd 
With long continuance in aſctled place. . £ 
Rich. O Vnckle, would ſome part of my young yeeres 
Might but redeeme the paſſage of your Age. 


| 


Mort. Thot do'ſt then wrong meas y {laughterer doth, 
Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill, 
Mourne not, except thou ſorrow for my good, 

Onely give order tor my Funerall. 

And ſo farewell, and faire be all thy hopes; | 
And proſperous be thy Life in Peace and Warre, Dyes, 
Rich, And peace, no Warre, befall thy parting Soule. 

In priſon haſt thou ſpent a Pilgrimage, 
Andlikea Hermite over-paſt thy dayes. . _ . 
Weil, I will locke his Counſellin my. Breſt, 
And what 1 doe imagine, let that ref... 
Keepers convey him hence,and I myſelfe ; 
Will ſee his Buriall berter then his Life. 
Here dyesthe duskie Torch of Afortimer, 
Choake with Ambition of the meaner ſort. 
And for thoſe W rongs, thole bitrer injuries, 
W hich Somerſet hath offer'd to my Houſe, 

I doubt nor, but with honor to redreſfle, 
And therefore haſte I to the Parliament, 

| Eyther tobe reſtored to my Blood, | 
Or make my will th' adyantage of my good. 


EXits 


 Attus Tertins. Scena Prima, 


Flomrith, Enter King, Exeter,Glofter, Wincheſter Warwick 

Somerſet, Suffolk , Richard Plantagener. Glofter offers 
to put upa Bill : Wincheſter ſnatches it, teares3t. 

Winch. Com'(t thou with deepe premeditated Lines ? 

With written Pamphlets, ſtudiouſly devis'd ? 

| Hemfrey of Gloſter, if thou canſt accuſe, 

Or ought intend'ſt to lay unto my charge, 

Doe it without invention, ſuddenly, 

As I with ſudden, and extemporall ſpeech, 

Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canſt objeR. 


—— 


Or thou ſho uld*{t findethou baſt dis-honor'd me. 
Thinkenor, althoughin Writing I preferr'd 


| The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, 


That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearſe the Methode of my Penne. 


- Noprelate, ſuch is thy audacious wickednefle, 


Thy lewd, peſbiferousand diflentiouspranks; 
As very infants prattle of thy pride, 


| Thou art a moſt pernitious Vlurer, 


Froward by nature, Enemy to peace, 
Laſcivious, wanton, more then well beſcemes 
A man of thy profefſion, and Degree, 

And for thy Trecherie, what's.more manifelt ? 

In that thou layd'(ta Trap to take my Lite, 

As well at London Bridge, as atthe Tower, 
Befide, I feare me, if thy thoughts were ſifted, 
Fhe King, rhy ſoveraigne, is notquite exempt 
From envious mallice of thy ſwelling heart. 

: Wanch,Glefter, I doe defie thee. Lords vouchſake 
To give me hearing what I (hall reply. 
1F1 were covetous, ambitious or perverſe, 

As he will have we : how aw I fo poore ? 

Or how haps it, I ſeeke not to advance £1 
Or rayſe my ſelfe ? but keepe my wonted Calling, 
More then I doe? except I be provok'd. 
No, my good Lords, itisnot that offends, 

Ir is not that, that hath incens'd the Duke: 


-| It is becauſe no one ſhould ſway but he, 


No one, but he, ſhould be about the King , 
And that engenders Thunder in his breſt, > | 


6 
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i 


Glo.Preſumptuous Prieit,this place comands my patiece, | 


And for Difſention, who preferreth Peace | 


: 


; Exits | 


DO" II IT ET 


The fol Part of Henry the $ ixth, ; 


| And makes bim rore theſe Accuſations forth. 
| Bur he (hall know 1 am asgood—— 


PR 


Gloft. A$good? * 
Thou Baſtard of my Grandfather, | 
'Þ Finch. I, LordlySir: for what are you, I pray, 
But one itperious in anothers Throne ? + 
-Gle#,\Am I not Protector, ſawcie Prieſt ? 
winch. Aqd'am not Ia Prelate of the Church? 
Gloft. Yes, asan Qur-lawin a Caſtle keepes, 
1 And uſcth it, to patronage his Theft. , 
Þ | wack, Voreverent GloceFter, 
{ : Gl#., Thonartreverent, ; 
| Towching ates m6 jog kunRtion, notthy Life. 
 *wWech. Romeftlllremediethis. 
Warw. Roamie thither then. / 
My Lord, it were youtdutie to forbeare. 
Som, I,ſee the Biſhop'be not over-borne: 
' Me thinkes my Lord-ſhould be Religious, 
| And know the Officethat belongs to ſuch. 
Warw. Me thinkes his Lordſhip ſhould te humbler, 
It fitteth not a Prelateſo to/plead. | 
$om. Yes, whea his holy State is toucht ſo necre. 
Warm, State boly;'or unballowd; what of that? 
Isnot his Gtace P rotetor to the King ? 
 Rich;\. Plantagenes Iiee muſt hold his tongue, 
Leaſt itbefſaid; Speake Sirrha when'ypu ſhould : . 
Muſt your - bold Verdict enter talke with Lords? 
Elſe would I havea fling at WincheFter. 
' King, Vnckles of Glofter, and of Winchefter, 
The fpeciall Watch-men of our Engliſh Weale, -- 
' T would prevayle, if Prayers might prevayle, 
; To joyne your hearts in love and amitic- 
| Oh, what a Scandall is it to our Crowne, 
"That two ſuch Noble Peeresas ye ſhould 1arre ? 
Beleeye me, Lords, my tender yecres can tell, 
Civill difſention is 4 viperous Worme, i+:1.6 
That gnawesthe Bowels of the Common-wealth., 
eA nojſe within. Downe with the | 
: Tawny-Coats. 
King. Whattumult's this? 
Warw. An Vprore, I dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the Biſhops men. 
A noyſe againe, Stones, Stones. 


: 
3 
: 
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Enter Mayor. 

Mayor. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous Henry, 
Pitty the Cittie of London, pitty us : 
The Biſhop, and the Duke of Gloſters men, 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 
Have fill'd their Pockets full of pecble ſtones; 
And bandingthemſelves in contrary parts, 
Doe pelt ſo faſt at one anothers Pate, 
That many havetheir giddy braynes knockt out : 
| Our Windowesare broke downe in every Street, 
And we, for feare, compell'd to ſhut our Shops, 


Enter #n shirmiſh with bloody. Pates. 
King. We charge you, onallegeanceto our ſelves , 
To hold your {laughtring hands, and keepe the Peace ; 
Pray” Vnckle Gloſter mittigate this ſtrife. 


to it with our Teeth. 
2.Serving. Doe what ye dare, weare as reſolute; 
chermi(h a Ales 


And ſet thisunaccuſtom'd fight aſide. 


1- Serving, Nay,if webeforbidden Stones , wee'le fall 


Glo. You of my houſchold, leave thispeeviſh broyle, 


| 


| Or I would ſee his heart our, erc the Prieſt 


And have our bodyes flaughtred by thy foes. 


| 


Glo, Wel urg'd,my Lord of Warwick:for ſweet Prince, 


3. Seru, My Lord, we know your Grace to be a man 
Tuſt, and upright ; and for your Royall Birth, | 
Interior to none, but to his Majeſtie : 

Andere that we will ſuffer ſuch a Prince, 

So kinde a Father of the Common-weale, 

To be diſgraced by an Inke-horne Mate, 
Weeand our Wives and Childrenall will fight, 


I. Serx. 1, and tne very parin gs of our Nayles 

Snall pitch a Field when we are dead, | 
Begin agame, 
G/o37, Stay,ſtay,I ſay : 

Andif you love me, as you ſsy you doe, 
Let me perſwade you to forbeare a while, 

King. Oh, how this diſcord duth afli& my ſoule. 
Can you, my Lord of Wincheſter, behold 
My ſighes and teares, and will not once relent? 
Who ſhould be pitrifull, if you be nor? 
Or who ſhould ſtudy to preterre a Peace, 
If holy Church-mentake delight in broyles : 

Warw. Yeeld my Lord Protector, yeeld Fincher, 
Except you meane with obſtinate repulſe 
To {lay your Soveraigne,and deſtroy the Realme. 
You fce what miſchiete, and what Murther too, 
Hath beene enacted through your enmitic : 
T hen be at peace, except ye thirſt for blood. 

Winch. He ſhall ſubmit, or 1 will never yeeld. 

Ghoſt, Compaſſion onthe King commands me ſoupe, 


Should ever get tharpriviledge of me. 
Warw, Behold my Lord of Wincheſter, the Duke 
Hath baniſht moodie diſcontented fury, 
As by his {moothed Browes it doth appeare; 
Why looke you ſtill ſoſterne, and tragicall ? 
G/oit. Here Wincheſter, | offer thee my Hand. 
King. Fie Vnckle Beaxford, I have heard you preach, 
That Mallice was a greatand grievous ſinne : 
And will not you maintaine thething you teach ? 
But prove achicte offender in the ſame. 
Warw. Sweet King : the Biſhop hath a kindly gyrd; 
For ſhame my Lord of Winchclter relent ; 
Whar, ſhaiia Child inſtruct you what to doe ? 
Winch, Well, Duke of Gloſter, I will yceld to thee 
Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand l give. 
Gloft. T, but I fcareme with a hollow Heart, 
Sce here my friends and loving Countreymen, 
This roken terveth fora Flagge of Truce, 
Betwixt our ſclves, and all our followers : 
So helpe me God, as Idiflemblenot. 
Winch. So helpeme God, as I intend it not. 
Kiug. Oh loving Vnckle, kinde Duke of Glolter, 
How joyfullam 1 made by this ContraR, 
Away my Malters, trouble us no more, 
But joyne 1n fi iendſhip, as your Lords have done, 
I. Ser, Content, Ile to the Surgeons, 
2.Sera. And fowill I. 
3.Sern. AndI will fee what Phyſicke the Tavernedl- 
fords. Exennt, 
tarw. Accept this Scrowle,moſlt gracious Soveraigit, 
Which in the Right of Richard Plant agener, 
We doeexhibire to your Majcſtie. 


And if your Grace marke every circumſtance, 
You have great reaſon to doe Richard right, | 
Eſpecially for thoſe occaſions | 

AtEltam Place I told your Majeſtic. 


_ King, And 


- 


\ 
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Therefore my loving Lords; onr pleaſure is, 
That Richard be reſtored to-his Blood. 
arw. Let Richard be reftord to his Blood, 
So ſhall his Fathers wrongs be recompenc't. 
winch. As will the reſt, ſo willeth 7/mcheSter. 
' King. If Richard will betrue, not that alone, 
Butal the whole Inheritance I give, 
That doth belong unto the Houle of Yorke, 
From whence you ſpring, by Lineail Deſcent. 
Rich. Thy humble ſcrvant vowes obedience, 
And humble ſervice, till the point of death. 


Andin reguerdon of that dutice done, 

I gyctthee with the valiant Sword of Yorke. 
Riſe Richard, like a truc Plantagener, 
Andriſe created Princely Duke of Yorke. 


And as my dutic ſprings,fo periſh they, _ 
That grudge one thought againlt your Majzltie. 


Som. Periſh baſe Prince, ignobic Duke of Torkes 
Gle#. Now will 1t beſt availe your Majeſtie, 
To crofle the Seas, and ro'be Crown'd in France : 
The preſence of a King engenders love 
Amongſt his SubjeRs and his loyall Fricnds, 
As it d1ſ-animates his Enemies. 


For friendly counfaile cuts ofr many Foes. 
* Glft. YourShips already are in readineſſe. 


| Aanet E xeter, | 

Ex:t. T,wemay march in England,or in France, 
Not ſeeing what 1s likely to enſue ; Zo 
This late diffention growne bet ixt the Peeres, 
Burnesunder. fainedaſhes of forg'd love, 
And will at lack breake our into a flame, 
As keftred members rot but by degree, 
Till bones and fleth and ſinewes fall away, 
> So will this baſe and envious diſcord breed. 
And now I feare that farall Prophecie, 
Which inthe time of Henry, nam'd the Fift, 
Was inthe mouth of every ſucking Babe, 
That Herry borne at Monmouth ſhould winne all, 
And Henry borneat Windſor ſhould loſe all: 
Which ts ſoplaine, that Ex-zer doth wiſh, 
His dayes may finiſh, ere that hapleſfe time. 


Kings And thoſe occaſions, Vuckle, were of force : 


King. Stoope then,and ſer your Knee againſt my Foot, 
Rich. And ſo thrive Risbara, as thy foes may fall; 


eAll, Welcome high Prince,the mighty Duke of Yorke. 


King, W hen Gloiter ſayes the word, King Henry goes, 


Exeunt. 


| 


And we be Lordsand Rulers over Roan, | 
|; Therefore wee'le knock, Knock. 
Watch, Cheta. 
Pucell. Peaſauns la pounre gens de France, 

Poore Market folkes that cowe to ſe!l their Corne. 
Watch, Enter, goe in, the Markct Bell is rung. 
Pucell, Now Roan, Ile ſhake thy Bulwarkes to the 

ground; Exennt, 

| Enter Charles, Baſtard, Alunſon, 
Charles. S2int Dennis blefſerhis happy Stratageme, 

And once againe wee'le ſleepe ſecure m Roan. 
Baitard, Hereenred Pacell, and her Practifants : 

Now ſhe's there; how wiil ſhe ſpecitie? 

Here 1s the beit and ſafeſt paſſage in. 

Reig. By thruiting outa Torch from yonder Tower, 

Which once difccrn'd, ſhewesthat her meaning 1s, 


Exit, 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Enter P ucell Afauis d with forure Souldiors with 
Sacks upon their backs. 

Through whichour Pollicy muſt makea breach. 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words, 
Talkelike the vulgar ſort of Market men, 
That come to gather Money for their Corne. 
If we have entrance, as I hope we ſhall , ; 
Ile by a figne give notice to ourfriends, 
That Charles the Dolphin may cacounter them. 


: > 
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Pell. Theſe are the Citie Gates, the Gates of Roan, 


And that we finde the ſlouthfull Watch but weake, 


' God ſpecd che Parliament : who ſhall be the Speaker? 


No way tothart ( for weakneſſe) which ſheentred. 
Emer Pucell on the top, thruſting out a 
: Torch burning, 

Pucell, Behold, this is the happy Wedding Torch, 
That joyneth Roanunto ber Countreymen, 
But burning fatall to the Talborites. 57 

BaStard, See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ſtands. 

Charles.» Now ſhine it like a Commet of Revenge, 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 


Enter and cry,the Dolphin, preſently, 
And then doe execution on the Watch. Alarum: 


An Alaram, Ta'bot m an Excurſion. 


If Talbot but ſurvive thy Trecheric. 
Pacellthat Witch, that damned Sorcereſſe, 
Hath wrought this Hellith Miſchiefe uonawares, 


An Alarum : Excurſions. Bedford bronght 
in fick- in & Chapre.' 


Enter Talbot and Burgonie without : within, Pucell, 
Charles, Baftaia, and Reigneir on the Walls. 

Pacell.God morrow Gallants,want ye Corn for Bread? 
I thinkethe Duke of Burgonie will Fatt, 
Before heele buy againe at ſuch arate. 
"Twas full of Darnell : doe you like the taſte ? 

Burg. Scofte on vile Fiend, and ſhamelefſe Curtizan, 

I truitere long to choake thee with thine 0.vne, 
And make thee curſe the Harvelt of that Corne. - 

( harles, Your Grace may (ſtarve (perhaps) before that 
time. 
. Beaf. Ohlet no words, but deedes, revenge this Trea- 

ON. 

*. Pacell. What will you doe, good gray-beard ? 
Breakea Launce, and runne a-Tilt at Death, 
Wuhina Chayre. 


Incompaſs'd with thy luſtfull Paramours, 

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 

And twit with Cowardiſe a man nalfe dead? | 
Damſell, le bave a bowr with you againe, 

Orelte let Talbot periſh with this ſhame. 


If Taber doe but Thunder, Raine will follow. 
T hey whiſper together in counſell. + 


Reig. Deterreno time, delayes have dangerous ends, | 


Tatb.France,thou ſhalt rue this Treaſon with thy teares; | 


That hardly we eſcap't the Pride of France. Exit. | 


Talb. Foule Fiend of France,and Hag of all deſpight, } 


[ 


Pucell. Are ye ſohot, Sir : yet Pecel{ hold thy peace, | 


m_—\ ” 


Souldier, Our Sacks (hall be a meaneto ſacke the City, 


| 


| 


| 


| 
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Tatb. Dix | 
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Talb. Dare yee come forth, and meet us in the field ? 
Pucell: Belike your Lord (hip takes us then for fooles, 
Tory if that our owne be ours, or ho. | 

Talb. I ſpeake not tothat rayling Hecate, 

But unto thee Atenſov, and thereſt. 
Willye, like Soaldiors, come and fight ir out ? 
Alanſ: Seignior no. 
Talb. Seignior hang : baſe Muleters of France, 
Like Peſant toot-Boyes doe they keepethe Walls, 
And dare not takeup Armes, like Gentlemen. 
- "Purcell. Away Captaines, let's get us from the Walls, 
For Talbot mcanes no goodnefle by his Lookes, 
God b'ny my Lord, we came fir buttotell you 
Thar we are here. ; E xennt from the Wallt. 

Talb. And there will we be too, cre it be long, 

| Orelſe reproach be T albors | rag famc. 

Vow Brrgonie, by honor of thy houſe, 

Prickt on by publike Wrongs ſuſtain'd in Erance , 

Eitherto get the Towne againe, or dyec« 

And I, asſure as Engliſh Herry lives, 

And as his Father here was Conqueror; 

As ſureas inthis late betrayed Towne, 

Great ( ordelions Heart was buryed ; 

Soſure I {weare, togetthe Towne, or dye. : 
Burg. My Vowes are cquall partners with thy 

Vowes. : 

Talb. But cre we goe, regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford : Come my Lord, 

We will beſtow you in ſome better place, 
Fitter for ſickneſle, and for craſic age, 

Bedf. Lord T atbot, doe not ſo diſhonour me : 

Here will I fit, before the Walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your wealec or woe. 

Burg. Couragious Bedford, letus now perſwadeyous 

Bed. Not to be gone from hence , for once I read, 
That ſtout Pendragon, in his Litter ſick, 

Came tothe field, and vanquiihed his foes. 
Me thinkes I Chould reviue the Souldiors hearts, 
Becauſe I ever found them as my ſclfe. 

Tatb, Vndaunting ſpirit ina dying breſt, 
Then be it ſo : Heavens keepe old Bedford ate. 
And now no more adoe, brave Burgonte, 

But gather we our Forces ont of hand, 
And ſet upon our boaſting Enemie, 


Exit. 


An eAlerum: Excurſions. Enter Sir John 
Falſtaffe, and a Captaine. 


» (apt. Whither away Sir John Fa/ftaffe, in ſuch haſte? 
Falft, Whither away ? to ſave my ſelfe by flight, 
Weare like to have the overthrow againe, 
(#Þt. What? will youflye,and leave Lord T alber? 
Falſt. I, allthe Tatbors inthe World, to ſave my life. 
Exit, 
Capt: Cowardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee. 
Ex, 


Retreat. Excnrhons. Pucell, Alanſon,aud 
Charles flye. 


| Bed ? 
if. Now Soule, depart when Heauen pleaſe 
For1 have ode is Me rathrow, 50h 
What isthetralt or th of fooliſh man? - 
They that of late were daring withtheir ſcoffes, 
Are glad and faine by flightto favethemſelves. 
Bedford dyes, and ts carryed in by two in his (ive. 


An Alarum. Entir Talbot, Burgonie, and 
the reF. 
Talb. Loſt, and recovered ina day againe, 
This isa double Honor, Bargowie : 
Yer Heavens have glory for this ViRtory. 
Berg. Warlike and Martiall T a/bot, Burgonie 
Inſhrines thee in his heart, and there eres 
Thy NobleDeeds,as Valors Monuments. 
Tatb. Thankes gentle Duke: but where is Pacel now ? 
I thinke her old Familiar is aſlcepe. - 
Now where's the Baſtards braves, and (karles his glikes? 
W hat allamort ? Roan hangs her head for griefe, 
That ſuch a valiant Company are fied. _ 
| Now will we take ſomeorder in the Towne, 
Placing therein ſome expert Oificers, 
And then depart to Paris, to the King, 
For there young Hewry with his Nobles lyc. 
Ju What wills Lord Talbor,pleaſeth Burgome. 
Tao, But yet before we goe, let's not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedfors, late deccas'd, 
But ſee his Exequies fulfill 'd in Roan, 
A brayer Souldier never couched Launce, 
A gentler heart did never fway in Court, 
But Kings and mightieſt Potentates muſt die, 


For that's the end of humane mitſerie, Exeunt, 


— — —— 


Scena Tertia, 
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Emer Charles, Battard, «Alanſon Pucel. 

.. Pacell. Diſmay not (Princes)atthis accident, 
Nor grieve that Roan is ſorecovercd : 
Cares no cure, but rather corrafiue, 
For things that are not to be remedy'd. 
Let frantikeTalbet triumph forawhile, 
And like a Peacocketiveepe along his tayle, 
Wee'le pull his Plumes, and take away his Trayne, 
If Dolphin andthe reſt will be but ru['d. 

{harles, We have beene guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diifidence, 
One ſudden Foyle ſhall never breed diſtruſt. 

Baſtard. Scarch outthy wir for ſecret pollicies, 


| And we will make thee famous through the World. 


Alaxſ: Wee'le {et thy Statue in ſome holy place, 
And have thee revercnc'tlikea bleſſed Saint. 
Employ thee then, {weet Virgin, for our good, | 

Pucell, Then thus it muſt be, this doth /eane deyile ; 
By faire perſwaſions, mixt with ſugred words, 
We will intice the Duke of Burgonie 
Toleave the Talbot, and to follow us. 

{harles. T marry Sweeting, if we could” doethat, 
France were noplace for Henries Warrjors, 
Nor ſhould that Nation boaſtit ſo withus, 
But be extirped from our Provinces. 

Alanſ« For ever ſhouldthey beexpuls'd from France, 
And not have Title of an Earledome here. 

Pacell. Your Honors ſhall perceive;how I will worke, 
To bring this matter tothe wiſhed end, 

Drumme ſounds a farre off. 


| Hearke, by the ſound of Drumme you may perceive 


Their Powersare marching unto Paris-ward. 
Here ſound an E "el March. 
There goes the Ta/ber with nis Colours ſpred, 


| Andallthe Troupes of Engliſh after him. 


Gs French, 


——————_—————— 


We. 


| 


tl. — 


| usfreſh 


See, ſee the pining Malady of France ; | 
Behold the Wounds, the moſt unnaturall 


Ohturne thy edged Sword another way, _. 
Strike thoſe that hurt, and hurt not thoſe that helpe 2 


Should grieve thee morethen ſireames of forraine gore- 
Returne thee therefore with a loud of Teares, 
And waſh away thy Countries ſtayned Spots. 


Or Nature makes me ſuddenly relent. 


| Doubting thy Birth and lawfnil Progenie. I 
Whom joyr#lt thqu with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That will not truſt, thee, but for Profits ſake? 

When Talbot hath ſet footing ore in France, 

And faſhion'd.thee that Inſtrument of Ill, 
Whothen, but Engliſh Hepry, wilt be Lore, 

And thou be thrult out, like a Fugitive ? 

| Call weto minde, and marke but this for proofe : 

' Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe? 

And was he no in England Priſoner ? x 
Batwhen they heard he was thine Enemie, _ 

' They ſer him free, without his Ranſome pay'd, 
Inſpightjof Burgonie and a'l his friends. 
'Seethep,thou fight'ſt againſt thy Countreymen, . 
And joyn'lt with them willbethy flaughter-men. 
Come, come, returne; returne thou wandring Lord, 
Charlesand the reit will takethee in their armes. 


Theſe banghty words of hers _ , : 

Have batt'red me like roaring Cannon-thot, 
m made me almoſt yeeld upon my knees. 
or 

And Lords acceptthis heartie kind embrace. 
My Forces and my Power of mien are yours. 
So farewell Ta/bor, Ile no longer truſt thee. . 


gaine. 


Breſts. 


T Hefit Part of King Hen the Sixt. 


| | Freneb Mach. .. 

Now in the Rereward comes the Duke and his; 

Fortune in favour makes him lagge behinde. 

Summona Parley, we will talke with him. 

; Trumpets ſound a Parley. 
Charles. . A Parley with the Duke of Burgonie ?.. 

F Burg. Who craves a Parley with the Burgonie? 
Pacell. The Princely Charles of France, thy Cquntrey- 


man. bio dork b. 
Burg. What ſay'(t thou Charles? forT am marching 

hence. Ee is. ? coins 

Charles, Sperke Pucel, and enchant him with thy 

words. | x © Sn : 
Pacell, Braye Burgonie, undoubted hope of France, 

Stay, let thy humble hand-maid ſpeake to thee. 

arg. Speake on, but be not over-tedious. | 
Pucell.Looke on thy Countrey,looke on fertile France, 

And ſce the Cities and the Townes defac't, 

By waſting Ruine of the cruell, Foc, - 

Aslookes the Mother on her lowly Babe,” 

When Death doth cloſe his tender-dying Eyes, 


| Wounds, 
Which thou thy ſelfe haſt given her wofull Breſt. 


Onedrop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Boſome, 


Burg. Either ſhe hath bewitcht me with her words, 


Pucell. Beſides all French and France exclaimes on thee, 


Zug. Iam vanquiſhed : 
ive me Countrey, and ({weet Countreymen : | 


Pucell. Done like a Frenchman : turre and turne a- 


o 


Cherler Welcome brave Duke, thy friendſhip makes 
Baitard, And doth beget new Courage in our 


Alen(, Pucell hath. bravely play'd her part in this, 


p 


And dothGgeſerve a Coronet of Gold. 
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| 
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q 


| 


And toyne our Powers, . , . A 
And ſeeke how we may preiudice the Foc. 


(harles. Now let us on, my Lords, 


Exennt. 


ER 


Scana Quarta. 
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| Fi 


A 


In 


| -Baſſ. Villaine, thou knoweſt 
.| The Law of Armes is ſuch, 
That who ſodrawes a' Sword, 'tis preſent death, | 
Orelſethis Blow ſhould broachthy deareſt Bloud: 
But Ile unto his Majeſtic, and crave, -. 

I may have liberty to vehge this Wrong, - 


w 


Hearing of your arrivallin thisRealme, 

I have a whule given Truceunto my Warres, 
To doe my dutie to my Soveraigne. 

In igne wherecof;this Arme,t 
| = your obedience, fiftic Fortreſles,. .: . 
Beſide five hundred Priſoners of eſteeme ;. 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highneſſe feet : 
And with ſabmiflive loyaltie of heart 

Aſcribes theGlory of his Conqueſt got, 


That hath ſolong beenereſident in France ? 


When 1 was young (as yetI amnot old) 
I doe remember how my Father ſaid, 


Long ſince. we werereſolved of your truth, 

Your faithfull ſervice, and your toyle in Warre : 

Yetnever have you taſted our reward, 

Or beene reguerdon'd with ſo much as Thankes, 

Becauſe till now, we never ſaw your face, 

| Thereforc ſtand up, and for theſe good deſerts, 

We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 
And,in our Coronationtake your place. 


Vern, Now Sir, to you that were ſo hot at Sea, 
| Diſgracing of theſeColours that I weare, 


Dar'ſt thon maintaine the former words thou ſpakR? 
Baſſ. Yes Sir, asweilas you dare patronage 

The «<nvious barking of your ſawcic Tongue, 

Againſt the Duke of Somerlſer. 

Vern. Sirrha, thy Lord | honor as he is. 
Baſſ, Why what is he ?as good a ran as 
Vern, Hearke ye : notſo : in witneſle 


Vern. Well miſcreant, le be there as ſoone as you, 
{. Andafter meete you, ſooner then you would. 


»” 


Enter the K ing, Glonceiter, Wincheſter, Yorke, Suffulke 
Somerſet, Warwicke, Exeter : To them, with 
his Souldiors, Talbot, 


Talb. My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres, 


do karh recteines 


welve Cities, and (even walled Townes of ſtrength, 


rſt ro my God, and nexrunto your Grace. - 
King. Ts thisthe Lord Talbot, Vnckle Glouceſter, 


Gloft. Yes, if itpleaſe your Majeſtic, my Liege _ 
King Welcome brave Captaine, and viRtorious Lord 


ſtouter Champion never handled Sword. 


Exeunt, 


CHanent Vernon and Baſſet, 


honor of my Noble Lord of Yorke, 


take ye that. 
Strikes him. 


hen rhou ſhalt ſee, Ile meerthee-tothy coſt, - | 


of 


—- 


—_— 
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2 LEY 


The faſt Part of Henth the Sixth, E 


eA Gus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter King, Glecefter, Wincheſter, Torke, Suffalke, Somer- 
ſet, Warwicks, T albot, and Governor Exeter. 
Gle. Lord Biſhop,ſetthe Crowne upon his head. 
Win. God ſaveKing Henry of that name the ſ1xt. 
Glo, Now Governour of Paris take your oath, 

That you ele no other King but him ; 

Eſteeme none friends, but {uch as are his Friends, 

And none your Foes, bur ſuchas ſhall pretend 

Malicious practiſes againſt his State : 

This ſaall ye do, ſo helpe you righteous God, 

Enter FalStafſe. 

Fal. My gracious Soveraigne, as Irode from Calice, 

To haſte unto your Coronation: 

| ALetter was delive;'d to my hands, - 

Writ to your Grace, from th* Duke of Burgundy. 

T «1. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee : 
I vow'd (baſe Knight)when I did meet theenext, 
To teare'the Garter from thy Crayenslegge, 

W hich I have done, becauſe (unworthily ) 
Thou was't inſtalled in that High Degree. 
Pardon me Princely Henry, and thereſt : 

This Daſtard, at the battell of Poiftiers, 
When(but in all) I was fixe thouſand ſtrong, ' 
| And that the French werealmolt tento one, 
Before we mer, or that a ſtroke wasgiven, 

' Like to atrultie Squire, did runaway. 

In which aſſault, we loſt tweluehundred men. 

' My ſelfe,and divers Gentlemen beſide, 

Were there ſaxpriz'd,and taken prifoners. 

' Then iudge (great Lords)ifI have done amiſle: 
Or whether that ſuch Cowards ought to weare 
| This Ornament of Knighthood,yea or no? 

Glo, Tofay thetruththis fact was infamous, 
And ill beſeeming any common man: 

Much more a Knight,a Captaine, and a Leader. 

T al. W hen firſt this Order was ordain'd my Lords, 
Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth; 
Valiant,and Vertuous,fuil of haughty Courage, 

Such as weregrowne to credit by the warres: 

| Not fearing Death,nor ſhrinking for Diſtreſſe, 

But alwayes reſolute,in moſt extreames. 

He then;thar is not furni{h'd inthis ſort, 

Deth bur vſurpe the Sacred name of Knight, 

| Prophaning this moſt Honourable Order, 

And ſhould (if 1 were worthy to be Indge) 

{ Bequite degraded,likea Hedge-Borne Swaine, 

That doth preſume to boaſt of Gentle blood, 

| X. Stainetothy Countrymen, thou hear'ſt thy doom; 
| Bepacking therefore,thou that waſt a knight: 
Henceforth we baniſh thee on paine of death. 

{ And now my Lord Protector view the Letter, 

Sent from our Vncle Duke of Burgundy. 


Ex, 


Glo. What meanes his Grace, that he hath chaung'd 


his Stile? | 
No more butphaine and hlintly?(To tbe King.) 
Hath he forgot he is his Soucraipne? 
Or doth this churliſh Superſcription 
Pretend ſome alterationiin good will? 
Whar's heere? / have npon effeciall cauſe, 
Mov d'vwith compeſſion of of my Comirits wracke, 
T ogether with the pittifull romplaines 
1 Of ſuch as yorr opprefſion feedes npor, 


— ——_ 


Forſaken your pernition Fattidn, 
Andionn'd with Charles the rightfull king of France. 
O monſtrousTreachery:Can this be ſo? | 
That in alliance,amity,and oathes, 
There ſhould be found ſuch falſe diſſembling guile? 
King. What? doth my Vncle Burgundy revolt? 
Glo. He doth my Lord,and is become my foe. 
King. Is that the worſt this letter doth containe ? 
Clo, Itisthe worſt, and all (my Lord) he writes. 
K mg. Why then Lord Talbot there ſhal talke with him, | 
And giue him chaſticement for this abuſe. 
How ſay you (my Lord )are you not content ? 
Tal. Content my Liege? Yes:butthatI am prevented, 
I ſhonld have begg'd I mighthave bene employd. 
Kinge, Then gather ſtreogth,and march unto him 
| ſtraight : 
Let htm perceive how ill we brooke his Treaſon, 
And whatoffence it is to flout his Friends. 
Tat. I go my Lord, in heart defiring ſtill 
You may behold confuſion of your foes. 
Enitey Vernon and Baſſet. 
Ver. Grant me the Combate, gracious Soveraigne. 
Baſ. And me ( my Lord) grant me the Combateroo, 
Yorke. This is my Servant, heare him Noble Prince. 
Som. And this is mine({weet Hexry)favour him, 
King. Be patient Lords,and givethem leave to ſpeake, 
Say Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaime 
And wherefore crave you Combate?Or with whom? 
Yer. With him (my Lord)for he heth done me wrong, 
Baſ. AndI with him,for he hath done me wrong, 
"King. What is that wrong whereen you both complain? 
Firſt let me know, and then lie anſwer you. 
Baſ. Crofling the Sea,trom England into France, 
This Fellow hcere with carping tongue, 
Vpbraided me aboutthe Role 1 weare, 
Saying, the fanguine colour of the Leaves 
Did preſent my Maſters biuſhing cheekes : 
W hen ſtubbornly he did repugne the truth, 
Abouta certaine queſtion m the Law, 
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of Yorke, and him : 
With other vileand igt.ominious tearmes. 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my Lords worthincſle, 
I cranethe benefirof Law of Armes. 
Yer. And that is my petition (Noble Lord:) 
For though he ſecme with forged queint conceite 
Tofet a gloſſe upon his bold intent, 
Yet know (my Lord) 1 wasprovok'd by him, 
And he firſt tooke exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing that the paleneſſe of this Flower, 


| Bewray'd the faintnefſe of my Maſters heart, 


Torke. Will notthis malice Somerſet belefr? 
Som. Your private grudge my Lord of Yorke,wilout, 
Though ne'reſo cunniagly yon ſmother it, 
' Kivg. Good Lord what madnefſerules in braine- 
ſicke men, 
When for ſo ſlight-and frivolonsacaule, 
Such factions zmulations ſhallariſe e 
Geod Couſins both of Yorke and Somerſet, 
Quiet your ſelves , and be at peace, 
Torke. Letthis difſention firſt betryed by fight, 
And then your Highneſle ſhal command a Peace» 
Som. The quarrelitouchech none bur us alone, 
Betwikt our ſelves letus decide it then. 
Tarke. There iswny pledge, accept it Somerſet. - 


Uer. Nay, let it reſt where itbegan at firſt. ſg 


——— 


- — —_ 


—_— 


The faſt Part of Henry the Sixt. 


Beſſ. Confirmeit ſo, mine honourable Lord. : 
Gh. .Confirme it ſo ? Confounded be your ftrite, 
And periſh ye with your audaciousprate, 
Preſumptuous vaſlals, are you not aſham'd 
With this immodeſt clamorous outrage, 
To trouble and diſturbe the King,and Vs? 
| And you my Lords, methinkes you donot well 
Tobeare with their perverſe ObjeRions ; 
Much lefſe to take occaſion from their mouthes, 
To raiſe a mutiny betwixt your ſelves: 
Let me perſwade you raked better courſe. 
Exet. It grieves his Highneſle, 
Good my Lords,be friends. : 
King. Come bither you that would be Combatants : 
Henceforth 1 charge you, as you love our favour, 
Quiteto forget this Quarrell, and the cauſe. 
And you my Lords : Remember where we are, 
In France, amongſta fickle wavering Nation : 
If they perceive difſention 1n our lookes, 
And that within our ſelves we diſagree ; 
How willtheir prudging ſtomackes be provok'd 
To wilfull Diſobedience, and Rebell ? 
Beſide, W hat infamy will tkcre ariſe, 
When Forraigne Princes ſhall be certified, 
That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 
King Henries Pecres, and chicfe Nobility, 
Deſtroy'd themſelves, and loſt the Realme of France? 
Oh thinke upoa the Conqueſt of my Father, 
My tender yeares, andlet us not forgoe 
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. 
Let me be Vmper in this doubtfull ſtrife : 
Iſkeno reaſon if 1 weare this Role, 
That any one ſhouſd therefore be ſuſpitious 
Imore incline to Somerſet,then Yorke: 
Bothare my kinſmen, and I love them both- 
As wellthey may upbray'd me with my Crowne, 
Becauſe (forſooth) the King of Scots is Crown's, 
But your diſccetions better can perſwade, 
Then I am able to inſtru or teach : 
And therefore as we hither came in peace, 
Solet us ſtill continue peace and fove. 
Coſin of Yorke, we inſtitute your Grace 
To be our Regent 1n thele parts of France z 
And good my Lord of Somerſet, unite. Ge, 
Yourtroopes of horſemen, with his Bands of foote, 
And liketrue SubjeRs, ſonnes of your Progenitors, 
Go cheerefully together, and diſgeſt 
Your angry Choller on your Enemies. 
Our Selfe,wy Lord Protector, and the reſt, 
After ſome reſpit will returne to Calice ; 
From thence to England, where I hope cre long 
Tobe preſented by your Victories, 
With (bares, «-lanſon, and that Traiterous rout. 
— Exeunt, CManet Norke Warwicke, Exater, Varnon. 
Way. My Lord of Yorke, I promiſe you the King 
Prettyly (me thought) did play the Orator.) 
Torke. And ſo he did, but yer Ilike it not, 
lnthat he weares the badge of Somerſet. 
Way. Tuſh, that was bur his fancie, blame him not, 
| I dare preſume (ſweet Prince)he thought no harme. 
Yorke, And if I wiſh he did. Butlct itreft, | 
Other affayres muſt now be managed. 
| Floursſh. CManet Exeter, | 
| Exer, Well didſt thou Richard to ſupprefle thy yoyce: 
| ?or had the paſſions of thy heart burſt out, 
Ifeare we ſhould have ſeenedecipherdthere 


$ . 
. all. 
Wn: 


£xewnt, 


| Morerancorous ſpight, more furious raging broyles, 

| Then yet canbe imagin'd or ſuppog'd : OS 

Bur howſoere, no ſimple man that ſees 

This tarring diſcord of Nobilitic, 2 

This ſhouldering of cach other inthe Court, 

This factiousbandying of their Favourites, 

But that it doth preſage ſome il] event. 

'Tis much, when Sccpters are in Childrens hands 2 

Buc more, when Envy breeds unkinde deviftion” Ext. 

Thencomes the ruine, there begins confuſion. 
Enter T albot with Trumpet and Drumme, 

before Brrdeaux. 


Talb. Goto theGates of Burdeaux, Trumpeter, 
Summon their Generall unto the Wall. Soands, 
| . Enter Generall aloft. 
Engiiſh John Talbot (Captaines) calls you forth, 
Scrvantin Armes to Harry King of England, 
And thus he would. Open your City Gates, 
Be humbled to us, call my Soveraigne yours, 
Anddo him homage as obedient Subjcds, 
Andlle withdraw me, and my bloody power. 
But if you frowne upon this proffer'd Peace, 
You tempt the fury of my three atrendants, 
Leane Famine, quzicering Stecle, and climbing Fire, 
Who ina momenr, even with thecarth, 
Shalllay your {ately, and ayre-braving Towers, 
If youtorlake the offer of their love. 
Cap. Thou ominous ind fearefull Owle of death, 
Onr Nations terror, and their bloody ſcourge, 
The period of thy Tyranny approacketh, 
Oa usthon canft not enter but by death : 
For I proteit we are well fortified, 
And frongenough to ifſue out and fight. _ 
1f thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed, 


On either hand thee, there are ſquadrons pitcht, 
| To wallthee from the liberty of Flight ; 
Ten thouſand French have tane the Sacrament, 


And no way canſt thou turne thee for redrefle, 

Buc death doth front thee with apparant fpoyte, 

And pale deſtruction meetes thee 1n the face : 

To ryue their dangerous Artillerie 

Vpon no Chriſtian ſoule but Engliſh Talbot : 

Loe, there thou ſtandſt a breathing valiant man 

Of an invincible unconquer'd ſpint : 

This is the lateſt Glorie of thy prayſe, 

That I thy enemy dew thee withall : 

For ere the Glafſe that nuwy begins to runne, 
Finiſhthe proceſle of his ſandy houre, 

Theſe eyesthat ſec thee now well coloured, 

Shall ſec thee withered, bloody , pale, and dead. 

| Drum afarre eff. 

Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme,a warning bell, 
Sings heavy Maficke tothy timorous ſoule, 

And mine (hail ring thy dire departure ont. Ein. | 

Tat. He Fables not, 1 hearethe enemie: | 

Our ſome light Horſemen and peruſe their Wings. 
O negligent and heedleſſe Diſcipline, _ | 
How are we park'd and bounded ina pale ? | 
A little Heard of Englands timorous Deere, 
Maz'd witha yelping kenneil of French Curres. 
If we be Bogen Deere, be then in blood, 
Not Raſcail-like tofalldowne witha pinch, 


4 


But rather moodie mad : Aud deſperate Stagges, 


IT | 


Stands with the ſnares of Warretotanglethce. 


1 
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112 


The firſt Part of Hemy the Sixt, 


Turne on the bloody Hounds with heads of Steele, 
And makethe Cowards ſtand aloofe at bay : 
Sell every man his life asdeere as mine, ; 
And they ſhall fiade derre Deere of us my Friends: 
God, jo S. George, T albor and Englands right, | 
Proſper our Colors in this dangerous fight. Exthnt. 
Enter 4 Meſſenger that meets Torke. Enter Yorke 

with Trumpet, and many Souldiers. 


Terke. Are not the ſpeedy ſcouts return'd againe, 
That dog'd the mighty Army of the Dolphin? 
Meſſ. They arereturn'd my Lore, and giveit ont, 
Thar 4 is marchd to Burdcaux with hispower 
To fight with Talbot: as he march'd along, 
By your eſpyals werediſcovered : 
Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led, 
Which joyn'd with him, and made their march for | 
(Burdeaux 
Yorke. A plague upon that Villaine Somerſet, 
Thatthus delayes my promiſed ſupply 
-| Of horſemen, that were levied for thisficge. 
Renowned Talbot duth expect my ayde, 
And I amlowted by at Traitor Villaine, 
And cannot helpe the noble Chevalier : 
God comfort him in this neceflity : 
If he miſcarry, farewell WarresinFrance- 


Enter another Meſſenger. | 
2.Hef.Thou Princely Leader of our Englith ſtrength, 
Never ſo needfull on the earth of France, 
Spurretothe reſcuc of the Noble 7 albor, 
Whonow is girdled witha waſte of Iron, 
And hem'd about with grim deſtruction : © | 
To Burdeaux warlike Duke,to Burdeaux Yorke, 
Elſe farwell Ta/bor, France, and Englands honor. 
Torke. O God, that Somerſet who in proud heart 
Doth ſtop my Cornets, werein Talbots place, 
So ſhould we fave a valiant Gentleman, 
By forfeyting a Traitor and a Coward : 
Mad ire, bd wrathfull fury makes me weepe, 
That thus we dye, while remiſle Traicors ſleepe. 
AMeſf. O ſend ſome ſuccour to thediſireſt Lord. 
Torke.' Hedies, we loſe: I breake my warlike wofd: 
We mourne, France ſmiles: Welole, they dayly get, 
Alllong of this vile Traitor Somerſet, | 
Xeſf. Then God take mercy on brave T albotsſoule, 
1 And on his Sonne yong /oh, who two hours ſince, 
I met in travaile towards his warlike Father ; 
'Thisſeaven yecres did not T a/bor fee his ſonne, 
And now they meet where both theirlives are done. 
Yorke. Alas, what joy ſhall noble Talbot have, 
To bid his yong ſonne welcome to his Grave ; 
Away, vexaticn almoſt.ſtoppes my breath, 
| That ſundred friends greetein the houre ofdeath. 
Lacie farewell, no more my fortune can, 
But curſe the cauſe Icannot ayde the man. 
: Aaine,Bloys, Poytiers, and Towres,are wonneaway, 
allof Somerſet, and his delay. Exit, 
| Meſ. Thus whilethe Vulture of ſedition, 
Feedes in the boſome of ſuch great Commanders, 
' Sleeping neglefion doth betray to lofle : 
The Conqueſt of our {carſe-cold Conqueror, 
That ever-living man of Memorie, 
Heerie the fift : Whiles they each other crofle, 


. | Lives, Honours,Lands, andall, hurtieto lofſe. Exie. | 


+ - 


Emer Somer (et with bu eArmie. 


Som. It.istoo late, I cannot ſend them noyy : 
This expedition was by Yorke and Tatbor, 
Toora(hly plotted, All our generall force, 
_— with a fally ofthe very Towne 
Be buckled with: the over-daring Talbot 
Hath ſullied all kis glofſe of former Honor 
By this unhcedfull, deſperate, wilde adventure ; 
Torke {et him ofto fight, and dye in ſhame, 
That Talbot dead, great Torke might beare the name. 
Cap. Heere is Six William Lucie, who with me 
Set from our ore-matcht forces forth for ayde. 
Som. How now Sir William, whither were you ſent? 
£#. Whither my Lord,from bought and ſold L.7abe, 
Whoring'd abour with bold adverliitie, 
Criesout for noble Yorke and Somerſet, 
To beate aſlayling death from his weake Regions; 
And whiles the honourable Captaine there 
Drops blovdy ſwet fron his warre-wearied limbes, 
And 1nadvantage lingring lookes forreſcue, 
You his falſe hopes, the truft of Englands honour, 
Keepe off aloofe with worthleſſe cawlation ; 
Let not your private diſcord keepe away 
The levied ſuccours that ſhall Ithd him ayde, 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman 
Yeelds up his life unto a world of oddes- 
Orleance the Baſtard, Charles, and Burgwndie, 
Alanſon, Reignard, compaſſe him about, 
And Taber periſheth by your default. | 
Som, _ ſethim o11, Yorke ſhould have ſent him 
ayde. 
| Luc. And Yorkeas faſt upon your Grace exclaimes, 
Swearing that you with-hold his levied hoaſt, 
Colleed for this expedition. 
Som. York lyes: He might have ſent,8& had the Horle; 
I owe him little Dutie, and lefſe Love, 
And take foule {corne to fawne on him by ſending. 
Ls. The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now intraptthe Noble-minded T atbor : 
Never to England ſhall he beare his life , 
Bur dies betraid to foftuneby your frife. 
Som, Come go, I willdiſpatch the Horſemen ftrat: 
Within ſixe houres, they will be at his ayde. 
Ls. Toolate comes reſcue, he is tane or ſlaine, 
For flye he could not, if he would have fled : 
And flye would Talbot never though he might. 
Som, If he be dead, brave Talbot then adicu. | 
Ls, His fame livesinthe world. His ſhame in you. 
Exenm, 


Enter T albot and bis Some, 


Tal. O young lohn Talbot, 1 did ſend forthee 
To tutor thee in ſtratagems of Warre, 
That T a/bors name pale be in thee reviv'd, 
When ſaplefſe Age, and weake unable limbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chaire. 
But O malignant and ll-boading Starres, 
Now thouart came unto a Feaſt of death, 
A terrible and unavoyded danger : 
Therefore deere Boy, mount on my ſwiftelt horſe, 
And Ile dire&theehow thou ſhalt eſcape 
By ſodaine flight. Come, dally nor, be gone, 


Tobn, Ts my name Talbot ?andam I your Sonne ? Qui 


—_—_ Rn: 
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| And ſhall I flye?O, if you love my Mother, 
Diſhonor not her Honorable Name, 
To make a Baſtard;aud a Slave of me: 
The World will fay,he is not Talbers blood, 
That baſely fled, when Noble T a/ber ſtood. 
Talb. Flve,to revenge my death,if I be ſlaine. 
John. He that flyes{o0,will ne're returne againe, 
Tatb. If we both ſtay,we bothare ſure to dye. 
Jobs. Then let meſtay,and Father doe you flye: 
Your loſſe is great,ſo your regard ſhould be; 
My worth unknowne,no lofle is knowne in me. 
Vpen wy death,the French can little boaſt; 
Inyours they will, in you all hopes are loſt. 
Flight cannor ſtayne the Honor you have wonne, 
But mine it will,that no Exploit have done. 
Youfled for Vantage, every one will ſweare: 
Butif I bow,they'le {ay it was for fearc. 
There is no hope thatever I will ſtay, 
Ifthe firſt howre Ifſhrinke and run away: 
Here on my knee Ibegge Mortality, 
Rather then Life,preſerv*d with Infamy. 
Talb. Shall all thy Mothers hopes lyc in one Tombe? 
Tobs.T, rather then 1le ſhame my Mothers Wombe. 
Talb. Vpon my Blefling 1 command thee goe. 
Jobs. To fight I will, but not to flye the Foe. 
Tb. Part of thy Father may be fav*d in thee. 
ohn. No part of him,but will be ſhame in mee. 
Talb.Thou never hadſt Renowne,nor canſt not loſe it. 
John. Y es,yOur renowned Name:ſhall flight abuſe 1t? 


lon. Y ou cannot witneſle for me, being flaine. 
If Death be {o apparant, then both flye. 
Tatb, And leave my followers here.to fight and dye? 
My Age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. 
lohs. And ſhall my Youth be guilty of ſuch blame?, 
Nomore can I be ſevered from your ſide, 
Then can your ſelfe, your ſeife in twaine divide: 
Stay,zoc,doe what you will;the like doe I; 
ForliveI will not,it my Father dye. 
Talb. Then here i take my leave of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to eclipſe thy Life this afrernoone: 
Come, fide by ſide,together liveand dye, 
And Soule with Soule from France to Heaven flye. 
E xeront. 
e larum: Excurſions, wherem T albots Soune 
is bemm' d about, and T albot 
reſcues him. 
Tatb. Saint George, and V idtory;tight Souldiers, fight: 
TheRegent hath with Te/b9: broke his word, 
Andleft us tothe rage of France his Sword. 
Where is /obn T albor?pawic;and take thy breath, 
| I gave thee Life,and reicu'd thee from Death. 
lobn, O twice my Father,twiceam I thy Sonne; 
[The Life ho gavell me firlt, was loft and done, 
[ Till with thy Warlike Sword,defpight of Fate, 
| Tomy fetermin'd time thou gav'{t new date. 
Talb. When from the Dolphins Creſt thy Sword ſtruck 
{It warm'd thy Fathers heart with prowd deſire (tire, 
| Of bold-fac't Victory. Then Leaden Age, | 
Quicken'd with Yourbfull Spleene,and Warlike Rage, 
Beat downe +F/4»ſor,0rlearnce, Burgandie, 
| And from the Pride of Gallia reſcuedthce. 
The irefull Baſtard Orleance,that drew blood 
From thee my Boy,and had the Maidenhood 
| Of thy firſt fight, Il ſoone enconntred, 
| Andinterchanging blowes,I'quickly ſhed 
Av 
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Tal.Thy Fathers charge ſhal cleare thee from  ſtaine. 
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Some of his Baſtard blood and in diſgrace 

Beſpoke him thus: Contaminated, bale, 

And mis-begotten blood I ſpill of thine, 

Meane and right poarefor that pure blood of mine; 
Which thou didlt force from T albor,my brave Boy. 
Here purpoſing the Baſtard to deſtroy, 

Camein ſtrong reſcue. Speake thy Fathers care: 
Artthou not weary /obw? How do'ſt thou fare? 
Wile thou yctlavethe Battaile, Boy,and flie, 

Now thouartſeal'd the Sonne of Chivalry? 
Flye,to revenge my death whenI am dead, 

The helpe cf one ſtands me inlittle ſtead. 

Oh, too much folly is it, well I wor, 

To hazardallour lives in one ſmall Boat. 

If Iroday dye not with Frenchmens Rage, 

To morrow T ſhall dye with mickle Age: 
By me they nothing gaine,andif I itay, 

Tis but the ſhortning of my Life one day. 
In thee thy Mother dyes, our Houſeholds Name; 
My Deaths Revenge,thy Youth,and Englands Fame; 
Alltheſe,and more, we hazard by thy tlay; 


| Allthcſeare ſav'd, if thou wilt flye away. 


Toba. The Sword of Orleaxce hath not made me ſmart, 
Theſe words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart. 
Oa that aduantage, bought with ſuch a ſhame, 

To faveapaltry Lifc,andflay bright Fame, 
Before young Tatbet from old Talbot flye, 

The Coward Horſe that beares me, fall and dye: 
And like me to the peſant Boyes of France, 

To be Shammes fcorne,and ſubje of Miſchance. 
Surely,>yall the Glory you have wonne, 
AndifI flye,I amnor Talbots Sonne. 

Then talke no more of flight;it is no boot, 

If Sonne to T atber, dye at Talbors foot. 

Tath, Then follow thou thy deſp'rate Syre of Creet 
Thou /carxs, thy Life to me is ſweet: 

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers ſide, 
And commendable proy'd,ker's dye in pride. Exit, 
eAlarum. Excurſions. Enter old 

T albot led. 


Talb. Whereis my other Life?mine owne is gone. 
O, where's young Tatbor where is valiant 1ohn? 
Triumphant Dezth, {mcar'd with Captivity, 
Young Tatbots Valour makes meſmile art thee. 
When he perceiv'd me {hrinke,and on my Knee, 
His bloody Sword he brandiſht over mee, 

And likea hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage, and ſterne Imparience: 
But when my angry Guardant ſtood alone, 
Tendring my ruine, and afſayl*d of none, 
Dizzie-ey*d Fury,and great rage of Hearr, 


! Suddenly made him from my fide to ſtare 


Into the cluſtring Batraile of the French: 
And in that Sca of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His over-mounting' Spirit ; and there di'de 
My /caras, my Bloſſome,in his pride. 

Enter with Tohn T alhot borne. 


Serv.O my deare Lord,loe where your Sonne is botne. f 


Ta.Thou antique Death,which laugh'ſt us herero ſcorn, 
Anon from thy inſulting Tyrannie, 
Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, 


Two Talbets winged throughthe lirher Skie, 
In thy deſpight ſhall ſcape Mortality. 
O thou whoſe wounds become hard favoured death, 
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 Speake to thy father,crethou yeeld thy breath, Oh,that I could but call theſe dead to life, 

Brave death by | on n. ater wp he will or no: It were enough to fright the Realme of France. 
Imagine him a Frenchman,and thy Foe. Werebut his Pifture left amongſt you here, 

Peort Boy,he ſmiles,me thinkes, as who ſhould ſay, It would amaze the prowdeſt of you all. | 
Had Death bene French,then Death had dyed to day. Give me their Bodyes,that I may beare them hence, 
| Come,come,and lay him in his Fathers armes, And give them Buriall,as beſeemes their worth, 
My ſpiritcanno longer beare theſe harmes. Puc. I thinke this upſtart is old Talbots Ghoſt, 
Souldiers adicu : I have whit I would have, He ſpeakes with ſach aproud commanding ſpirit: 
Now my old armesare yong Johri Talbore grave. Dyes | For Gods ſake let him have him;to keepe them here, 

WI. They would but ſtinke,and purrifie the ayre. 
(har. Go take their bodies hence, 


eA je p Quin tus. Sc ena Prim A. Zxcy. Ile beare them hence:burt from their athes tal 
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bereard 

— A pr that ſhall makeall France affear'd. 

; C2ar.So we be rid of them,do withthem what } wilt. 
Enter ('harles, Alauſon, Buygundie,Baſt ara, And now to Paris in this conquering vaine, 


and Pucell. All will be ours,now bloody T atbor's flaine. Exit, 


| 
; 
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| Char. Had Yorke _ a reſcue in, n— I "RET; 
We ſhould have founda bl y of this. 
Baft. How the yong whelew Talbots raging wood, AY Cana Secun da e 
Did ficſh hispuny-{word in Frenchmens blood. 
Puc. Once Tencountred him,znd thus I faid: 
| Thou Maiden youth,be vanquiſht by a Maide. - Ember King, Gloceſter, and Exeter. 
But with a provd Majeſticall high fcorne 
Heanſwer'd thus: Yong Talbot was not borne King, Have youperus'd the Letters from the Pope, 
To be the pillage of a G1glot Wench, | TheEmperor,and the Earle of Arminack? 
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. wi - Glo. T have my Lord,and their intent isthis, 
Bur. Doubtleſſe he would have made a noble Knight: | They humbly ſue ynto your Excellence, 
See where he lyes inhzrced in the armes To have a godly peace concluded of, 
| Of the moſt bloody Nurffſer of his harmes. . Betweene the Realmes of England, and of France. 
Baſt. Hew th-m-to peeces, hack their bones aſſunder, King. How doth yeur Grace affe& their motion? 
Whoſe life was Englands glory,Gallia's wonder , Glo. Well(my good Lord)and as the only meancs 
({/har. Oh no forbeare:For that which we have fled To ſtop effuſion of our Chriſtian blood, 
During the life, let usnot ws or it dead. And ſtabliſh quictnefle on every ſide. + 
Enter Lucy. — . Xing, I marry Vnckle,for I alwayes thought 
L#, Herald,condu@ me to the Dolphins Tent, It was both impious and unnatural, 
To know who hath obtain'd the glory of the day, That ſuch immanity and bloody ſtrife 
Char. On what ſubmiſſive meſſage art thou ſent? Should reigneamong Profeſſors of one Faiths 
Lacy. Submiſſion Dolphin?Tis a meere French word: | Gb, Beſide my Lord,the ſooner to effec, 
We Engliſh Warriours wot not what 1t meanes. And ſurer bindethis knot of amitie, 
| Tcome to know what Priſoners thou haſt tane, The Earle of Arminacke neere knit ts Charles, 
Andto ſurvey the bodies of the dead. [ES A man of great Authority in France, 
Char. For priſonersaskſt thou? Hell onr priſon is. Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace, 
But tell me whom thoufeek ſt? _ In marriage,with a large and ſumptuous Dowry, 
,. Lxc. But where's the great Alcidesof the field, Kwg. Marriage Vnckle? Alas my yeares arc yong; 
Valiant Lord Talbot Earle of Shrewsbury? And fitter is my ſtudy,and my Bookes, 
Created for his rare ſuccefſe in Armes, Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 
Great Earle of 7«/sford,Waterford,and Valence, Yer call th'Embafſadors, ard as you pleaſe, 
Lord T atbet of Goodrig and Vrehinfiela, | Soletthem have their anſweres every one: 
Lord Strange of Bleckmere, Lord Verdon of eAlton, I ſhall be well content with any choyee 
Lord Cromwell of Wingefield,Lord Furnivall of Sheffeild, | Tendsto Godsglory,and Countries wealc, 
Thethrice vicorious Lord of Falconbriage, | 
Knight of the Noble Or der of I. George, E nter Wincheſter aud three eAmba {ſader F 5 
Worthy S. ichael,and the Golden Fleece, 
Great Marfhall to our King Her the ſixt, | Exet. What,is my Lord of Wincheſter inſtall'd, 
Ofall his Warres within the Realme of France. And call'd unto a Cardinalls degree? 
Puc, Heere's a ſilly ſtately ſtile indeede: Then 1 perceive,that will be verified 
| The Turke that twoand fifty Kingdomes hath, Henry the Fift did ſometime propheſie. 
Writes notſo tediousa Stileasthis. IF once he come to bea Cardinal, 
Him thatthou magnifi'ſt with all theſe Tirles, | Hee'l make his cap coequall with the Crowne: 
Stinking and bo 4 mo lyes heere at our freete, King. My Lords Ambaſſadors, your ſeverall ſuites 
_ » Zu. 1s Talbor{laine,the Frenchmens only Scourge, Have bin conſider*dand debated on, 
Your Kingdomes terror,and blacke Nymeſie? Your purpoſe is both good and reaſonable: 
. Oh were minceye-balles into Bullets curn'd, And therefore are we certainly reſolv'd, 
| That I in rage might ſhoot themat your faces, To draw conditions ofa friendly:peace, 
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Which by my Lord Wincheſter we meane 


be tranſported pretently to France. ab 

gs And Bthe — of my Lord your Maiſter, 
I have inform'd bis Highneſle fo at large, 
As liking of the Ladies vertuous gifts, 
Her Beauty,and the valew of her Dower, 
Hedoth intend ſbe ſhall be Englands Queene, | 

King. In argument and proofe of which contract, 
Bare her this lewell,pledge of my affection. 
And ſomy Lord Protector {ce them guarded, 
And fafcly brought to Dover,wherein ſhip'd. 
Commit them to the fortune of the ſea.  Exenat- 

' Win, Stay my Lord Legate,you ſhall firſt receive 

The ſumme of money which I promiſed 
Should be delivered to his Holineſle, 
For cloathing me in theſe grave Ornaments. 

Legar. I willattend upon your Lordſhips leyſure, 

Fin. Now Wincheſter will notſubmit,l trow, 
Or be inferiour to the proudeſt Peere; 
Hmifrey of Gloſter,thou ſhalt well perccive, 
Thatneither in birth,or for authority, 
The Biſhop will be over-borne by thee: 
lle either make thee ſtoope,and bend thy knee, 


Or ſacke this Country with a mutiny. Excunt. 


Scena T ertia. 
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Enter Charles , Burgundy ,o Alanſon,Baſt ard, 
Reignier and Lone. 


(bar. Theſe newes (my Lords) may cheere our droo- 
ping ſpirits: 

Tis faid,the ſtout Parifians do revolt, 
| And returne againe unto the warlike French. | 

eAlan. Then march to Paris Royall Charles of France, 
And keepe not backe your power in dalliance. 

Pwc. Peace be amongſt them if they turne to us, 
Elſeruine combate with their Pallaces. 

Emer Scont. 

| Scout, Succeſſe unto our valiant Generall, 
And happinefſe to his accomplices. 
| Cher. What tidings ſend our Scout9?I prethee ſpeak, 
' , Scout. The Engliſh Army that divided was 
Intotwo parties,1s now conjoyn'd in one, 
Ard meancsto give you batrell preſently. 

(har.Somewhar too ſodaine S1rs,the warning is, 
But we will preſently provide for them» 
- Bar. I truſt the Ghoſt of Talber is not there: 
Now he is gone my Lord,you neede not feare; 
' Pac. Of all baſe pallions,Feare is moſt accurlt. 
Command the Conqueſt (harles, it ſhall be thine: 
Let Heyry fret,andall the world repine. 

ar, Then on my Lords,and France be fortunate. , 
Excunt. Alarum. Excurſions. 


Enter lone de Pucel.. 


Pc, The Regentconquers, and the Frenchmen flye. 
Now helpe ye charming Spelles and Periapts, 
ye choyſe ſpirits that admonith me, 

And give me {ignes of future accidents- 


Thunder. 


You ſpcedy helpers,thatare ſubſiitures 
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Vnderthe Lordly Monarch of theNorth, 
Appeare,andayde me in this enterprizee 
: Enter Frends, 
This ſpeedy andquicke appearanceargues proofe 
Of your accuſtom'd diligence to me. 
Now ye Familiar Spirits,that are cull'd 
Out of the powertuil Regions under carth, 
Helpe me this once, that France may get the field. 
| T hey walke,and ſpeake not. 
| Oh hold menot with ſilence over-long: 
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
Ile lop a member off;and give it you, 
In earneſt of a further benefit: 
| So you docondeſcendtohelpe me now. 
They 
No hope to have redreſl&?My body ſhall 
Pay recompence,if you will graunt my ſuite, 
T hey ſhake their beads. 
Cannot my body, nor blood-facrifice, 
Intreate you to your wonted furtherance? 
Then take my {oule;my body,foulc,and all, 
Before that England give the French the foyle. 
T bey depart. 
Sce;they forſake me.Now the time is come, 
That France muſt vale herlofty plumed Creſt, 
And let her head fall into Englands Jappe. 
My ancieat Incantations are too weake, 
And hell too ſtrong for me to buckle with: 
Now France,thy glory droopeth to the duſt. 


Excurſions, Burgundy and Yorks fight hand to 
' band, French flje, 


hang their heads. 


Exit. 


Yorke. Damſcll of France, I thinke T have you falt, 
Vnchaine your ſpirits now with ſpelling Charmes, 
Andrry if they can gaine your liberty. 


' A goodly prizetit for the divels grace. 


Sec how the vgly Witch doth bend her browes, 
As if with (ce , ſhe would changemy ſhape. 
Puc. Chang'd toa worſer ſhapethoucanſt not be; * 
Ter. Oh, C harles the Dolphin is a proper man, 
No ſhape but his can pleaſe your dainty eye. 
Pac. A plaguing miſcheefe light on Charies, and thee, 
And may ye both be ſodainly turpriz'd 
By bloudy hands, in fleeping on your beds. 
Torke. Fell banning Hagge, Inchantreſſe hold thy 
tongue. | 
Pac. I pretheegive meleave tocurſe awhile, 
Tor. Curſe Miſcreant, when thou comlt tothe ſtake 
Exeunt, 
Alarum. Enter Suffolke with Margaret 
1 his hand, 


S»ff. Be what thou wilt,zhou art my priſoner. 
Gazes 8n her. 
Oh Faireſt Beauty, do not feare,nor flye: 
For I will touch thee but with reyerend hands, 
I kiſſe theſe fingers for eternall peace; 
Andlay them gently onthy tender fide. 
W haart thou,{ay?that I may honor thee. 
Mar. Margaret my namec,and daughter to a 
The King of Naples, who ſoere thouart, 
S«f. And Earle Iam,and Suffolke am I call'd. 
Be not offended Natures myracle, 
Thou art alotted to be tane by me: - -.. 
So doth the Swan her downy Cignets fave, 
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' Keeping them priſoner underneath hir wings: 
Yetif this ſervile uſage once offend, 
Go,and be free againe,as Suffolkes friend. 
' Oh ſtay:I have no power to let her paſle, | 
' My hand would tree her, but my heart ſayes no- 
As playes the Sunne upon the glaſſic ſtreames, 
Twinkling another counterfetted beame, 
So ſeermes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes, 
Faine would IL wooe her, yet 1 dare not ſpeake: . 
He call for Penand Inke,and write my mindes 
Fye De /a Pole,diſable notthy (elfe: FE. 
Haſt not a Tongue? Is ſhe not heere thy priſoner? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans fight? 
| I:Beauties Princely Majeſty is ſuch, 
Confounds the tongue, and makes the ſenſes rough. 
CIMar. Say Earle of Suffolke,if thy nawebe ſo, 
W hat ranſome mult I pay before I pafle? 
For I perceive 1 am'thy priſoner. 
Suf. How canſt thou tell the will deny thy ſuite, 
Before thou makearriall of her love? - A 
A. Why ſpeale*ſ thou not? What ranſom muſt I pray? 
Sef. She's beautifull; andtherefore to be Weoed: 
che isa Woman;theretore to be Wonne, 
IMar. Wilt thou accept of ranſome, yea or no? 
Swf. Fond man, remember that thou haſt a wite, 
Then how can Alargarer bethy Paramour? 
Mar. I were beittoleave him,for he will not heare. 
Suf. There all is marr'd:there lies a cooling card. 
War. Hetalkes at randon:ſurethe man is mad. 
Suf. And yer adiſpenſation may be had, 
CIar. And yet 1 would that you would anſwer me: 
_ Saf. Ile win this Lady Margaret, For whom? 
Why for my King: Tuſh,that's a woodden thing. 
Afar. He talkes of wood:lIr is ſome Carpenter. 
Swf. Yet ſo my fancy may be ſatisfied, 
And peace eſtabliſhed betweene theſe Realmes. 
But there remaines a ſcruple in thattoo: 
For though her Father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of eAnjo# and CHayne,yet is he poore, 
And our Nobility will ſcorne the match. 
CMar. Heare ye Captaine? Are you not at leaſure? 
Sf. Tt ſhall be ſo,diſdaine they ne're ſo much: 
Henry is youtbfull;and will quickly yecld. 
Madam,I have a ſecret to reveale. 
Afar. Whatthough I be inthral'd , he ſeems a knight, 
And will not any way diſhonor me, 
Suf. Lady ,vouchſatc to liſten what I ſay. 
CAHar. Perhaps I ſhall be reſcu'd by the French, 
And then I need not crave his curteſic. 
Suf.' Sweet Madam,give me hearing in a cauſe. 
Aar. Toſh, women have bene captivate ere now. 
Saf. Lady ,wherefore talke you ſo? 
Aar. 1 cry you mercy,'*tis but 2»id for 20. 
Swf. Say gentle Princeſſe, would you not ſuppoſe 
| Your bondage happy,to be made a Queene? 
Mar. To be a Queene in bondage,is more vile, 
Than is aſlave,in bale ſcrvility:; 
For Princes ſhould be free. 
S#f. And ſo ſhall you, 
Ifhappy Englands Royall King be free. 
Mar.” Why what concernes his freedome unto mee? 
Swf. Ile undertake to make thee Henries Queene, 
To puta Golden Scepter in thy hand | 
Andſct a precious Croune upon thy head, 
If thou wilt condeſcend to be my 
| Mar. What? 


* $ 
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She is goings 


S#f. His love. © | 

CIMar. Iam unwortby to be Hewries wife. 

Suf. No gentle Madam, I unworthy am 
To wooe fo faire aDame to be his wife, 
And have no portion in the choice my ſelfe. 
How ſay you Madam,are ye ſo content? 

Mar. And if my Father pleaſe, I am content. 

Sxf. Then call our Captaines and our Celours forth 
And Madam,at your Fathers Caſtle walles, ; 
Wee'i crave a parley,to conferre with him. 

Sown Enter Reignier on the Waller, 

See Reignier ſee,thy daughter priſoner. 

Reig. To whom? 

Saf. To me. 

Reig, Suffolke, what remedy? 
I ama Souldier, and unaptto weepe, 
Or to exciaime on Fortunes ficklenefle, 

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord, 
Conſent,and for thy Honor give conſent, 
Thy daughter ſhall be wedded to my King, 
Whom 1 with paine have wooed and wonne thereto: 
Ard chis her eafic held impriſonment, 
Hath gain'd thay daughter Princely liberty. 

Reig. Speakes Suffolke as he thinkes? 

Suf. Faire Margaret knowes, 
Thar Suffolke doth not flatter,face,or faine. 

Reg. V pon thy Princely warrant,I deſcend, 
To give thee anſwer of thy juit demand. 
Suf. And heere I will expe thy comming. 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Reignier. 


Rezg, Welcome brave Earle into our Territories, 
Command in Axjox what your Honor plcaſcs. 
S»f. Thankes Rezgnier,happy for ſo {weet a Childe, 
Fitto be made companion with a King: 
What anſwer makes your Grace unto my ſuite? 
Reig. Sitice thou doſt daigne to wooe her little worth, 
To be the Princely Brideof ſuch a Lord: 
V pon condition I may quietly 
Enjoy mine owne,the Country Aſaie and Avjov, 
Free from oppreſſion,or the ſtroke of Warre, 
My daughter ſhall be Henrses,if he pleaſe, 
Swf. That is her raniome, I deliver her, 
And thoſe two Counties I willundertake 
Your Grace ſhall well and quietly enjoy. 
Reig. And I againe in Hewries Royall name, 
As Deputy unto that gracious King, 
Give thee her hand for ligne of plighted faith. 
Suf. Reignier of France, I givethee Kingly thankes, 
Becautcthis isin Tralticke ofa King, 
And yet methinkes I could be well content 
To be mine owne Atturney in this caſe. 
Heoverthen to England with this newes, 
And make this marriageto be folemniz'd: 
So farewell Reignier, (ct this Diamond ſafe 
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes. 
Reig. I doembrace thee,as I would embrace 
The Chriſtian Prince King He»ry were he heere. 
Aar,Farewell my Lord,good wiſhes,praiſe,& prayers, 
Shall Suffolke ever have of Margaret. Shee is gowsy- 
Swf. Farewel ſweet Madam:-but hearke you dargart. 
No Princely commendations to my King? 
Mar. Such commendations as becomes a Maide,: 
A Virgin.and his Servant,ſay to him. 
Saf. Words ſweetly plac'd,and modeſtly direfted, Fre 
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But Madame,I muſt trouble you againe, 
| Noloving Token to bis Majeſty?” 
| Mar. Yes,my good Lord,a pure unſpotted hearty 
Never yet taint with love,I ſend the King. 

Sf. And this withall. « Kiſſe her. 

Mar. That for thy ſelfe,I willnot ſo preſume, 

To ſend ſuch peeviſh tokens toa King. 

Suf. Oh wert thou for my ſelte:but Swffolke ſtay, 
Thou mayelt not wander in that Labyrinth, 
There Minotaurs and agly Treaſons lurke. 
Solicite Henry with her wonderous praiſe, 
Bethinke thee on her Vertues that ſurmount, 
Made naturall Graces that extinguiſh Arr, 
Repeate their ſemblance often onthe Seas, 
"That whenthou com'ſt to kreele at Hevnries feete, 
Thou mayeſt dercave him of his wits with wonder,Exit. 


Enter Yorke Warwicke,Shepheard,Pucel. 
- Nor. Bring forth that Sorcereſlſe condemn'd to burne. 
Shep. Ah /oxe, this kils thy Fathers heart out-right, 
Have 1 ſought every Countrey farre and neere, 
And now it is my chance to finde thee out, 
Muſt I behoid thy timeleſſe cruell death: - 
Ah lone, ſweet daughter lle die with thee. 
Pac. Decrepit Milſer,baſe ignoble Wretch, - 
Iam deſcended of a gentler blood. 
Thou art no Father,nor no Friend of mine. 
Shep. Out, out:My Lords and pleaſe you, 'tis not ſo, 
Idid beget hergail the Pariſh knowes: 
Her Mother liverh yet,can teſifie 
She was the firit fruite of my Bach'ler-ſhip, 
war, Graceleſle,wil: thou deny thy Parentage? 
Tor. This argnes what her kinde of life hath beene, 
Wicked and vile,and ſo her death concludes. 
Sep. Fye Jone,that thou wilt be {o obſtacle; 
God knowes,thouart a collop of my fleſh, 
And for thy ſake have I ſhed many a teare: 
Deny me not, I prythee, gentle /onz, | uy 
Pac. Pezantavant. You have ſuborn'd this man 
Of purpoſe,to obſcure my Noble birth. | 
. Shep, *Tis true, I gavea NobletothePrieſt, 
The morne that I was wedded to her mother. 
Kneele downe and take my bleſſing, good my Gyrle. 
Wilt thou not ſtoope? Now curſed bethe time 
Of thy nativity:I would the Milke 
Thy mother gavethee when thou ſucksd'ſt her breſt, 
Had bin a little Rats-bane for thy ſake. 
Orelſe, when thou didſt keepe my Lambes a field, 
I with ſome ravenous Wolfe had caten thee. 
Doeſt tou deny thy Father,curſed Drab? 
O burne her,bacne her hanging is too goods. 
Por. Take her away, for ſhe hath liv'd too long, 
Tofill the world with vicious qualities. 
Pur, Firſt let metell you whom you have condemn'd; 
| Not me, begotten ofa Shepheard Swaine, 
But iſſued from the Progeny of Kings. 
Vertuous and Holy, choſen from above, 
By inlþiration of Celeſtiall Grace, 


Exit, 


I never had todo with wicked Spirits, 

But yourtar are polluted with your. luſtes, 
Stain'd withthe guiltlefſe blood of Innocents, 
Corrupt and tainted witha thouſand Vices: 
Becanſe you want the grace that others have, 
You judgeir ſtraight athing impoſſible 

To compaſſe Wonders, butby helpe of divels. 


ET 


© Theft Partof King Henry the Sixth, 


To werke exceeding miracles onearth, | 


No miſconceived, lone of Airehath dens 
A Virgin from her tender infancy, - 


—_—__ 


\] Chaſte,and immaculate in very thought, 


'| Whoſe Maiden-blood thus rigoroully effus'd, 
Will cry for Vengeance at the Gates of Heaven. 
Tor. },I:away with her toexccution. 
War.and hearkeye firs:becauſc ſhe is a Maide, 
Spare for no Faggots,letthere be enow: 
Place barrelles of pitch upon the farall ſtake, 
That fo her torture may be ſhortned. 

Pac. Will nothing turne yourunrelenting hearts? 
Then /oze diſcover thine infirmity, 

'That warranteth by Law,to be thy priviledge. 
Iam with childe ye bloody Homicides: 
Murther not then the Fruite within my Wombe, 
Although ye hale me toa violent death, 

Yor, Now heaven forfend,the holy Maid with child? 

War. The greateſt miracle thar ere ye wrought: 
Is all your {tri& preciſeneſſe come to this? 

Tor. She and the Dolphin have bin jugling, 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Well go to,we will haveno Baſtards live, 
Eſpecially ſince Charles muſt Father it. 

Pac. You are deceiv'd,my childe is none of his, 
It wase-4layſon that injoy'd my love. 

Yor. eAlayſon that notorious Machevile? 
It dyes,and if it hada thouſand lives. 

Pac. Oh give me leave,I have deluded you, 
"Twas neither (harles,nor yet the Duke I nam'd, 
But Resgnier King of Naptesthar prevail'd. 

var. A married man!that'smoſt intollerable. 


(There were ſo many) whom ſhe may accuſe. 
ar. It's ſigne ſhe had beene liberallard free. 
Tor. And yet for{ooth ſhe isa Virginpure, 

Strumpet,thy words condemnethy Brat,and thee. 

Vſe no intreaty,for it isin vaine, 

P#. Then lead me hence:withwhomT leave my curſe. 

May never glorious Sunne reflex his beames 

Vpon the Countrey where you make abode: 

| But darkneſſe,and the gloomy ſhade of death 

Inviron you,till Miſcheefe and Deſpaire, 

Drive you to break your necks,or hang your ſclves. Exit. 

Emer (ardinall, 

* Yor. Breake thou in peeces,and conſume to aſhes, 

You fowle accurſed miniſter of Hell. 

Car. Lord Regent,I do greete your Excellence 

With Letters of Commiſhon from the King. 

For know my Lords,the States of Chrittendome, 

Mov'd with remorſe of theſe out-ragiousbroyles, 

Have earneſtly implor'd a generall peace, 

Betwixt our Natior,and thaſpyring French 

And heere at hand, tke Dolphin and his Fraine 

Approacheth,to conterre aboutfomematters. 

Yor. Is all our travell turn'd to this effect, - 

After theſlaughter of ſo many Feeres,* // | 

So many Caprtaines, Gentlemen,and Souldiers, 

That in this quarrell have beeene overthrowne, 


Shall we at laſt conclude effeminatepeace? i 1. 


| Have we not loſt moſt partofall the Townes, 


By treaſon, Falſhood,and by Treachery,...:1 

Our great Progebitors had conquered? 1 +: - + 
Oh Warwicke,Warwicke, I foreſce withgreefe 
The utter loſſe of all the Realme of France. 

Far. Be patient Yorke,if we conclude a Peace 
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And ſold their bodies for their 'Countries benefir, tl 


Yor. Why here'sa Gyrle : I thinke ſhe knowes not wel 
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The firſt Part of King Henry the Sixth. 


It ſhallbe with ſuch tric and ſevere Covenants, 
Aslittle ſhall the Frenchmen gaine thereby. 


Enter Charles, Alanſon Baſtard, Reignier. 


Char: Since Lords of England,it isthus agreed, 
That peacefull truce ſhall be proclaim'd in France, 
We come to be informed by your ſelves, 

What the conditions of that league mult be. 

Tor. Speake Wincheſter,for boyling choller chokes 
The hollow paſlage of my poyſon'd voice, 
By fight of theſe our balcfull enemies. 

Win. Charles, and the reſt, it is enated thus: 

Thar in regard King Hemry givesconſent, 

Of meere compaſſion,and of lenity, 

To eaſe your Country ofdiſtreſſefull Warre, 
And ſuffer you to breathe in fruicfull peace, 

You ſhall become true Liegemen ro his Crowne. 
And Charles, upon condition thou wilt ſweare 
To pay him tribate,and ſubmit thy ſelfe, 

Thou ſhalt be plac'd as Viceroy under him, 

And ſtilt enjoy thy Regall dignity. 

Alan. Muit he be then as ſhadow of himſcife? 
Adorne his Temples with a Coronet, 
And yet in ſubſtance and authority, 

Retaine but priviledge of a private man? 
This proffer is abſurd,and reaſonleſle. 

Cher, Tis knowne already that 1am pofleſt 
With more then halfe the Gallian Territorics, 
Andrherein reverenc'd for their lawfull King. 
Shall I for lucre of thereſt un-vanquiſht, 

Detra&t ſo much from that prerogative, 

As to be call'd but Viceroy of the whole? 

No Lord Ambaſlador,lle rather keepe 

That which I have,than coveting for more 
Be caſt from poſſibility of all. 

Tor. Inſulting Charles, haſt thou by ſecret meanes 
Vs'd intercelſlion to obtaine a league, 

And now the matter growes to compremize, 
Stand'ſtthou aloofe upon Compariſon. 
Either accept the Title thou uſurp'|, 

' Of benefit proocecding from our King, 

| And not of any challenge of Deſert, 

Or we will plague thee with inceſſant Warres. 

Rep. My Lord,you do not well in obſtinacy, 

To cavill inthe courſe of this Contrat: 
If onceit be negleed,ten to one - 
We ſhall not finde like opportunity. 
Ales, Toſay the truth,it is your policy, 
To fave your SubieQs from ftich maflacre 
And rurhlcfſe ſlaughters as are daily ſcene. 
Byour proccedingin Holbtlity. | 
 Andthereferetake this compatt ofa Truce, 
: Although youbreakeit,when your pleaſure ſerves, 
| War. How ſay thou Charles? 
: Shall aur Condition and? 
Char. It Shall: _ IP 
- Onely reſery*d;youchime no interelt ' 
- Inany ofour Townes of Garriſon, 
' Tor. Thenſweare Allegeance to his Majeſty, 
 Asthou art Knigh er todiſobey, 
; Nor be Rebdllioustothe Crowne of England, 
' Thou nor thy Nobles,to the Crowne of England. 
| - So, nowdilmifle your Army'when ye pleaſe: 
Hing ap Yomyegnen et your Drummesbe ſtill, 
For weentertaine aſolemnepeace, *' Exeunt. 
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E ner Suffolke in conference with the K ng, 
Gloceſter,and Exeter. 


King. Your wondrous rare deſcription(noble Earle) 
Of beauteous Hargaret hath aſtoniſh'd me: 
Her vertues graced with externall gifts, 
Do breed Loyes ſctled paſſions in my heart, 
And like as rigour of tempeftuous guſtes 


' Provokes the mightieſt Hulke againſt thetide, 


Soam I driven by breath of her Renowne, 
Either to {uffer Sphipwracke,or arrive 
Where I may have fruitton of her Loue. 

Sf. Tuſh my good Lord,this ſuperficiall tale, 
Is but a preface of her worthy praiſe: 

The cheefe perfetions of that lovely Dame, 
(Had I (wHhcient skillto utter them) 

Would makea volume of inticing lines, 

Ableto raviſh any dull conceir. 

And which is more,ſhe is notſo Divine, 

So full repleate with choice of all delights, 

But with as humble lowlinefle of minde, 

She 1s content to be ar your command: 
Command I meane, of Vertuous chaſte intents,” 
Tolove,and Honor Herrjas her Lord, 

King. And otherwile,will Herzy ne*re preſume: 
Therefore my Lord ProteQor,pive conſent, 

That CHarg ret may be England: Royall Queene. 

Glo. So ſhould | give conſent to fatter fiune, 

You know(my Lord)your Highnefle is betroath'd 
Vato another Lady of eſteeme, | 
How ſhall we then diſpence with that contra&t, 
And not deface your Honor with reproach? 

Sf. As dotha Ruler with unlawfull Oathes, 
Or one thatat a Triumph, having vow'd 
To try his ſtrength, forſaketh yet the Liſtes 
By reaſon of his Adverſaries oddes. 

A- poore Earles daughter is unequall oddes, 
And rherefore may be broke without offence. 

Glou. Why what(lIpray)is Aargarer more than that? 
Her Father is no better than an Earle, 
Althoughin glorious Titles be excell. 

Sf. Y es my good Lord,her Father is a King, 
The King of Naples,and Icruſalem, 
And of ſuch great Authority in France, 
As bisalliance will confirme our peace, 
And keepe the Frenchmen in Allegeance. 

Glo. Ando the Earle of Arminacke may doe, 
Becauſe he is neere Kinſman unto (harles. 

Exet. Beſide, his wealth doth warrant liberall 
Where Reignzer ſooner will receive,than give. 

Swuf. A Dowre my Lords? Diſgrace not ſo your King, 
That he ſhould be ſo abjeR, baſe,and poore, 

To chooſefor wealth,and not for perfe&t Love. 
Henry is ableto enrich his Queene, 

And notto ſecke a Queene to make him rich: 

So worthleſle Pezants bargaine for their Wives, 
As Market men for Oxcn,Sheepe,or Horſe. 

But matriage isa matter of more worth, 

Then tobe dealt in'by Atturney-ſhip: 

Not whom we will,but whom his Grace affes, 
Muſt be companion of his Nupriall bed. 


dower, 


And therefore Lords,fince he affects her moſt, 


Moſtof all theſe reaſons bindeth us, 
In our opinions ſhe ſhould be preferr'd, 
For what is wedlocke forced,but a Hell, 


Anageof diſcord and continuall rife? 
Whereas 
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Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſle, 

| And is apatterne of Celefiuall peace. E 

Whom ſhould we match with Henry being a King, 

But argerer,that is daughter toa King? 

Her peerclefſe feature, joyned with her birth, 

Approves her fit for none,but for a King. 

Her valiant courage,and undaunted ipirit, 

(Morethen in women commonly is ſecne) 

Will anſwer our hope in ifſue of a King; 

For Henry, ſonne unto a Conqueror, 

Islikely ro beger more Conquerors, 

)\ | If witha Lady of ſo high reſolve, 

(As is faire Margaret) he be link'd in love. 

Then yeeld my Lords,and heere conclude with mee, 

That Margaret ſhall be Queene, and none but thee. 
King. Whether it be through force of your report, 

My Noble Lord of Suffolke : Or for thar 

My tender youth was never yet attaint 

With any paſſion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell:but this I am aſlur'd, 

Ifeele ſuch ſharpe difſention in my breaſt, = 

Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Feare, 

AsI ami ficke with working of my thougats. 


| 
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Agree toany covenants,and procure 
That Lady ©Margarer dovouchlate ro come 
Tocroſle the Seas to England, and be crown'd 
King Henries Faithfull and annointed Queene. 
For your expences and ſuificient charge, 
Among the people gather up atenth. 
Be gone I ſay,for till you do retarne; 
I reſt perplexed with a thouſand Cares: 
And you(good Vnckle)baniſh all offence: 
If you docenſire me, by what you were, 
Not what youare,I know it will excuſe 
This ſodaine execution of my will. 
And ſo conduct me, where from company, 
I may revolve and ruminate my greefe. 
Glo. I, grecte I feare me, bothat firſt andlaſt. ' 


As did the youthfull Paris once to Greece, 
With hope to finde the like event 1a love, 


But proſper better than the Trojan did; 
Margaret (hallnow be Queene,and rule the King: 


Bur I will rule both her,the King,and Realme. 


| Taketherefore ſhipping,poſte my Lord to France, 


RES | Exit Gloceſter. 
Suf. Thus Suffolke hath prevail'd, and thus he goes 
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Exit, 


Exit. 
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vvith the death of the Good Duke 
HVMFREY. 


A ftus Primus. Scaena Prima. 


Flowriſh of Trampets:T hen Hoboyes. 


Emer King Duke Humfrey, Salicbury, Warwicke,and Beau« 
ford on the one ſide. | 
The Ducene,Suffolke,Yorke, Somerſet and Buckingham, 
on the other. 
Suffolke. wo 2 
oP S by your high Imperiall Majeſty 
ROAR L bad in charge at my depart tor France, 
EAYP As Procurator to your Excellence, 
**>2> To marry Princes fergaret for your Grace; 
So in the Famous Ancient City,T ours, 
In preſence of the Kings of Frazce,and Sic, 
The Dukes of Orleance, Calaber, Britaigne, Alanſon, 
Seven Earles,twelve Barons,& twenty revercnd Biſhops 
I have perform'd my Taske,and was eſpous d, 
And humbly now upen my bended knee, 
In ſight of England,and her Lordly Pceres, 
Deliver up my Titlein rhe Queene 
To your moſt gracious hand, that are the Subſtance 
Ofthat great Shadow 1 did repreſent: 
The happieſt Gift,that ever Marqueſle gave, 
The Faireſt Queeue,that ever King receiv'd. 
King, Suffolke ariſe. Welcome Queene Margaret, 
I can exprefle no kinder {igne of Love 
Then this kinde kifſe:O Lord,that lends me life, 
Lend me a heart repleate with thankfulnefle: 
For thou haſt givenme inthis brauteous Face 
A world of earthly bleſſings to my ſoule, 
If Simpathy of Love umte our thoughts, | 
Due. Great King of England,and my gracious Lord, 
The mutua!l conference that my minde hath had, 
By day,by night;waking, and in my dreames, 
In Courtly company,or at my Beades, 
With you mine elder liefe/t Soveraigne, 
Makes methe bolder to ſalute my King, 
With ruder termes, ſuch as my wit affoords, 
And over joy of heart doth miniſter. 
Kieg. Her ſightdid raviſh,but her grace in Speech, 
Her words yclad with wiſedomes Majeſty, 
Makes me from Wondring,fall to Weeping joyes, 
Suchis the Fulneflſe of my hearts content. 
Lords,with one cheereful! voice, Welcome my Love. 
All kneel.Long live Qu: Margaret Englands happines. 
Duge, We thanke you all. | Flenriſh 


I —— 


Suf. My Lord ProteQtor,ſo itpleaſe your Grace, 
Here are the Articles of contracted peace, 
Betweene our Soveraigne, and the French King ( harks 
For eighteene moneths concluded by conſent, ; 
Glo. Reads. Inprimis, It is agreed betweene the French K. 
Charles, and William de la Pole Margueſſe of Suffolke Am 
baſſador for Henry King of England,T hat the ſaid Henry ſal 
eſpouſe the Lady Margaret , daughter unto Rergnier King of 
Naples, Sicillia, and lernſalem , and Crowne her © weene of 
England.ere the thirtieth of May next enſuing. 
Item, I hat the Dutchy of Anjou,and the Connty of Mudix 
ſhall bereleaſedand delivered to the Kin 'g her father. 
King. Vnkle, how now? 
Glo. Pardonme gracious Lord, 
Some ſodaine quaime hath ſtrucke mear the heart, 
And dim*d mineeyes,that I can readeno further. 
Kizg. Ynckle of Winchelter, I pray reade on. 
Win. Item , 1t ts farther agreed betweene them , That the 
Eutchefſe of Anjou and Maine, ſbal be releaſed and delivered 
over ro the King h:ir Father , and fyee ſent over of the King of 


Eug lands owne proper Coft and (harges , without having «ny 


owry, 


King.They pleaſe us well. Lord Marques kneel down, 


' We heere create thee the firſt Duke of Suffolke, 


And girtthee withth e Sword. Colin of Yorke, 
We heere diſcharge your Grace from being Regent 
T'th parts of France,till terme of eighteene Moneths 
Be full expyr'd. Thankes Vnckle Wincheſter, 
Gloſter, Yorke,Buckingham,and Somerſct, 
Salisbury,and Warwicke. 
We thanke you all forthis great favour done, 
In entertainment to my Princely Queene. 
Come,let us in, and with all ſpeede provide 
Toſce her Coronation be perform'd. 

E xeunt King, Qucene, and Suffolke- 


HMannet thereſs. 

Glo. Brave Pceresof England, Pillars of the State, 
Toyou Duke Hemfrey mult unload his greefe: 
Your greefe,the common greefe of all the Land. 
What?did my brother Hem ſpend his youth, 

His valour, coine,and people in the warres? 
Did he ſooften lodge inopen field, ' 

In Winters gold, and Summers parching heate, 
To conquer France, his true inheritance? 


And did my brother Bedford toyle his wits, 
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To keepe by policy. what Henry got: 
Have you your ſelves, Somerſet, Buckingham, 
Brave Torke,Saliebmry, and yidtorious Warwicke, 
Received deepe ſcarresin France and Normandy: 
Or hath mine Vncke Beaxford,and my ſclte, 
With all the Learned Counlſzll of the Realme, 
Studied ſo long, fatin the Councell houte,. 
Early and late,debating too and fro ; 
How france and Frenchmen might be kept in awe; 
And hath his Highneſle in his infancy, 
Crowned in Paris in deſpight of foes, 
And ſhall theſe Labours,and theſe Honours dye? 
Shall Henries Conquelt , Bedford v jgilance, 
Your Deeds of Warre,and all our Counſelldye? 
O Peeres of England, ſhamefull is this League, 
Fatall this Marriage,cancelling your Fame, 
Blotting your names from Bookes of memory, 
Racing the Charracters of your Renowne, 
Defacing Monuments of Conquer'd France, 
Yndoing ali as all had never bin, . : 
Car. Nephi:w, what meanes this paſſionate diſcourſe? 
This peroration with ſuch circumſtance; 
For France,”tis ours; and we will keepe it {till, 
Gls.1 Vuckle, we will keepe it,it we can; 
Bur now it 1$1wppoſſible me ſhould. | 
Suffoike, the new made Duke that rules the roſt, 
Hith given the Dutchy of 4»jouand Marne, 
Ynto the poore King Resgnier, whoſe large ſtyle 
Avrees not with the leanneſle of his purle. 
Sal. Now by the death of him that dyed for all, 
Thele Counties were the Keyes of Normandie: 
Bur wherefore weepes Farwicke,my valiant ſonne? 
War. For greefe that they are palt recovery« 
For were there hope to conquer them againe, 
My ſword ſhould ſhed hot blood,mine eyes no teares. 
Anjon and Maine? My ſelfe did win them both: 
Thoic Provinces ,thele Armes of mine did conquers 
And ace the Citties that I got with wounds, 
Deliver'd up againe with peacefull words? 
Mort Diew, 
7or. For fuffolkes Duke,may he be ſuffacate, 
Thatdims the Honor of this W arlike Ile: 
France ſhould have torne and rent my very heart, 
Before I would have yeelded to this Leagye. 
] never read but Englands Kings have had . , _ 
Large funmes of Gold,and Dowries with their wives, 
And our King Hemry gives away his owne, 
Tomatch wich her that brings no vantages. 
Hum. A proper jeſt,and never heard before, 
That Suffollke Mouid demand a whole Fifteenth, 
| For Coits and Charges in tranſporting her: 
She ſhould have ſtaid in France, and ſtery*d in France 
Bcfore 
Car. My Lord of Gloſter,now ye grow too hot, 
It was the picaſure of my Lord the King, - 
Hum. My Lord of Wincheſter I know your minde- 
| 'Tisnot my tpecches that you do millike: 
But tis my preſence that doth trouble ye, 
Rancour will our, proud Prelate,in thy face 
Tee thy fury:1f 1 longer ſtay, 
We ſhall begin our ancient bickerings: 
Lordings farewell, and ſay when I am gone, 
I propheſies, France will be loſt ere long. Exit 
Car. So, there goes our Protector in a rages 


1 


Honefrey, 


Tis knowne to you he ismine enemy: 


Y more,an enemy unto you all, /— 


4p } 
er er eee enema, 


Theſecond Part of King Henry the Sixth, 


| Whenthou wert Regent for our Soveraigne; 


| And would have keprt,ſo long asbreath did laſt: 


Tl 


And no great friend, I feare me to rhe King; + 
Conſider Lords , he isthe next of blood, ': 
And heyre apparant to the Engliſh Crawnez 
Had Hemry got an Empire by his marriage, 
And all the wealthy Kingdomes of the Weſt, 
There's reaſon he ſhould be diſpleas'd at it; 
Looke to it Lords,let not his ſmoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts, be wiſe and circumſpe. 
Whatthoygh the common people favour him, 
Calling him, Humfrey.the good Duke of Gloſter, 
Clapping their hands;and crying with loud voice, 
Teſu maintaine your Royall Excellence; 
Wirth God preſervethe good Duke Humfrey. 
I feare me Lords, for all this flattering gloſle, 
He will be found a dangerous Protector. 
Buc. Why ſhould he then prote& our Soveraigne? 
He being of age to governe of himſclfe, 
Colin of Somerſct,joyne you with me; 
Andaltogether with the Duke of Suffolke, 
Wee'l quickly hoyſe Duke Humfrey from his ſcat. 
Car. This weighty buſineſſe will not brooke delay, 
Ile to the Duke of Suffolke preſently, Exit Cardinal, 
Som.Coſin of Buckingham,though H«mfryes pride 
And greatneſle of his place be grecfe ro us, 
Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinall, 
His inſolenceis more intollerable + - 
Then all the Princes in the Land beſide; 
If Gloſter be diſplac'd, heel be Protector. 
Bue. Or thou,or I Somerſet wiil be Protector, 
Deſpite Duke Hamfſrey,or the Cardinall. 
Exit Buckingham, and Somerſets 
Sal. Pride went before, Ambition followes him. 
W hile theſe do labour for their owne preferment, 
Behooves it us tolabor for the Realme. ' 
L never ſaw but Huaifrey Duke of Gloſter, 
Did beare himlike a Noble Gentleman: 
Ofc have I ſecne the haughty Cardinall: 
More like a Souldicr then a man o'th Church, 
As ftout and proud as he were Lord ofall,. 
Sweare like a RuiHan,and demeane himſfelfe 
Vnlike the Ruler of a Common-weale. 
Warwicke my ſonne,the comfort of my age, 
Thy deeds, thy plainnefſe,and thy bouſe-keeping, 
Hath wonne the greateſt favour of the Commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humfrey. 
And Brother Yorke,thy Asin Ireland, 
Inbringing them to civill Diſcipline: 
Thy Jate exploits done in the heart of France, 


Have made thee fear'd and honor'd of the people, 
Toyne we together for the publicke good, 

In what we can,to bridle and ſappreſle 

The pride of Suffalke, and the Cardirall, 

With Somerſets and Buckinghams Ambition, 
Andas we may, cheriſh Duke Humfries deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the Land. | [ 
War. $0 God helpe Warwicke, as he lovesthe Land, 

And common profit of his Countrey. 

Tor. And {ofayes Yorke, 

For he hath greateſt cauſe. 

Sal. Thenlecs make haſte away, 

And looke unto the maine? 

Warw. Vnto the maine? 

Oh Father, Mai is loſt, THIge' 

That Maine,which by maine force Warwickedid winne 


Main | 
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| afe one glance untothe ground. 
Main-chancefather you eicant,but I ay Maine, | AS ONS thon doſt love thy Lord, 
Which 1 will winfrom France,or el(c ae Yorke. \ Baniſh the Canker ofambitious thoughts: 
Exit Warwicke,end Salibury. he French | And may that thonght,when I imagine ill 
Tor ke. eAnjon and Maine are giventothe French, | Againſt my King and Nephew, vertuous Hemry, 
Paricis loft, the ſtate of Normandy ; | Be my laſt breathing in His mortall world. 
Stands on a tickle point,now they are gone: | My troublous dreames this night,doth make me (ad, 
Suffolke concluded on the Articles, 191 Ny £li. What dream'd my Lord, tell me,and Ile requite it 
The Peeres agreed, and Henry was we! NT dan hter. | With ſweet rehearſall of my mornings dr came? | 
To change two Dukedomes i _— ? NOR Ham, Me thought this ſtaffe mine Oilice-badge in 
I cannot _ them _—_ wm owne | Court | c 
Tis thinethey give away ,a | a SINK in twaine:by whom,I have forgot, 
Pirates may make cheape > peayvorths of their pillage, | _ —_— _ 4 ors. ring 
And purchaſe Friends,and give to Curtezans, And on the peeces of the broken Wand 
Still revelling like Lords till all be gone. Were placd the heads of Edmond Duke of Somerſet, 
; While as the filly Owner of the _ "WER And illianm de ia Pole firſt Duke of Suffolke. 
Weepesover them,and wrings his hapleſle oy" 7 This was my dreame, whatit doth bode God knowes,* | 
| And ſhakes his head,and trembiing ſtands aloofe, " Eh. Tutthis was nothing butan argument, 
While all is ſhard and all is borne away, k That he that breakesa ſticke of Gloſters grove, 
Ready to ſterve,and dare not ayes on CD Shall loſe his head for his preſumption. 
So Yorke muſt ſit, and fret,and bite - wes > But liſt tome my Hamfrey,my (weete Duke: 
nm 17095 OD» ab one nd Ireland, | Me thought I fate 1n Seate of Majeſty, 
Methinkes the Realmes of England, : blocs 0127 anheng In the Cathedrail Churchof Weſtminſter, 
CONERIINne0 my Cam nnd Dioge, Aad in that Chaire where Kings & Queens wer crownd, 
Asdid the fatall brand pn "mz Where Henry and Dame Margerer kneeledto me, 
Vnto the Princes heatt UE Caleoy: he French? And on my head did {et the Diadem. 
Anjowand Maine both given unto t + £ Hum. Nay Etianer,then muſt I chide outright: 
cy 1d hea ww _ ar ape a 66 Preſumptuous Dame,ill-nurter'd E/ianor, 
: Even asT have effective we G = 5 his owne Art thou not ſecond Woman in the Realme? 
A day will come,when Yotke - qr : And the Protectors wife beloy'd of him? 
And therefore I willtake the alt 2%" i fre Haſt thou not worldly pleaſure at command, 
And make'a ſhew of love to prou tc E Jy Above the reach or compaſſe of thy thought? 
And whenl ſpy jay proc "= he And wiltthou ſtill be hammering Treachery, 
For that's the Golden marke I ſecke to] rY To tumbie downe thy husband,and thy ſeike 
No edt Cor i his chit Fit” From top of HonorzoDiſgrace forte 
or tNE SCE . -av fr let me heare no more. 
by wh wet ly 7A fr 4 Crowne "_ w bat, wl bay Lord? Are you fo chollericke 
Whoſe Church-l1 <a 4 1 ; ansr,for telling but her dreame? 
Then Yorke be {till a-while,till time do _ Ho Nle kepe ns ano my ſelfe, 
Watch thou,and wake when others be aſlecpe, And not be check'd, 
Tang Fam Neg ben ngry, ampli 
| 4111 Frenry Lurtettl . nter Meſſenger. 
With his Bp a yo +> 1+ pans Meſſ. My Lord ——_ Lk bis Highnes pleaſure, 
And Hwumfrey with t & \g : reto ride unto S. +5 thons 
Then will I raiſc aloft the 1% 65 FapanA 4 Cn . is King and Quecne do meane to Hawke: 
With whoſe ſweer {imell the Ayre — = um d, He. 1 go.Come Neb thouwilt ride with us?£x. Hs. 
Andin my Standard | ==# 97 op age ik Eha. Yes my good Lord, lle follow preſently. 
To grape with the hou in hi _ \ a he Crowne Follow 1 muſt, I cannot go before, 
And force perfor ce Ile make + #9 Er p dd - While Gloſter beares this baſe and humble mince. 
W hoſe bookiſh Rule, hath pull'd faire ang —o 0g | _ ent anocFiing d 
| ; ove theſe tedious tumbling blockes, 
ia, Why | ; oman.1I will notbeſlacke 
Hanging the head at Ceres =) mary _ ' prey twer Fortunes Pageant. 
Why doth the Great Duke Hamfrey ws matter \W here are you there?Sir /ohn;nay feare not man, 
ey. __ » vom) > pon Weare alone, here's none but thee,& I, * Enter Hume. 
Why are thine eyes 1X . SR ; erve your Royall Majeſty. 
Gazing onthat whichſeemes rodimmethy fight? Eh Whar tit chow Majeſty Fam de Glee 
W har ſeeſt thou there?King Henries 473g —_—_ tur boihe wncoeFGed end Blame advice, 
Inchac'd withall the Honors of the wor Your Graces Title hail be multiplied.? 
If ſo, gaze on,and grovell on thy Taco, Elia. W hat faiſt thon man?Halt thou as yet confer'd 
Ven aay head Te rclps: with the fame. Id With CMargerie lordane the cunning Witch, 
NM a aaian | Rh arr oe 
W hat1is't too ihort go__— j ; ake to do me good? ; 
rs ung ws FT 3 + -—=" IR — Theres non” Br ſhew yu Highnes 
, t OUT Ne , ms Ye x WE 
| tk Poulin _ abaſe our fight ſolow, A Spirit rais'd from depth of ander ground, That 
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That ſhall make anſwere to ſuch Queſtions, 
As by your Grace ſhall be propounded him. 


Wee'le (ce thoſe things effected to the full: 
Here Humegtake this reward, make merry man 
With thy Confederates in this weighty caule. 
Marry and ſhall:but how now,Sir John Hume? 
The buſinefle asketh ſilent ſecrecy. : 
Dame £1;4nor gives Gold, to bring the Witch; 
Gold cannot come amiſſe, were ſhe a Devill. 
Yet have I Gold flyes from another Coaſt: 

I darenot ſay,from the rich Cardinall, 

Yet I doe finde it ſo:for to be plaine, 

Haye hyred me to under-mine the Ducheſle, 
And buzzetheſe Cunjurations in her brayne- 
They ſay,A crafty Knave do's need no Broker. 
Yetam [ Suffeke and the Cardinalls Broker. 
Hwme,if you take not heed, you ſhall goe neere 
Tocall them both a payre of crafty Knaves. 
Wellſo it flands:and thus I feare art lalt. 
Humes Knavery will be the Ducheſſe Wracke, 


And her Attainture,will be Humphreys fall: 
Sort how it will, I ſhall have Gold for all. * 


PTY being ou, 


deliver our Supplications 1m the Quill. 
man, Teſt bleſſe him. 


Enter Suffolke,and ©neene. 


him:Ille be the firſt ſure. 
and not my Lord ProteRor. 


Lord Protector. 


to his Lordſhip?Let me ſee them:whar 1s thine?. 
and Lands. and Wife and all, from me. 

now,Sir Knave? 

Whole Towneſhip. 


Crowne, 


hee was rightful Heiretothe Crowne? 


Ekavor. It is enough, lle thinke upon the Queſtions:. 
When from Saint eAtbons we doe make returne; 


Exit Elianor. 
Hum. Hume muft make merry with the Duchefle Gold: 


Seale up your Lips,and give no words but Mum, 


And from the great and new-made Duke of Sutfolke; 


They(knowing Dame Elzanors aſpiring humor) 


Enter three or foure Petitioners the Armorers 


t. Pez. My Maiſters, let's ſtand cloſe, my Lord Pro- 
tector will come this way by and by, and then wee may 


2. Pet. Marry the Lord prote& him, tor hee's a good 


Peter. Here a'comes me thinkes,and the Queene with 


2. Per. Come backe foole , this is the Nuke of Suffoik, 


Suff. Who is there? 
| ; Enter Servant. 
Take this fellow in,and ſend for his Maiſter with a Purſe- 
| Vant preſently : wee'le heare more of your matter before 
the Kine, Exit. 
Lee. And as for you that love to be protected 
Vnder the Wings of our Proteftors Grace, 
Begin your Snites anew,and ſue to him. 
Teare the Supplication. 
Away,baſe Cullions: Suffotke let them goe.' 
All. Comelet's begone. | Exit, 
Lee. My Lord of Suffolke,ſay,is this the guiſe? 
Is this the Faſhions in the Court of England? 
Is this the Goyernement of Britaines Ile? 
And thisthe Royalty of Albions King? 
What, ſhall King Hexzy bea Pupill ſtill, 
Vander the ſarly Glofters Governance? 
AmTI a Queene in Title andinStile, 
And muſt be made a Sabje& toa Duke? 
I tell thee Poole,when inthe Citie Tours 
Thou ran'ſt a-tiltin honor of my Love, 
And ito itaway the Ladies hearts of France; 
I thought King Henry had reſembled thee, 
In Courage,Courtſhip,and Proportion: 
But all his minde is bent to Holineſſe, 
To number Ave-Aearies on his Beades: 
His Champions,are the Prophets and Apoſtles, 
His Weapons, holy Sawes of facred Writ, 
His Study is his Tilt-yard,and his Loves 
Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints. 
I would the; Colledge of the Cardinalls 
Would chuſe him Pope,and carry him to Rome, 
And ict the Triple Crowne upon his Head; 
That were a State fit for his Holineſſe, 
Suff. Madame be parient:as I was cauſe 
Your Highnefle came to England, fo will I 
In England worke your Graces full content; Eg 
Lee. Belide the baught ProteRtor , have we Beawuſord 
The umperious Churchman; Semerſet, Buckingham, 
And grumbling Yorke: and not the leaſt of theſe, 
But can doe more in England then the King. 
Szff. And he of theſe,that can doe moſt of all, 
Cannot doe more in England thenthe Nevils: 
Salishnry and Warwickare no limple Peeres. 


Suf. How now fellow: would'ſt any thing with me? 
I. Pet. I pray my Lord pardon mc, I tooke ye for my 


Luee, To my Lord Protefor?Are your Supplications 


I. Pet. Mine is ,and'tplcafe your Grace, againſt [ohn 
Goodman,my Lord Cardinals Ma, for keeping my Houſe, 


. ff. Thy Wife too ? that's ſome Wrong indeede., 
What's yours? What's heere? Againſt the Duke of Suf- 
tolke , for encloſing the Commons of Melforde, How 
2. Pet. Alas Sir , Iam but a poore Petitioner of our | 


Pet, Againſt my Maiſter Thomas Horner,for ſaying, 
That the Duke of Yorke was rightfull Heire to'the 


| wee, What ſay'ſt thou ? Did the Duke of Yorke ſay, 
Pet. That my Miftrefſe was? No forſooth:my Mailſter 


© ee.Not all theſe Lords do vex me halfe ſo much, 
As that prowd Dame,the Lord Protetors Wife: 

She ſweepes it though the Court with troups of Ladies, | 
Morelike an Emprefle,then Duke Humphrezes Wite: 


| Strangers in Court, doe take her for the Queene: 


She beares a Dukes Revenewes on her backe, 
And in her heart ſhe ſcornes oar Poverty: 
Shall I not live tobe aveng'd on her? 


| Contemptuousbaſe-borne Callot as ſhe is, 


She vaunted *mong(t her Minions tother day, 

The very trayne of her worſt wearing Goirne, 
Was better worth thenall my Fathers Lands, 

Till S»ffolke gave two Dukedomes for his Davghter. 
Suff. Madame,my felfe have lym'da Buſh for her, 
And plac't a Quier of ſuch enticing Birds, 

That ſhe will light toliſten to the Tayes, . 

And never mount totrouble you againe. 

So let her reſt:and Madame liſt tome, 

For Iam bold ro counſaile you in this; 

Although we fancy northe Cardinall, _ _ 
Yet muſt we joyne with him and with theLords, 


{ajd,That he was;andthat the King was an V furper, 


Lo OT 


Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in diſgrace, 


——___—— 
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As for the Duke of Yorke,this late Complaint 

Will make bur little for his benefit: 

Soone by one wee'le weed them all at laſt, 
And you your ſelte ſhall teere the happy Helme. Ex. 


Enter the King, Duke Humfrey,( ardinall,Buckmg- 
ham,Torke,Salubury Y Varwicke, 
and the Ducheſſe. 


King. For my part,Noble Lords, I care not which, 
Or Somerſet,or Torke, ali's One to mic. 
Tor. If Norke have ill demean'd him{elfe in France, 
Then let him be denay'd the Regent ſhip. 
Sos. It Somerſet be unworthy of the Place, 
Let Yorke be Regent,I will yectd to him. 
UUarw, Whether your Grace be worthy,yea or NO, 
Diſpute not that, Yorke is the worthyer. 
Card. Ambitious VUarwicke,let thy betters ſpeake- 
VParw. The Cardinall's not my better inthe field. 
Buck. All inthis preſence are thy bettcrs,” Varwicke. 
V Yarw. PV Varwicke may live to be the bett of all. 
Salisb.Peace Sonne,and ſhew fome reaton Buckingham 
Why Somerſet ſhould be preferr'd in this? 
 Dneenre.Becauſe the King forſooth will have irſo. 
Humf. Madame, the King is old enough himſclte 
To give his Cenſure : Theſe are no Womens matrers. 
2 wee. If he be od enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protetor of his Excellence? 
Humf. Madame, I am Protector of the Realme, 
And at his pleaſure will refigne my Place. 
S4ff. Reſigne it then,and teave thine 1nſ{olence- 
Since thou wert King,as who is King,but thou? 
The Common-wealth hath dayly run to wrack, < ; 
The Dolphin hath prevayl'd beyond the'Seas, 
And all the Pceeres and Nobles of the Realme 
Have beene as Bond-men to thy Soveraignty. 
Car. The Commons haſt thou rackt,the Clergies Bags 
Arelagkeand lezne with thy Extorttons. + 
Som, Thy ſumptuous Buildings,and thy Wives Attyre 
Have coſt a malle of publique Treaſurc. 
Buck, Thy. Cruelty in execution 
Vpon Offendors, hath exceeded Law, 
And left thee torhe mercy of the Law. 
Dee. Thy ſale of Otlices and Townes in France, 
If they were knowne as the ſuipect is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 
4: E xit Humfrey. 
Give me my Fanne: what, Mynion,can ye not? 
$ 
She gives the Ducheſſe abex on the care. 


I cry you mercy, Magame:was it you? 
Dnch. Was't 1 2 yea,l it wes, proxd French-woman: 

Could I come negere your Beauty.with my Natles, 

I could fet my ten Commandements in your face. 

| King. Sweet, Aunt bequiet, twasagainit her will, 

Dxch, Agaialt her will,good King? locke to'tintime, 

| Shee'le hamper cheezaud dandle thee like a Baby: 

| Though in this place moſt Maiſtet weares, no Breeches, 

{She ſhall not tie Dame £/e:or vnreveng de, ,; © 

| | GK IT OE TEINS #40 54 4 #5 Exit Elanor.) ; 

| / Buck, Lord Cardinatly] willfutiow £ligeor, . | 

And liſtenafter Hursfreyjhow heproceedes: -. 

| Shee'stickled now,hes Fume can neede ng ſpurtes, 

_ © - 4 Sheele gailoptarreenoughto her deſtruction, = 
FS. 2a tk E; -- Exit Buckingham. 


Ty 
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| Enter Humfrey. 


Humf. Now Lords,my Choller being over-blowne, 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 

I come to talke of Commen-wealth Afﬀaires. 
As for your ſpightfull falſe Objections, 
Provethem, and I lye open tothe Law: 

But God in mercy ſo deale with my Soule, 
AsT in duty love my King and Countrey. 
Butto the matter that we have in hand: 

I fay,my Soveraigne,Yorke is meeteſt man 
To be your Regent in the Realme of France. 
 Saff. Before we make eletion,give me leave 
To ſhew ſome reaſon,of no little torce, 
Thar Yorke is moſt unmeet of any man. 

Yorke. Ile tell thee, Swffolke , why Iam vnmect, 
Firſt,for I cannoc flatter thee in Pride: 
Next,if I beappointed for the Piace, 

My Lord of Somerſet will keepe me here, 
Without Diſcharge,Money,or Furniture, 

Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands; 
Laſt time I danc't attendance on his will, 

Till Paris was beſicg*d,famiſhr,and loſt. 

#arw. That can 1 witnefle,and a fouler fat 
Did never Traytor in the Land commit; 

Sf. Vcace head-{trong Warwicke. 


# arw. Image of Pride, why ſhould I hold my peace? 


Enter Armorer and his May. 


S #f. Becauſe here isa man accuſed of Treaſon, 


. | Pray God the Duke of Yorke excuſe himſelfe. 


Yorke. Doth any one accuſe Norks for a Traytor? 

; : mg. What mean'{t thon,Sxffolke?tell me, what are 
theſe? 

S#ff. Pleaſe it your Majelty, this is the man 
Thatdoth accuſe his Maiſter of High Treaſon; 

His words were theſe : That Richard,Duke of Yorke, 
Was rightfull Heire unto the Engliſh Crowne, 
And that your Majeſty was an V ſurper. 

£ mg. Say man,were theſe thy words? 
 eArmo. And't ſhall pleaſe your Majeſty,I never fayd 
nor thought any ſuch matter : God is my witneſle, I am 
faiſely accus'C vy the Villaine, 

Peter. By theſe tenne bones, my Lords, he did ſpeake 
them to me inthe Garret one Night , as wee were ſcow- 
ring my Lo:d of Yorkes Armor. 

Torke, Baſe Dunghill Villaine,and Mechanicall, 

Ile have thy Head for this thy Traytors ſpeech: 
I doe beſeech your Royall Msjeſty, 
Let him haue all the rigor ofthe Law. 

Ar. Alas, my Lord,hang me if ever I ſpake the words: 
my-accuſer ts my Prentice , and when 1 did corre him 
for his. fault the other day , hee did vow upon his knees 
he would be even with me;Ihave good witnefle of this, 
therefore I beſeech your Majeſty, doe not caſt away al 
honeft man fora Villaines accuſation. 

King. Vnckle,whatſhall we fay to this in law? 

 Hamf. This doome,my Lord,if I may judge: 
Let Somzrſet be Regent ore the French, 
Becanſe in Torkethis breedes ſuſpition: 
And let theſe have aday appointed them 
For ſingle Combat,in convenient place, 
Forthe hath witneſle of his ſervants malice: 


This jsthe Law,and this Duke Hwmfrezes doome. 


PII _— 
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Sw, T humbly thanke your Royall Majeſty. | "AE , »} 
Armrer. And 1 accept the Combat willingly. Enter the Duke of Yorks, and the Duke of Buckingham 
Peter, Alas; my Lord, Icannet fight ; for Gods ſake with their Guard, and breaks in. | 
pity my Caſe : the ſpight of my man prevaileth againſt w . 
nc. 0 Lord have mercy upon me, | ſhallneverbe able | Yorke. Lay hands upon theſe Traytors, andtheir traſh: 


to fight a blow : O Lord my heart. | : Beldam I thinke we watch youart an inch. 

Hunef. Sirrha,or you muſt fight, or elſe be bang'd: . What Madam, are youthere? the King and Common- 
King, Away with them to Priſon: and the day of | Are deepely indebred for this peece of paines; (weale 
Combat, ſhall be the laſt of the next moneth. Come | My Lord Protector will, I doubt it nor; 

Somerſet» we'll ſe thee ſent away. SEE you well guerdon'd for theſe good deſerts. 


Flonriſh. Exennt, | Elan, Nothalfe fo bad asthine to Englands King, 
| | Injufious Duke, that threateſt where's no cauſe. | 
' Enter the Witch, the two PrieSts, and Bullingbrooke. Buck, True Madan, none atall: what call yoathis? 


| Amway with them, let them be.clapt upcloſe, 
Hume, Come my Maſters, the Ducheſle Itell you ex- | And kept aſunder:: you Madam ſhall with us. 


pects performance of your promiſes. ©. | Staffordtake hertothee. | 
Zulin. Maſter Hume, we are thereforeprovided : will | We'll ſee your Trinkets here all forth-comming» 
fer Ladyſhip behold and heare our Exorciſmes ? All away. | | Exit. 
Hume. I, what cle? feare you not her courage. Yorke. Lord Backingham, me thinkes you watcht her 
Balin. I have heard her reported to bea Woman of | A pretty Plot, well choſen ro build upon. (well - 
minvincible ſpirit; butic ſhall be convenient, Maſter | Now pray my Lord, let's ſee the Devills Writ. 
What have we here? Reages, | 


Hume, that you be by her alofr, while we be bufie be- 
low ; and ſo pray you goe in Gods Name, and leaveus. | The Dake yer lives, that Henry [hall depoſe : 
Exit Hume. | But him out live, and dye a violent death. 
Mother lordar, be you. proſtrate, and grovell on the | Why thisis juſt. As e£acida Romanos vincere poſſe, 
Earth ; Jobs Sonthwell reade you, and lctus to our worke. | Well, tothe reſt : | | 
| Tellme what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke ? 
Enter Elianor aloft, By Water (hall he dye, and take hu end, | | 
; What ſhall betide the Duke of Somerſet ? 
Ear, Well ſaid my Maſters, and welcomeall : Tothis | Let him ſhunne (aftles, : 
peere, the ſooner the better, | Safer ſhall he be upon the ſandy Plames, 
Bulin.Patience,good Lady ,Wizards know their times; | T henwhere (aftles mounted ſtand, 
| Deepe Night, darke Night, the filent of the Night, Come, come, my Lords, 
The time of Night when Troy was ſet on fire, Theſe Oracles are hardly attain'd, 
The time when Screech-owles cry, and Bandogs howle; | And hardly underſtood. 
Andſpirits walke, and Ghoſts breakeup their Graves; | The King isnow in progreſſe towards Saint Albenes, 


That time beſt firs the worke we have in band. With him, the husband of this lovely Lady : 
Madam, fit you. and feare not : whom we raiſe, Thither goes theſe Newes, 
Wewill make faſt withina hallow'd Verge. As faſt as horſe can carry them : 
| | . . | Aforrybreakfaſt for my Lord Prote&or. | | 
. Bere doe the Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle, Buc. Your Grace ſhall give meleave, my Lord of Norke, 
Bulling brooke or Sonthwell reades, Conjuro To be the Poſte, in hope of his reward. 4 | 
te, 8c. It Thunders and Lightons Yorke. At your pleaſure, my good Lord- 
terribly : thin;hs Spirit {| Who's within there, hoe? 
riſcth, Enter a Ser vingman. 
Spirit. eAdſurs. % Invite my Lordsof Salubary and Warwicke 
Witch. Aſmath, by the eternall God, | To fup with me to morrow Night, Aways 


Whoſe name and power thou trembieſt at, Exeu nt 


Anſwer that I aske ; for till thou ſpeake, | 
Thou ſhaitnor paſſe from hence. . © + Enter the King, Dneene, ProteBlor, Cardinal, and 
Spirit. Aske what thou wilt ; that I had faid, and Swffolke with Faulkners hollawing  - 
ne. | | TOE hes # rd I9IO 
Bulkn, Ficſt of the King : What ſhall of him be- | 2x#e. Beleeve me Lords, for flyingatthe Brooke, 
I ſaw not better ſport theſe ſeven yeercs day ; | 


come 3 
Spirit, The Duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe ; | Yet by your leave, the Winde was very high, 
But himout-live, and dye a violent death. _ And ten to one, old / —_— not gone our, 

Ballin. W hat fates await the Duke of Suffolke 2? King. But whata point, my Lerd, your Faulcon made, 
- Spirit. By Water ſhall he dye,and take hisend.. - And what a pytch ſhe flew above thereſt : 

Ballin, What ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet ? To fee how God in all his Creatures workes, 

Spirit. Let him ſhun Caſtles. Yea Mau and Birdsare fayne of climbing high. 
Safer ſhall he upon the ſandie Plaines, Ssff. No marvell, andir like your Majeſty, | 
Then where Caſtles mounted ſtand. My Lord Protectors Hawkes doc rowre ſo well, 

{ Havedone, for more I hardly can endure, They know their Maſter lovesto bealoft, 


| Bulling, Deſcend to Darkenefſe,and the burning Lake: | And beares his thoughts above his Faulcons Pitch. 


Falſe fiend avoyde. es Gloft .; My Lord, "tis bat a baſe 1gnoble minde, 
| Thunder and Lightning. Exit Spirit, | That mountsno higher thena Bird can ſore. bg | 
"CALI ——————_ h nem _ -- — — 
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Cord. 1 thought as much , he would be above the | 


Ee... 


Clouds, | | 
Gho#t. 1 my Lord Cardinall, howthinke you by thac? 
Were it not gvod your Gracecould flyeto Heaven ? 
King. The Treaſury of everlaſting loy. 
Card.Thy | 
Beat ona Crowne, the Treaſure of thy heaxc, 
Pernitious Protecor, dangerous Pcere, 
That ſmooth'R it ſo with King and Commonyweale. 
Glo, What Cardinall? 
Is your Prieſt-hood growne peremptory ? 
T antene animis { aleſtibus ire, Church-men ſo hot ?. 
Good Ynckle hide ſuch mallice : 
With ſuch Holynefſe can you doe it? 
S«ff. No mallice Sir no morethen well becomes 
So gooda Quiarrell, and ſo bada Peere- 
Glofts As who, my Lord ? 
Suff. Why, as you, my Lord, 
Ar'c like yonr lordly Lords Proreorſhip., 
of. Why Saffolke, England knowes thine infolence. 
zee. And thy Ambition, Glo#ter. | 
Kg. I prethee peace, good Queene, 
And whet nor on theſe roo-too furious Pecres, 
| For bleſſed are the Peace-makers on Earth 
Card, Eee me be bleſſed for the Peace I make 
Againſt this prowd Protector with my Sword. 
Glo. Faith holy Vnckle,would't were come to that. 
Card. Marry, when thou dar'it. 
Glo. Make up ho factious numbers for the matter, 
In thine owne perſon anſwer thy abuſe. 
Card. I, where thou dar { not peepe : 
And if thou dar'ſt, this Evening, 
On the Eaſt ſide of the Grove. 
King, How now, my Lords ? 
Card. Beleeve me, Coutin Gloiter, 
Had not your man put up the Foule ſo ſuddenly, 
We had had moreſport. 
Come with thy two-hand Sword, 
GleFt. True V nckle, are ye advis'd ? 
The Eaſt ſide of the Grove : 
Cardinall, I am with you. 
King. Why how now, Vnckle GloSter ? 
- Gtoft. Talking of Hawking ; nothing elſe, my Lord. 
Now by Gods Mother, Prieſt, 
Ile ſhave your Crowne for this, 
Or all my Fence ſhall faile. : 
Card. Medice teipſums, ProteRtor ſee to't well, prote 
your ſclfe. 
King. The Windes grow high, 
So doe your Stomackes Lords ; 
How irkeſome is this Muſicke tomy heart ? 
When ſuch Strings jarre, what bopeof Harmony ? 
I pray wy Lords let me compound this {trite, 


Enter one crying a Miracle, 


Gloft. What meancs this noyſe ? 
Fellow, what Miracle do'ſt thou proclaime ? 
One. A Miracle, a Miracle. | 
| S»ffolke.” Come to the King, and tell him what Mira- 
cle. 
] One. Forſooth, ablind man at Saint Abones Shrine, 
| Within this halfe houre hath receiv'd kis fight, 
A man that ne'reſaw in his life before. | 
King. Now God be prais'd, that to beleeving Soules 
Gives Light in Darkeneſſe, Comfort in Deſpaire. 


II" I —— 


heaven is on Earth,thine Eyes and Thoughts | 


Enter the A of Saint Albones, and bus 
hy, 0h the men betweege 
| | two ina (hayve. 
Card. Here comes the Towneſ-men, on Proceſſion 
Topretent your Highneſſe with the man. ; 
King, Great is his coinfort in this Earthly Vale 
Although by his ſight hisfinne be mulciplyed. ? 
G!o5t.Stand by, miy Maſters; bring him neere the Kin 
His highneſle pleaſure isto tafke with him. Þ 
King. Good-tcllow, tell us here the circumſtance 
That wefor thee may gloritic the Lord. ; 
What, haſt thou beene long blind, and now reſtor'g > 
Stmp. Borne bliud, and'c pleaſe your Grace. 
Wife. Iindeed was hee 
Suff. What Woman is this? - 
Wife. His Wite, and'tlike your Worſhip. 
Gloff. Hadit thou beene his Mother, thou coulq} 
have better told. 
King. Where wert thou borne? 
Spc. Art Barwicke in the North, and't like your 
Grace. 
Kwmg. Poore ſoule, | 
Godsgoodnefle hath beene great to thee : 
Let never Day nor Night uhailowed paſle, 
But (till remember what the Lord hath done. 
Luce. Tell me, good-fellow, 
Cam'ft thou here by Chance, or of Devotion, 
Tothis holy Shrine ? 
Szrp. God.knowes of pure Devotion, 
Being call'd a handred times, andoftner, 
In my flecpe, by good Saint Albon : 
Who faid ; Symon, come : come offer at my Shrine, 
And 1 will helpe thee. 
Wiſe, Mot truc, forſooth : gi 
nd many *1mecand oft my ſ{clfe have heard a V ozce, 
Tocall himſo. 
Card. What, art thou lame ? 
Sip. I, God Almighty helpe me. 
 Suf, Howcam'lt thou ſo? 
Simp. A tall off of a Tree. 
Wife. A Plametrre, Maſter. 
Gleft. How long hait thou beene blind ? 
Simpc. O borne 10, Maſter. 
Gloit. What, and would'ſt climbe a Tree ? 
Sirpc. But that in all my life, when 1 was a youth. 
fe. Too true, and bought his climbing very deare, 
loft.” Maſſe, thou lov'dſt Plumnmes well,that would' 
fture ſo, 
wp.. Alas, good Maſter, my Wife deſired ſome 
ſons, and made mee climbe, with danger of my 
Like. - = ' 
G/eft. A ſubtillKnave, but yet is ſhall not ſerve : 
Let me ſce thine Eyes ; winck now, now openthem, 
In my opinion, yet thou tecit not well. 
Simpc. Yes Maſter, cleareas day, I thanke God and 
Saint Albon. 
Gle#t. Say'ſtthoume ſo : what Colour isthis Cloake 
of ? 
Simpc. Red Maſter, Redas blood. | 
Gtoff. Why that's well ſaid : What Colour 1s m} 
Gowne of ? 
Simp, Blacke forſooth, Coale-blacke, as let. 
bo. Why then, thou, know'ſt what Colour Iet 15 
or e | 
Ssff., And yet I thinke, Iet did henever (ce. 
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Tie Never befoxe this day, in all his life, 
4 Glo. Tell me Sirrha, what's my Name ? 
: Simpe. Alas Makter, -I know not. 

Gloft, What's his Name ? 

Simpc. I know nat, h 

Gleſt. Nor his? 

Simpe. No indeed, Maſter. 

Gleif, What's thine owne Neme ? | | 

Simpc. Saunder Simpeoxe, and if it pleaſe you, Maſters 


The lying'{t Knaye in Chriſtendome. 
If thou hadſt beene borne blind, 
Thou might'it as welt have knowneall our Names, 
As thus to name the ſeverall Colours we doe weare« 
Sight may diſtinguiſh Colours : 
But ſuddenly to nominate them all, 
ltisiwpoſſible. 
My Lords, Saint hoe here hath done a Miracle ; 
And would ye not thinke it, Cunning to be great, 
That could re{tore this Cripple to his Legges againe? 
$:mpc. O Maſter, that you could ? 
Ghoſt. My Maſters of Saint Albons, 
Have you not Beadles in your Towne, 
And things call'd Whippes ? 
Mayor. Yes, my Lord, if it pleaſe your Grace. 

Gl, Then ſend for one preſently. | 
Mayer. Sirrha, goe fetch the Beadle hither ſtraight. 
"2 Exit, 

Glft, New fetch me a Stoole hither by and by. 
Now Sirrha,if you meane to fave your ſelfe from Whip- 
ping, leape me over this Stoole, and runne away. 

Smp. Alas Maſter, I am notable to ſtand alone : 

You goe about to torture me in vaine, + 


Enter a Beadle with Whippes. 


Gh#, Well Sir, we muſt have you find your Lepges. 
= Beadle, whippe him till he leape over thar ſame 
toole, 
Bead, 1 will, my Lord, 
Come on Sirrha, off with your Doublet, quickly, 
I Alas Maſter, what ſhall I doe ? 1 am not able to 
and, 
After the Beadle hath hit him once, be leapes over 
the Stoole, and runnues away : and they 
follow, andery, A Miracle. 
King. O God, ſeelt thou this , and beareſt ſo long ; 
 Qwee, Tt made me laugh,to (ze the Villaine runne. » 
Gloft. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away 
Wife. Alas Sir, we did it for pure need. | 
Gh.Letthem be whipt through every Market Towne 
Til they come to Barwicke, from whence they came. 
Exit, 
| (ad. Duke Humfrey ba's donea Miracleto day. 
| Suff. True: madethe Lame to leape and flye away. 
GlofF, But you have done more Miracles then I: 
You made in aday, my Lord, whole Townes to flye, 


Emter Buckingham. 


| 
King. What Tidipgs with our Couſin Buckingham? 
Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold : 

A ſort of naughty perſons, lewdly bent, 

Vnderthe Countenanceand Contederacy 


/ EN 


Ghoſt. Then Saznder, fit there, _ 


| Ghft, But Cloakes and Gownes, before this day; a 


—— 


Of Lady Elaendr, the Protetors Wike, 
The Ring-leader and head ofall this Rout, 
Have praQtis'd dangerouſly. againſt your State; 
Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers, 
Whom we have apprehended inthe Fact, 
Rayſing up wicked Spirits fram under ground, 
Demanding of King Henries Life and Death, | 
And other of your Highneſſe Privy Ceuncell, | 
AS more at large your Grace ſhall underſtand. | 
(ard. And fo my Lord Protector, by thismeanes 
Your Lady is forth-comming,' yet at London. 
This Newes I thinke hath turn'd your Weapons edge ; 
"Tis like, my Lord, you will not keepe your houre. | 
G!?5t. Ambitious Church-manleave to afflit my heart; þ 
Sorrow and griefe have vanquitht all my powers 
And vanquiſht as I am, I yeeldto thee, 
Or to the meaneſt Groome . 
King.O God, what miſchiefes workethe wicked one? 
Heaping confuſion on their owne heads thercvy. 
Q nee. Gh#ter,ſce here the TainRure of thy Neſt, 
And looke thy ſeife be faultlefſe, thou wert belt, 
Glof. Madam, for my ſelfe, to heaven I doe appeale, 
How I have lov'd my King, and Common-weale : 
And for my Wife, 1 know not how it ſtands, 
Sorry lam t +hear2 what have heard. 
Noble ſhe is :; "at if the have forgot 
Honor and V ertue, and convers't with ſuch, 
As like toPytch, defile Nobility ; | 
T baniſh her my Bed, and Company, 
And give her asa Prey to Law and Shawe, | 
That hath dis-honored G/ofters hone(t Name. 
King. Well, for this Night we will repoſe us here: 
To morrow toward London, backeagaine, 
To looke into this Buſinefle thorowly, 
And call theſe foule Offendorsto their Anſweres; — | 
And poyle the Cauſe in Iuſtice equall Scales, (vailes, | 
Whoſe Beame ſtands ſure, whole rightfull cauſe _ 
Xenns. 


E xter Torke, Salubury, and Warwichg. 


: d 
Yorke. Now my good Lords of Salibury and Warwicke, | 
Our {impl&Supper cnded, giveme leave, 
In this cloſe Walke, to (atisfie my leife, 
In craving your opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible, to &2g/ands Crowne. 
Sals, My Lord, I long to heare itat full. 
Warw. Sweet Torkebegin's and if thy clayme be good, 
The Newills are thy Subjects to command. | 
Yorke. Then thus z , 
Edwardthe third, my Lords, had ſeven Sonnes: 
The firſt, Edward the Blacke-Prince, Prince of Wales ; 
The ſecond, William of Hatfield ; andthe third, 
Lionel, Duke of Clarence: next to whom, 
Was /ohn of Gaunt, the Duke of LazcaFer ; 
The fift, was Edward Langley. Duke of Torke; _ 
The ſixt, was Thomas of WoedFtocke, Duke of Gloſter, 
William of Windſor was the ſeventh, and lait, 
Edwardthe Blacke-Prince dyed before his Father, 
And left behind him Richard, his onely Sonne, 
W ho after Edwardthe third's death, raign'd King, 
Till Henry Bulingbrooke, Duke of Lancaſter, | 
Theeldeſt Sonne and Heire of [obx of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by the Name of Hemry the fourth, 
Seiz'd on the Realme, depos'd the rightfull King, 
Sent his poore Queeneto France, from whence ſhe _ 
O2 - Av 


” 
got 7 
” AY 
by bh 


" The ſecond Part of King Henry. the Sixth, | 


And him to Pumfret j where; as all you know, 

Harmeleſſe King Richard was murthered traiterouſly: 
Warw. Father,the Duke hath told the truth | 

} Thus got the Houſe of Lence#er the Crowne - 

Yorke. Which now they hold by force,and notby right: 

For Richard, the firſt Sonnes Heire, being dead, 

The iflae of the next Sonne ſhonld have reign'd. _ 
Salas, But William of Hatfielddyed without an Heiree 
Yorke, The third Sonne, Duke of Clarence, 

From whoſe Line I clayme the Crowne, 

Had Iſſue Philip, a Daughter, 

W ho marryed Edmond Mortimer, Earle of March : 

Edmond had Iffue, Roger Earle of March; 

Roger had Iſſue, Edmond, «Anve, and Eliavor. 

Sala. This Edmond, inthe Reigne of Bultinghrooke, 

As Ihaveread, layd claymc unto the Crowne, 

And but for Owen Glendour, had beene Kiog ; 

Who kept himin Captivity, till he dyed. 

But, to the reſt. 

Yorke. His <ldeſt Siſter, Anne, 

My Mother , being Heire untothe Crowne, 

Marryed Richerd,Earle of Cembriage, 

Who was to £amond Langley, 

Edward the thirds fift Sonnes ſonne ; 

By her I clayme the Kingdome: 

She then was Heireto Roger, Earle of March, 

W ho was the Sonne of Edmond Ator timer, 

Who marryed Philip, ſole Daughter 

Vnto Liexel, Duke of Clarence. 

So, if the iſſue of the elder Sonne bf 

Succeed before the younger, Iam King. (this? 
Þ «rv. What plaine proceeding is more plaine then 

Henry doth clayme the Crowne from Johnof Gaunt, 

Thefourth Sonne, Yorke claymes it from the third : 

| Till Z5onels iflue fayles, his ſhould not reigne. 

It faylesnot yet, but flouriſhes fn thee, 

And inthy Sonnes, faire {lippes of ſuch a Stocke, 

Then Father Sa/ubmy, kneele we together, 

And inthis private Plot be we the firit, 

{ That ſhall falute our rightfull Soveraigne 

With honor of his Birth-right ro the Crowne. 

Both, Long live our Soveraigne Richard, Englanas 

King. 

Yorke. We thanke you Lords : 

But I am not your King, till I be Crown'd, 

And that my Sword be ltayn'd 

With heart-blood of the Houſe of Lancaiter : 

And that's not ſuddenly to be perform'd, 

But with adviceand lent ſecrecy. 

Doe you as I doc intheſe dangerous dayes, 

Winke atthe Duke of Sufflles inſolence, 

At Beaxfords Pride, at Somerſets Ambition, 

At Buckingham, and all the Crew of them, 

Till they bave ſnar'd the Shepheard of the Flocke, 

That vertuousPrince,the good Duke Humfrey : 

'Tis that they ſeeke ; and they, in ſeeking hat, 

Shall find their deaths, if Torkecan prophecy. 

Salub. My Lord, breake we off ; we know your mind 
at full, 
Parw, My heartaſſures me, that the Earle of Parwicke, 

Shall one day make the Duke of Torkea King, 

Yorke. And Newli, this I doe aſſure my iclfe. 

Richard ſhall livero make the Earle of Warwicke 

The greateſt man in Eng/ard, but the King. 

Exennt. 


Ny 


Sound Trumpets. Enter the King and State, 
withGuard, tobanyſh Te 


Ducheſſe. © 

King. Stand forthDame Eleanor Cobhary, 
GhoFters Wite : | 
In fight of God, and us, your guiltis great; 
Receivethe ſenrence of the Law-for finne, - 
Suchas by Gods Booke are adiudg'd todeath. 
You fourefrom hence to Priſon, backe againe : 
From thence, unto the place of Execution ; 
The Witch in Smithfield ſhall be burnt ro aſhes, 
And you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the Gallowes: 
You Madam, for you are more Nobly borne, 
Deſpoyled of your Honor in your Lite, 
Shall, after three dayes open Penance done, 
Live 1n your Countrey here, in Baniſhment, 
With Sir /ohn Stanly, in the Ile of Man. 

Elan, Welcome is Baniſhment, welcome were my 
Death. | 

Glo#t. Eljanor, the Law thou ſceſt hath judged thee, 
I cannot juſtifie whom the Law condemnes . 
Mine eyesar full of teares, my heart of gricte. 
Ah Heumfrey, this diſhonor 11 thineage, 
Will bring thy head with ſorrow tothe ground. 
1 beſcech your Majelty give me leave to goe ; 
SOITOW: would ſollace, and mine Age would ceaſe. 

King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Gloſter, 
Erethou goe, give up thy Staffe, 
Henry will to himſelte ProteRor be, 
And God ſhall be my hope, my ſtay, my guides 
And Lanthorne to my feete : 
And goe in peace, Hamfrey, no leſſebelov'd, 
Then when thou wert Protector to thy King.' 

Lee, Icenoreaſon, why a King of yecres 
Should be to be protected like a Child; 


| Godand King Hewy governe Englands Realime : 


Give up yeur Staffe, Sir, andthe King his Realmc. 
Gloſt. My Staffe ? Here, Noble Henry, is my Staffe: 
AS willirgly doe I the ſame reſigne, 
As erethy Father Henry made it mine; 
And evenas willingly at thy feete I leave it, 
As others would ambitiouſly receive it. | 
Farewell good King: when I am deadand gone, 
May honorable Peace attend thy Throne. 
Exu Ghſter. 
Luee.Why now is Henry King,and Margaret Queene, 
And Hamfrey, Duke of Gloſter, (carce himiclfe, 
1 hat beares fo ſhrewd a mayme ; two Pullsat once; 
His Lady baniſht, and aLimbeloptoff 
ThisStaffe of Henor raught, there let it ſtand, 
by - _ fits to be, in Henries hand. 
#ff.Thus dronpes this lofty Pyne,8 hangs his ſpraycs 
Thus £kawors Pride dyes in <A —_ dye S. F 
Yorke, Lords, lethim goe. Pleaſe it your Majeſty; 
Thisis the day appointed for the Combar, 
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 
The Armorer and his Man, to enter the Liſts, 
So pleale your highneſſeto behold the fight. 
Luce. T,good my Lord : for purpoſely therefore 
Left 1 the Court, to ſee this Quarrell try de. : 
King. A Gods Name ſeethe Lyſts and all things fit,, 
Here letthem end it, and God defend the right. 
Torke. I never ſaw afellow worſe beſtead, 
Or more afraid to fight, then is the Appellant, 


| The ſervant of this Armorer, my Lords. 
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| Enter at one Doore the Armorer and his Neighbors, drinking 
| go bim ſo much, that hes drunke ; and hq enters with 4 
| pDrummebefore him. aud buy Staffe, witha Sand-hagge 
aſtened io it : and at the other Doore his Man, with 4 
Drumme axd Sand-bagge, and Prentices drinking to him. 


1. Neighbor. Here Neighbour Horner, drinke to you 
| ina CupotfSacke ; and feare not Neighbor,you ſhall doe 
| well enough. RT 
| 2. Neighbor, And here Neighbour, here's a Cup of 
| Charnec0» | | = 
] 3. Neighbor. And here'sa Pot of good Double-Beere 
| Neighbor : drinke, and feare not your Mar. _ 

eArmorer. Let it come ifaith and Ile pledge _you all, 
and a figge for Peter. | | | 

1. Pren, Here Peter, 1 drinke to thee, and be not a- 
fraid. | . 

2. Pren, Be mercy Peter, and feare notthy Maſter, 
Fight for credit of the Prentices: Fx 

Peter, I thanke you all : drinke,and pray for me, pray 
you, for I thinke I have taken my laſt Draught 1n this 
World. Here Robin, and if I dye,I give thee my Aporne; 
and Fill, thou ſhalt have my Hammer : and here Tom, 
| rakeallthe Money that I have. O Lord blefle me, Ipray 
| God, for I am never able to deale with my Maſter, he 
hath learnt ſo much fence already. 

Sali, Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blowes. 
Firrha, what'sthy Name: 

Peter, Peter forlooth. 

Saliz. Peter ? what more ? 

Peter. T hampe. TY | 

Saliab. Thumpe? Then ſce thou thumpe thy Maſter 
well. 

eArmorer. Maſters, Iam come hither as it were upon 
my Mans inſtigation, to prove hima Knave,and my fclfe 
an honeſt manz and rouchingthe Duke of Yorke, I will 
nkemy death, I never meant him any ill, nor the King, 
nor the Queene : andtherefore Peter have at thee with a 
downe-right blow. 

York. Diſpatch, this Knaves tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combattants. 

To:y fight. and Peter ftrikes him downe. 

, Armorer, Hold Peter, hold, I confcſle, I confeſle Trea- 
On, 
ork, Take away his Weapon:Fellow thanke God ,and 
thegood Wine in thy Maſters way. : 
Peter. O God, have I overcome mine Encmie in this 
preſence ? O Peter, thou haſt prevay['d in right. 
King, Goe, take hencethat Traytor from our fight, 
For by hisdeath we doe perceive his guilt, 
AndGod in InRice hath reveal'dto us 
| Thetruthand innocence of this poore fellow, 
hich he had thought to have murther'd wrongfully, 
| Cotite fellow, follow us for thy Reward. I 
| Ex ent, 


Efter Duke Humfrey and his Men in 
Monrning Cloakes. - 


| Gb, Thasſometimes haththe brighteſtday a Cloud: 
And after Summer, evermore ſucceeds _ EI 

Barren Winter, with his wrathfull nipping Cold ; 

.50 Cares and Ioyes abound,” as Seaſons fleet, 

I's; what's a'Clocke ? 


Serv. Tenne, my Lord. 


GloFF. Tenne is thehourethat was appointed me, 
To watch the comming of my puniſht Ducheſle ; 
Vnneath may ſhe endure the Flinty Strcers,, 
Totreade them with her tender-feeling tcer. 

Sweet Nel, illcanthy Noble Mind abrooke 

The abject People, gazing on thy face, 
Withenvious Lookes ſtill laughing at thy ſhame; - 
That er {t did follow thy prowd Charior-Wheeles, 

W hen thou didit ride in triumph through the (ireets, 
But ſoft, Ithinke ſhe comes, and Ile prepare 

My teare-ſtayn'd cyes, ſoſce her Milcrics, 


Emter the Ducheſſe in a white Sheet, and a Taper 
burning in her hand, with the Sherife 
and Officers. 


Sherife. 


Ekian. Come you, my Lord, to ſee my open ſhame? 
Now thoado'{t Penance too. Looke how they gaze, 
dee how the giddy multitude doe point, 

And nodde their heads, and throw their eyes onthee. 

Ah Gloſter hide chee from their hatefulllookes, 

And inthy Cloſet pent up, rue my ſhame, 

And bame thine Enemies, both mine and thine. 
Gloi?. Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this griefe, 
Elan, Ah Glifter, teach me to forget my lclfe ; 

For while(t I thinke I am thy married Wife, 

And thoua Prince, Protector of this Land : 

Methinkes I ſhould not thus be led along, - 

Mayl'dup in ſhame, with Papers on my backe, 

And follow'd witha Rabble, thatr: joyce 

Toſce my tcares,and heare ty deepe-fct groanes. 

The ruthleſſe Flint doth cut my tender feer, 

And whenlI ſtart, the envious people laugh, 

And bid me be adviſed hoyy I treade. 

Ah Humfrey, can beare this ſhamefull yoake 3 

Troweſt thou, thatere Ile looke upon the World, 

Or count them happy, that enjoyesthe Sunne? 

No : Darke ſhall be my Light, and Night my Day, 

To thinke upon my Pompe, ſhall be my Hell. 

Sometime lle ſay, Iam Duke Humfrezes Wife, 

And hea Prince, and Raler of the Land ; 

Yet fo herul'd, and ſuch a Prince he was, 

As he ſtood by, whileſt I, his forlorne Ducheſle, 

Was made a wonder, and apointing ſtocke 

To every idle Raſcall follower. | ; 

But be thon milde, and bluſh nor at my ſhame, 

Nor ſttrre at,nothing, till the Axe of Death 

Hang over thee, as ſure it ſhortly will. 

For S«ffolke, He that can doe all in all - . 

With her, that hateth thee and hates us all, 

And Yorke, and impious Beaxford,  thatfalle Prieſt, ' 

Have all lym'd Buſhes to betray thy Wings, - __ 

And flye thou how thoucanſt, they'le tangle thee 

But feare not thou, untill thy foot be ſnar'd, 

Nor never ſeeke prevention of thy foes. + > .. 

Glef?. Ah Nell,forbeare; thou aymelt all awry; 

I muſt offend, before I beartainted : | 

And had I twenty times fo many foes, .. | 

Andeach of them, had twenty times their power, 

All theſe could not procure meany ſcathe, - 

Solong as I am loyall, true, and crimekeſſe. _ . 

Would 
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Serv. So pleaſe your Grace, we'll take her from the 


Gleſter. No, ſtirre nor for your lives, let her paſlc 


ſ haye me reſcue thee from this reproach? .,. , . 
"Why 
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Why yet thy ſcandall were not wipt away, 
for the breach of Law- 
Thy greateſt helpe is quict, gentie Nel: 
I pray thee ſort thy heart to patience, 
Theſe few dayes wonder will be quickly worne. 
Ss Enter a Herald. ; 
Her. ſummon your Grace to his Majeſties Parliament 
Holden at Bury, the firſt of this next Moneth, 
Ghft. And my conſent ne'reask'd herceinbefore ?. 
This iscloſe dealing. Well, I will be there. 
My Neb, Itake my leave; and Maſter Sherife, 
Let not her Penance exceede the Kings Commiſſion. 
Shey.. And'c pleaſe you Grace, here my Cotnmiſſion 
AndSir 7obs Stanly is appointed now, - (ayes: 
Totake her with him to the Ile of Man. 
Gloft, Muſt you. Sir /obn, protect my Lady here? 
Stanly. So am I given in charge, may' pleaſe your 
Grace. 
Gleft. Entreather notthe worſe, in that I pray 
You uſe her well : the World may _ 2gaincy 
you doe it her. 
And to Sir obs, farewell, , 
Elian,. What, gone my Lord, and bid me not fare- 
well? | 
Glo, Witneſſe my teares, I cannot ſtay to ſpeake. 
Exit Glofter. 
Eliar. Art thou gone too? all comfort goe with thee, 
For none abides with me : my Toy, is Death : 
Death, at whoſe Name I oft have becne afcar*d, 
Becauſe I wiſh'dthis Worlds eternity. 
Stanley, 1 prethee goe, andtake me hence, 
I carenot whither, for I begge no favour ; 
Onely convey me wherethou art commanded. 
Stav. Why; Madam, that jsto the Ile of Man, 
There to beus'd according to your State. 
Elan, That's bad enough, for Lam but reproach : 
And ſhall I then be as'd reproachfully ? 
Stan. Like toa Ducheſlc, and Duke Humfreyes Lady, 
According to that State you ſhall be us'd. 
Eklien. Sherifefarewell, andbetter then 1 fare, 
Although thoa haſt beene ConduR of my ſhame. 
Sheri. It is my Office, and Madam pardon me. 
Elian. I, I, farewell, thy Office is diſcharg'd : 
Come Stanley, ſhall we goe?. __ 
Stan. Madam, your Penance done, 


. Throw off this Sheet, 


And goe wetoattyre you for our Tourney. 2 
Ehan. My ſhame will not be ſhifted with my Sheet ; 
No, it will havg upon my richeſt Robes, 
And ſhew it (elfe, 'attyre me how can. 
Goe, leade the way, long to ſee my Priſon, 


Emer King, Qneene, Cardinal, Suffolke, Torke 
B bo ham, Satuzbury, and Warwicke, "Rs 
tothe Parkament. 
King. I muſe-my Lord of Gloſter is not come : 


Exennt. 


 Tisnot his wonttobe the hindmoſt man, 


Wi hate're occaſion keepes him from us now. 
- Oxee, Can yoonot ſee? orwill yenot obſerve 
The ſtrangenefſe of his/alter'd Countenance? 


| With whata Majeſty be beares himſelfe, 


| How inſolentof late he is become, ' We Todreame on evill, or to workemy downefalls - 
How prowd, how ptory, -atid unlike bimſelfe, Qze. Ah what's more dangerous, then this fond aſh- 
Weknow thetimeſince he was tilde and affable, Seemes he a Dove?his feathers are butborrow'd, (anc? | 
And if we did batglancea farre-cff Looke,, | For he's diſpoſed as the hatefull Raven. 
Immediately he was ipon his Knee, | Is hea Lambe ? hisSkinne is ſurely lent him, 
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| Or elſe conclude my words effeRuall. 


_n—__m——_ 


| Ithinke I ſhould have told your Graces Tale. 


_ Or if he were notprivy tothoſe Faults, 


- And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours Treaſon. 


That all the Court admir'dhia) for ſubmiſſion, 
But mect himnow, and beit in the Morne, 
When every one will give the time of day, 

He knits his Brow, and ſhewes an avgry Eye, 
And paſſeth by with ſtiffe unbowed Knee, 
Diſdaining duty that tous belongs. 

Small Curresare not regarded when they grinne, 
But great men tremble when the Lyon rores, 
And Hmnmfrey is nolittle Man in England. 
Firſtnote, thathe isneereyouin deſcent, 

And ſhould you fall, he is the next will mount.” 
Me ſcemeth then, it is no Pollicy, 

ReſpeRting whata rancorous mind he beares, 
And his advantage following your deccaſe, 
That he ſhould come about your Royall Perſon, 
Or be admitted toyour highneſle councell. 

By flattery hath he wonne the Commons hearts; 
And when he pleaſe to make Commotion, 

'Tis to be fear'dtheyall will follew him. 

Now 'tisthe Spring, and Weedes are ſhallow-rooted, 
Suffer them now, and they'le o*re-grow the Garden, 
Andchoakethe Herbes for want of husbandry. 
The reverent care I beare unto my Lord, 

Made me colle&theſe dangers in the Duke. 

If it befond, callita Womans feare : 

Which feare, if better Reaſons can ſupplant, 

I will ſubſcribe, and fay I wrong'd the Duke. 
My Lord of S«ffotke, Buckingham, and Torke. 
Reprove my allegation, if you can, 


Suff. Well hzthyour highnefle ſcene into this Duke; 
And had I firſt beene put to ſpeake my mind; 


The Ducheſle, by his ſuabornation, 
Vpon my Life began her divelliſh praQtiſes; 


Yet by reputing of his high deſcent, 

As nextthe King, he was ſucceſſiue Heire, 

And ſuch high vaunts of his Nobility 

Did inſtigate the Bedlam braine-ficke Ducheſſe, 

By wicked meanes to frame our Soveraignes fall. 
Smooth runnesthe Water, where the Brooke 1is deepe, 


The Fox barkes not, when he would ſteal: the Lambe- 
No, no, my Soveralgne, Glefter js a man 
Vnſounded yet, and full of deepe deceit. 
Card, Did he not, contrary toforme of Law, 
Deviſe ſtrange deaths, for ſmall offences done? 
Yorke. And did henot, inhis ProteQorſhip, 
Levy great famines of Money through the Realme, 
For Souldiers pay in France, and never ſent it? 
By meanes whereof, the Townes each day revolted. 
Buck. Tut, theſe are petty faults to faults unknowne, 
Which time will bring tolight in ſmooth Duke Humſre) 
| King. My Lords at once : the care you have of us, 
To mowedowne Thornes that would annoy our Foot, 
Is worthy praiſe : but ſhall I ſpeake,wy conſcience, 
Our Kinſman GleFer is as innocent, 
' From meaning Treaſonto our Royall Perſon, 
As 1s theſucking Lambe, or harmeleſſe Dove : ' 
The Duke 1s vertuous, tilde, and'too well given, 
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For he's cnclin'd as is the rayenous Wolves. 
Who cannot ſtealc a ſhape, that meanes deceit ? 
Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of usall, 
Hangs 0n the cutting ſhort that fraadfull man. 


_ Enter Somerſet. 
Sow, All health unto my gracious Soveraigne, 
King. Welcome Lord Somerſet : What Newes from 
France ? KY 
Som. Thar all your Intereſt inthoſe Territories, 
Is vtterly bereft you: all is loſt. | 
| King, Cold Newes, Lord Somerſet : but Gods will be 


done. | | 
Tarke. Cold Newes for me : for I had hope of France, 

As firmely as I hope for fertile Englaza. 

Thus are my Bloſſomes blalted inthe Bud, 

And Caterpillers cate my Leaves away : 

ButIwill remedy this geare ere long, , 

Or fell my Title for a glorious Grave. 


Enter Gloceſter. bar 6 

Cloceft, All happineſſe unto my Lordthe King : 

Pardon, my Liege, that I have ſtay'd ſo long, _ | 
Suff.Nay Gloceiter,know that thouart come too ſoone, 

Vnleſſe thou wert more loyal thenthouart : 

I docarreſt thee of high Treaſon here. | 
Glecett, Well Suffolk, yet thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 

Norchange my Countenance for this Arrelt : 

A heart unſpotted, is not cafily daunted. 

The pureſt Spring is not ſo free from mud, 

As lam cleare from Treaſon to my Sove:aigne. 

Who can accuſe me ? wherein am I guilty ? 
Yorke. "Tis thought, my Lord, 

That you tooke Bribes of France, 

And being Protector, itay*d the Souldiers pay, 

By meanes wherecot, his highneſſe hath jolt France. 
GlocefF, 1s it but choughr fo ? 

What are they that thunke it? 

Ineyer rob'd the Souldiers of their pay, 

Nor ever had one penny Bribe from France. 

So helpe me God, as I have watchtrhe Night, . 

I, Night by Night, in ſtadying good for England. 

That Doyr that ere I wrelted tromthe King, 

Or any Groat I hoorded to my uſe, 

Be brought againſt me at my Ttyall day. 

No: many a Pound of mine owne proper ſtore, 

| Becauſe I would not taxe the needy Commons, 

Have I diſpurſed to the Garrifons, 

Andneyer ask'd for reſtitution. | 

(#d, It ſerves you well, my Lord,'to ſay ſo much. - 

Gleceft. Ifay no more thentruth, ſo hetpe me God. 

| Yorke, In your Protecorſhip, you did deviſe 

Strange Tortures for Offenders,never heard of, 

That Fnglavd was defam'd by Tyranny. | 

Ghceſt, W hy 'tis well knowne, that whules I was Pro- 

Pitty was all the fault that was in'me ; (teRor, 

| | For I ſhould meltrat an Offendorsteares, 

Andlowly words were Ranſomefor their fault : 

| Valle it were a bloody Murtherer, | 

' Or foule felonious Theefe, thatficec'd poore paſſengers, 

Inevergave them condigne- puniſhment. 

Murther indeed, that bloody ſinne, 1 tortar'd 

Abovethe Felon, or what Treſpas clic. | | 

. Suf. My Lord, theſe faultsare-cafie,quicklyanfwer'd; 

But mighticr Crimesare lay'd-unto your charge, 

Whereof you cannot eaſily purges your {clfe, 


ee ene 


-| Idocarreſt you in his highneſſe Name, 


And here commit youto my Lord Cardinall 
To keepe, untill your further'time of Tryall. 
King. My Lord of Glocefter, tis my ſpeciall hope, 
That you will cleare your felfe from all ſuſpence, 
My Conſciencetells me you are innocent. 
 Gloceſt, Ahgracious Lord, theſe dayes are 
Vertueis choake with foule Ambition, 
And Charity chas'd hence by Rancours hand ; 
Foule Subornation is predominant, | 
And Equitie exil'd your highneſſc Land. 
I know, their Complot is to have my Life : 
And if mydeath might make this land happy, 
And prove the Period of their Tyranny, 
I would expend it with all willingneſle, 
But mine is made the Prologue totheir Play : 
Forihouſands more; that yet ſuſpeR no perill, 
Will not conclude their plotted Tragedy. | 
Beaufords red ſparkling eyes blab his hearts mallice, 
And Swffolkes cloudy Brow his ſtormy hate ; 
Sharpe Buckingham unburthens with his rongue, 
The envious Load thatlyes upon bis heart : 
And dogged Yorke, tharreachesat the Moone, 
Whoſe over-weening Arme I have pluckt backe, 
By falſe accuſe doth levell at my life. 
And you, my Soveraigne Lady, withthe reſt, 
Cauſcleſſe have lay'd diſgraces on my head, 
And with your beſt endeyour have ſtirr'd up 
My liefeſt Liegeto be mine Enemy : 
1, all of you have lay'd your heads together, 
My ſelfe had notice of your Conventicles, 
Anda!l to make away my guiltleſle life. 
I ſhall nor want falſe Witnefſe, to condemne me, 
Nor ſtore of Treafons, to augment my guilt ; 
Theancient Proverbe will be well ctf:ced, 


| AStaffe 1squickly found to beat a Dogge. 


- (ard. My Liege, bis rayling is intollerable. 
If tholethat care to keepe your RoyallPerion 
From Treaſons ſecret Knite, and Traytors Rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 
And the Offender granted ſcope of ſpeech, 
*T will make them coole in zeale unto your Grace, 

Seff. Hath henot twit our Soveraigne Lady here 
With ignomintous words, though Clarkeiy coucht? 
As if ſhe had ſuborned ſome to ſweare 
Falſe allegations, to o'rethrow his tate. 

Qxe, But | can give theloſcr leavero chide, 

Gloceft, Farre trucr ſpoke then weant: 11oſe indeed, 
Beſhrew the winners, for they play'd me falle, 
And well ſuchloſers may haveleaveto ſ{pcake. 
Back. He'll wreſtthe ſence, and hold us here all day. 
Lord Cardinall, he is your Prifoner, 
(ard. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him ſure. 
GtoceFt, Ah, thus King Hemry throwes away his Crutch 
Before his Leggesbe firme to beare his body. | 
Thus is the Shepheard beaten from thy fide, 
And Wolves are gnarling, who ſhall gnaw thee firſt, 
Ah that may feare were falſe, ahthat it were; 


* 


King.My Lords,what to your wiſdomes ſeemeth beſt, | 
Doe, or undoe,as tf our ſelfe were here. 


ment e 
King. 1.4, isdrow 
W hoſe floud begins ro flowe within mine eyes ; 


My body roundengyre withaulery : 
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dangerous : | 


| 


For 200d King Hemy, thy decay Tfeare. Exit GlaceFters | 


Lucene; What, will your. highneſle leave the Parlia- 
; my heart isdrown'd with griefe, 


For | 


| 
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For what's more miſerable then Diſconrent? 

Vnckle Humfrey, inthy face Iſce 

e Map of Honor, Truth, and Loyalty : _ 

ind yet, good Hamfrey, isthe houre to come, 

hat ere prov'd thee falſe, or fear'd thy faith. 

What lowring Starre now envies thy eſtate ? 

Lords, and Margaret our Queene, 

Doeſecke ſubverſion ofthy harmeleſſe Life. 

Thounever didſt them wrong, nor no man wrong : 

And as the Butcher takes away the Calfe, 

And bindsthe Wretch, and beats it when it ſtrayes, 

Bearing it tothe bloody Slaughter-houſe; 

Even ſo retnorſclefle have they borne him hence: 

And asthe Damme rurines lowing up and downe, 

Looking the way her harmelefſe young one went, 

And can doe nought but wayle her Darlings lofle ; 

Even ſo my ſelfe bewayles good G/efters caſe 

With {ad unhelpefull teares, and with dimr'd eyes ; 

Looke after him, and cannot doe him good : 

So mighty are his vowed Enemies. 

His fortunes I will weepe, and 'twixt each groanc, 

Say, who'sa Traytor ? G/ofter he is none. 
nee. Free Lords: 

Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames : 

Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Aﬀaires, 

Too full of fooliſh pitty : and Glofters ſhew 

Beguiles him, as the mournefull Crocodile 

Wrh ſorrow ſnares relenting paſſengers ; 

| Oras the Snake, roll'd ina flowring Banke, 
With ſhining checker'd ſlough doth ſting a Child, 

That for the beauty thinkes it excellent. 

Belceve me Lords, were none more wiſc then I, 

And yet herein I judge mine owne Wit good ; 

This Gloſter ſhould be quickly rid the World, 

To rid us from the feare we have of him. 

Card. That he ſhould dye, is worthy pollicy, ' 
But yet we want a Colour for his death ; 

*Tis meet he be condemn'g by courſe of Law. 
Sxuff. But in my mind, that were no pollicy : 

The King will labour ftill to ſave his Life, 

The Commons haply riſc, to ſave hisLife ; 

Andyet we have bur triviall argument, 

More then miſtruſt, that ſhewes him worthy death. 
Yorke. So that by this, you wouid not have him dye. 
Suff.. Ah Torke, no man alive,ſo faine as I. 

Yorke, *Tis Yorke that hath more reaſon for his death, 
But my Lord Cardinall, and you my Lord of S»ffotke, 
Say as you thinke, and ſpeake it from your Soules ; 
Wert notall one, anempty Eagle were ſer, 

guard the Chicke from a hungry Kyte, | 

As place Duke Hwmfreyfor the Kings ProteRor ? 
Dee. So the poore Chicken ſhould be ſure of death, 

' S»ff. Madam 'tis true : and wer'tnot madneſle then, 

To make the Fox ſurveyor of the Fold ? 

W ho being accus'da crafty Murtherer, 

His guilt ſhould be bur idly poſted over , 

Becauſe his purpoſe is notexecuted, 

No : let him dye, in that heis a Fox, 

- By nature prov'd an Enemy to the Flocke, 

Before his Chaps be ſtayn'd with Crimſon blood, 

As Hamfrey prov'd by Reaſonsto my Liege. 

| -And doe not ſtand on Quillets how toſlay him : 

Beit by Gynnes, by Snares, by Subtlety, 

Sleeping, or Waking, 'tisno matter how, 

So he be dead ; for that isgood deceit. 

Which mates him firſt, that firſt intends deceit. 


mee. Thrice Noble Swffolke, "tis reſolutely ſpoke. 
Sxff. Notreſolute, except ſo much were done; 

For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldome mieant, 

But that my heart accordeth with my tongue, 

Sccing the deed is meritorious, 

And topreſerve my Soveraigne from his Foe, 

Say but the word, and I will be his Prieſt. 

Card. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Sffalle 
Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieſt : : 
Say you confent, and cenſure well the deed, 

And Ile provide his Executioner, - 

I render ſo the ſafety of my Liege. 

Suff. Here is my hand, the Nedio worthy doing. 
nee, Andſofay 1. | | 

York. AndI ; and now we three have ſpokeit, 

Is $kills not greatly who impugnes our doome. 


Enter a Pot. 


Poft. Great Lords, from Ireland am 1 come amaine, 
To fignifie, that Rebels there are up, 

And put the Engliſhmen untothe Sword, 

Send Succours (Lords) and ſtop the Rage betime, 

| Before the Wound doe grow uncurable; 

For being greene, there isgreat hope of helpe. 

Card, A Breach that craves a quicke expedient ſtop, 
W hat counſaile give you in this weighty cauſe ? 

Yorke. That Somerſet be ſent a Regent thithe : 

"Tis mect that luckye Ruler be imploy'd, 
Witneſle the fortune he hath had in France. 

Som. If Torke, with all his farre-fet pollicy, 
Had beene the Regent there, inſtead of me, 

He never would have ſtay'd in France ſolong. 

Yorke. No, notto loſe it all, as thou haſt done, 
I rather would have loſt my life betimes, 

Then bringa burthen of dis-honour home, 

By ſtaying there ſolong, till all were loſt. 

Shew me one skarre, charaQter'd on thy skinne. 
Mens fleſh preſerv*d ſo whole, doeſeldome winne. 

.2aee. Nay then, this ſparke willprove a raging fire, 

If Wind and Fuell be brought, to feed itwith ; 
No more, good Yorke ; ſweet Somerſet be ſtill, 

Thy fortune, Yorke, hadſt thou beene Regent there, 
Might haply have prov'd farre worſe then his. 

s _ What, worſe then naught 2 nay, then a ſhame 
taKE Alle 

Somerſet, And in the number , thee, that wiſheſt 
ſhame. 

(rd. My Lordof Torke, try what your fortune is. 

Thuncivill Kernes of Ireland are in Armes, | 
And temper Clay with blood of Engliſhmen. 
To Ire/axd will youleadea Band of men, 
Colleted choycely, from each County ſome, 
And try your hap againſt the Iriſhmen ? 

Yorke. I will, my Lord, fo pleaſe his Majeſty, 

Sf. Why, our Authority is his conſent, 

And what we doe eſtabliſh, he confirmes ; 
Then, Noble Yorke, take thou this Taskein hand. 

Yorke. Tam content : Provide me Souldiers , Lotds 
Whiles I take order for mine owne affaires. 

Suff. A charge, Lord Yorke, that I will ſee perform'd, 
But now returne we to the falſe Duke Humfrey. 

Card. No more of him: for I will deale with him, 

' Thathenceforth he ſhall trouble us no more : 
Ando breake off, the day is almoſt ſpent, 
Lord S#feke; you and I muſt talke of that event. 
MW : 5- Yobs My] 


> _—_— 


'Theſecond Part of King Henry the Sixth. 


AtBriſtow I expe&t my Souldiers, 
For therc Ile ſhip themall for Ireland. 


Aanet Yorke. 


And change miſdoubt to reſolution ; 
Be that thou bop'ſt ro be, or what thou art; 
Reſigne to deathy1t is not worth th'enjoying : 


finde no harbor ina Royall hearts 
Faſter then Spring-tune ſhowres, comes thought on 
And not a thought, but thinkes oh Dignity» . 
My braine, more buſic then the labuuring Spider; | 
Weves tedious Snares totrap mine Enemies» 
Well Nobles, well: 'tis politikely done, 
Toſcnd me packing with an Hoaſt of men : 
I feare me, you but warme the ſtarved Snake, 


|| 'Twasmen I lackt, and you will givethem ne 3 
I takeit kindly 2: yetbe wellaſſur'd, SH 
You put ſharpe Weapons in a mad-mans hands. 

| Whiles I in /re/andnouriſha mighty. band, 

I will ſtirre up in Eg/andſome blacke Storme, 

Shall blow ten thouſand Soules to heaven, or hell : 

And this fall Tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe torage, 

Yntill the Golden Circuit on my head, 

Like to the glorious Sunnes tranſparant Beames, 

Doe calme the fury of this mad-bred Flawe. 

And for a miniſter of my intent, _ 

I have ſeduc'd a head-ſtrong Kentiſhman, 

lobn (ade of Aſpford, . 

Tomake Commotion, as full well he can, 

Vnder the Title of ſob» Aortimer, 

In Ireland have I ſeene this ſtubborne (ade 

Oppoſe himſelfe againſt a Troupe of Kernes, 


Werealmolt like a ſharpe-quill'd Porpentine ; 

And inthe end being retcued, I have ſeene 

Him caper vpright, like a wilde Moriſco, 
Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells. 

Full often, like a ſhag-hayr'dcrafty Kerne, 

Hath he converſed with the Enemy, 

And undiſcover'd, come to me againe, 

And given me notice of their Vullanies., 

Thisdevill here ſhall be my ſubſtitute , 

For that /ohn Mortimer, which now is dead, 

In face, io gate, in ſpeech he doth reſemble. 

By this, I ſhall perceive the Commons mind, , 
How they affetthe Houſe and Clayme of Yorke. 
day he be taken, rackr, and tortured; | 
Iknow, nopaine they can inflitupon him, 
Willmake him ſay, I mov'd him to thoſe Armes. 
Saythar he thrive, as'cis greatlike he will, 

Why then from Ireland come I with my ſtrength, 
Andreape the Harveſt which that Raſcall ſow'ds 
For Hwmfrey ; being dead, as he ſhall be, 


Enter two os three running over the Stage, from the 
Murther of Euke Humfrey. | 
I. Runne to my Lord bf. S»ffolke : let him know 
We have diſpatch the Duke, as he commanded. -- 
2. Oh, that it were to doe z,what have wedone ?. 
dit everheare a manſo penitent ? 
1. Heere comes my Lord. . 


Twke. My Lord of Suffalke, within fouretecne dayes 


Suff. Ile ſec it truely done, my Lord of Yorks. Exennt. 
Yorke, Now Torks,or never,ſtcele thy fearfuli thoughts 


Let pale-fac't feare keepe with the meane-borne man , 
And. (thought, 


Who cheriſht in your breaſts, will ſting your hearts, ' 


And fought ſo 1ong, till that his thighes with Darts 


And Hemy put apart: the next for me. Exit. 


Enter Suffolkss 


Suff. Now Sirs, have you diſpatch this thing > - 
I. 1, my good Lord, he's wr nn -J 
Suff. Why that's well ſaid. Goe,get you to my houſe, | 
I will reward you for this venturous deed: 
The King and all the Peeresare hereathand, 
Have youlayd faire the Bed? are all things well; 
According as I gaye direRtions ? 
1. *'Tis, my good Lord. 
Swff. Away, be gone. ExMnnt. 
Enter the King, the Queene, (ardinall, Saffolke, 
Somerſet, with Atnen- 
dants. 

King. Goecall our Yackle to ourpreſence ſtraight : 
Say, we intend totry his Graceto day, «3.21 
If hebe guilty, as*cis publiſhed. | 

Suff. Ile call bim preſently, my Noble Lord. &xiz. | 

King. Lordstake your places; and I pray you all 
Proceed no ſtraiter *gainft our Vnckle G/oFer, 
Then from true evidence; of good eſteeme, 

He be approvd in pradtiſe culpable. 

Lxee. God forbid any Malice ſhould prevayle, 

Thar faultlefſe may condemne a Noble man 


\ Pray God he may acquit him of ſuſpition.. 


K ing I thanke thee Nell, theſe wordes content me 

much. 
Enter Suff, olhe, | 

How now? why look'ſt thou pale? why trembleſt thou? 
Whereis our Vnckle? what's the matter, Suffolke? 

Swuff. Dead in his Bed, my Lord : Gloſter is dead. 

Duee, Marry God fortend. 

Card. Gods ſecret Tudgement-:\T did dreameto Night, | 


The Duke was dumbe, and could nor ſpeake a word. 


King ſounds. 


p —_ How fares my Lord ? Helpe Lords, the King is | 
cad. 


Som.Reareup his Body, wring him by the Noſe; 
Lee. Run,goe, helpe,helpe: Oh Henry ope thine eyes 
Suff. He doth reviue againe, Madam be patient. 
King. Oh heavenly God. 7 LEP 

Qxee, How fares my gracious Lord? 

Suff. Comfort my Soveraigne, gracious Hewry come | 


fore. 


King. W hat; doth my Lord of Sxffolke comfort me? | 


Came he right now to {inga Ravens Note, 
Whoſediſmall runne beret my Vitall powres : 
And thinkes he, that chechirping of a Wren, 

. By crying comfort froma hollow breaſt, 

. Canchaſe away the firſt conceived ſound? 
Hide not thy poyſon with ſuch ſagred words, | 
Lay not thy hands on me : forbeare I ſay, 
Their touch affcights meas a $-rpents ſiting. 
Thou balefull Meſſenger, out of my. ſight : 
Vpon thy eye-balls, murderous Tyranny 

Sits in grim Majeſty, to fright.the World. 
Looke not upon me, tor thine eyesare wounding ; 
Yetdoe not goe away ; come Baſiliske. _ 
And kill the innocent gazer with thy ſight : 

For inthe ſhade of death, I ſhall find joy ; .. 
Inlife, bur double death, now Gloſter edead. 


Luce. Why doe you rate my Lord of S»ffolke thus? 


Although the Duke was enemy to him, 

. Yet he molt Chriſtian-like laments hisdeath ; 
And for —_ Foe _ wastome, 

- Mightliquid tcares, or beart-offending groanes.” 
Or bidod-contuning ſighesrecall his Life ; 


—_ ——_—_— ey 
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1 I wogldbe blind with weepinggſicke with groties, - 

|. Locke pateas Primroſe with blybdeicinking fights, 

; [ Andallto-havetheNoble Dake alive. i 
What know Ihow theworld may deeme of me? - 

For it r os or II —_ Friends : ' 

| tt dInadethe Duke away. | 

So ſhall _— with Slanders tongue be wounded, 

1 And Princes Courtsbe fill'd with my reproach: 

| Thisget I by his death : Aye me unhappy, 

To bea Queene, and Crown'd with infamy. 

King.; Ah woe isme for Gloſter, wretched man. 
nee, Be woeorme, more wretched then he is, 
What, Doſt thou turne away, and hide thy face ? 

Iam noloathſomeLeaper, looke onme. © * 
What ? Artthoylikethe Adder iwaxcn deafe? 

+ Bepoyſonoustoo, and kill thy forlorne Queene. 

Isall thy comfort {þtit in Glofers Fombe ? 
Why'then Dame £/anor was nc*re thy joy+ 

Ered&t his Statue, and worſhip it, 

| And make my Image but an Alc-houſe ſign*. 

1 Was I for this nye wrack'd upon the Sea, 

And twice by aukward \vinde from Englands banke 
Drove backe againe unto my Native Chime. 

What boaded this ? but well fore-warning winde © - 
Did-ſceme to ſay, feckenor a Scorpions Neft, 

Nor ſet no footing on this unkind Shore. 

| Whardid I chen ? But curſt the gentle guſts, 

And he that loov'd tbem forth cheir Brazen Caves, 

| And bid thetn blow towards Eng/ends bleſſed ſhore, 
Or turne our Sterne upona dreadfull Rocke : 

| Yet Zolus would not be a murtherer, 

. Baeleftthar hatefull office untothee. 

The pretty vaulting Sea refus'd to drowne me, 

| Knowing that thou wouldſt have me drown'd on ſhore 
With teatesas falt as Sea, through thy unkindnefle, 
The ſplitting Rockes cowr'd inthe linking ſands, 
And would nor daſh me with their ragged ſides, 
Becauſe thy flinty heart more hard then they, 
Mighrin thy Pallace; periſh Elkanor, 

As farre as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffes, 

| When fromthy Shore, the Tempeſt beate usbacke, 
I ſtood upon the Hatches inthe ſtorme : 

And when the dusky 8ky, began to rob 

My carneſt-gaping-ſight of the Lands view, ' 

I t ooke a coltly Iewell from my necke, 

A Heart it was bound in with Diamonds, 
Andthrew it towards thy Land : The Sea receiv dit, 
And ſol wiſh'd thy body might my Heart : 

And even with this, 11oſt faire Englands view, 
And bid mine cyes be packing with my heart, 
And call'd them blind and dusky Spedtacles, 

| For loſing ken of Ations wiſhed Coaſt, 

How often have I tempted Suffolkes tongue 
(Theagent of thy foule inconſtancy ) 

Toſit and watch me as Aſcanine did, 

When heto madding Dido would unfold 

His Fathers Acts, commenc'd in burning Troy, 

Am1 not witcht like her? Or thou not falſe like him ? 
Aye me, I canno more : Dyc Elmor, | 

| For Henry weepes; that thou doſt live ſolong. 
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Noyſe within, Enter Warwicke, and many 
(*ommons. 


| War. Tt ISreporred mighty Soveraigne, 
| That good Duke Humfre) Flay rendered 


| 


| To bluſh andbeaurifie the Cheeke againe. 


| And we, I hope fir, are no murtherers. 


By S«ffolkes, and the Cardinall Beanfords meanes : 
The Commons like an angry hive of Bees 

That want their Leader, (catter up and downe, 
And care not who they fting in his revenge. 

My ſelfe have calm'd their {pleenfull mutiny, 
'Vneili they heare the order of hisdeath; 

King. Thathe is dead War wicke, *tis t00 true, 
But how he dyed, 'God knowes, not Henry ; 

Enter his Chamber, view his breathleſle Corpes, 
And comment then upon his fodaine death. 

Warw. That ſhall I doe my Liege : Stay Sa/sbary 
With the rude multitude, till I returne. 

King.O thou that judgeſt all things, ſtay my thoughts: 
My thoughts,” that labour to perſwade my ſoule, 
Some violent hands were laid on Humfryes life : 

If my ſuſped be falſe, forgiue me God, 
For judgement onely doth belongtothee : 
Faine would I goe to chafe his paly lips, 
With twenty thouſand kiſſes, and to draine 
Vpon his face an Ocean of falt teares, 
Totell my love unto hisdumbe deafetrunke, 
And with my fingers fecle his hand, unfeeling : 
Bur all in vaineare theſe meane Obſequies, 
'£ Bed put forth. 

And to ſurvey hisdead and earthly Image : 
What were ir but to make my ſorrow greater ? 
R —_ Come hither gracious Soveraigne, view this 

O Yo g 

King. Thatisto ſee how deeepe my grave is made, 
For with his ſoule fled all my worldly ſolace; 

For {ceing him, I ſee my lite in death. 

War. As lurely as my ſoule intends to live 
With that dread King that tooke our ſtate upon him, 
To free us from his Fathers wrathfull curſe, 

I doe belecue that violent hands were laid 
Vponthe life of this thrice-famed Duke, 

Sff. Adreadfull Oath,ſworne witha ſolemne tongue: 
What inſtance gives Lord Warwicke for his vow? 

Way, Sec how the blood is ſetled in his face. 

Oft have I ſeene a timely-parted Ghoſt, 

Of aſhy ſemblance, meager, pale, and bloodlcſle, 
Being all deſcendedto the labouring heart, 

Who in the Conflid that it holds with death, 

Attracts the ſame for aydance 'gainſt the enemy, 
Which with the heart there cooles, #nd nc're returnethy 


Bur ſee, his face is blacke, and full of blood : 
His eye-balles further out, than when he lived, 
Staring full gaſtly, like a ſtrangled man : ; 
His hayre up rear'd, his noſtris ſtretcht with ſtrugling : 
His hands abroad difplay'd, as one that graſpt 
And tugg'd for Life, and was by ſtrength ſubdude. 
Looke on the ſheets his haire (you ſee)is ſticking, 
His well proportion'd Beard, made ruffe and rvgg , 
Liketo the Summers Corne by Tempeſt lodged : 
It cannot be but he was murdred heere, 
The leaſt ofall theſe ſignes were probable. 

Suf. Why Warwicke, who ſhould doe the D.to deati? 
My ſelfe and Beasford had him in protection, 


War. But both of you were vowed D. Hamfries deaths 
Ard you ( forſooth) had the good Duke to keepe : 
Tislike you would not fealt him like afriend, 

And*tis wellſeene,he found an enemy. 

2wrev, Then You belike ſuſpeR theſe Nobleme, 

As guilty of Duke Humfries timeleſle death. 


WAr. 
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| warw. Who finds the Heyfer dead,and bleeding freſh, 
And ſees faſt-by, a Butcher with an Axe, 
But will ſaſpect, *twas he that made the ſlaughter ? 
| Who findsthe Partridge in the Puttockes Nelt, 
But may imagine how the Bird was dead, | 
Although the Kyte ſoare with unblondied Beake ? 
Even ſo ſuſpitious is this Tragedy, | 
O#.Areyou the Butcher,Suffokke? where's your Knife? 
Is Beasford tearm'd a Kyre ? where are his Tallons ? 
Suff. 1 weare no Knite, to {laughter ſNeeping men, 
But here's a vengefull Sword, rutted with cafe, 
That ſhall be ſcowred in his rancorous heart, 
That flanders me with Murthers Crimſon Badge. 
Say, if thou dar'ſt, prow'd Lord of Warwickſhirey 
That Iam faulty in Duke Hamfryes death. 
Warw, Whac daresnot Warwicke, if faiſe Swuffolke dare 
him ? | 
21. He dares not calme his contumelious Spirit. 
Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant Controller, 
Though S»ffoke dare him twenty thouſand times. 
Warw, Madam be ſtill : with reverence may 1fay, 
For every word you ſpeake in his behalte, 
Islander to your Royall Dignity. | 
Sf. Blunt-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanor, 
Ifever Lady wrovg'd her Lord ſo much, | 
Thy Mother tooke into her blamefull Bed, 
Some ſterne untutor'd Churle ; and Noble Stocke 
Was graft with Crab-tree ſlip, whoſe Fruit thou art, 
And never of the Newvils Noble Race. 
Warw. But that the guilt of Murther bucklers'thee, 
| And T ſhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee BAY 
Quitting thee thereby of tenthouſand ſhames, 
And that my Soveraignes preſence makes me mild, 
Iwould, falſe murd'rous Coward, on thy Knee 
{ Makethee beg pardon for thy paſled ſpeech, 
And fay,it was thy Mother that thou meant*ſt, 
That thou thy ſelfe waſt borne in Baſtardy ; 
 Andafter all this fearcfull Homage done, 
Give thee thy hyre, acd thy Soule to hell, 
Pernicious blood-ſucker of ſleeping men, ; 
Sf. Thou ſhalt be waking, while I ſhed thy blood, 
Iffrem this preſence thou dar goe with me. 
Warw. Away even now, orlI willdragthee hence, 
' Vawortby though thou at, Tle cope with thee, 
And doc ſome ſervice ro Duke Humfreyes Ghoſt. 
Exennt. 
King. W hat ſtronger Breſt-plate then a heartuntainted? 
Thrice 1s he arm'd, that bath his Quarrell juſt ; 
And he but naked, though lockt up in Steele, 
Whoſe conſcience with injuſtice is corrupted, 
A nojſe within, ; 


| Luee' What noyſe is this? 


Emer Suffolke and Warwicks, with their 
I eaponsdrawne. 


King. Why how now Lords ? 

Your wrathfull Weapons drawne. ; £148 

Here in our preſence ? Dare you be ſo bold ? 

Why what tumultuous clamor have we here? BY -] 
Suff. The trayt'rous Warwicke, with the men of Bury, 

Stallupon me, mighty Soveraigne. 


Enter $ alubary. 


| Saly. Sirs ſtand apart , the King ſhall know your 


—Y 


Dread Lord, the Commons ſend you word by me, 
Voleſſe Lord Swffolke (traight be done to death, 

Or baniſhed faire Exglands Territories, 

They will by violence teare him from your Pallace, 
And torture him with grievous lingring death, 
They tay, by him the good Duke Hwamfrey dy de : 
They ay, in him they teare your Highneſle death ; 
And mecre inſtin& of Love and Loyalty, 

Free from a {tubborne oppoſite intent, 

As being thought to contradict your liking, 

Makes them thus forward in his Baniſhment. 
They ſay, in care of your moſt Royall Perſon, 

That if your Highneſſe ſhould intend to ſleepe, 
And charge, -that no man ſhould diſturbe your reſt, 
In paine of your diſlike, or paine of death ; 
Yernotwithftanding ſuch a ſtrait Edi, 

Were there a'Serpent ſeene, with forked Tongue, 
That ſlyly glyd&d towards your Majeſty, 

It were but neceſſary you were wak't: 

Leaſt being ſuffer'd 1nthat harmeleſſe ſlumber, 

The mortall Worme might make the ſleepe eternall. 
And therefore doe they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you, where you will, or no, 


| From ſuch fell Serpents as falſe Suffolhe is 3 


With whoſe invenomed and farall ſting, 
Your loving Vnckle, twenty times his worth 
They fay is ſhametully bereft of life. 
Commons withm. An Anſiver from the King, my Lord 
of Saitsbury. . 
Suff. *T1s like the Commons, rude unpoliſht hinds, 
Could fend ſuch Mcſſage to their Soveraigne : 
But you, my Lord, were glad to be imploy'd, 
To ſhew how queint an Orator you are. 
Butall the Honor S«tzbary hath wonne, 
Is, that hewas the Lord Embaſlador, 
Sent from a ſort of Tinkers to the King. 
Within. An anſwer from the King, or wee will all 
breake 1n. 
King, Goe Salubary, and tellthem all from me, 
I thanke them for their render loving care; - 


b 


| Aud had I not beene cited ſo by them, 


Yetdid I purpoſe as they doe entreat : 


| Forſure, my thoughts doe hourely prophecy, 


Miſchance unto my State by S»ffolkes meanes. 

And therefore by his Majeſty 1 ſweare, 

Whoſe farre-unworthy Deputy Iam, 

He ſhall not breathe infetion'1n this ayre, 

But three dayes longer, on the paine of dzath. 

2e., Oh Henry, let me pleade for gentle Suffoke. 
King, Vngentle Qaeene, to call him gentle S#ffolke. 
No more [ ſay : ifrhou do'it pleadefor bim , 

Thou wilt but adde encreaſeunto my Wrath. 

Had I but ſaid, I would have kept my word 

But when Iſweare, it is irrevocable : 

If after three dayes ſpace thou here bee'ſt found, 
Onany ground that I am Ruler of, 

The World {hallnot be Ranfome for thy Life. 

Come Warwicke, come good arwicke, goe withme, 
I have great matters to impart to thee. Ext. 
 2xe. Miſchance and Sorrow goe along with you, 
Hearsts Diſcontent, and ſowre Affliction, 

Be play-fellowes to keepe you company : 


"There's two of you, the Devill madea third, 


And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your ſteps. 
Saff. Ceaſe, gentle Queene, theſe Execrations, 


mind, 


— i. 


And letthy S»ffokke take his heavy leave. FAS: 


— 


—— Dy ad tt. 


f 


— —__—— 


Y 


136 


' The ſecond Part of King Henry the Sixth, 


Lage. Fye Coward woman, and "ſoft hearted wretch, 

 Haſtrhou not ſpirit to curſe thine enemy? | 
wc A plagueupon them : wherefore ſhould I curſſe 

them ? | | 
Would curſes kill, as doth the Mandrakes grone; 

I would invent as bitter ſearching termes, 

Ascurſt, as harſh,and horribleto heare, 

Deliver'd ftrongly through my fixed teeth, 

With full as many fignes of deadly hate, 

Asleane-fac'denvy 1n her loathlome cave. 

My tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine carneſt words, 

Mine eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten Flint, 

Mine hairebe fixt anend, as one diftrad : 

I, every joynt ſhould ſceme to curſe and ban, 

Andeven now my burthen'd heart would breake 


' Should Inot curſe them. Poyſon be their drinke; 
'| Gall, worſe thev Gall, the daintieſt that they taſte : 


Their ſweeteſt ſhade, a grove of Cyprefſe Trees : 

Their cheefeſt ProſpeRt, murd*ring Baſiliskes : 

Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſmart as Lyzards ſtings : 

Their Muſicke, frightfull as the Serpents hifle, 

And boading Screech-Owles, make the Conſort full. 

All the foule terrors in darke ſeated hell 
\2ze.Enough ſweet Suffolke,thou torment'ſt thy {elfe, 

And theſe dread curſes like the Sunne 'gainſt glafle, 

Or like an over-charged Gun, recoile, 

And turnes the force of them upon thy ſelfe. 
Sf. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ? 

Now by the ground that I am baniſh'd from, 

Well could'l curſe away a Winters night, 

Though ſtandingnaked on a Mountaine top, 

Where byting cold would never let grafſe grow, 

Andthinke it but a minute ſpent in ſport. : 
Duee. Oh, let me intreat thee ceaſe, give me thy hand, 

That i maydew it with my mournfull teares 5. 

Nor let the raine of heaven wet this place, 

Towaſh away my wocfull Monuments. 

Oh, could this kifſe be printed inthy band, 

That thou might'ſt thinke upon thele by the Seale, 

Through whom a thouſand (ighes are breath'd for thee, 

So get thee gone, that I may know my griefe, 

"Tis but ſurmiz'd, whiles thou art ſtanding by, 

As onethat ſurfets, thinking on a want : 

I will repeale thee, or be wellafſur'd , 

Adventure to bebaniſhed my ſelfe ; 

And baniſhed I am, if but from thee. 

Goe, ſpeake not to me; even now be gone, 

Ohgoe not yet. Even thus, two friends condemn'd, 


| Embrace, and kifle, andtake ten thoutand leaves, 


Loather a hundred times to part then dye; 
Yet now farewell, and farewelllife with thee, 
S»ff, Thus is poore S#ffolketen times baniſhed, 
Once by the King, and three timesthriceby thee. 
'Tis not the nd I care for, wer't thou hence, 
A Wildernefle is populous enough, 
So Ssffalke had thy heavenly company : 
For where thou art, there is the World it ſelfe, 
With every ſeverall pleaſure inthe World : 
And where thouartnot, Deſolation. 
T can po more : Livethou to joy thy life ; 
My ſelfe no joy in nought, but that thouliy'ſt, 


_ Enter Vanx. 


2 nee. Whither goes Vanx ſo faſt? what newes I 


prethee? 


UCaxx. To fignific unto his Majeſty, 
That Cardiuall Beawfor2 is at point of death 
For ſodainely a greivous fickeneſle tooke him, 
That makes him gaspe, and ſtare, and catch theayre, 
Blaſpheming God, and curſing men on carth, 
Sometime he talkes, as if Duke Hamfryes Ghoſt 
Were by his fide : Sometime, he calles the King, 
And whiſpers to his pillow, as to him, 
Theſecrets of his over-charged ſoule, 
And Iam ſent to tell his Majeſty, 
Thateven now he cries alowd for him, 

Lee, Got tell this heavy Meſſage to the King, £&xje, 


Aye me! What is this World ? What newes are theſe? | 


But wherefore greeve Tat an houres pooreloſle, 

Omutting Suffolkes exile, my ſoules Treaſure? 

Why onely Suffolke mourne I not for thee ? 

And with the Southerne clouds, contend in teareyg 

Theirs for the earths encreaſe; mine for my ſorrowes, 

Now getthee hence,the King thou know'| is comming 

If thou be found by me, thou art bat dead, | 
Saff, TfI depart trom thee, I cannot live, 

And inthy ſight to dye, what wereit elſe, 

Bur like a pleaſant {lumber in thy lap? 

Heere could I breath my ſoule into theayre, 

As miide and gentle as the C:adle-babe, 

Dying with mothers dugge betweeneit's lips, 

Whete from thy fight, 1 ſhould be raging mad, 

And cry out for thee to cloſe up mine eyes: 

To have chee with thy lippes to ſtop my mouth ; 

So ſhould'ſt thou either turne my flying ſoule, 

Or I thorld breathe it ſo into thy body, 

And then it liv*d in ſweet Elizium. 

To dye by thce, were but to dye in jeſt, 

From chee to dye, were torture more then death : 

Oh let me ſtay, befall what may befall. 

nee, Away : Thoughparting be a fretfull coroſive, 
It 1s applyed to adeathfull wound. 

To France ſweet Suffolke : Let me heare from thee ; 
For whereſoever thou art in this worlds Globe, 
He have an yz that ſhall find thee out, 

Suff. [| goes 

Luce, Andtake my heart with thee. 

Seff. A Tewell lockt into the wotulft Caske, 
Thatever did containe athing of worth, 
Even a$a ſplitted Barke, ſo ſunder we : 

This way fall I to death. 

Lee, This way for me. Exennte 

Enter the King, Salubmy, and Warwicke, to the 
Cardinallinbed. 


© 


King. How fare's my Lord ? Speake Beasford to thy 
Soveraigne. 

Ca.Ifthou beeſt death, Ile givethee Englands Treaſure, 
Enough to purchaſe ſuch another Iſland, 
So thou wilt let melive, and feele no paine. 

King, Ab, what a figne it is of evill life, 
W here death's approach is ſeene ſo terrible. 

War. Beauford, it is thy Soveraigne ſpeakes to thee. 

Bean. Bring me unto my Triall when you will. 
Dy'de he not in his bed > Where ſhould he dye? 


| CanImake men live where they will orno ? 


Oh torture me no more, I will confefle. 
Alive againe? Then ſhew me where he is, 
Te give a thouſand pound to looke upon him, 
He hath no eyes, the duſt hath blinded them, 


Combe 
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Like Lime-twigs ſet to catch my winged ſoule : 

| Giveme ſomedrinke, and bid the Apothecarie 

Bring the ſtrong poyſon that 1 bought of him. 

' King, Oh thoueternall moover of the heavens, 

Looke with a gentie eye upon this Wretch, 

Oh beatcaway the bubie medling Fiend, 

| Thatlayes ſtrong ſiege untothis wretches ſoule, 

Apd from his boſome purge this blacke deſpaire«- _ 
War. Sec howthe pangs of death do make him grin. 
$4. Diſturbe him not, let him pafle peaceably. 

King. Peace to his ſoule,if Gods good pleaure be. 

Lord Card'nall, if thou think*ſt on heavens blifle, 

Holdup thy hand, make ſignall of thy hope. _ 

Hedyes and makes no figne ; Oh God forgive him, 

Wa. So bad a death, argues a monſtrous life, 
King. Forbeare to judge,for we are f{inners all. 
Cloſeup his eyes, and draw the Curraine cloſe, 
And let us all to Meditation. Exeunt, 


eAlarum. Fight at Sea, Ordenance gots off. 
Enter Lieutenant, Suffolke, and otbers. 

Lies, The gaudy blabbing and remorſcfall day, 
Iscrept into the boſome of the Sea : 
Andnow loud houling Wolves arouſe the Tades 
That dragge the Tragicke melancholy night : _ 
Who with their drowſic, flow, and flagging wings 
Cleape dead-miens graves; and from their miſty Iawes, 
Breathe foule contagious darkneſſein the ayre: 
Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize, 
For whiiſt our P1nnace Anchors in the Downes, 
Here ſhall they make thcir ranſome on thefand, 
Or with their blood ſtaine this diſcoloured ſhores 
Maſter, this Priſoner freely give I thee. 
Andthou that art his Mate, make boote of this : 
The other alter Whitmore is thy ſhare. 

i.Genr. What is my ran{ome Maſter, let me know. 

Me. A thouſand Crownes,orelſe lay down your head, 

Mate. And ſo much ſhall you give, or off goes yours. 

Litz. W hat thinke you much to pay 2000, Crownes, 
And beare the name and port of Gentlemen ? | 
Cut both the Viilaines throat, for dye you ſhall ; 
Thelives of choſe which we have loſt in fight, 

Be counter-poys'd with ſuch a pettic ſummc. 

1.Gent, lle give it fir, and therefore ſpare my life, 

2 Gent. And ſo will I, and write home for it ſtraight. 
 Wittm. loſt minecye in laying the prize aboord, 
And therefore to revenge it, ſhalt thou dye, 

And ſo ſhould theſe, if I might have wy will. 
Lieh. Benotſo raſh, take ranſome,lethim live. 
Suf. Looke on my George, I am aGentleman, 

Rate me at whatthou wilt, thou ſhalt be payed. 

Whit. Andſoam1T : my name is Walter Waitmore. 
How now? why ſtarts thou 2 what doth death affright? 
| S#f. Thy name affrights me,in whoſe ſound isdeath: 
Acunning man did calculate my Birth, 

And told methat by water I ſhould dye : 
Yetletnot this make thee be bloody-minded, 
Thy name is Gualtiey, being rightly ſounded. 
Vit. Gualtieror VVatter, which it is I care not, 
| Never yet did baſe diſhonour blurre our name, 

But with our ſword we wip'd away.the blot. 
erefore, when Merchant-like I fell revenge, 

Brokebe my ſword, my Armestotneand defac'd, 

AndIproclaim'd a Coward through theworld, 


EIN 


Combedowne his haire; looke, looke, it ſtands upright, | - Suf. Stay Whitmore, for thy Prifoner is a Prince, 


| Againſt the ſcnſeleſſe windes ſhalt grinin vaine, 


— cc 


The Duke of Suffolke; William de la Pole. © 
Whit.The Duke of Suffolke, muffled up in tagees? 
Sf. I, but theſe raggs are no part ofthe Duke. 
Liew, But Iove was never laine as thuu thalr be, 

Obſcure and lowſie Swaine, King Henries blood. 

Suf. The honourable blood of Lancaſter 

Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded Groome: 

Haſt thou not kiſt thy hand, and held my ftirrop ? 

Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth Mule, 

And thought thee happy when I ſhooke my head. 

How often haſt thou waited at my cup, 

Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd downe 2t the boord, 

When | have feaſted with Queenc Afargaret ? 

Remember it, and let ic makethee Crelt-falne, 

I, and alay this thy abortive Pride: 

How inour voiding Lobby haſt thou ſtood, 

And duly waited for my comming forth? 

This hand of chine hath writ in thy behalfe, 

And therefore ſhall it charme thy riotous rongue. 7 by 
Whit. Speake Captaine, ſhall I ſtab the forlorn Swain? 
Lies, Firſt let my-words ſtab him, as he hath me. 
Szf. Baſe ſlave, thy words are blunt, and fo art thou. 
Lieu. Convey him hence, and on our long baats fide, 

Strike off his head. Sf. Thoudar'ſt not forthy owne. 
Lieu, Poole, Six Poole ? Lord, 

I kennell, puddle, finke, whoſe filth and durt 

Troubles the filver Spring, where England drinkes : 

Now will I cam up thisthy yawning mouth, 

For ſwallowing the Treaſure of the Realme. 

Thy lips that kiſt the Queene, ſhall {weepethe ground ; 

And thou that ſmil'ditat good Dake Humfries death, 


— 


Who in contempt ſhall hiſfſe atthee againe.. 

And wedded be thou to the Hagges of hell, 

For daring to afyca mighty Lord 

Vnto the daughter of a worthleſſe King, 

Having neither SubjeR, Wealth, nor Diadem : 

By diveliſh policy art thou growne great, 

And like ambitious Sylla over-gor'd, 

With gobbvets of rhy Mother-bleeding heart. 

By thee eAs:97 and Maine were {old to France. 

The falfe revoiting Normans thorough thee, 
Diſdaineto call us Lord, and Piccardie | 
Hath flaine their Governors, ſurpriz'd our Forts, 
And ſent the ragged Souldiers wounded home: 

The Princely Warwicke, and the News!s all, 

W hoſe dreadfull ſwords were never drawue in vaine, 
As hating thee, andrifing up in Armes. 

Andnow the Houſe of Yorke thratt from the Crowne; 
By ſhamefull murcher of a guiltlefle King, 

And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 

Burnes with revenging fire, whofe hopefulltolours 
Advance our halfe-tac'd Sunne,ſtriving to ſhine ; 
Vander the which is writ, [nun nabibus. 
The Commons heere in Kentare up in armes, 
And to conclude, Reproach and Beggerie, 
Is creptinto the Pallace of our King, 
” And all by thee : away convey him hence. | 

.Suf. O rhat I were aGod, to ſhoot forth Thunder | 

Vpon theſe paltry, ſervile, abje&t Drudges : 
Small things make baſe men proud. This Yillaine heere, 
Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threats more 
Then Bargslu the {trong Illyrian Pyrate. 
Drones ſucke not Eagles blood, but robBee-hives ; 


It is impoſlible that I ſhald dye 
| P 


by 3 | 


| 
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By ſacha lowly Vaſallas thy ſelfe. 


Thy words move Rage, and not remorſe inme : 
I goe of Meſſage fron; the Queene to France : 
I charge thee waft me ſafely crofſe the Channell. 
* Liex. Water : W. Come Suffolke, I muſt waftthee 
to thy death, | 
Suf. Gelidus timor oocupat artus, it is theel feare. 
Wal.Thou ſhalt have cauſeto feare before I leave thee. 
What, are ye danted now? Now will yeſtoope? =_ 
I, Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him,ſpeak him fair. 
Sf. Suffolkes Imperiall tongue is ſterne and rough ; 
Vs'd tocommand, untaught to pleade for favour. 
Farrebe it, we ſhould honour {uch as theſe 
With humble ſuite : no, rather let my head 
Stoope tothe blocke, then theſe knees bow to any , 
Save tothe God of heaven; and to my King; 
And ſooner dance upon a bloody pole, 
Then ſtand uncover'dto the Vulgar Groome. 
True Nobilicy, is exempt from feare ; 
More can beare, then you dare execute. 
Lien. Halc him away, and let him talke no more :; 
Come Souldiers, ſhew what cruelty ye can. 
Suf. That this my death may never be forgot. 
Great men oft dye by vilde Bczonians. 


ARo Sworder, and Bandctto flave 


Murder'd frveet Tully. Brutus Baſtard hand 
Stab'd Inlixe Ceſar. Savage Itlanders 
Pompey the Great, and Swffolke dyes by Pyrats. 
Exit Walter with Suffolhe. 
Lieu, And as for theſe whoſe ranſome we have (ct, 


| It.is our pleaſure one of them depart: 
| Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 


Exit Lientenant, and thereſt, 
CHMant the fir Gent, Enter Walter with the body. 
Wal. There let his head, and livelefle bodice lye, 
Vatill the Queene bis Miftris bury it. © Exit Waker. 
I.Gent. O barbatous and bloudy ipeRacle, 
His body will I beateuntothe King : 
If hz revenge it not, yet will his Friends, 


So willthe Queene, that living, held him deere. Ex. 


Enter Bents , and Tohn-Holland. 


Bens. Come and gettheea ſword , though made ofa 
Lath, they have bene up theſe rwo dayes. 

Hel. They havethe motenecde to ſleepe now then; 

Bens, I tell thee, Facke Cade the Cloathicr, meanes to 
drefle the Common-wealh and turne it , and feta new 
napupon it. 

Het. So he had need, *tis thred-bare. Well, I fay, 
it wasnever merrie world in England , fince Gntlemen 
Came up. | 

Beuiz. O miſerable Age : Vertue is not regarded in 
Handy-crafts men. | | 

Hol. The Nobilitie thinke ſcorne to goe in Leather 
Aprons: | 

Beni, Nay more, the Kings Councell are no good 
Workemen. 

Hol. Trae: and yet it is ſaid, Labour inthy V ocati- 
on : whick is as mucho ſay,as let the Magiſtrates be la- 
bouring men, and therefore ſhould we be Maxiſtrates. 
| Ben. Thou halt hit itz for there's no better figne of a 
brave minde, then a hard hand. - 

Hol. Iſeethem, I fce them : There's Befts Sonne, the 
Tanner of Wingham. | 

Beni, He ſhall have the skinnes of our enemies , to 


| 


make Dogges Leather of. 
Hel. And Dicke the Butcher. 
Zenis, Then is fin ſtrucke downe like an Oxe,and in; 
quities threate cut like a Calfe. es 
Hol. And Smith the Weaver. 
Bes. Argo, their thred of life is ſpun. 
Hol. Come, come, let's fall in with them, 


Drumme. Enter Cade, Dicke Butcher, Smith the Waavg 
and a Sawyer with infinite numbers. : 


3 ade, We Toba (ade, ſo term'd of our {ſuppoſed F4- 
ther. 

Bur. Orrather of ſtealing a Cade of Herrings, 

Cage, Forour enemies ſhall taile before us, inſpired 
with the ſpirit of putting down Kings and Princes, Com. 
mand ſilence. 

But. Silence. 

( ade. My Father wasa Mortimer. 

But. He wasan honeſt man, and a good Bricklayer. 

Cage. My mother a Plantagener. 

Butch. 1 knew her well, ſhe wasa Midwife. 

Cage. My wife deſcended of the Lacies. 

E But. She was indeed aPedlers daughter and ſold many 

CESe 

Weaver, But now of late, not able to travell with her 
furr'd Packe, ſhe waſhes buckes here at home. 

{ ade. Therefore am I of an honorable houſe. 

But. I by my faith the field is honourable , and there 
was he borne, under a hedge : for his Father had nevcra 
houſe but the Cage. | 

Cage. ValiantT am. | 

Weaver. A mult needs, for beggery is valiant. 

(ade. T am able to endure much. 

But. No queſtion of that : for I have feenc him whipt 
three Market dayes together. 

Caae. 1 feare neither ſword, nor fire. 

Wea. He need not feare the ſword, for his Coateisof 
proofe. 

Bat. But methinkes he ſhould ſtand in feare of fire;be- 
ing burnt 'th hand for ſtealing of Sheepe. 

Cage, Be brave then, for your Captaine is Brave, and 
Vouwes Reformation. There ſhall be in England , (even 
haltepeny Loaves ſold for a peny: the three hoop'd pot, 
ſhall have ten hoopes,and I will make it Fellony ro drink 
ſmall Bcere. All the Realme ſhall be in Common, andin 
Cheapſide ſhall my Palfrey gotografle : and when lam 
King, as King I will be. . 

All. God ſave your Majeſtic. 

Cade. Ithanke you good people. There ſhall bee no 
mony, all ſhalleare and drinke on my ſcore , and I wil 
apparrell them all in one Livery, thatthey may agreelike 
Brothers,and worſhip me their Lord. 

But, The firſt thing we dogler's kill all the Lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that I meane todo, Is notthis alaments- 
ble thing, that ofche skinofan innocent Lambe ſhould 
be made Parchment ; that Pazchment being ſcribeld ore, 
ſhould undoea man. Some ſay the Bee ſtings, but ſay, 
'ris the Bees wax : for I did but ſeale once to a thing, ant 
T was never my owne man fince. How now? Who's 
there 2, | 

Emer a Clearke. 
weaver. The Clearke of Chatram : hee can write and 
reade, and caſt accompt. 

Cade. Q monſtrous! 

Wea, Werooke him ſetting boyes Coppies- 
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. .Gads. Here's a Vilkaine. 1 
Wea. Ha's a Booke in his pocket with red Letrers in't. 

. Gades Nay. then he is a Conjurer- | 

' But. Nay, he can make Obligations,and write Court 


tund, | 

Cade. Tam ſorry for't: The man isa proper man of 
*mine Honor : unlefſe I finde him guilty, he ſhall not dic. 
Come hither ſirrah, I muſt examine thee : What 18 thy 
name ? | 

Clarke. Emannell. : 

But. They uſc to write it onthe top of Letters :*Twill 
go hard with YOu» 

Cade. Let me alone: Doſt thou uſeto write thy name? 
Or haſt thou a marke tothy ſelfe, like an honelt plain 
dealing man ? | 

Charke. Sir Ithanke God, I have bin ſo well brought 
up,that I can write my name, 2 
- Al. He hath confeit : away with him: he is a Villaine 
anda Traitor, 

Cade. Away with him I ſay : Hang him with his Pen 
and Inke-horne about his necke, 

| E xit one with the Clearke 
Enter Hichacll. 

Mich, Where's our Generall ? 

Cade. Heere I am thou particular fellow. 

Mich. Fly fly ,fly,Sir Humfrey Stafford and his brother 
ae hard by, with the Kings Forces. X'S 

Cage. Stand villaine, ſtand, or Ile fell thee downe ; he 
ſhallbe encountred with a man as good as himſclfe. He 
is but a Knight, is a? | 

Mich. No. 

Cade. To cquall him T will make my ſelfea knight pre- | 
kndy ; Riſe up Sir Tohbr Hfortimer, Now have at him. 


- Emrer Sir Humfvey Stafford, and his Brother, 
; with Drum and Soldiers. 


Stef. Rebellious Hinds, the filth and ſcum of Kent, 
Mark'd for the Gallowes ; Lay your Weapons downe, 
Home toyour Cottages : forſake this Groome. 

The King is mercifull, if you revolt. | 

Bro, But angry, wrathfull, and inclin'd to blood, 

If you go forward : therefore yeeld, or dyc. | 

Cade. As for theſe filken-coated flaves I pafſe not, 
ltisto you good people, that I ſpeake, 

Overwhom (in timeto come) I hope to reigne ; 
for am rightfull heyre unto the Crowne. 
Stef, Villaine, thy Farther was a Playlterer, 
Andthou thy ſelfe a Sheareman, artthou not ? 
(ade. And Adam was a Gardiner. 
' Bro. And what of that ? | 703 0g 7 of 
: (ade. Marry,this Edmond cAortimer Eatle of March, 
marriedthe Duke of Clarence daughter, did he not? 
Stef I fir. 
Cade, By her he had two Childrenart one birth. 
| Bro, That's falſe, 

(ade, I, there's the queſtion ; But 1 
Theelderof them being putto nurſe, | 
| Wasby a begger-woman ſtoineaway,. 
And ignorant of his birth and parentage, . 
vecame a Bricklayer, when he came toage. 

His ſonne am I, deny itif youcans ; 
[B#t. Nay, tis tootrue, therefore he ſhall be Kings. - 
Wea. Sir,he made a Chimney in my Fathers houſe, and 

KeSare aliveat this day to teſtifie it; therefore | 

not, 


fay, 'tis true : 


* 


| Now ſhew your ſelves men, *tisfor Liberty. 


-| of order, Come, march forward. 


| | havea Licenſeto kill fora hundred lacking one. 


| dies ſhall be dragg'd at my horſe heeles, till I docome to 


the Gaoles, and let out the Prifoners. 


Stef, And will you creditthis baſe Drudges Wordes , 
that ſpeakes he knowes not what? ll ©! | 
el. I marry will we, therefore ;get you pones/ | | | 
Bro. Tacke Cade, the D. of Yorke hath tanght youthis. l 
Cage. He lyes, for Iinvented-it my ſelfe. Gotos Sir- j| 
rah, tellthe King from me, tharfor his Fathers ſake-Hen- | 
7 thefift, (in whole time boyes went to Span-coudter {| 
tor French Crownes) Tam contetithe ſhall rejgne; bat Ule | 
be Protector over him. | 

Butcher, And furthermore weele have the Lord Sajes 
head, for ſelling the Dukedome of Aſaine« 

(ade. And good reafon : for thereby is England main'd 
And faineto goe witha ſtaffe,bat rhat my puiſſance holds 
It up, Fellow-Kings, Itell you |, that that Lord Say hath 
gelded the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch: and 
more then that,he can ſpeake French, and therefore heis 
a Traitor, | 

Stef. O grofſe and miſerable ignorance. | 

Cade. Nay anſwer if you can: The Frenchmen are onr 
enemies: go toothen: I ask but this : Can he that ſpeaks | 
with theronge of an enemy, be a good Councellour, or 
no? | Qf1toe | 

All. No, no,and therefore wee*l have his head. 

Bro, Well, ſeeing gentle words will not prevayle, 
Aflayle them withths Army ofthe King. 

Staf. Herald away ,and throughout every Towne, 

Proclaime them Traytors thatare'up with Cade, 
Thar thoſe which flye before the battell ends, 
May evenintheir wives and Childrens fight, } 
Be hang'd up for example at their doores : 
Andyou thatbe the Kings friends follow me. Exit. 

Cade. And yon that love the Commons follow me; - 


- 


We willnotleave one Lord, one Gentleman : 
Sparenone, but ſuch as go inclonted ſhooen, 
For they are thriftyhoneſt men,and ſuch 
As would (but that they dare nor) take our parts. 
But. They ars are all in order, and march toward us. 
Cade. Butthenare we in order, when we are moſt out 


-- 


Alarms to the fight, whereinboth the Staffords ave ſlaint, 
Enter Cade and the reft. 


Cade. W here's Dicke, the Butcher of Aſhford 2: | 
Brut. Heere fir. | | 
(ade. They fell befor thee hke ſheepe arid Oren, and 
thou behaved ({tthy ſelfe, asif thou hadſt beene inthine 
owne Slaughter-houſe:Thereforethus wil I reward thee, | 
the Lent ſhall beeas long againe as it is, andthou ſhalt 


| Bat. I deſire no more. 
(ade. And to ſpeake truth, thou deſerv'ſt noleſſe. 
This Monument of the victorie wilt I beare, and the bo- 


London, where we will have the Maiors ſword born be- 


fore us. 4 
Bat. If we meaneto thrive ;and do 


good, breake oper 


Cade. Feare not that I warrant thee. Comelet's march | 
towards London, ' - Exewnt, 
Enter the King with a Swpplicarion,aud the © gomnewith Suf- 

| fokes hea aoher "+> 5, STAT ; 


deny it 


I | | 


i M$ \T 


_—_—_ 


2 uzene.Ofr have I heard that greefe ſoftens the mind, .| 


you 


ns th or — 


th 
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And makes it fearefull and degenerate, 
Thinke therefore on revenge; and ceaſe to weepe. 


1 But who can ceaſe to weepe, and looke on this? 
| Here may his head lye on my throbbing breſt : 


ut where's the body that-I ſhould imbrace? + 
FI What anſwer makes your Grace tothe Rebells 
Supplication ? \ Lf Hit 

Biſhop to intreate 2 
forbid,ſo many ſimple ſoules | 

Should periſh by the Sword. And-my ſelfe, 

Rather then bloody warre ſhall cut them ſhort, 

Will parly'with /acke (ade their Generall. 


| But ſtay, le rcade it over.once againe-. 


«. Ah barbarous villaines : Haththis lovely face, 
Rul'd like a wandring: Plannet over me, 
And could.it not inforcethem torelent , - 
That were unworthy to behold the ſame? 
Zig: Lord Sap, lacke Cade hath ſworne to have thy 


$4.1, but I -hope your Highneſſc ſhall have his. 

King. How now Madam ? 

Stil lamenting and mourning for Suffolkes death ? 

I feare me( Love) iffbat I had beene dead , WO 
Thoy would'& not halfe have mourn'd ſo much forme. 
2%, No my.Love, Iſhould not mourne, but dye for 


Emer a Meſſenger, 


King. How now? What newes? Why com'ſtthou in 
ſuch haſte ? > 
+ Hef. TheRebelsare in Southwarke-: Fly my Lord: 
Ticks Cade proclaimes himſelfe Lord IMortrmer, © 
Deſcended from the Duke of {Zarexce.houle, 
And calls your Grace Vſurper, openly, 
And vowes to Crowne himſelfe in Weſtminſter. 


His Army is a ragged multitude 
OF Hinds gnd Pezants, rude and mercilefſe : 
Sir Humfrey Stafford, and his Brothersdeath, rg 
Hath giyen them heart and courage to proceedeis = 
All Schollers, Lawiers,'Courtiers, Gentlemen, . * ; 
They call fzlſe Catterpillers, and intend their death. 
Kin.Oh graceleſſe men-: they know not what they do. 
Buck. My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, 
Yntill a power be rais'd to put them downe, 
2x. Aliwere the Dake of Suffolke now alive, 


S ” 


| Theſe Kentiſh Rebels ſhould be ſoone appeas'd. 


. King... Lord Say, the Traitors hatethee, 
Thereforeaway with us to Killingworth* 
.Saj. So, might your Graces perſon beindanger : 
The fight of me is 0dions-in their eyes ; 
ore inthis City will I ſtay, 
Andlive alone as fecret as 1 may. 


Enter another Meſſenger, 


_CMeſſ hs 5 Lacks Cade hath gotten London-bridge, 
The Cijizensflyc him and forſake their houſes: 


| The Raſcallpeople, thirſling after prey, 


| Ioyne with the Traitor, and they joyntly ſweare 
City, and your Royall Court. 


; F .iBae;;Thenlinger not my Lord, away,.take horſe. - | 
| King.” Come Margarer,God our hope will ſuccour us. 


' 28. Mychope is gone, now Suffolke isdecealt. 
| King.. Farewell my Lord,'truſt notto Kentiſh Rebels. 


'Bnc. Truſt no body for feare yoube betraid, 


| Emer Lord Scales npon the Tower walking. Then enters 


| 


| 


| | word. | 


| Andnow henceforward it ſhall be Treaſon for any, 


| And therefore am I bold and reſolute. Exeny; 


two or thee Citizens below, 


Scales. How now? Is /acke (adeſlaine ? 
I.C5t. No my Lord, nor likely to be flaine: 

For they have wonne the Bridge; 
Killing all thoſe that withſtand them : 
The L. Maior craves ayd of your Honor from the Tower 
To defend the City from the Rebels, 

Scales. Such ayd as I can ſpare you ſhall command, 
But Iam troubled heere with them my ſelfe, 
The Rebels have aflay'd to winthe Tower. 
But get you into Smithfield and. gather head, 
And thithes I will ſend you Mathew Goffe, 
Fight for your King, your Country, and your Lives, 
Ando farewell, for I muſt hence againe. Exent, 


Emer Tacke Cade and the reſf,and firikes biy 
ftaffe on Londow tone, 


Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, 
And heere fitting upon London Stone, 
I charge and command, that of the Cities coſt 
The piſſing Conduitrun nothing but Clarret Wine 
The firit yeere of our raigne, 


otherthen Lord Mortimer, 
Enter a Sonldity running. 
Sonl. Tache Cade, lacke ( ade. 
Cade. Knocke him downethere. T hey kill him, 
Bat. It this Fellow be wiſe, hee'l never call yee lacke 
Cade more, I thinke he hath a very faire warning. 
Dicke. My Lord , there's an Army gathered together 
in Smithfield. 
Cade. Come, then let's go fight withthem; 
But fir{t, go and ſet London Bridgeon fire, 
And if you can, burnedowne the Tower too. 
Come, let's away. Exennt omne!, 


That calles me 


eAlarums. Mathew Goffe is laine, and all the reſt, 
Then enter Iacke Cade, with his Company, 


Caae. So firs : now go ſome and pull down the Savoy; 
Others to'th Innes of Court, downe-with them all. 
$ut, I have a ſuit unto your Lordſhip. 
Cade, Be it a Lordſhippe, thou ſhalt have it tor that 


Bnt, Onely that the Lawes of England may come out 
| of your mouth . 

lohn. Maſſe *twill be ſorc Law then, for he was thrull 

in themourth with a Speare, and 'tis not whole yct. 
Smith. Nay John,it will be ſtinking Law, for his breath 
ſtinkes with toſted Cheeſe. 

Cade. IT havethought upon it, ir ſhall bee ſo. Away, 
burne all the Records of the Realme, my mouth ſhall bec 
the Parliament of England. *' 

lohn, Then we are liketo baye biting Statutes 
Vnleſſe his teeth be pull'd our. 

Cade. And hence-forward all things ſhall bein Com- 
mon. Enter a Meſſenger. 

Hef. Ny Lord, a prize, aprize; heerestheLord 59, 
which ſold the Townesin France, Hethat made usSpay 
oneand twentic Fiftecnes, and one ſhilling to the pound; 
the laſt Subſidie. 


Emer 
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Enter G eorge with the Lord Say. 


Cade. Well , -heſhaſtbe beheaded for it tentimes : 
Ah thou $47, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord,now 
art thou within point-blanke of our IuriſdiAtion Regall. 


Normandic unto Mounſier Baſrmecs, the Dolphin of 
Erance? Be it knowne uncothee by theſe preſence,cven 
the preſence bf Lord Mortimer , that lam the Becſome 
that cauſt {weepe the Court cleane of ſuch filth as thou 
art: Thou haſt moſt traicorouſly corrupted the youth of 
the Realme,in erecting a Grammar Schoole: and wherc- 
a before, our Fore-fathers had no other Bookes but the 
Score and the Tally,thou halt cauſed printing to be as'd, 
and contrary to the King, his Crowne, and Dignity,thou 
haſt buile a Paper-Mill. It willbee proved to thy Face, 
that thou haſt men about thee , that uſually talke of a 
Nowne and a Verbe, and ſuch abominable wordes , as 

no Chriſtian eare can endure to heare.Thou haſt appoin- 
ted Iuſtices of Peace,to call poore men before them , a- 

bourmatters they were not able toan{were. Moreover, 

thou haſt put them in priſon , and becauſe thy could not 

reade; thou haſt hang'dthem, when (indeed) onely for 

that cauſe they have beene moſt worthy to live. Thou 

doit r1de on a foot-cloth, doſt thou not ? 

Say. W hat of that ? 

Cade. Marry, thou vught'ſt not to letthy horſe weare 
aCloake, when honeſter men then thou go in their Hole 
and Doublets. 9k 

Dicke. And worke in their ſhirt too, as my ſclfe for cx- 
ample, thar ama butcher. 

Say. You men of Kent. 

Dic, What ſay you of Kent, | 

Say. Nothing bur this : *Tis bona terra, mala gens. 

2 Cade. Away with bim,away with him, he ſpeakes La- 

""_ 

$43. Heare me but 

will : 

Kent inthe Commentaries (ear writ, / 

[sterm'd the civel'|t place of all this Iſle ? 

Sweet is the Country, becaulc full of Riches, 

The People Liberall, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, 

Whichmakes me hope thou art not void of pitty+ 

I fold not Aaime, Liolt not Normanaie, 

Yetto recover thewr would loſe my life : 

Tuſtice with favaur haveaiwayes done, . __ 
Prayers and Teares have wov'd me, Gifts could never; 
When have I oug ated at your hands? 

Kent to tmaintaine, the King, the Realme and you, 

Large gifts have 1 beſtow'd on learned Clearkes, 

bccaule my Booke preferr'd me tothe King. 

And iceing Ignorance is the curſe of God, 

Knowledge the W ing wherewtth we flyeto 

Vnkefle you be pofleſt with divelliſh ſpirits, 

{Youcannot but forbeareto murther me: —_ 

This Tongue hath parlied unto Forraigne Kings 

For your behoofe. - 

Cade, Tat, when ſtruck*ſtthou one blow in the field ? 

Say, Great men have reaching hands:oft baye I ſtruck 

| Thoſethar I neve ſaw, and ſtrucke them dead. 

Geo. O monſtrous Coward j W hat, te come behinde 
Folkes ? | Ep 
Sq.Theſe cheeks are palewith watching for your gogd. 

Cage. Give him a box o'th'carc,and that will make'en 
ted againe, 


wht , 
CS . 


= 
ſpeake , and beare me wher'e you 


heaven, 


What canſt thou anſ\ver to my Majeſty,for giving'up of 


__ 


Say. Long ſitting to determine poore mens cauſes, 
Hath made me full of ſickneſſe and dilcalcs: : 

Cade, Ye ſhall have a hempen Candle then, & the help 
of a hatchet, 

Dicke, Why doſt thou quiver man? 

Say. The Palfie,and not feare provokes me. 

(ade. Nay he noddcs at us ,as who thould ſay, Ile be 
even with you. Ile ſee if his head wiil {tand [teddier on 
a pole, or no ; Take him away and behcad him. 

Say, Tell me: wherein have I offended moi ? 

Have I affected wealth, or honor 2 Speake: 
Are my Chelts fil'd up with extorted Gold? 

Is my apparrellſumpruous to behold ? 

Whom have l injur'd, that ye ſeeke my dearh? 


r 


þ 


| him away I ſay,apd (trike oft his head preſently,and then 


Have them kiſle. Away. 


When I command them kill 2 


Theſc handsare tree from guiltlefſe bloodſhedding, 
This brett from harbouring foule —_— thoughts, 
O let me live. | 

Cage. i feele remorſe in my ſelfe with his words : but 


well tor his life. Away with him, he ha's a Familiar un- 
der his T ongue, he ſpeake not a Gods name. Goe, take 


breake into his Sonne in Lawes houle , Sir /ames Cromer, 
and ſtrike off his head ,*aud bring chem both upon two 
poles hither. 

All, It ſhall be done, ; 

$47, Ah Countrimen; If when you make your prai'rs, 
God ſhould be ſo obdurate as your ſelyes : 

How wouldit fare with your departed ſoules ? 
And therefore yct relent, and fave my lite: 

Cade; Away with him, and do as Tcommand ye the 
proudelt Peere ut the Realme , ſhall not wearea headon 
his ſhoulders, unleſſe he pay me trivuce ; there ſhall not 
a mid be-mar1ed, but ſhe (hail pay co me her Mayden- 


And we charge and command, that their wivesbe as free 
as heart can wiſh, or tongue can tell, | 
Dricke. My Lord, 
When ſhail we go to Chea 
ties upon Our billes ? 
Cade, Matry preſcntly« 
All. O rave. 


plide, andrake up commodis 


Enter one with the heads. 


Cade. But is not this braver ; 
Let them kifle one another; For they lov'd well 
W henthey werealive. Now partthetn againe, 
Leaſtthey conſult about the giving up 
Of ſome more Townes in France, Soldiers, 
Deterre the ſpoyle of the Citicic untill night ; 
For with theſe borne before us, in ſteed of Maces, | 
Will we ridethrough the ſtrects,and at every _—_ 
xit, 


eLlermey, and Retreat.) mer againe (,; ude, 

and all hu rabblement. 

kill and knocke doywne;throw them into Thames z 
Sound a parkey- | 


What noyſe igthis Lheare ?, | © 
Dareany be ſobold to ſound Retreator Parley 


He bridle it: he ſhall dyz, and it be but for pleading fo | 


head ere they have it : Mcn ail botd vi mee in Capitez | 


| Cade. Vp, Fiſh-ſtreete; downe Saint Magnes corner, | 


7 


| 


1 


| 
| 
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Enter Buckingham, and old Clifford. 
Bxc. Theerethey be, that dare and will diſturb thee: 
Know Cade, we come Ambaſſadors fromthe King 
Vato the Commons, whomthou haſt miſled, 
And heere pronounce free pardon tothem all, 
That will forſake thee, and go home in peace. 

(4f. What fay ye Countrimen, will yerelent 
And yeeld to mercy, whilſt *ris oftered you, 

Or letarabble leade you to your deaths. 
Wholoves the King, and will imbrace his pardon, 
Fling up his cap and ſay ,God ſave his Majeſtic; 
Who hateth him, and honors not his Father, 

Henry the fift, that made all France to quake, 

Shake be his weapon at us, and paſle by. 

All. God faveghe King, God ſave the King, 

Cade, What Bidkingham and Clifford are yeſo brave? 
And you baſe Pezants,doe ye belecve him,will you necds 
be hang'd with your Pardons about your neckes? Hath 
my ſword therefore broke through London gates, that 
you ſhonlEleave meat the white-heart in Southwarke:. 
I thonght ye would never have givenout theſe Armes til 
you had revovered your ancient Freedome : bur _ 
all Recreants and Daſtards, and*delightto live iff{laveric 
to the Nobility. Let them breake your backes with bur 
thens, take your bouſes over your heads , raviſh your 
Wives and Daughters before your faces. For me, 1will 
- ſhiftfor one, and ſo Gods Curſſe light uppon you 
all. 

Al. Wee'l follow Cade, 

Weel follow Cade. - 

Chi.” Is Cade the ſonne of Hemry the fift, 

| That thus youdo exclaime you'lgo with him. 

Will he condu&t you throughthe heart of France, 

And makethe meancf of you Earles and Dukes ? 

Alas, he hath no home, no place to flyc too : 

Nor knowes he how tolive , but by the ſpoyle, 

Valeſſe by robbing of your Friends, and us. 

Wer't 'nota ſhame, that whilſt you live at tarre, 

| The fearfull French, whom you late vanquiſhed 

Should makea ſtart ore-ſeas, and vanquiſh you? 

Me thinkes alreadie in this civill broyle, 

I feethem Lording it in London ſtreets, 

Crying Village unto all they meete. | 

Better ten thouſand baſe-borne Cades miſcarry, 

' Then you ſhould ſtoope unto a Frenchmans mercy. 

To France, to France, and get what you havelolſt : 

Spare England, for it is your Natjve Coaſt: 

| Hewry hath mony, you are ſtrong and manly : 

' God on our fide, doubt not of ViRorie. 

eAll. A Clifford, a Clifford, 

| Wee'l follow the King and Clifford. 

| Cage. Wasever Featherſolightly blowne too & fro, 
asthis multitude?The name of Henry the fift,hales them 

to an hundred miſchiefes, and makes them leave mede- 

ſolate. I ſee them lay their heads together to ſurprize 

me. My ſword make way for me,for heere is no ſtaying: 

in deſpight of the divels and hell, have through the verie 

middeſt of you, and heavens and honor be witneſle, that 

no want of reſolution in mee , but.onely my Followers 

baſe and ignominious treaſons, make me betake mee to 

my heeles. OP 82" ÞY Exit. 

Buck. What, is he fled ?*Goſome and follow him, 
And he that brings his head unto the King, | Int: 
Shall have athouſand Crownes for hisreward.. 

| |  Exonmt ſome of theme, - | 


| 


] Follow me ſouldiers, wee'l deviſe a meane, 


——_ 


To reconcile youall unto the King. Exeunt onng, 
Sonnd Trumpets. Enter King, 2 meene, and 
Somerſet on the Tarras. 


King. Was ever King that joy'd an earthly Throne, 
And could command no more content then I ? 
No ſooner was I crept ont of my Cradle, 
But I was madea King, at nine moneths olde. 
Was never ſubject long'd to be a King, 
AsI dolongand wiſh to bea Subjects 


Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 


Buc., Health and glad tydings to your Majeſty. 
Kin, Why Buckingham,is the Traitor Cade ſurpris'd? 
Or is he but retir'd tomake him ſtrong ? 


E mer CMultitudes with Hatters about their 
N eckes. 


Cif.He is fled my Lord, and all his powers do yeeld, 
And humbly thus with halters on their neckes, 
Expect your Highneſſe doome of life, or death. 

King. Then heaven et ope thy everlaſting gates, 
To entertaine my vowes of thankes and praiſe. 
Souldiers, this day have you redeem'd your lives, 
And ſhew'd how well you love yonr Prince & Country: 
Continue ſtill in this fo good a minde, 
And Henry though he be infortunate, 
| Aſſure your ſeives will never be unkinde : 
And ſo with thankes, and pardon to youall, 
I dodiſmifle you to your ſeveral Countries. 
All, God fave the King , God fave the King. 


Emer a Meſſenſer. 
Aeſ. Pleaſe it y our Grace to be advertiſed, 
The Duke of Yorke is newly come from Ireland, 
And witha puifſant anda mighty power 


Of Gallow-glafſes and ſtout Kernes, 
Is marching hitherward in proudarray, 
And ftillproclatmeth as he comes along, 
His Armies are onely to remove from thee | 
The Duke of Somerſet, whom he tearmes a Traitor. 

K _ _ ſtands my ſtate, *ewixt Cade and Yorke 

iſtreſt, ** | 

Like toa Ship, that having,ſcap!da Tempeſt, 
Is ſtraight way claimd, and boorded with a Pyrate, 
Butnow is Cade driven backe, his men diſpierc'd, 
And now is Yorke in Armes, to ſecond him. 
I pray thee Buckingham go and meet him, 
And aske him what's the reaſon of theſe Armes : 
Telihim, Ile ſend Duke Edwwndto the Tower, 
And Somerſet we will commit thee thither, 
Vntill his Army be diſmiſt from him- 

Semerſet. My Lord, > 
He yeeld my ſeife to priſon willingly, 
Or unto death, to do my Countrey good. 

King. In any caſe, be not too rough intermes, - 
For he is fierce, and cannot brooke hard Languages 

Buc. 1 willmy Lord, anddonbt not ſo to deale, 

; As all things ſhall redound unto your good. 
' ©" King*Come wike, let's in, and learne to governe better, 
For yet may England curſe my wretched reigne. 


Extent 
Enter 
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Emer { ade. 


Cade. Fye on Ambition ; fie on my ſelfe, that have a 
ſword,and yet am ready to famiſh. Theſe five dayes have 
[ hid me in theſe Woods, and durſt not peepe out, for all 
the Country is laid for me : but now am I hungry, that 
if I mighthavea Leaſe of my life for a thouſand yeares, I 
| could ſtay no longer. Wherefore on a Bricke wall have 
Iclimb'd into this Garden, to ſee if I can cate Graſfle, - or 

icke a Sallet another while, which is not amiſle to coole 
a mansſtomacke this hot weather: and I think this.word 
aller was borne to do me good ; for many atime but for 
aSallet, my braine-pan had beene cleft with a brown Bull; 
and many a time whenT have beene dry,& bravely mart- 
ching, it hath ſerv'd me inſteede of a quart pot to drinke 
in: and now the word Sallet muſt ſerye me tofeed on. 


Enter 1den. . | 

Iden. Lord who would live turmoyld inthe Court, 
And may enjoy ſuch quiet walkes as thele ? 

This {mall inheritance my Father left me, 
Contenteth me, and worth a Monarchy. 

I ſeeke notto waxe great by others warning, 
Orgather wealth I care not with what envy : 
Suchceth, that I have maintaines my ſtate, 

And ſends the poore well pleaſed from my gate. 

(ade. Heere's the Lord of the ſoile come to ſeize mee 
for a tray, for entring his Fee-ſimple without leave. A 
Villaine, thou wilt betray me, and geta Iooo. Crownes 
ofthe King by carrying my headto him , bur Ile make 
thee eate Iron like an Oſtridge, and ſwallow my Sword 
liked great pin,ere thou and [ part. 

Iden. Why rude Companion, whatſoerethou be, 

I know thee not, why then ſhould I betray thee ? 

Ist not enough ro breake into my Garden, 

Andlike a theefe rocome to rob my grounds : 

Climbing my walles in ſpight of me the Owner, 

Butthou wiit brave me with theſe ſawcie tearmes ? 
(ade. Brave thee? Iby the beſt blood that ever was 
| | broach'd, and beard thee to. Looke on me well , I have 


five men, and if 1 doe not leave youallas dead as adoore 
nale, I pray God I may never cate graſle more. 

Iden. Nay, it ſhall ne're be ſayd,while England ſtands, 
That «Alexander Idenan Eſquire of Kent, 

Teoke oddes ro combate a poore famiſht man. 

Oppole thy ſtedfaſt gazins eyesto mine, 

Se ifthou canſt out-face me with thy lookes 2 

Setlimbe tolimbe, and thouart farre the lefler : 

Thy hand is but a finger to my fiſt, 

Thy legge a ſticke compared with this Truncheon, 

My foote ſhall fight with allthe ſtrength thou haſt, 

And if minearme be heaved in the Ayre, 


As for words, whoſe greatneſle anſwer's words, 

Let this my ſword report what ſpeech farbeares. : 

' Cade. By my.Valour: the moſt compleate Champ1- 
0n that ever L heard. Steele, if thou turnethe edge, or, 
cut not out the burly bon'd Clowne in chaines of Beete, 
\erethou ſleepe in thy Sheath, I beſcech Iove on my knees 
thou mayſt be turn'd to Hcbnailes, 


Heere they fight. 


Olam {laine, Famine and no other hath ſhine me,letten 


jy 


cate no meate theſe five dayes, yet come thou and thy | 


Thy grave is digg!d alreadie in the carth: | 


| thouſand divelles come againſt me, andgive me bur the 
ten meales I havelolt, and I'dedeftie them all. Wither 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place toall thatdo 
dwell in this houſe, becauſe the unconquered ſoule of 
(at is fled. EIS. 

Iden, 1s't Cadethat I have ſlain,that monſtrons traitor? 

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deede, 
And hang thee o're my Tombe, when I am dead. 
Ne're ſhall this blood be wiped from thy point, 
But chou ſhalt weace it as a Heralds coate, 

Toemblaze the Honor thy Maſter got. 

Cage. [den farewell,and be proud of thy viRory : Tell 
Kent from me, the hath loſt her beſtman, and exhortall 
the World to be Cowards : for Ithat never feared any , 
am vanquiſhed by famine, not by Valour. Dyes. 

14. How much thou wrong ft me heaven be my judge; 
Die damned Wretch, the curſe of her that bare thee ; 
Andas I thruſt thy body in with my ſword, 

So wiſh I, I might thruſt thy ſoule to hell. 
Hence will I dragge thee headlong by the heeles 
Vortoa dunghill, which ſhall be thy grave, 

And there cur off thy moſt ungracions head, 
Which I will beare in triumph to the King, 
Leaving thy trunke for Crowes to feed upon. 


—_ - 


Exit. | 


Enter Yorke, and his Army of Iriſh, with 
Drummeand Colours, 


Yor.From Ireland thus comes Yorke to claim his right, 
And plucke the Crowne from feeble Henries head. 
Ring, Belles alowd, burnc Bonfires cleare and bright 
To entertaine great Englands lawfull King. 

Ah Sana Hajeita | who would not buy thee deere ? 
Let them obey, that knowesnot how toRule. 

| This hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 

I cannotgivedueaction tomy words, 

_ Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 

A Scepter ſhall it have,havel a ſoule, 

On which lle toffe the Fleure-de-Luce of France» 


Enter Buckingham, 


Whom have we heere? Buckingham to diſturbe me? 
The king hath ſent him ſure :. I muſtdifſemble. 
Bac. Yorke, ifthou meaneſt well, I greetthee well, 
Yor. Humfrey of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting. 
Artthou a Meflenger, or come of pleaſure. 
Buc, A Mcſſenger from Henry, our dread Liege, 
To kno the reaſon of theſe Armes in peace. 
Or why, thou being a SubjeR, as Iam, 
Againſt thy Oath, and true Allegeance ſworne, 
Should raiſe ſogreata power without his leave ? 
Or dare to bring thy Force ſoneere the Court ? 
Tor. Scarſe can I ſpeake, my Choler is fo great» 
Ohl couid hew up Rockes, and fight with Flint, 
I am ſo angry attheſe abjet termes. 
And now like e-Liax Telamoning, 
| OnSheepe or Oxen could Iſpend my furie. 
I am farre better borne then 1s the King : 
Morxelike a King, more Kingly in my thoughts. 
But I muſt make faire weather yeta while, 
Till Hexry be more weake, and I more ſtrong- 
O Buckingham, Iprethee pardon me, 
| That I have given no anfwerall this while : _ . 
My minde was troubled with deepe Melancholly. 


The cauſe why I have broughtthisarmic hither, 
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The ſecond Part of King Henry the Sixt. 


Isto remove proud Somerſet fromthe King, 
Seditious to his Grace,and to the Stare. | 
Buc. Thar is too much pretumption on thy part: 


Burif thy Armes be ro 10 other end, 


The King hath yeelded unto thy demand : 

The Duke of Somerlet is in the Tower. 
Torke. Vponthine Honor is he Priſoner ? 
Buc. Vpon mine Honor he 1s Prifoner e - > 
Torke. Then Buckingham,! do diimifſe my Powers. 

Souldiers I thanke you all : diſperſe your ſelves: 

Meet me to morrouw in S. Georges Field, 

You ſhall have pay, and every thing you wiſh. 

And let my Soveraigne, vertuous Herne, 

Command my eldelt fonne, nay all my fonnes; 

As pledges of my Fealtie and Love, 

Ie ſend them all as willing as I live : 

Lands, Goods, Horſe, Armor, any thing I have 

Is his to uſe, ſo Somerſer may dye. 

Buc, Yorke, I commend this kinde ſubmiſſion, 
We twaine will gointo his Highnefle Tent. 


Enter King and «A teendants, C wes 
Kg. Buckingham,doth Yorke intendno harmeto us, 
Thar chus he marcheth with thee Arme in Arme ? 
Torke. Inall ſubmiſſion and humility, 
Yorke doth preſent himſctfe unto your Highneſle. 


K. Then what intends theſe forces thou doſt bring ? * 


Tor. To heave the Traicor Somerſet from hence, 
And fight againſt that monſtrous Rebell Caar, 
W hom ſince I heard to be difſcomfired. 


Enter I den with (\ades head. $; 
Iden. If one ſo rude, and of fo meane condition 


May paſſe into the preſence ofaKing : 
Loc, I preſent your Gracea Traitors head, 
The head of { ade, whom I 1ncombate flew. 
King.The hcad of Cade? Great God,how juſt art thou? 
Ohlcr me view his Viſage being dead, 
| Thar living —_ me ſuch exceeding trouble. 
bl 


art thou the man that ſlew him ? 
[2en. 1 was, an't like your Majcſtie. 
King, How artthou call'd? And whatis thy degree? 
Iden. Alexander !dew, that's my name, 
A poore Eſquire of Kent, that loves the King. 
Bus. So pleaſe it you my Lord, 'twere not amiſlc 
He were created Knight for his good ſervice. 
King. Iden, knecle downe, riſeup a Knight: 
We give thee for reward a thouſand Markes, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 
1dan. May 12en live to merit ſuch a bountie, 
And never live but true unto his Liege. 


Enter © neene and Somerſet. 
K.Sce Buckingham,Somerſct comes with th' Queene, 


{| Gobid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 


#. For thouſand Yorkes he ſhall not hide his head, 

But buldly ſtand, and front him to his face, 

Tor. How now ? 1s Somerſet at libertie ? 
Then Yorke unlooſethy long 1mpriſoned thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equall with thy heart. 
Shall I endure the fighr of Somerſet ? | 
Falſe King, why haſt thov broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brooke abuſe? 


| King did I call thee?no,thou art no King: 


Not fit to governeand rule multitudes, 


' Which duvſt not, no nor canſt not rulc a Traitor. 


4 - 
Cleaten. 


| That Head of thirie doth not become a Crowne : 


| 


end 


.Thy hand is made tograſpe a Palmers ſtaffe, 

And not to grace an awefull Princely Scepter. 

That Gold, muſt round engirt the browes of mine, 
Whoſe Smile and Frowne, like Achilles Speare 

Is able with the change, to kill and cure. 

Heere isa hand to kolda Scepter up , 

And with the ſame to ate controlling Lawes: 
Give place: by heaventhou ſhalt rule no more 
O're him, whom heavencreatcd for thy Rulcr. 

Sym. O monſtrous Traitor !I arreſt thee Yorke 
Of Capitall Treaſon *gainſt the King and Crowne: 
Obey audacious Traiter, kneele for Grace. 

York. W old'ſt have me kneele? Firſt let measke of thee, 
If they can brooke I bow a knee to man : | 
Sir:ah,call in my ſonnes to be my baile: . 
| know ere they willlet me goe to Ward, 


" They Ipawne their Swords for my infranchiſement. 
| 2x, Call hither Cfford, bid hum come amaine, 


To {#y,it that the Baſtard boyes of Yorke, 
Shall be rhe Surery for their Traitor Father. 
Yorke. © biood-beſpotted Neapolitan, 
Out-caſt of N aples,Englands bloody Scourge: 
The fonnes of Y orke, thy betters in their birth, 
Shall be their Fathers baile, and bane to thoſe 
That for my Surcty will refuſe the Boyes. 
Enter Edward and Richard. 
See where they come, Ile warrant they'l make it good, 
Enter Clifford. 
Lu. And here comes (feordto deny their baile, 
Cf. Health end all happineſſe to my Lord the King, 
Yor.I thanke thee Ci:fford;Say vi hat newes withthec? 
Nay, do not fright me with an angry lookc : 
Weare thy Soveraigne Chfford, kneele againe ; 
For thy miſtaking ſo, We pardon thee. 
Clef. This 1s my King Yorke, I do not miſtake, 
But thou miſtakeit me munch to thinke I do, 
To Bcdicm with him, is the gian growne mad? 
King. I Chftord, a Bedlem and ambitious humor 


i And Crop away that factious pate of his. 


And ſucha peece of ſervice will you do, 


Makes him oppoſe himſclfe againſthis King. 
Clif. He is a Traitor,let him to the Tower, 


Lx#. He isarreſted. but will nor obey : 

His ſonnes (he ſayes) ſhall givetheir words for him. | 
Tor. Will you not ſonnes ? 
Eaw. I Noble Father, if our words will ſcrue, 
Rich, And if words will not,then our Weapons ſhall, 
(if. Why what a brood of Trajtors have we heere? 
Yer. Looke ina Glaſle, and call thy Image fo. 

I amthy King, and thou a falſe-heart Traicor : 

Call hither tothe ſtake my two brave Beares, 

That with the very ſhaking of their Chaines, 

They may aſtoniſh theſe fell-lurking Curres : 

Bid Salisbury and Warwicke come to me. 


Enter the Earles of Warwicke, and 
| Sali bary. 


(if, Are theſethy Beares? Wee'l baitethy Bears to death, 

And manacle the Berard in their Chaines, 

ifthou dar'{t bring them to the bayting place. 
Rich. Oft have | ſeene a hot ore-weening Curre, 

Run backe and bite, becauſe he was with-held, 

Who being ſuffcr'd with the Beares fell paw, 

Hath clapt his taile, between his legges and cride, 


If 
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If youoppole your ſelves to match Lord Warwicke. 
{%f. Hence heape of wrath, foule indigeſted lumpe, 
Ascrookcd in thy manners, asthy ſhape. 
+ Torke. Nay we (hal heate youthoroughly anon. 
Clif. Take heede leaſt by your heate you burne your 
ſelves, 
King. W hy Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 


| OldSalisbury, ſhame to thy ſilver haire, 
| Thon mad miſleader of thy brain-ficke ſonne, 


What wilt thou on thy death-bed play rhe Ruitian? 
And ſecke for ſorrow with thy ſpeRacles ? 
Oh where is Faith? Oh, where 1s Loyalty ? 
If itbe baniſht from the froſty head, 
Where ſhall it finde a harbour in the earth? 
Wilt thou go digge a prave to finde out Warre, 
And ſhame thine honourable age with blood ? 
Why artthoun old, and want'it experience ? 
Or wherefore docſt abuſe it, if thou halt it ? 
For ſhame in datie bend thy knee to me, 
That bowesunto the grave with milckie age. 
S4/. My Lord, I have conſidered with my ſeltc 
The Title of this moſt renowned Duke, 
Andinmy conſcience, do repute his grace 
The rightfuil heire co Englands Royall ſeate. - 
King. Haſt thounot ſworne Allegeance unto me ? 
Sal. T have. | 
Ks, Canſt thou diſpenſe with heaven for ſuch an oath? 
Sal. It 1s great ſinne, to ſweare unto a ſinne : : 
But greater tinne to keepe a ſinfull oath : 
Who can be bound by any folemne Vow 
Todoe a murd'rous deede, to rob a man, 
To force a ſpotleſſe V irgins Chaltitie, 
To reave the Orphan of his Patrimonie, 
Towring the Widdow from her cuſtonv'd right, 
And have no other reaſon for this wrong, 
But that he was bound by a folemne Oath ? 
2u. A lubtle Traitor needs no Sophiſter. 
King. Call Buckingham, and bid him arme himſelfe. 
Yorke. Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou halt, | 
I am reſolv'd for death and dignity. 
OlaCif. The firſt I warrant thee,ifdreames prove true. 
War. You werebeſt to go to bed, and dreame againe, 
To keepe thee from the Tempeſt of the field. 
Od Clif. Iam reſolv'd to bearca greater itorme, 
Then any thou canſt conjureup to day ; 
And that Ile wrice upon thy Burgonet, 
MightI but know thee by thy houſes Badge. 
War. Now by my Fathers badge, old Newi/s Creſt, 
The rampantBeare chain'd to theragged ſtaffe, 
This day Ile weare aloft my Burgonet, 
As on a Mountaine top, the Cedar ſhewes, 
LON keepes his leaves in ſpiglt of any ſtorme, 
Even ſo affright thee with the view thereof. 
014 Clif, And from thy Burgonetl1le rend thy Beare, 
And tread it under foot with all contempt, 
Deſpight the Bearard, that proteRs the Beare. 
To.Cif.. And ſo to Armes viRorious noble Father, 
Toquell the Rebels, and their Complices. 
Rich. Fie, Charitic for ſhame, ſpeake nor in ſpight, 
For you ſhall ſup with Ieſu Chriſt to night. 
To. (if. Foule ſtigmaticke,that's more then thou 
| canſtrell, 
Rich. If not in heaven,you'lſurely ſup in hell. Exenrr, 
| Emer Warwiche.  _ ; 
Way. Clifford of Cumberland, *tis Warwicke calles * 


And if thou doſt not hide thee from the Beare, 


| It greeves my ſoule toleave thee unaſſail'd, 


” 


—_—_—_ 


| Now when the angrie Trumpet ſoundsalarum, 


And dead mens cries do fill the ewptie ayre, 
Clifford I ſay,come forth and fight with me; : 
Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarſe with calling thee toarmes. 


Enter Yorke, | 


War. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot. 
Tor. The deadly handed Clifford flew my ſteed : 
But matchco match have encountred him, 


And made a prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes | | 
| Evenof the bonnie beaſt he loved ſo well. 


Enter ( lifford. 
War. Of one or both of us the time 1s come. 
Yor, Hold Warwicke; ſeck thee out ſome other chace, 
For I my ſelfe muſt hunt this Deere ro death. 
War, Thennobly Yorke,'tis for a Crown thou fightſt; 
As l intend Clifford to thriveto day, 
ExitWar, 
(%f. What ſceſtthou in me Yorke? 
Why dot thou pauſe ? 
Yorke. With thy brave bearing ſhould I be in love, 
But that thouart ſo faſt mine enemie. 
Clif. Nor ſhould thy prowefle want praiſe and eſteeme, 
But that *tis (hewne ignobly, and in Treaſon. 
Torke. So let it helpe me againit thy ſword, 
ASI in juſiice, and true right expreſle it, 
Clif. My ſoule and bodie onthe action both. 
Yorke. A dreadfull lay, addreflethee inſtantly. 
Clif. La fin Cor ronne les oz vres. Dies, 
Yor. Thus Warre hath giventhee peace, for Y art ſtill; 
Peace with his ſoule, heaven if it be thy will. 
Enter young Clifford. 
Clif. Shame and Confutionall is on the rout, 
Feare frames diſorder, and diſorder wounds 


Where it ſhould guard, O Warre, thou ſonne of kell, + 


Whom angry heavens do make their miniſter, 
Throw inthe frozen boſomes of aur. part, 
Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldiers flye. 
He that is truely dedicate to Warre, 

Hath no ſelfe-love : nor he that loves himſclfe, 
Hath not efſentially, batby circnmſtance 


| The name of Valour. Oletthe vile world end, 


And the premiſed Flames of the Laſt day, 

Knit earth and heaven together. 

Now letthe generall Tramper blow his blaſt, 
Particularities, and petty ſounds A 

To ceaſe. Was't thou ordained (O deere Father) 

To loſe thy youth in peace, and to atchicve 

The Silver Livery of adviſed Age, | 
And in thy Reverence, and thy Chayre-cayes, thus | 
Todye in Ruthin battell? Even atthisſight, | 
My heart is turn'd to ſtone : and while*tis mine, 

It ſhall be ſtony... Yorke, not our old men ſpares : 

No more will Itheir Babes, Teares Virginaſl, 

Shall be to me,even as the Dew to Fire, 


\ And Beaurie, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes, 


Shall ro my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax : 
Henceforth, I wili not have to doe with pitty, , 
Meet 1 an infant of the houſe of Yorke, 

Into as many gobbits will I cut it 

As wilde Medea yong Abfirtis did. 

In cruelty, will Iſceke out my Fame. * 
Come thou new ruine of olde Cliffords houſe : 
As did-/Eneas old eAnchiſes bear, _ . . - 

So beare I thee upon my manly ſhouldiers: 

But then, e-Eneas barealiving loade ; | 


"et. 44M. 
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Nothing fo heavy as theſe woes of mine. 
Enter Richard, and Somerſet 10 fight. 


Rich. Salye thou there; 
For underneathan Ale-houfe paltry ſigne, 
The Cafile in S. ef/bons, Somerſet 
Hath made the Wizard famous in bis death : 
Sword, hold thy teraper ; Heart, be wrathfull ill : 
Prieſts pray forenemies , but Princes kill. 
Fight. | Exenſions. 


; . Enter King, Queene,and others. 
28. Away my Lord, youare flow, for ſhame away. 
Kmg, Can we out-run the Heavens? Good CHargaret 


\'Q 

2s. Whatare you made of? You'l nor fight nor flye : 
Now is it manhood, wifedome,and defence, 
 Togivethe enemy way, and to ſecure us 
| By what we can, whichcan no more but fiye, 

Alarum afarre off. 

If you be tane, we then ſhouldſee the botrome 
Of allaur Fortunes : bur if we haply ſcape, 
(As well we may , ifnotthrough your negle& ) 
We ſhall to Londonget, where you are lov'd, 
And wherethis breach noy in our fortunes made 


May readily be ſtopt. 
Enter (, liff ord. 


Clif. But that my heart's on future miſchiefe ſet, 
' T would ſpeake blaſphemy ere bid you fly : 

But flye you muſt : Yncureable diſcombe 

Reignes inthehearrs of all our preſent parts. 

Away for your reliefe, and we will live 

To ſee their day, and them our Fortune give. 


Away my Lord, away. Exennt, 


| 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter Yorke, Richard, Warwicke 
and Souldters with Drum &- Cologrs, : 
Torke. Of Salsbury, who can report of him, 
That winter Lyon, who in rage forgets 
Aged contufions, andall bruſh of Time : 
And like a Gallant, in the brow of youth, 
Repaires him with Occaſion, This happy day 
Isnot it ſelte, nor have we wonne one foot, 
If Salsbury be loſt. 
Rich. My Ncble Father : 
Three times to day I hope him to his horſe, 
Three times beſtrid him : ThriceTI led him off, 
Perſwaded him from any further aQ : 
But ſtill wheredanger was, ſtill there I met him, 
And like rich hangings in a homely houſe, 
So was his will, in his old feeble body. 
But Noble as hc 1s, looke where he comes. 
Enter Salibury. 

+ Sal. Now by my Sword, well haſt thou fought to day: 
By th'Maſſe ſo did weall. I thanke you Richard, 
God knowes how long it is I haveto live : 

And it hath pleas'd him thatthreerimes to day 
You have defended me from imminent death. 

Well Lords, we have uot got that which we have, 

Tisnot enough our focs are thistime fled, 
Being oppoſites of ſuch repayring Nature. 

Yorke. Iknow our ſafety 1s to follow them 
For (asTI heare)the King is fled to London, 
To call a preſent Court of Parliament. 
Let us purſue him ere the Writs go forth. 
W hat fayes Lord Warivicke, ſhalt we after them ? 

War. After them ! nay before them if we can ; 

Now by my hand (Lords) 'twas a glorious day. 
Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke, 
Shall be eterniz'd in all Age to come. 
Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to London all, 
And more ſuch dayes as theſe, to us befall. E xemnt, 
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Alarum. 
Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Norfolke, 


Warwicke. 


Lord Ciifford and Lord Staffordall a-breſt 


Iscither ſlaine or wounded dangerous. 


Whom I encountrcd as the Battels joyn'd, 


Before I ſee thee ſeated in that Throne, 


Thisisthe Pallace of the fearctull King, 
Andthis the Regall Seat : poſleſle it Yorke, 


For hither we have broken in by force. 


Aount- 


agne, Warwicke, and Souldiers. 


He ſlyly ſtole away, and left his men : 

W hereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whoſe Warlike cares could never brooke retreat, 
Chear'd up the drouping Army, and himſfelte. 


Wonder how the King eſcap'd our hands ? 
PL.W hile we purſu'd the Horſmen of y North, 


Charg'd our maine Battailes Front : and breaking in, 
Were by the Swords of common Souldiers ſlaine. 
Edw. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Bucking!am, 


Ickfc his Beaver with a down-right blow + 
That this is true ( Father) behold his blood. = 
Mount. And Brother, here's the Earle of Wiltſhires 
(blood, 
Rich. Speake thou for me, and tell them what I did. 
Plan. Richard hath beſt deſerv*d of all my fonnes: 
But is your Grace dcad, my Lord of Somerſet ? 
Nor. Such hope have all the line of ſobn of Gamnt, 
Rich. Thusdo I hope to ſhake King Henries head, 
Warw. And fo doe], victorious Prince of Yorke. 


Whichnow the Houſe of Lancaſter ufurpes, 
I'vow by Heaven, theſe eyes ſhall never cloſe, 


For this is thine ,and not King Henries Heires, 
Plant, Afſiit methen, ſweet Yarwicke, and 1 will; 


Norf. Wee'le all affiſt you : he that flyes,ſhall dye» 
| Plant, Thanks gentle Norfolke, ſtay by me my Lords, 
And Souldiers ſtay and lodge by me this Night. 


T hey goe up, 


Warw. And wiien the King comes,offer him no violence, 
Vnleſſe he ſeeke to thruſt you out perforce. 
Plant, The Queene this day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinkes we ſhall be of her counſaile, 

By words or blowes here let us winne our right. 

Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's tay within this Houſe, 
Farw, The bloody Parliament allthis be call d, 
Vnlcfſe Plantagenet, Duke of Yorke, be King, 


| 


Je —_—_ 


'| Reſolve thee Richard, clayme the Engliſh Crowne. 


| He durſt not lit there, had your Father liv'ds 


| Let us affayle the Family of Torke. .. | 


rr 
Q_— 


And baſhful Heary depos'd, whoſe Cowardize, 
Hath madeus by=words to our enemies- | 
Plant. Then kave me not, my Lords bereſolute, 
I meane to take poſſeſſion of my right, 
Warw. Neither the King, nor he that loves him beſt, 
The prowdelt he that holds up Lancaſter, 
Dares ftirre a Wing, if Warwicke ſhake his Bells. 
le plant P/amtagenet, root him up who dares z 


 Emter King =_ , Clifford, Northumberland, 
Weitmerland, Exeter, andthe refit. 
Henry. My Lords, looke where the ſturdy Rebell fits, 
Even inthe Chayre of Stare : belike he meanes, 
Backt by the power of Warwicke, that falſe Peere, 


To aſpireunto the Crowne, and reigne as King. | 


Earle of Northumberland, he ſlew thy Father, 
And thine,Lord { #fford, & you both have vow'd revenge 
On him, his tonnes, his favorites, and his friends. 
Northamb. {f I be not, Heavens be reveng'd on me. 
(#fford. The hope thereof, makes Chfford monrne in 
Steeies | 
Weſtm. W bat,ſhall we ſuffer this?let's pluck him down, 
My heart for anger burnes, I cannor brooke it. 
Henry, Be patient, gentle Earlz of Weltmerland, 
Clifford. Patience is for Poultroones, and luchis he :; 


My gracious Lord, here in the Parliament 


N -rth; Well haſt thou {poien,Couſin be it ſo, 
Hemy. Ah, know you not the City tavours them, 
And they have troOpes of Sonldiers at their becke? 
Wefm, But when the Dake 1s {lainc, they'le quickly 
RS . 
"Mind Farre be the thought of this from Henries heart, 
To mikea Shambles of the Parliament Houſe. 
Coufin of Exeter, frovnes, words, and threats, 
Shall be the W arre that Henry meanes to uſe: 
Thou fatious Duke of Yorkedeſcend my Throne, 
And kneele for graceaud mercie at my feet, 
I am my Soveraigne. 
Yorke. I am thine. 
Exet. For ſhame comedowne, he made thee Duke of | 
Yorke. 
Yorke. It was my Inheritance, as the Earledome was. 


1 
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Exet. Thy Father was a Traytor tothe Crowne. 
Warw. Exeterthouart a Traytorto the Crowne, 
In following this uſurping Henry. 


Faw Tine Cliffard,and that's Richard Duke of Yorke. 
Herry. And ſhall I ſtand, and thou fit in my Throne? 
Torke.. Ir. muſt and ſhall be ſo, content thy {elfe. 
wary.” BeDukept Lancaſter lei him be King. 
Weitm. He is both King, and Duke of Lancaſter, 
And that the Lord of Weſtmerland ſhall maintaine. 
Warw. And arwicke ſhall diſprove it. You forget, 
That wearethole which chas'd you from the field, 

And flew your Fathers, and with Colours ſpread 
Martcht through the Citie to the Pallace Gates. 
Nortbumb. Yes Warwicks, | remember it to my gricfe, 
And by his Soule, thou and thy Houſe ſhall rue 1t. 

weſim. Plantagenet, of thee and theſe thy Sounes, 


| Thy Kinſmen, and thy Friends, Ile have more lives 


Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines. 
(uf. Vrge it no more; leſt that in ſteed of words, 
I ſend thee, #arwicke, ſuch a Meſſenger, = 
As ſhall revenge his death, before I {tirre. 
Warw. Poore Clifford , how I ſcorne his worthleſle 
Threats. 
Plant. Will you we ſhew our Titleto the Crowne? 
If not, our Swords ſhall pleade it in the field, 
Heery. What Title haſt tho Traytor to the Crowne ? 
My Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke, 
Thy Grandfather Roger CHortimer,Earlc of March. 
Iam theSonne of Henry the Fift, ad; 
Who made the Dolphin and the French to ſtovpe, 
And ſ{ciz'd upon their Townes and Provinces. 
" Warw, Talke not of France, (ith thou haſt loſt it Al. 
Hemry.. The Lord ProteRor loſt it, and not I : 


; When I was crown'd T was but nine moneths old. 


Rich. You are old enough now, 
And yet methinkes you loſe : SOL 
Father teare the Crowne from the Vſurpers Head. 
Edward. Sweet Father doe ſo,{ct it on your Head. 
Mount, Good Brother, + 
Asthou lov'ſt and honoreſt Armes, 
Let's fight it out, and not ſtand cavilling thus. 
Richard. Sound Drummes and Trumpets, and the 


| King will flye. 


Plant. SOnnEs PEACEs 
Henry. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to 


| ſpeake. 


Warw. Plantagenet ſhall ſpeake firſt: Heare him Lords, 
And beyou ſilent and attentive too, 
For he that interrupts him, (hall nor live. 

Hen.Think'ſtthou,that 1 willleave my Kingly Throne, 
Whercin my Grandfire and my Father fat ? 
No: ficſt ſhall Warreunpeople this my Realme ; 
I, and their ColourFoften borne in France , 
And now in England, to our hearts great ſorrow, 
Shall be my Winding-ſheet. Why faint you Lords? 
My Title's good, and better farrethen his. 

Warw. But prove it Henry, and thou ſhalt be King. 


Plant. *Twas by Rebellion againſt his King. 
Henry, T know not what to ſay, my Titles weake : 
Tell me, may not a King adoptan Heire? 
Plant. W hat then? | 
Henry. And if he may, thenam I lawfull King ; 
, Fo Richard, in the view of many Lords, 


; 


hfford. Whom ſhould hee follow, but his natorall | 
King? _© | | 


| + E 


Hen, Hemry the Fourth by Conqueſt got the Crowne. 


Reſign'd the Crowne to Henry the Fourth, 

Whoſe Heire my Father was, and-Iam his. 
Plant, He roſe againſt him, being his Soveraigne 
And made him to reigne his Crowne perforce. * 

Warw. Suppoſe, my Lords, hedid it unconſtrayn'g 

Thinke you twere prejudicial to his Crowne? 

Exet. No : for he could not ſo xefigne his Crowne, 

Burthacthenext Heire ſhould ſuccecd and reigne. 
Henry. Art thouagain(t us, Duke of Exeter ? 

Exetr. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
Plant. Why whiſper you, wy.Lords, and anſwer not? 
Exer, My Conſciencetells me he is lawfull King, 
Henry. All will revolt from me, and turne tohim, 
Northumb. Plantagenet, for all the Clayme thonlay'ſ,, 

Thinkenct, that Heyry ſhall be ſo depos'd. 

Warw. Depos'd he ſhall be, in deſpight ofall. 
Nonthumb, Thou art deceiy'd : 

"Tis not thy Southerne power 

Of Efſex, Norfolke, Sutfolke, nor of Kent, 

Which makes thee thus preſumptnous and prowd, 

Can ſet the Duke up in deſpight of me. 

Cliford. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong, 

Lord Chfford vowes to fight 1n thy defence : 

May that ground gape, and ſwallow me alive; 

Where I ſhall kneele to him that ſlew my. Father. 
Henry, Oh Clifiird, how thy words revive my heart, 
Plant. Henry of Lancaſter, refigoe thy Crowne ; 

W hat mutrer you, or what conſpire you Lords ?. 
Warw. Doe right unto this Princely Duke of Yorke, 

Or I will fillthe houſe with armed men, 

And ore the Chayre of State, where now he ſits, 

Write up his Title withuſurping blood. 

He flampes with biz foot, and the Souldiers 
ſhew themſelnes. 
Herry. My Lord of Warwick, heare but one word, 

Ler me forthis time reigne as King. 

Plant,Confirme the Crowne to meand to mine Heires, | 

And thou ſhaltreigne in quiet while thou liv'R. 

Hemry. 1am content : Richard Plantagenet 

Enjoy the Kingdome after my deceaſe. 

Clifford, W hat wrong is this unto the Prince, your 

Sonne ? 

Warw, What good is this to England, and himlſelfe? 
weitm. Baſe, tearcfull, and deſpairing Hemy. 
C(ifferd.How haſt thou injur'd both thy ſelfe and us? 
Weitm. I cannot ſtay to heare theſe Articles. 

N orthumb. Nor I. 
(#ford. Come Coufin , let us tell the Queene theſe | 

Newes. 
V/:eitm. Farewell faint- hearted and degenerate King, 

In whoſe cold blood noſparke of honor bides. 
Northumb., Be thou aprey unto the houſe of Yorke, | 

Anddye in Bands, for this unmanly deed. 

Chf. In dreadfull Warre may'ſt thou be overcome, 

Or live in peace abandon'd and deſpis'd. 

Warw, Turne this way Hemry, and regard them not- 
Exeter. They ſceeke revenge, and therefore will not 
celd. $5: 9M 
7 Henry, Ah Exeter. | 
#arw. Why ſhould you ſigh, my Lord ? 
Henry. Not for my ſelfe Lord arwicke,but my Sonne, 
Whom I unnaturally ſhall diſ-inherite. 
But be itas it may : I hereentayle 
The Crowne to thee and to thine heires forever, 
Conditionally, that here thou take an Oath, 


I 


Toceaſe this Civill Warre : and whil'{t 1 live, 


La 
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To honor meas thy King,and Soveraigne: , 


Neither by Treaſon not Hoſtility,, | 

Toſeeke toput me downe,and reigne thy ſelfe, | 
Plant. This Oath I willingly take,and will performe. 
War.Long live King Henry: Plantegenet embrace him, 

Henry. And long livethou,& theſe thy forward Sonnes, 
Plant. Now Terke and Lantafter are reconcil'd, 
Exet. Accurlt bg he that ſeckes to make them foes: 


. * Sonet, Herethey come downe., 
9ant. Farewell my gracious Lord, lle to my Calle. 
war. And Ile keepe London with my Souldiers, 
Norf. And I to Norfolke with my followers. 
Mount. And I unto the Sea,from whence I came. 
Hen.And I with griefe and ſorrow to the Count. 


Enter the 2 ucent. 


Exet. Heere comes the Queene, 
Whole Lookes bewray her anger: 
lle ſeale awaye ; 
Henry. Exeter,{o will I, | x 
. * Queene, Nay,goe not from mel will follow thees 
Hen. Be patient gentle Queene, and I will ſtay. 
vee. Who can be patient in.ſfuch extreames? 
Ah wretched man,would I bad dy*dea Maid, 
And never ſcene thee, never borne thee Sonne, 
Seeing thou haſt prov'd ſo unnaturalla Father. 
Hath he deſerv*d to loſe bis Birth-right thus? 
Haditthou but loy'd him halfe fo well as I, 
Or felt that paine which I did for him once, 
Ornouriſht himgas I did with my blood; | 
Thou would'ſt have left thy deareſt heart-blood there, 
Rather then made rhat ſavage Duke thine Heire, 
And dif-inherited thine oneiy Sonne+ 
Prix, Father,you cannot diſ-inherite me: 
If you be King,why ſhould not I ſuccecde? | 
Hen, Pardon me MHargaret,pardon me {weet Sonne, 
The Eirle of Warwick and the Duke enforc't me. 
Que. Enforc't thee? Art thou King,and wilt be fote'c? 
| ſhame to heare thee ſpeake:ah timorous Wretch, 
Thou haſt undone thy {elfe,thy Sonne,and me, 
Andgiv'n unto the Houſe of Yorke ſuch head, 
Asthou ſhalc reigne but by their ſufferance. 
Toentaile bim and his Heires unto the Crowne, 
What is it, but to make thy Sepulcher, 


Andercepe into it farre before thy time? 

Fawicke is Chancelor,and the Lord of Callice, 
ſterne Faſconbridge commands the Narrow Seas, 
The Duke is —_ Prote&or of the Realme, 

And yet ſhalt thou be ſafe?Such ſafety findes 
Thetrembling Lambe;invironned with Wolves. 


HadT beene there, which am a ſilly Woman, 
The Souldiers ſhould have toſs'd me on their Pikes, 
BeforeI would have granted to thar AA. 
But thou preferr'ſt thy Lifc,before thine Honor. 
And ſeeing thou do'ſt,I here divorce my lelfe, 
Both from thy Table-Hemy, andthy Bed, 
Vntill that ARt of Parliamentbe repealed, 
hereby my Sonne is dil. inherited. 
The Northerne Lords;that have forſworne thy Colours, 
Will follow mine,if oncethey ſee them ſpread: 
And ſpread they ſhall be,to thy foule diſgrace, 
And utter ruine of the Houſe of Yorke. 
Thus doel leave thee:Come Sonne.kt's away, 
Our Army is ready;come, wee'le after them. 


— 
hm 


Henry. Stay gentle Hargeret, and heare weſpeake.. 
2 #eene. Thou haſt ſpoke too much already i get thee 
A 
Hen. Gentle Sonne Edward,thou wilt tay with me? 
2#e, I,to be murther'd by his Enemies. 
Frin, When 1 returne with victory from the field, 
Ile ſee your Grace:till then, Ile follow her. 
| Qze. Come Sonne away, we may not linger thus, 
Hen. Poore Queene, | 
How love to me,and to her Sonne, 
Hath made her breake our into termes of Rage. 
Reveng'd may ſhe be on that hatcfull Duke, 
W hoſe haughty ſpirit, wingcd with deſire, 
Will colt my Crowne,and like an empty Eagle, 
Tyre on the fleſh of me,and of my Sonne. 
The loffe of thoſe three Lords torments my heart: 
Ile write uyto them ,and entreat them faire; 
Come Couſin,you ſhall be the Meſſenger. 


leave. 
Eaw. No, I can better play the Orator. 
Afeun. But 1 have reaſons ſtrongand forceable. 


Enter the Duke of Yorke. 


Yor. Why how now Sonnes,and Brother, at a ſtrife? 
What is your Quarrel|?how began it firſt? 
Eaw. No Quarrell,but a ſlight Contention. 
Yor. About what? 
Rich, About that which concernes your Grace and us, 
The Crowne of England, Father,which is yours. 
Tor. Mine Boyenottill King Henry be dead. 
Rich, Your Right depends not on his life,or death. 
Eaw. Now you are Heireztherefore enjoy it now: 
By giving the Houſe of Laneafter leave to breathe, 
It will out-runne you, Father,in the end. 
Tor. I tooke an Oath,that he ſhould quietly reigne. 
Eaw. But for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken: 


| I would breake thouſand Oatheg, to reigne one yeere. 


Richard. No:God forbid your Grace ſhould be for- 
| ſworne. 
. Tor, I ſhall be,if I claime by open Warre., 
| Richira, Ile provethe contrary , if you'le heare mee 
| ſpeake. | 
Yor. Thou canſt not, Sonne : it is impoſlible, 
Rich. An Oath is of no moment,being not tooke 
Before a true and lawfull Magiſtrate, 
That hath authority over him that ſweares.' 
| Benry had none, but did uſurpe the place. 
| Then ſecing was he that made you todepoſe, 
Your Oath,my Lord, is vaine and frivolous. 
* Therefore to Armes:and Father doe butthinke, 
' How ſweeta thing it is to weare a Crowne, 
Within whoſe Circuit is EAzium, 
And all that Poets faine of Bliffe and Toy. 
Why doe we linger thus?I cannot reſt, 
Vntillthe White Roſethat I weare,bedy'de 
Evenin theluke-warme blood of Henyies heart. 
| Tor. Richard ynough:L will be King, or dye, 
Brother,thou ſhalt ro London preſently, 


| Andwhet on Farwickto this Enterpriſe. 
{ 9g 


| 
Ex, 


Exe. And I hope, ſhall reconcile them all, 
Emer Richard, Edward,and 
Aounagne. 
Richard, Brother ,thoughlI bee youngeſt , give mee 


| 


Thou | 
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| Thou Ziched ſhalt to the Duke of Norfolk; 


And tell him privily of our intent. 

You Edward ſhall unto my Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentiſhmen will willingly riſe- 
In them I truſt:for they are Soaldiors, 


| Witty,courteous,liberall,full of ſpirit. 


While you are thus imploy'd, what reſterh more? 
Burthat I ſeeke occaſion how toriſe, 
And yet the King not privy to my Drift, 

Nor any of the Houſe of Lancaſter. 


Enter Gabricl. 


| But ſtay,what Newes? Why commſt thou in ſuch 


olte? 
Gabriel. The Queene, ; 
With all the Northerne Earles and Lords, 


{| Intend beere to beſiege you in your Caſtle. 


She is hard by,with twenty thouſand men: 


1 And therefore fortifie your Hold,my Lord. 


Yor. I, with my Sword. 
What?thin|*>& thou,that we feare them? 
Edward and Richard,you ſhall ſtay with me, 
My Brother Hountagne ſhall poſte to London, 
Let Noble Farwicke, Cobham, and the reſt, 
Whom we haveleft ProteQors of the King, 
With powrefull Pollicy ſtrengthenthemſelves, 
And truſt not ſimple Herry,nor his Oathes. 

CHonn. Brother, I goe:lle winne themy,feare it not. 

And thus tnoſt humbly I doe take my leave. 

; Exit Monnague., 


Enter Mortimer and his Brother, 


Yor. Sir Jobn,and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Vuckles, 
You are come to Sandall in a happy houre- 
The Armie of the Qaeene meane to beſiege us. 


Tohn. Shee ſhall notneede, wee'le meete her in the field, 


Tor. What,with five thouſand men? 
Rich, I,with five hundred, Father,for anecdc. 


| A Woman's Generall:what ſhould we feare? 


eA IHMarch afarre off. 
Edw. I heare their Drummes: 
Let's ſet our men in order, 
And ifſueftorth,and bid them Battaile ſtraight. 


Tor. Fivementotwenty:though the oddes be great, 


I doubt not, Vnckle,of our Viory. 


| Many a Battaile have I wonne in France, 


W hen as the Enemy hath beene tenneto one: 


| Why ſhould I not now have thelike ſucceſſe? 


Emer Rutland,ani his T mtor, 


R#tt.Ah, whither ſhall I flye,to ſcape their hands? 
Ah Tutor,looke where bloody {ford comes. 


E ner Chfford, 


(afford.Chaplaine away,thy Prieſthood ſaves thy life. 


Astorthe Brat of this accuſed Duke, 

Whoſe Father ſlew my Fatherghe ſhall dye. 
Tutor. And 1, my Lord,willbeare him company. 
Clif. Souldiers,away with him. 


, 
> 
. 


_ Twtor. Ah Clifford, murthernot this innocent Child, 
| Lcaſt thou be hated both of God and Man. Exits 
þ; 


il 


| 


_— 


Thou haſt,one Sonne,for his ſake pitty me, 


| dit 


Clifford. How now?is he dead already? 
Or is it feare,that makes him cloſe-his eyes? 
Ile epen them. | 
Rail. So looks the pent-up Lyon o're the Wretch, 
That trdmbles under his devouring Pawes: 
And ſo he walkes, inſulting o're his Prey, 
And ſo he comes,to rend bis Limbes aſunder. 
Ah gentle (ford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with ſucha cruell threatning Looke: 
Sweet Clifford heare me ſpeake,beforelI dye: 
I am too meane a ſubie& for thy Wrath, 
Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live. 
C ff. Tn vaine thou ſpeak*ſt,poore Boy: 
My Fathers blood hath ſtopt the paſſage 
W here thy words ſhould enter. 
Rmtl, Then let my Fathers blood open it againe, 
He isa man,and (ford cope with him. 
(76. Had I thy Brethren here,their lives and thine 
Were not revenge ſuihicient for me: 
No, if I digg'd up thy fore-fathers Graves, 
And hung their rotten Cojtinsup in Chaynes, 
It could not ſlake mine ire, nor caſe my heatt. 
The1ight of any of of the Houſe of Yorke, 
Isas a Fury to torment my. Soule: 
And tilt I root out their accurſed Line, 
And leave not one alive,]I live in Hell. 
Therefore---- 
Rl. Oh let me pray,beforc I take wy death; 
To thee I pray;ſweet Clifford pitty me. 
(lifferd. Such pitty as my Rapiecrs pointaffords. 
Rat. 1 never did thee barme:why wilt thou ſlay 


me? 
Clf. Thy Father hath. 
Rat. But 'twas ere I was borne: 


Leaſt in revenge thereof,fith God isjult, 

He be as miſcrably flaine as I, 

Ah,let me live in Priſon all my dayes, 

And whenl give occaſion of offence, 

Fhen let me dye,for now thou haſt no canſe. 

Ch, No cauſe?thy Father flew my Father:therefore 


Rant. Dij faciant laudis ſumma ſit iſta tne. Dur, 
Cls. Plantagenet,I come Plantagenet: 

And this thy Sonnes blood cleaving to my Blade, 

Shall ruſt uponmy Weaponstill thy blood 

Congeal'd withthis, doc make me wipe off both, Exit 


Alarum. Enter Richard,Duke of Yorkee 


Tor. The Army of the Queene hath got the ficld: 
My Vnekles bothare ſlainc,in reſcuing me; 
And all my followers,to the cager foc | 
Turne back,and flye,like, Ships before the Winde, 
Or Lambes purſu'd by hunger-ſtarued Wolyes. 
My Sonnes,God knowes what hath bechanced them; 
But this I know,they have demean'd themſelves 
Like men borne to Renownegby- Life or Death. 
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, 
And thice cry*de,Courage Father,fight ir out: 
And full as oft came Edwardto my fide, 
With Purple Faulchion,painted to the Hilt, 
In blood of thoſe that had encountred him: 
And when the hardyeſt Warriors did retyre, 
Richard cry'de,Charge,and give no foot ef ground, 


And cry'de,A Croyyne,or elſe a " _ Tombe, 
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| A Scepter,or an Earthly Sepulcher. | | | And where's that valiant Crook-back Prodigy; 
With this we charg'd againe:but out alas, Dicky,yonr Boy,that with his gtumbling voyce | 
Webodg'd againe,asT have ſeene a Swan Was wont tocheare his Dad in Mutinies? 
With boothleſſe labour ſwimme againſt the Tyde, Or with the reſt,where is your Darling, Rutland? | ? 
And ſpend her ſtrengrh with over-matching Waves. Looke Yorke,I ſtayn'd this Napkin with the blood 
A ſport Alarum within. That valiant C4fford,with his Rapiers poinr, 
| Ah hearke,the fatall followers doe purſue, Mad iflue from the boſome of the Boy, 


And I am faint,and cannot flye their fury: | And if thine eyes can water for his death, 
And werel ſtrong,l would not ſhanne their fury. I givethee this to dry thy Checkes withall. 
| The Sands are numbred,thar make up my Life, Alas poore Yorke, but that I hate thee deadly, 


Here muſt I ſtay,and here my Life muſt end. I ſhould lament thy miſerable ſtate. | 
I prythee grieve,to make me merry,Yorke. 
Enter the Qncene,( lifford, Northamberland, What, hath thy fiery heart ſo parcht thine entrayles, 
che young Prince,and Souldiers, That not a Teare Can fall;for Rethands deato? 
\ Why art thou patient,man?thon ſhoule'ſt be mad: 
Comebloody (/ifford,rough Northumberlard, And I,to make thee mad,doe mock theethus. _ | 
I dare your quenchlefle fury ro more rag. ; | Stampe;rave,and fret,that I may ſing and dance. 
[am your Burt.and Labide your Shot. | Thou would'ſt be fec*d,1 ſee,to make me ſport: 
North, Yeeld to our mercy,proud Plantagenet- Yorke cannotſpeake,unleſſe he weare a Crowne. 
Chf. I, to ſuch mercy,as his ruthleſſe Arme A Crowne for Torke;and Lords,bow lowe to him: 
With downe-right payment, ſhew'd unto my Father. Hold you his hands, whileſt I doeſer it on. 
Now Phaeton hach tumbled from his Carre, I marry Sir,novw lookes he likea King: 
And made an Evening at the Noone-tide Prick. I, this 1s he that tooke King Henries Chaire, 
Ter. My aſhes,as the Phoenix,may bring forth And this his he wasisadopted Heire. 
A Bird, that will revenge upon you all: | But how is it,that great P/antagenet 
And in that hope, throw mine eyes to Heaven, Iscrown'd ſo ſoone,and broke his ſolemne Oath? | 
Scorning what ere you canafflict me with. As I bethinke me,you ſhould not be King, | 
Why comggou not? what,mulritudes,and feare? . . Till our King Herry had ſhooke hands with Death. 
Cif, SoEowards fight,when they canfiye no further, | And will you pale your head in Henries Glory, 
$0 Doves doe peck the Faulcons piercing Tallons, Androb his Temples of the Diademe,  - 
So deſperate Theeves,all hopelefle of their Lives, Now in his Life,againſt your holy Oath? 
Breathe out InveCtives *gainſt the Oricers. Oh'tis a fault too too unpardonable. | 
Nor, Oh { 6fford, but bethinke thee once againe, Off with the Crowne:and with the Crowne,his Head, | 
And in thy thought ore-run my former time: And whileſt we breathe,take time to doe him dead, | 
Andif thou canit,for bluſhing,view this face, Clifford, That is my O1lice;for my Fathers ſake. 
And bite thy tongue, that landers him with Cowardice, Qzeere. Nay itay, let's heare the Orizons hee 
Whoſe frowne hath made thee faint and flyecrethis. | makes. | 
Clif. I will not bandy with thee word for word, Yorke. Shee- Wolfe of France, 
But buckler with thee blowes twice two for one. Bur worſe then Wolves of France, 
Ln Hold valiant Chfford, for a thouſand cauſes W hoſe Tongue more poiſons then the Adders Tooths | 
[ would prolong a while the Traytors Lite: _ How ill-beſeeming ts it in thy Sex, | 
Wrath makeshimdeafe;ſpeake thou Nerthnmberland, To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, | 
North. Hold (fford,doe not honor bim fo much, Vpon their Woes, whom Fortune captivates? 
Toprick thy ftinger,though to wound his heart. Bur that thy Face is Vizard-like,unchanging, 
What valour were it, when a Curre doth grinne, Made impudent with uſe ofevill deedes, 
For oneto thruſt his Hand betweene his Teeth, | I would affay,prowd Qneene,to make thee bluſh. . 
When he mightſpurne him with his Footaway? To tell thee whence thou cam'ſt, of whom deriv'd, 
Itis Warres prize,to take all Vantages, Were ſhame enough,toſhame thee, 
And tenne to one,isno impeach of Valonr, _. . Wert thou not ſhameleſle,. 


Clifford. IT, I, ſo ſtrives the Woodcooke with the | Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples, 
Gynne. | Of both the Sicils,and Ieruſalem, 


Northumberland. Sodorth the Conny Rruggle inthe | Yet not ſo wealthy as an Engliſh Yeoman. 

Net. Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to inſult? 

Yor, So triamph Theevesupontheir conquer'd Booty, | It needesnot,nor it bootes thee not,prowd' Queene, 

So True men yeeld, with Robbers ſo o're-matcht. Vnleſfe the Adage muſt be verify'd, | | 
Norb; What would your Grace have done unto him | That Beggers mounted,runae their Horſe to death. 

now? Suismyio | | "Tis Beauty that doth oft make Women prowd, 

Due. Brave Warriors, (liffordand Northumberland, | But God he knowes,thy ſharethereofis (mall. 

Comemake him ſtand upon this Mole-hill here, | "Tis Vertue-thatdoth makethem molt admir'd, 

That raughtat Mountaines with out-ſtretched Armes, Thecontrary doth make thee wondred ate - 


Yet parted but the ſhadow with his Hand. 'Tis Government. that makes them ſeeme Divine, 
What, was it you that would be Englands King? | The want thereof, makes thee abhominable. | 
Was't youthat revell'd in our Parliament, Thouart as oppoliteto every good, 
And.made a Preachment of your high Deſcent? As the Antipedesare unto vs, 
| Whereare your Meſſe of Sonnes,to back you now? | Oras the South to the Seprextrion,.. 
The wanton Edwardaind the luſty George? | Oh Tygres Heart, wrapt ina Womans Hide, Tu | | 
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How could thou drayne the Life-blood of the Child, 
| Tobid the Farher wipe his eyes withall; 
=. Lie be ſeene to beare a Womans face? 
{ Wamenare ſoft, milde;pittiful,and flexible; 
| Thou ſterne,obdurate,flinry,rough,remorleleſle. 
Bidſt thou me rage? why now thou haſt thy wiſh. 
Would'ſt have me weepe?why now thou haſt thy will. 
For raging wind blowes up inceſſant ſhowers, 
1 And whenthe Rage allayes,the Raine begins. 
Theſe Teares are my ſweet Rutlands Obſequies, 
Andevery drop cryes vengeance for hisdeath, | 
Gainlt thee fell Ciford,and thee falſe French-woman. 
erthumb, Beſhrew me, but his paſſions move mc Lo, 
- That hardly can I check my eyes from Teares, 
Tor. That face of his, 
The hungry Caniballs would not have toucht, 
Would not have ſtayn'd the roſes juſt with blood: 
But you are more inhumane,more innexorable, 
Oh,tenne times more then Tygers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthleſſe Queene, a hapleſic Fathers Teares: 
This Cloth thoa dipd'ſtin blood of my ſweet Boy, 
AndI with Tearesdoe waſh the blood away. 
Keepe thou the Napkin,and goe boaſt of this, 
And ifthou tell it the heavy ſtory right, 
Vpon my Soule,the hearers will ſhed Teares; 
Yea,cven my Foes will ſhed faſt-fallingTeares, 
And ſay,Alas, it wasa pittions deed. 
There,take the Crown,and with-the Crowne,my Curſe, 
And in thy heed, {ſuchcomfort come tothee, 
As now Ireape at thy too cruell hand. 
Hard-hearted (%fford,take me fromrhe World, 
My ſouleto Heaven,my Blood upon your Heads. = 
North. Had he been ſaughter-man to all my Kinne, 
I ſhould not for my Life but weepe with him, 
To ſee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. 
ne. What weeping ripe, my Lord Nprthumber{ana? 
Thinke but upon the wrong he did us 2ll, 
| And that will quickly dry thy melcing Teares. 
Chfford. Heere's fe my Oath, heere's for my Fathers 
Death. 
Daeent, 
King. > 
Toy. Open thy Gate of Mercy,gracious God. 
My Soule flyesthrough theſe wounds , to ſeeke out thee, 
2vee. Off with his Head,andferit on Yorke Gates, 
So Yerkbe may over-looke the Towne of Yorke. 
Exennt. 


And heere's to right our gentle-hearted 


A HMartch, Emer Edward, Richard, 


4nd their power, 


Edw.I wonder how our Princely Father ſcap't: 
Or whether he be ſcap't away,or no, 
: From Clhffardsand Nothumberlands purſuit? 


.. | Had hebeenrane,we ſhould have heard the newes: 


| Had he beene ſlaine,we ſhould have heard the newes: 
- Or had he ſcap't,methinkes we ſhould Imye heard 

- The happy: tidings of his goodeſcape. 

| How fares my Brother?why is he ſo ſad? 

Rich. I cannor joy,untill I be reſolv'd 

' Whereour right valiant Father is become. 

; I faw him inthe Battaile range about,  * .. 

| And watcht him how fs, ( !ifferd forth, 

| Methought he bore him in thethickeſt rroupe, 
* Asdoth a Lyon ina Heardof Neat, | 

| Or asa Beareencompalſs'd round with Dogpes: 


| Sce how the Morning opcs her golden Gares, 


: Vpon my Targuet three faire ſluning Sunnes. 


Who having pincht a few,and madethem cr y, 
Thereſt ſtand all aloofe,and barke at him. 

So far'd our Father1yith his Enemies, 

So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father: 

Me thinkes 'tis prize enough to be his Sonne. 


And takes her farewell of the glorious Sunne. 
How well reſembles it the prime of Youth, 
Trimm'd like a Yonker, prauncing to his Love? 

Ed. Dazle mine eyes,or doe I {ce three Sunnes? 

Rich, Three glorious Sunnes,cach one aperfe& Sunne, 
Not ſeparated with the racking Clouds, 
But ſever'd in apale cleare-ſhining Skie. 
Sce,ſee they joyne,embrace, and ſceme to kiſl:,, 
ASitthey vow'd ſome League inviolable. 
Now are they but one Lampe, one Light,one Sunne: 
In this,the Heaven figures ſome event. 

Eaw, Tis wondrous ſtrange, 
The like yetnever heard of. | 
| thinke it cites us(Brother)to the field, 
That weegthe Sonnes of brave Plantagener, 
Each one already blazing by our meedes, 
Should notwithſtanding joyne our Lights together, 
And over-ſhine the Earth,as this the World, 
What ere it budes,hence-forward will I beare 


Rich. Nay,beare three Daughters: 
By your leave, 1 ſpeake it, 
Youlove the Breeder better then the Male. 


Enter one blowing. 


But whatart thou,whoſe heavy Lookes fore-tell 
Some dreadtull ſtory hanging onthy Tongue? 
Meſſ. Ah,one that wasa wofull looker on 
Whenas the Noble Duke of Yorke was ſlaine, 
Your Princely Father,and my loving Lord, 
Edward, Oh ſpeake no more, tor I have heard too 
much. 
Rich. Say how hedy'de,for I will heare it all. 
Aeſſ. Environed he was with many foes 
And ſtood againſt them,as the hope of Troy 
Againſtthe Greckes,thatwould have cntred Troy. 
But Herewles himſelfe muſt yeeld to oddes: 
And many ſ{troakes,though with a little Axe, 
Hewes downe and fells the hardeſttymber'd Oake. 
By many hands your Father was ſubdu'd, 
But onely ſlaught'red by the ircfull Arme 
Of un-relenting Clifferd,and the Qyeene: 
Whocrown'd the gracious Duke in high deſpight, 
Laugh'din his face:and when with gricte he wept, 
The ruthlefle Queene gave him,to dry his Checke, 
A Napkin,ſteeped 1n the harmeleſſe blood 
Of ſweet young Rarland,by rough -Chffordlaine: 
And after many ſcornes, many foule taunts, 
They tooke his Head,andon the Gates of Yorke 
They ſer the ſame,and there it doth remaine, 
The faddeſt ſpectacle that ere I view'd. - 
Eaw.$weet Duke of Yorke,our Prop ro leane upon, 
Nowthouartgone,wee haveno Staffe;no Stay. + 
Oh Cliford, boyit'rous Chffrrd,thon haſt {laine - 
The flowre of Europe, for his Chevalry, 
And trecherouſly haft thou vanquiſht him, 
For hand to hand he would have vanquiſhtthce- 
Now my Soules Pallace is becomea Priſon: 
Ah, would the breakefrom hence;that this my body 
Might | 
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Might in the ground becloſed up in reſt: 
For never henceforth ſhall I joy againe: 
Never,oh never ſhall I ſee more joy. 

Rich. I cannot weepe:for all my bodies moyſture 
Scarſe ſerves to quench my Furnace-burning heart: 
Nor can my tongue unloade my kearts great burtheo, 
For ſ{elfe-ſame winde that I ſhould ſpeake withall, 
Is kindling coalesthat fires all my brelt, 


Toweepe,is to make lefſe the depth of grecte: 
Teres rhen for Babes;Blowes,and Revengefor mce. 
Richard,I beare thy name, Ile venge thy death, 
Or dye renowned by attempinsg it. 

Ed.His name that valiant Duke hath lefc with thee: 
HisDukedome,and his Chaire with me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if chou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 
Shew thy deſcent by gazing 'gainſt the Sunne: 
For Chaire and Dukedome, Throne and Kingdome ſay, 
Either that is thine, or elſe thou wer't not his. 


March, Enter Warwicks, Marqueſſe Mountacete, 
and ther Army. | 

Warwick. How tow faire Lords? What fare 2 What 

newes abroad? 
Rich. Great Lord of Warwicke, if we ſhould recompt 
Que balefull newes,and ateach wordsdeliverance 
Stab Poniards in our fleſhytill ail were told, 
The words would adde more anguiſh thenthe wounds. 
0 valiant Lord, the Duke of Y orke is {laine. 

Eaw. O Warwicke, Warwicke,that Plavtagenet 
Which held thee deercly,as his Soules Redemption, 
Isby the ſterne Lord Clifford done to death, | 

VF ar. Ten dayes ago,l drown'd theſe newes 11 tcares, 
And now toadde more mealure to your woes, 
Icome to tell you things ſith then befalne. 

After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, _ 
Where your brave Father breath'd his lateſt gaspe, 
Tydings,as ſwiftly as the Poſtes could runne, 

Were brought me of your Loſle,and his Depart. 
Ithen 1n London, kceper of the King, 

Muſter'd my Soldiers,gathered flockes of Friends, 
Marcht toward S. Aibons,to intercept the Queenes! 
Bearing the King un ny bebalte along; 

For by my Scours,T was advertifed 

That ſhe was comming with a fuilintent 

Todaſh our late Decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Hemrirs Oarh,and your Succeſs1on: 
Short Tale to make. we at S. Aibons met, 

Our Battailes joyn'd and both ſides fiercely fought: 
But whether *rwas the coldnefle of the King, 

Who look'd full gently on his warlike Queene, 
That robb'd my Soldiers of their heated Spleene: 
Or whether *twas report of her ſucceſle, 

Or more then common feare of C/ffords Rigour, 
Whothundersto his Captives,Blood and Death, 
Teannot judge:but ro conclude with truth, 

Their Weapons like to Lightning,came and went? 
Our ſouldiers like the Night-Owles lazie flight, 
 Oclike alazie Threſher witha Flaile, 

Fell gently downe,as if they ſtcucketheir Friends. 
Icheerd themup with juſtice of our Cauſe, 

| With promiſe of high pay,and great Reward: 

[ Butallin vaine,they had no heartto fight, 

And we(in them)no hope to win the day, 

-So that we fled:the King unto the Queene, 

Lord George, your Brother,Norfolke,and my Selfe, | 


Ln TT 


And burnes me up with flames,that tears would quench. 


The third Part of King Hemy the Sixth, 


—_— 


Toy 


In haſte,poſt halte,are come to zoyne with you: 
For in the Marches heere-we heard you were, 
Making another Head, to fight againe. 


And when came George from Burgundy to England? 


And for your Brother he was lately ſent 
From your kinde Aunt Dutcheſle of Burgundy, 
With ayde of Souldiersto thisneedfull Warre. 


Ofc have | heard his praiſes in Purſuite, 
But ere till 20w, his Scandall of Retire. 


For thou thait know this ftrorig right hand of mine, 

Canplucke rhe Diadem from faint Hemies head, 

And wring the awefall Sceprer from his Fiſt, 

Were heas famous,and as bold in Warre, 

As heis fam'd for Mildneſle, Peace,and Prayer. 
Rich, T know it well Locd Warwick,blame me not, 

Tis love I bearethy glories makes me ſpeake: 

Butinthis troublous time,whar's to be done? 

Shail wee go throw away our Coates of Steele, 

And wrap our bodies inblacke mourning Gownes, 

Numdb'ring our Ave-Maries with our Beads? 

Or (hail we on the Helmets of our Foes 

Tell our Devotion with revengefull Armes? 

If for the !aſt, fay T,and to it Lords. 


Andthercfore comes my Brother Conntagne: 
Attend me Lords,the proud intulting Queene, 
With Cifford, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their Feather,many moe proud Birds, 
Have wrought the calic-melting King,like Wax« 
He {wore conſent to your Succeſſion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament. 

And now to Londonal' the crew are gone, 

To fruſtrate both his Oath,and what beſide 

May make againſt the houſe of Lancaſter. 

Their power(l thinke)is thirty chouſand ſtrong: 
Now. lt the helpe of Norfolke,and my ſelfe, 
With all the Friends that chou brave Earle of March, 
Among'iſt the loving Welihmen car'tt procure, 
Wull butamount to five and twenty thouſand, 


1 Why Via,to London will we march, 
- And once againe,beſtride our foaming Steeds, 


Anq once againe cry Charge upon our Foes, 
But never once againe turne backe and flye. 
Rich. T, now me thinks[ heare great Warwick ſpeak; 


| Nere may he live to ſeea $un-ſhine day, 


That cries Retire,if Warwicke bid him ſtay. 
Ed. Lord Warwick,onthy ſhoulder wili I leane, 
And waen thou failſt(as God forbid the houre) 


Muſt Edwardfall, which perill heaven forefend. 


War. No longer Earle of March, but Duke of Yorke:: 
The nexr degree,is Englands Roya!l Throne: 


| For King of England [halt thoa be proclaini'd 


In every Burrough as we pale along, 
And he that throwes notup-biscap tor joy, 


| Shall for the Fault makeforfeir of his head. 


King Edward,valiant Richard Mountague; 

Stay wenolonger,dreaming of Renowne, 

But ſortnd the Trumpets,and about our Taske. 

Rich. Then Clifford were thy heart as hardas Steele, | 


| As thou halt ſhewne it flintyby thydeeds, 


I cometo plerce it,or to givethee mine. 


q3_ 


—_— 


Ed, Whereis the Duke of Norfolke,gentle Warwick? 


FFar.Sone fix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers; 


Rich. Twas oddes belike, when valiant Warwick fled; 


V/ar. Nor now my Scandall Richard,doſt thou heare: 


War, Why theretore Warwick cameto ſeek you out, 


{| 


Eaw. Then ſtrike up Drums,Godand S. George for ns. 
| War, 


| 


| 


| 
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154. 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 
War. How now?what newes? 
CMef.: The Duke of Norfolke ſends you word by me, 
The Queene is comming with a puiſlant Hoaſt, 
And craves yonr company,for ſpeedy counſel]. 


War. Why then it ſorts,brave Warriors,let's away. 
E xennt onmnes. 


Emter the King,the Qucent, (lifford , Northumberland and 
Yong Prince , wth Drumme and 
T rumpetes, 


2ue,Welcome my Lord, tothis brave town of York, 
Yondersthe head of that Arch-enemy, 
That ſought to be incompalt with your Crowne, 
Deth nor the object cheere your heart,my Lord. 
K.1,as the rockes cheare them that feare their wrack, 
To ſeethis ſight, it irkes my very ſoule: | 
With-hold revenge(deere God)'tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly havelI infring'd my Vow. 
Clif. My gracious Liege,this too much lenity 
And harmfull pitty muſt be layd aſide: 
To whom do Lyons caſt their gentle Lookes? 
Not tothe Beaſt, that would uſurpe their Den. 
Whoſe hand is that the Forreſt Beare doth licke? 
Not his that ſpoiles her yong before her face. 
Who ſcapes the lurking Serpents mortall ſting? 
| Not he that ſets his foot upon her backe. 
The ſmalleſt Worme will turne,being troden on, 
| And Doves will pecke in ſafegard of their Brood. 
Ambitious Yorke,did levellatthy Crowne, 
Thou ſmilling,while he knit his angry browes. 
He but a Duke,would have his Sonne a King, 
And raiſe his iflue like a loving Sire, 
Thou Being a King,bleſt with a goodly ſonne, 
Did'ſ yeeld conſent to diſinherit him: 
Which argued thee a moſt unloving Facher. 
Yareaſonable Creatures feed their young, 
And though mans face be fearefull rotherr eyes, 
' Yetin proteRtion of their tender ones, 
Who hath not ſeene them even with thoſe wings, 
Which ſometime they have us'd with fearfull flight, 
Make warre with him that climb'd unto their = 
Offering their owne lives in their yongs defence? 
For ſhame,my Liege,make thein your Preſident: 
Were it not pitty that this goodly Boy | 
Should looſe hisBirth-right by his Fathers fault, 
And long heercafter {ay unto his childe, 
| What my great Grandfather,and Grandfire got, 
My carclefie Father fondly gave away. 
Ab,whata ſhame werethis? Looke on the Boy, 
And let his manly face, which promiſeth 
Succeſſefull Fortune ſteele rhy melting heart, 
To hold thine owne,and leave thine owne with him. 
King. Full well hath Cifford plaid the Orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force: 
| But (ford tell me,did'it thou never heare, 
That things ill got, had ever bad ſucceſſe. _ 
And happy alwayes was it for that Sonne, 
' Whoſe Father for his hoording wentto hell: .. 
Ile leave my Sonne my Vertuousdeeds behinde, 
| And would my Father had left me nomore:. 
| Forallthereſtis held atſucha-Rare, ref 
As brings a 2h p39 morecareto keepe, 
Then in poſſeflionany jor'of pleaſure.  - ._; 
| Ah Cofin Yorke;would thy belt Friends did know, 


Your legges did better ſervice then your hands- 


| Breake off the parley, for ſcarſe I can refraine 


How It doth greeve me that thy head is heere: 
Lne.My Lord cheere up your ſpirits,our foesare nye 
Andthis ſoft courage makes your Followers faint; * * 
Youpromiſt Knighthood toour forward ſonne, 
Vnſheath your ſword,and dub him preſently. 
Edward, kneele downe. 
King. Edward Plamagenet,ariſe a Knight, 
Andlearne this Leſſon, Draw thy Sword inright. 
Frm. My gracious Father,by your Kingly leave, 
Ile draw it as Apparant to the Crowne, 
And in that quarrell,uſe it to thedeath. 
Cif,Why thatis ſpoken like atoward Prince, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
— ef. Royall Commandcrs,be in readineſle, 
For with a Band of thirty thouſand men, 
Comes Warwicke backing of the Dukeof Yorke, 
And in the Townes asthey do miarch along, 
Proclaimes him King,and many fiye to him, 
Darraigne your battcll, they are at hand. 
C'5f- T would your Highneſſe would depart the field, 
The Queene hath beſt ſucceſle when you are abſent. 
24. I good my Lord,and leave us to our Fortune. 
Kg. Why,that's my fortune roogtherefore Ile ſtay, 
RXorth.Be it with reſolution then to fight. 
Prim. My Royall Father,cheere theſe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thoſe that fight in your defence: 
Vnfheath your Sword,good Father:Cry S. George. 


Aartch. Enter Edward Warwicke Richard, Clarence, 
N orfolke, Mountagne,and Soldiers. 


Ed. Now perjur'd Henry wilt thou kneel for grace? 
And ſct thy Diadem upon my head? | 
Or bidethe mortall Fortune of the field. 

Q#.Go rate thy Minions, proud inſulting Boy, 
Becomes it thee to.be thus bold in termes, 
Betore thy Soveraigne,and thy lawfull King? 

Ea. I am his King,and he ſbould bow his knee; 

I was adopted Heire by his conſent. 
Since when, his Oath is broke:for as I heare, 
You thatare King;though he do weare the Crowne, 
Have causd him by new AR of Parliament, 
To blot out mezand put his owne Sonne in. 
(if. And reaſon too, 
W ho ſhould ſucceede the Father,but the Sonne? 
| Rich. Are you there Butcher? O,1 cannot ſpeake. 
Cif. I Crooke-back,bere I ſtand to anſwer thee, 
Oc any he, the proudeſt of thy ſort. 
Rich.” Twas youthar kill'd yong Rutland,was it not? 
Clif. T,and old Yorke,and yernot ſatisfied. 
Rich. For Gods ſake Lords give frgnall to the fight. 
War. What ſay'ſt thou Henry, 
Wiltthon yeeld the Crowne? (you ſpeake? 

Quee. Why how now long-tongu'd Warwick , dare 

When youand I,met at S.e4/boxs laſt, 


ar. Then'twas my turne to fly,and now 'tisthine: 
Cf, You faid ſo much before,and yet you fled. _ 
War. Twas not your valor Clifford drove me thence, 
Nor.No,nor your manhood that durſt make you ſtay: 
Rich, Northumberland,T hold thee reverently, | 


The execution of my big-ſwolne heart [ 
Vpon that C4fford;that cruell Child-killer. 
Clif. 1 flew thy Father,cal'ſt thon bim a Child? 


Rich. | 


t 
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Rich, I like a Daſtard,and atreacheronus Coward, 
Asthou didd'ſt kill our tender Brother Rutland, 
But ere Sunſet, Ile make thee curſe the deed. 
King. Have done with words(my Lords)and heare 


| me ſpeake. 


. 94. Defiethem then,or els hold cloſe thy lips. 
Kmg- I prythee give no limits tomy Tongue, 
lama King,and priviledg'd toſpeake. 
Chif.My Liege, the wound that bred rhis meeting heere; 


| Cannot be cur'd by Wordstheretfore be [till. 


Rich. Thea Executioner vnſheath thy ſword: 
By himthar made us all, I am refolv'd, 
That Cliffords Manhood, lyes upon his tongue. 
Ed. Say Henry,ſhall I have my right,or no: 
A thouſand men have broke their Faſtsto day; 
That ne*re ſhall dine,unlefſe thou yeeld the Crowne 
Wer, If chou deny,their Blood upon thy head. 
For Yorke tn juſtice put's his Armour on. 
Pr. Ed, If that be right, which Warwick faics is right, 


There isno wrong, but every thing is right, 


War: WW ho ever got thee, there thy Mother ſtands, 
For well I wot,thou halt thy Mothers tongue. 

2s. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Damme, 
But like a foule miſhapen Stygmaricke, 
Mark'd by the Deltinies to be avoided, 
As venome Toades, or Lizards dreadfull ſtings. 

Rich, Iron of Naples,hid with Engliſh gilt, 
Whoſe Father bearcs the Title of a King, 
(As ifa Channell ſhould be call'd the Sca) | 
Sham'ſt thou not,knowing whencethou art extraught, 
Tolet thy tongue detect thy baſe-borne heart. 

£4. A witpe of ſtraw were worth athouſand Crowns, 
To make this ſhameieſle Callet know her ſelfe: 
Helen of Greece was tairer farrethen thoy, 
Although thy Husband may be enelans; . 
And ne're was Agamemmons Brother wrong'd 
By that faiſe Woman,as this King by thee. 
His Father revel'd inthe heart of France, __ 
And tam'd the King,and made the Dolphin ſtoope: 
And had he match'd according to his State, 
Hemight have kept that glory to this day. 
But when he tooke a begger to his bed, 
And grac'd thy poore Sire with his Bridall day, 
Even then thax Sun-thine brew*d a ſhowrefor him, 
That waſhe his Fathers fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd {edition on his Crowne at home: 
For what hath broach'd this tumult burthy Pride? 
Had" thou bene meeke,our Title ſtilk had ſlept, 
And we in pitty of the Gentle King, | 
Had ſlipt our Claime,untill another Age, . 
Cla. But when we ſaw,our Sunſhine made thy Spring, 

Andthar thy Summer bred us no increaſc, 
Weſetthe Axe to thy uſurping Roote: 
Andthough the edge hath ſomething hit oar ſelves, 
Yet know thou, fince we have begun to ſtrike, 
Weel never leave;till we have hewne thce downe, 
Or batl'd thy growing, with our heated bloods. 


\ Ed. And inthis reſolution, defie thee, 
| Not willing any longer Conference, 


Since thou denicd it the gentle Kingto ſpeake. 
Sound Trumpets,lct our bloody Colours wave, 
And either Viory,or elſe a Grave. 
Leu.Stay Edward. q 
£4. No wrangling Woman, wee'l no longer ſtay, 
Theſe words will <A ten thouſand lives he, « 9m 
Kee! Exennt omnes. 


iq 


FOE OOTY 


Alarum.Excuſions, Enter Warwicke, 


War. Fore-ſpent with Toile, as Runners witha Race, 


Ilay me downe alittle while to breath: 

For ſtrokes receiv*d,and many blowes repaid, _ 
Haverobb'd my ſtrong knit finewes of their ſtrength, 
And ſpight of {pight, needs muſt I reſt a-while. 


| Enter Edward running. | 
Ed. Smile gentle heaven, or ſtrike ungentle death, 


For this world frownes,and Edwards Sunne is clowded. 
#ar. How now ay Lord , what happe? what hope of 


good? 
Enter Clarence. 
C!a.Out hap isloſſe,our hope but ſad deſpaire, 
Our rankes are broke,and ruine followes us. 
What counfaile give you?whither ſhall we fliye? 
Ea. Bootlefle is flight,they follow us with Wings, 
And weake we are,and cannot ſhun purſuite. 


Enter R ichard, 


Rich, Ah Warwicke,why halt Y wichdrawn thy ſefe? 


Thy Brothers blood the thirſty earth hath drunk, 
Broach'd with the Stecly point of ('4ffords Launce: 
And in the very pangs of death,hecryde, 

Like toa diſmall Clangor heard from farre, 
Warwicke,revenge;Brother revenge my death. 

So underneath the belly of their Stecds, 

That ſtaurd their Fetlockes in his ſ\moaking blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the ghoſt. 


War. T hen let the earth be drunken with our blood: 


le kill my Horſe becauſe I will not flye: 

Why ſtand weltke foft-hearted women heere, 
Wayling our loſles, whites the Foc doth Rage, 
Andlooke upon,as if the Tragedy 

Were plaid 1n jeſt, by counterfetting Ators. 
Heere on my knee, I vow to God above, 
Henever Pawſeagaine,never ſtand Rill, 

Till either death hath clos'd theſe eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meaſureof Revenge. 

Ed. Oh Warwicke,I do bend my knee with thine, 
Andin this vow do chaine my ſoule tothine. 
And ere my knee riſe from the Earths cold face, 
I throw my hands,mine eyes, my heart to thee, 
Thou ſetter up,and plucker downe of Kings, 
Beſeeching thee(if wich thy will it ſtands) 
That to my Foesthis body mult be prey, 

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 
And give ſweet paſſage to my ſiafull ſoule, 
Now Lords,take lcayeuntill.we meete againe, 
W here ere 1t be,in heaven,or in carth. 

Rich. Brother, 

Give me thy hand,and gentle Warwicke, 

Letme embrace thee in my wearry armes: 

I that did never weepe,now inelt with wo, 

That Winter ſhould cut off our Spring-time ſo. 
War. Away,away: | 

Once more {weet Lords farewell. 

(14; Yetlet us altogether to our Troopes, 
And give them leave to flye,that will nor ſtay: 
And call them Pillars that will tand to us: 

And if werhrive,promiſethem ſuch rewards 
As Victors weare at the Olympian Games. 
This may plant courage in their quailing breaſts, 
For yet 1s hope of Lite and Victory: 


Fore. |! 


_ 
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Exeunt. 


Excurſions. EnterRichard and (lifford. 
Rich. Now Clifford, I have ſingled thee alone, 
Suppoſerhis arme is for the Duke of Yorke, 
And this for Rutland,both boundto revenge, 
Wer'tthou inviron'd witha Brazen wall. 
Zif. Now Richard, I am with thee heere alone, 
This isthe hand thar ſtabb'dthy Father Yorke, 
Andthis the hand,thar flew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here's the heart, that triumphs in their death, 
And cheeres theſe hands,that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like upon thy ſelfe, 
And ſo have atthee. 
T hey Fught Warwicke comes,Clifford fijes. 
Rich.Nay Warwicke,ſingle out ſome other Chace, 
For I my {clfe will hantthis Wolfe todeath. _ Exenre. 


eAlarum, Enter King Henry alone. 
Hen. Thisbattell farcs like to the mornings Warre, 
When dying clonds contend, with growing light, 
W hat time the Shepheard blowing of his nalles, 
Can neither call it perfe day,nor night. 
Now ſwayes it this way,like a Mighty Sea, 
Forc'd by the Tide,to combat with the W inde: 
Now ſwayes it that way,like the {clfc-ſame Sea, 
Forc'd to retyre by fury of the Winde. 
Somerime,the Flood prevailes;and then the Winde:z 
Now,one the better:then,another beit; 
Both tugging to be Vidtors,brelit to brefi: 
Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 
So is the equall poiſe of this fell Warre. 
Heereon this Mole-hill will I it me dowre, 
To whom God will,there be the vicory: 
For Margaret my Queene,and Chffordtoo 
Have chid me from the Batteli:Swearing both, 
They proſper beſt of all when I am thence. 
Would I were dead,if Gods good will were fo; 
For what is inthis world, but Greefe and Woes 
Oh Godlmethinkes it werea happy lite, 
To be no better then a homely Swalne, 
To fit upon a hill,as I doe no'y, 
Tocarve out Dialls queintly,point by point, 
Thereby to ſee the Minutes how they runne: 
How many makes the Houre full compleate, 
How many Houres bring 2bout the Day, 
How many Dayes will finiſh up the Yeare, 
How many Yeares, a Mortall man may live. 
When this is known-,then to divide the Times: 
So many Houres,mult I rend my Flocke; 
| So many Houres,mult I take my Reſt: 
So many Houres, mult I Contempſare: 
So many Houres,mult I Sport my ſelfe; 
Somany Dayes,my Ewes have bene with yong: 
So many weekes,erethe poore Fooles will Eane: 
So many yeares,crel ſhall ſheere the Fleece: 
So Minutes, Houres,Dayes,Monthes,and Yeares, 
Paſt over tothe end they were created, - 
Woul4 bring white haires,unto a Qtet grave. 
Ab! what alite werethigHow ſweet? how lovely? 
Gives © my Fro _ a _ ſhade 
To Shepheards,looking on their ſilly Sheepe, 
Then doth a rich Imbroider'd ouy 
To Kings, that feare their Subjects rreachery? 
' Ohyes, itdoth;a thouſand fold it doth. 
Andto conclude,the Shepherds homely Cucds, 


? 


| 


— 


His cold thinne drinke out of his Leather Burtle, rey 
His wontedleepe,under a freſh trees ſhade, 

All which ſecure,and tweetly he enjoyes, 

Is farre beyond a Princes Delicates: 

His Viands ſparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His body couched in a curious bed, 

When Care, Miſtruſt,and Treaſon waits on him, 


Alarum. Emer a Sonne that hath kill'd bis Father, a 
one doore: and a Father that hath kilÞd his Sonne at 
another avore, 


Sox. Ill blowes the winde that profits no body, 
This man whom hand to hand i ſlew in fight, 
May be poſſeſſed with ſome ſtore of Crownes, 
And I that (haply)take them from him now, 
May yet(erenight)yeeld both my lifeand them 
To ſome man eiſ{e,as this dead man doth me, 
W ho's this?Oh God!It is my bathers face, 
Whom inthis Conti, I(unwares)have kill'd; 
Oh heavy timeslbegetting ſuch Events. | 
From London;by the King was I preſt forth, 
My Father being the Earle of Warwickes man, 
Came onthe partof Yorke;prett by his Maiſter: 
And I,whoat his hands receiv'd my life, 
Haveby my hands,of Life bereaved him. 
Pardon me God,I knew not what I did: 
And pardon Father,for I knew not thee. 
My Teares ſha!l wipe away theſe bloody markes: 
And no more words,tilthey have flow'd their fill. 
King. O pitteous ſpetacle!O bloody Times! 
Whiles Lyons warre,and battaile for their Dennes, 
Poore harmleſle Lambes abide their enmity. 
Weepe wretched man:lle ayde thee Teare for Teare, 
And let our hearts andeyes,like Civill Warre, 
Be blinde with teares, and break ore-charg'd with gricke 
Emer Father bearing of bis Sonne. 
£4. Thou that ſo ſtoutly hath reſiſted me, 
Give,me thy Gold, if thou haſt any Gold: 
For I have bought it with an hundred blowes. 
But let me ſce:Isthis our Foe-mans face? 
Ah,no,no,no,it is mine onely Sonne. 
Ah Boy,if any life be left inthee, 
Throw up thine eye;ſec,ſee, what ſhowres ariſe, 
Blowne with the windie Tempelt of my heart, 
Vpon thy wounds,that killes mine Eye,and Heart, 
O pitty God, rhis miſerable Age! 
W bat Stragems? how fellthow Butcherly? 
Erroneous, mutinons,and vnnaturall, 
This deadly quarrell daily doth beger? 
O Boy:thy Father gave thee life too ſoone, 
And hath beretftthee of thy life too late. 
Ki. Woe above woe: griefe,more then common greefe; 
O that my death wouid ſtay theſe ruthfull deeds: 
O pitty,pitty,gentle heaven pitty: 
The Red Roteand the White are on his face, 
The Farall Colours of our ſtriving Houſes: 
The one, his purple Blood right well reſembles, | 
The other his pale Cheekes(me thinkes)preſenteth: 
Wither one Roſe,and let the other flouriſh: 
If you contend, athonſand lives muſt wither. 
Son. How will my Morher,for a Fathersdeath 


Takeon with me,and n'ere be ſatisfi'd? | | 


Fa. How will my Wife, for ſlaughter ofmy Sonne, 
Shed ſeas of Teares,;and ne*re be farisfi'dr 
King. How will the'Country,for theſe wofull chances, 


| ; 


Miſ-thinke | 
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| Miſ-rhinke the King,andnot be ſatisfied? 
Sm Was ever ſonne,ſfo rew'd a Fathers death? 
Fath. jWasever Father ſo bemoan'd'his Sonne? 
Hen, Was ever King ſogreev'd for SubjeAs woe? 
Mach is your forrow;Minezten times ſo much. 
Son; Ile beare thee hence, where I may weepe my fill. 
Fath. Theſe armes of mine ſhall bethy winding ſheet: 
My heart(ſ{weet Boy)ſhall be thy Scpulcher, 
For from my heart, thine image ne're ſhall go. 
My fighing breſt,ſhall be thy Funerall bell; 
And ſo obſequious will rhy Father be, 
Men for the loſſe of thee, having no more, 
As Priam was forall his Valiant Sonnes, 
Te beare thee henceand let them fightthat wiil, _ 
For I have murthered where 1 ſhould not kill, Exit, 
Hen. Sad-hearted-men,much overgone with Care; 
Heere fits a King, more wofull then you are. 


eMlarnms, E xcurſions. Enter the Queenthe 
Prince,and Excter. 


Prin, Fly Father,flye:for all your Friendsare ficd. 
And Warwicke rages like a chafed Bull: 
Away, for death doth hold us in purſuite. 
Oe. Mount you my Lord,towards Barwicke poſt a- 
maine: 
Edward and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 
Having the fearfull flying Hare in ſight, 
With fiery eyes,{parkling for very wrath, 
And bloody iteele graſpt m their yrefuil hands 
Are at our backes,and therefore hence amaine. | 
Exet. Away:for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ſtay not to expoſtulate,make ipeed, 
Or elſe come after, ile away before. 
Hen. Nay take me with thee,good ſweet Exeter: 
Not that I feare to {tay,but'!ove to goe 
' Whither the Queene intends. Forward,away. Exeunt. 
Alowd alarum. Enter Clifford Wounded. 


(#f. Heere burnes my Candle out;T,heereit dies, 
Which whiles tr laited,gave King Henry light. 
OLancaſter! I fearethy overthrow, | 
Morethen my Bodiesparting with my Sonle: 

My Love and Feare, glew*d many Friends to thee, 
Andoow I fall. Thy tough Commixtures mclr, 
Impairing Henry, ſtrength'ning miſproud Yorke; 
And whither flye the Gnats,bur to the Snnne? 

And who ſhines now,but Henries Enemies? 

O Pheebusthad*ſt thou never given conſent, 

That Phaetox ſhould checke thy fiery Steds, - 

Thy burning Carre never-had ſcorch'dtheearth. 
And Henry, had'{t thou ſway'd as Kings ſhould do, 
Oras thy Father,and his Father did, | 
Givingno grounduntothe houſe of Yorke, 

They never then had ſprung like Sommer Flyes: 
land ten thouſand in this lucklefſe Realme, 

Had left no mourning Widdowes for our death, 
Andthou this day,had'fſtkeptthy Chairein peace. 
For whatdoth cherriſh Weeds, bur gentle ayre? 
And what makes Robbers bold, burtooramch lenity? 
 Bootlefſeare Plainits, and Cureleſſe are my Wounds? 
 Noway to flyc,nor firength tohold.out fight: - 
The Foe js mercileſſe,and will not pitty: 
For attheit hands I have deſerv'd no pity. 
| The ayre bath got into my deadly Wounds, 


_ 
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1 *Tis bathis policy to counterfer, 
| Becauſe he would avoid ſuch bitter taunts 


| When (Afford caonot ſpare/ſits Frieadgawcariz /*) 51 / 
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| And much effuſe of blood;doth make-me faint: 
Come Yorke,and Richard Warwicke,and the reſt, 
I {tab'd your Fathers boſomes;Split my brelt. 


Alarum &- Retreat, Enter Edward, Warwicke, Richard ,and - 
| Souldiers, Montague, & Clarence. 

Ed.Now breathe we Lords ,good fortune bids us pauſe, 
And ſmooth the frownes of War,with peacctull lookes: 
Some T roopes purſue the bloody-minded Queene, 

Thar led calme Herry,though he werea King, 
As doth a Saile,fill'd with a fretting Guſt 
Command an Argofie to ſtemme the Waves: 
But thinke you(Lords)that Clifford fled with them? 
War, No, ts impoſſible he ſhould eſcape: 
(For though befure his face I ſpeakethe word) 
Your Brother Richard markt him for the Grave. 
| And whereſoere he is,hee's ſurely dead. Chfford grones | 
Rich, W hoſe ſoule is that whichtakes hir heavy leave? 
A deadly grone,like life and deaths departing. 
| See who it is, 
Ed.And now the Battaile's ended, 

If Friend or Foe, let him be gently uſed. 

Rich, Revoke that doome of mercy,for 'tis Chfford, 

Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch 
In hewing Rutland, when his leaves put forth, 

But {ct his murth'ring knife unto the Roore, 

From whence that tender ſpray did ſweetly ſpring, 
I meane our Princely Father, Duke of Yorke. 
tar. From off the gates of Yorke; fetch down y head, 
Your Fathers head,which Cl##rd placed there: | 
In ſtead whereof,ler this ſupply the roome, 
Meaſure,;for meaſure,muſt be anſwered. | 
Ed.Bring forth that fatall Schreechowle te our houſe, 
That nothingſung but death,to usand ours: 
Now death ſhall ſtop his diſmall threatning ſound, 
And his 1l|-Hoading tongue, no more ſhall ſpeake. 
War. 1 thinke his ynderſtandivg is beretr; 
Speake Clifford,dolt thou know who ſpeakes to thee? 
Darke cloudy death oxe-ſhades his beamesof lite, 
And be nor {ces,nor heares us, what weſay. - 
Rich. O would he did,and to(perhaps)hedoth, 


W hich inthe time of death he gave our Father. 
Cla. If fo thou thiak'ſt, 

Vex him with.cager Wards. 
Rich. Chſfard,aske mercy,and obtaint'no-grace. 
Ed, Chfford,repent mbooileſſe penitence. 
VFar. Clifford, deviſeiexculſcs for thy faults. 
Cla.Whiie we deviſe fell Forturesfor thy faults! 
Rich. Thou Gidd'ſtlove-Yorke,andiam: fonto Yorke. | 
Edw. Thou pittied'ft Rutland, Dwillpiety thee. © 


Cla. W here's Captaine'fargartr,ta Ferice you now? 
VVar. They mockethe&{hffordj 077 yn 
Sweareasthou wart Work RT, Gut 
Ric. W hat,not an OattitNay thenthe world go's hard, | 


I know by that he's dead;and by my Sdulecs 0h 1d 
If this right hand wonld blybut ewo howres life, : -/ 
That I(in-afl deſpight)mightrayle ar hing,” 1 - 
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This hand ſhonld chop it off:& withthe ifſnitng 
Stifle rhe Villaine, whoſemſtanchedchieſt | 
Yorke,and yongRutlind could nor Grithe; - - +1 14 
Var. 1, but hes dead. Off withthe Trattors head,” * - 
And reare it in-the place 2 penn a Pol 1,gil ZE 
And now to London with Triamphant\wartch, © - 


JJ 2B | 


here \ 


————_— = 


—_ ——C 


— ————_—_—_—_@ 


w Bays 1 > 
EPO oo i 

7 

5 b 


— _ 


158 


| .The third Part of King Heniy the Sixth. 


There to be crowned Englands Royall King: 
From whence,ſhall Warwicke cut the Seca to France, 
Andaske the Lady Bowaforthy Queene: 
So ſhalt thou finow both theſe Lands together, 

And having France thy Friend,thou ſhalt not dread 
The ſcattred Foe, that hopes to riſe agine: 
For thoughthey cannot greatly ſting to hurt, * 
Yet looke to have them buz to offend thine cares. 
Firſt, will 1 ſee the Coronation, _.. 
Andthen to Brittany Ile croſle the Sea; |. 
To effect this marriage,ſo it pleaſe my Lord. 
Ed. Even as thou wilt ſweet Warwicke,let it be; 
For on tþy ſhoulder dol builde my Seate; 
And never will Iundertake the thing 
Wherein thy counſaile and conſent is wanting: 
Richard, I will create thee Duke of Glouceſter, 
And George of Clarence;Warwickeas our Sclte, 
Shall do;and undo as him pleaſcth beſt. | 
Rich.Let me be Duke of Clarence,George of Gloſter, 
For Gloſters Dukedome is roo ominous. 
War. Tut,that's a fooliſh obſervation: 
Richard,be Duke of Gloſter: Now to London, 
To ſee thele Honors in poſſeſſion. 


Enter Sinklo,and Humfre with ("roſſe-bowes 
in their hands. 
(our ſclves: 
Sik. Vnder this thicke growne brake,wee'l ſhrowd 
For throughthis Laund arion the Decre will come, 
And in thiscovert will we make our Stand, 
Culling the principall of all the Deere. io 
' Ham. Ile ſtay above the hill;ſo both may ſhoot, 
Sik. That cannot be,the noiſe of thy Croſſe-bow 
Will ſcarre the Heard,and ſo my. ſhoot is loft: -: 
Heere Rand weborh,and ayme we at the beſts, | 
1 Andfor the time ſhall not ſeeme tedious, 
Ile tell thee what befell me onaday, 2: 
Inthis ſelfe-place, where now we meane to ſtand. 
Smk.Heere comes a man,let'sſtay till he be paſt: 
Enter the King with 4 Frayer books. 
Hes. From Scotlmdam I ſtolne even of purelove, 
| To greet mine owne Land with my wiſhfull fight: 
| No Haevy,Harry, tis no Land of thine, 
Thy place is fill'dzthy Scepter wrung from thee, 
| Thy Balme waſhrt off, wherewith:thou was Annointed: 
| No bending knee will call thee (#ſ@r now, 
\ No humble ſuterspreaſetoſpeake for right: 
No, nota man comes for redreſſe of thee; | 
| For how can I helpe them,and,not my ſelfe? . 
Sin.T, hecre's a Deere, whoſe $kin's a Keepers Fee: 


F 


- | This is thequondam King;Ler'sſcize upon him, 


Hen. Let me £1 Adverſaries, . 
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Exennt. 


- My mulde jntreaty ſhall not make you guilty. 


The Tyger will be milde,whiles ſhe doth mourne; 

And XN ero will be tainted with remorſe, 

To heare and ſee her plaints,her Briniſh Teares. 

I, but ſhee's come to begge, Warwicke to giye: 

Shee on his left ſide,craving ayde for Henry; 

Heon his right,asking a wife for Edward. 

Shee Weepes,and ſayes,her Henry is depos'd: 

He Smiles, and ſayes,his Edward is inſtaul'd; 

Thar ſhe (poore Wretch) for greefe can ſpeake no more: | 

Whiles Warwicke tels his Title,ſmooths the Wrong, 

Inferreth arguments of mighty ſtrength, 

And in concluſion winnes the King from her, 

With promiſe of his Siſter, and what elſe, 

To ſtrengthen and ſupport King Eawards place. 

O HMargaret,thus 'twillbe,and thou(poere ſoule) 

Art then forſaken,as thou went'ſt forlorne. 

Hum, Say,whatart thou ta!k'ft of Kings & Queens? 

King. More then I ſeeme,and lefſethen I was born to; 

A wanatleaſt,for lefle 1 ſhould not be: 

And men may talke of Kings,and why not 1? 
Hum.T,but thou talk*ſt,as if thou wer'ta King, 
King. Why ſo I am (in Minde)and that's enough. 
Fm. Burt if thou be a King,where is thy Crowne? 
Kmg. My Crowne is in my heart,not on my head: 

Not deck*'d with Diamonds, and Indian ſtones: 

Nor to be ſeene:my Crowne,is call'd Content, 

A Crowne it is,that ſfildome Kings enjoy. 

Hum, Well,if you be a King crown'd with Content, 
Your Crowne Content,and you,muſt be contented 
Togo along with us. For (as we thinke) ' 

You are the king,King Eawardhath depos'd: 

And we hisſubje&s,1worne inall Allegeance, 

Will apprehend you,as his Enemy. 

King. Burdid you never ſweareand breake an Oath. 
Ham. No, never fuch an Oath,nor will notnow. 
King. V/ here did you dwell when I was K.of England? 
Hum. Heere in this Countrey, where we now reamaite. 
King.{ was annointed King atnine monthes old, 

My Father,and my Grandfather were Kings: 

And you were ſworne true Subjects unto me: 

Andtell me then,have you not broke your Oathev? 

S5.No, for we gere Subjets,but while you were king. 
| @.] dead*Do I not breath a Man? 
ou know not what you ſwearc: 

is Feather from my Face, 

And as the Ayte blowes it tome againe, 

Obeyins withMy winde when I do blow, 

And yee!ding to another,when it blowes, 

Commanded alwayes by the greater guſt: 

Such is the lightneſſe of you, common men. 

But do not breake-your Oathe, for of that ſinne, 


"Y - 
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Go where/you will,the King ſhalt be commanded, 
And be you kings, command,and Ile obey. 
Sink, We axe trucSubjedts tothe King, 


King. So would you be againeto Henry, 
If he were ſeated as King Edward is, Wt 
Sink. We charge you in Gods name & the Kings, 
Togo with us unto the Oilicers. 
King. In Gods namelead,your Kings name be obeyd, 
And wu God will, thatlet your King pertorme, 
And what-he will,I humbly yeeld unto. Exennt, 


Emer K. E dward,Gleſter,Clerence, Lady Grays 
King. Brother of Gloſter,at $. Albons field 


This 
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This Ladyes HusbandSir Richerd Grey,was ſlaine, 
His Land then ſciz'd on by the Conqueror, 
Her ſuit is now,to repoſleſle thoſe Lands, 
Which wee 11 Iuſtice cannot well deny, 
Becauſe in Quarrell of the Houſe of Norke, 
The worthy Gentleman did loſe his Life. 

Rich. Your Highneſle thall doe well to graunt her ſuit: 
It were diſhonor to deny it her. | 

King. It were nolefle,but yet Ile makea pawſe. 

Rich. Yeay1s it fo: 
I ſee the Lady hath a thing to graunt, 
Before the King will graunt her humble fut. 

{la. Hee knowes the Game, how true hee keepes the 
winde? 

Rich. Silence; | | 

King. Widow,we will conſider of your ſuit, 
And come ſome other time to know our minde. 

wid. Right gracious Lord,I cannot brooke delay; 
May it pleaſe your Highneſle to reſolve me now, 
And what your pleaſure 1s,{hall fatisfie me. 

Rich. I Widow?then Ile warrant you all your Lands, 
And if what pleaſes hia,ſhall pleaſe you: 
Fight cloſer,or good faith you'le catch a Blow. 

Cla, I feare her not, unleſſe ſhe chance to fall. 

Rich. God forbid that,for hee'le take vantages. 
King. How many Children haſtthou ; Widow ? tell 
" OE; 6K 
Cla. Ithinke he meanes to begge a Child of her. 
Rich. Nay then whip me : hee'le rather give her two» 
Wid. Three,my molt gracious Lord. K 
Rich. You ſhall have foure,if you'le be ruld by him. 
King. *Twere pitty they ſhould loſe their Fathers 

$ 


Ls 


714. Be pittifull, dread Lord,and graunt it then. 
King. Lords give us leave, Ile trye this Widowes 
wits ED, p 
Rich. I, good {cave have you,for you will have leave, 
Til Youth take leave,and leave you tothe Crutch. 
King. Now tell me, Madame , doe you jove'your 
Children? 
. Wis. I, full as dearely asI love my ſelfe. 
; King. And would you notdoe much to doe them 
200d? 3.37 | 
g 7id, To doe them good, I would ſuſtayne ſome 
rme, > > 
King. Then get your H 
good 


usbands Lands,to doc them 

Wid. Therefore I came unto your Majelty. 

King. Ile tell you how theſe Lands are to be got, 

Wi. So ſhall you bind mero your Highnefle ſervice. 

Kimg. What ſervice wilt thou doe me if I givethem? 

vil What you command,thar reſts in me to doe. 

King, But you will take exceptions to my Boone, 

Wid. No,gracious Lord;except I cannot doe it. 

King .I,but thou canſt doe what I meane to aske« 

Wid, Why then I will doe what your Grace com- 

mands, | | 

h _ Hee plyes her hard, and muchRiaine wearesthe 
ardle. | 


Clar. As red as fire?nay then, her Wax muſt melt; 
Wid, W by ſtoppes my Lord ? ſhalt not heare my 
Taske? | | 
mig: Aneaſie Taske, tis but to lovea King. | 
Wia. That's ſoone perform'd,becauſe Iam a Subjet. 
So Why then,thy Husbands Lands freely give 
knee, | | 


ms... 


| 


Wid. I take my leave with many thouſand thanke. 
Rich. The Match is made;ſhe ſeales it witha Curtſie. 
King. But ſtay thee, tis the fruirsof love I meane. 
77:4. The fruits of Love, I meane,my loving Liege. 
King. 1,but I feare me in another ſence. : 
What Love,think'ſ thouyl ſue ſo much to get? 
rid, My lovetill death.my hamble thanks,my prayers, 
That love which Vertue begges,and Vertuegrauuts. 
King, No, by my troth,Ididnot meane ſuch love. 
Wid. Why then you meanenotas1 thought you did. 
King. But now you partly may perceive my minde. 
W:a. My minde will never graunt what I perceive 
Your Hignefle aymesat,if I ayme aright: 
King: To tell thee plaine,I ayme to lye with thee: 
Wia. To tell you plaine,I had rather lye in Priſon. 
,; ing. Why thenthou ſhalt nothave thy Husbands 
Lands. | ; | 
id, Why then mine Honeſty ſhall be my Dower, 
For by thar loſſc, I will notpurchaſe them. 
King. Thereinthou wrong'ſt thy Children mightily. 
7W1d.Herein your Higlinefſe wrongs both them & nie: 
But mighty Lord,this merry inclinatton 
Accordsnot with the ſadneſſe of my ſuit: 
Pleaſe you diſmiſſe me, either with I,or no. 
King. I, if thou wilt ſay I to my requeſt: 
No,if thou do'ſt ſay No romy nd. 
wid. Then No,my Lord:my ſuit is at anend. 
Rich, The Widow likes himnort , ſhes knits het 
Browes: 
: Clarence, Hee 1s thee blunteſt Wooer in Chriſten= 
Omee« 7 ; 
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Her Words doe fhew her Wit-incomparable, 


| All her perfe&ions challenge Soveraiguty, 


One way,or other,ſhe 1s for a King, | 
And ſhee ſhall be my Love,or elſe my Queene. 
Say,that King Edwardrake thee for his Queene? 
Wid,”Tis better ſaid then done,my gracious Lord; 
I ama ſubject fitto jealt withall, | 
But farre unfit to be a Soyeraigne. . 
King. Sweet Widow,by my State I ſweare tothee, 
I ſpeake no more then what my Soule intends, 
And that is,to enjoy thee for my Love. 
id. And that is more then I will yeeld unto; 
I know,l amr too meane tobe your Queene, 
And yettoo good tobeyour Concubine. 
King. You cavill, Widow, I did meane my 
Wid.* Twill 
you Father. | | | 
King. No more,thcn when my Daughters 
Callthee Mother. 7/59 90n tt epi 
Thou art a Widow,and thou haſt ſome Children, 
And by Gods Mother, being buta Batchelor, 


Queene. 
grieve your Grace,my ſonnes ſhould call 


i 


| Have other-ſome. Why, *tisa happy thing, - 


To be the Father unto'many'Sonnes:'17; ©; 
Anſwer no more, for thoathaltbewy 


} 


. 
s # 


Queene.. ' 
(la. When hee wasmadea Shriver;*tiwas forſhift.. ' 

Richard, The Widow likes irnor, for ſhee lookes 

” "King. You'ldthinkeir ſtrange, if I ſhould martys / 


her. 


| 


Cla.To _ my Loxd? boa 
Ki » W larence, tO my y 4.4 3 &£ - 
bs 7 ng Rich, That 
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King. Her Looks doc argac her replete with Modeſty, | 


Rich, The Ghoſtly Father now tath:dbnehis Shrifs: - | 
King. Brothers , you'mule what Cliat wee two have 
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g The third Part of King Henry the Sixth, 


Rich. That would be tenne dayes wonder at the lcaſt. 
. Clar.That's a day lotiger then a Wonder laſts. 
Rich. By ſo mach is the Wonder in extremes. 
King. Well,jeaſt on Brothers : I can tell you both, 
Her ſuit is graunted for her Husbands Lands. 


Emer a Noble man. 
Neb. My gracious Lord, Hewry your Foe is taken, 


And brought your Priſoner to your Pallace Gate. 
; King. See that he be convey d unto the Tower: 


' And goe wee Brothers tothe manthartooke him, 


Toqueſtion of hisapprehenſion. 
Widow goe you along:Lords uſe her honourably _ 


HManet Richard. 

Ricb. I, Ednardwill uſe Wotnen honourably. 
Would he were waſted, Marrow,Bones,andall, 
That from his Loynes no hopeful Branch way ſpring; 
Tocroſle me from the Golden time I looke for: 

And yet,betweene my Soules defire,and me, 

The luſttull Edwards Titke buryed, 

Is (larence, Herry,and bis Sonne young Edward, 

And allthe unlook*d-for Iſſue of their Bodies, 

To take their Roomes, ere-I can place my (clfc: 

A cold premeditation for my purpoſe. 

Why thcaT doe but dreame on Soveraignty, 

Like one that ſtands upon a Promontorie, | 

And ſpyesa farre-oft ſhore,where he would tread, 

Wiſhing his foot were equall with his eye, 

And chides the Sea,that ſunders him from thence, 

Sayirig heee lade it dry,to have his way: . 

So doe I wiſh the Crowne, being ſo farre off, 

Aud ſol chide the mceanes that keepes me from 

And ſo(Ifay)lle cut the Cauſes off, IJ 

Flattering me with impoſſibllities: | {14's 

My Eyes tooquicke., my Heart 0're-weeney too much, 

Vnleſſemy Handand:Strengrh could equallthem. 

Well,fay there is no Kingdeme thenfor Richard: 

W hat other Pleaſure can the World affoord? 

Ile make my Heaven in a Ladies Lappe, 

And decke my Body in gay Ornaments, _. 

And witch ſweetLadies with my Wordsand Lovkes. 

Oh miſcrable Thoyght/and more unlikely, 

Then to accompliſh:itwenty Golden Crownes; 

Why Love tor{wore:me in my-Mothers Wombe: 

Andfor T1 ſhouldinotdeale in ber {of Lawes, 

Sheedid corruptirayle Nature with ſome Bribe, 

To ſhrinke mine Arme up like a wither'd Shrub, 

To make ancnvious Mountaine-on my Back, 

Where ſits Deformity to mocke my Body; 

To ſhape my Leggesof an uncqualifize, | 

To diſ-propottibnai anc. a8 Jo 

Like toa Chaoggor gn un-lickd Beare-whelpe, 

That carryes no imprefſionlikethe Damme, 
bRirousdanlk;to harbour fiich a thought, 

thisBarth aff0« 


it, 
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Exennt. 
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| Andſitthee by our fide. 


Ee mn 


And I,like'one loſt in a Thorny Wood, 
That rents the Thornes,and isrent with the Thornes, 
Sccking a way,and ſtraying fromthe way, | 
Not knowing how to finde the open Ayre, 


| Buttoyling deſperately to finde it our, 


Torment my ſelfe,to catch the Engliſh Crowne: 

And from that torment I will free my ſelfe, 

Or hew my way out with a bloody Axe. 

Why I can ſmile, and murther whiles I ſmile, 

And cry,Content,to that which grieves my Heart, 

And wet my Checkes with artificiall Teares, 

And frame my Face toall occaſions. 

ile drowne moreSaylers then the Mermaid ſhall, 

Lic flay more gazers then the Baſiliske, 

le play the Oratoras wellas Neſtor, 

Decelve more {lyly then UViyſes could, 

And like a Sinor,take another Troy. 

I can adde Colourstothe Camelion, 

Change ſhapes with Prozess, for advantages, 

And ſet the murtherous achevill to Schoole. 

Can Idoethis,and cannot geta Crowne? 

Tut, were 1t farther off, Ile placke it downe. Exit, 

Flowiſh, 

Enter Lewis the French King, his Siſter Bona, his 
e-7dmirall,call'd Bourben: Prince Edward, 
Lucene Margaret, and the Earle of Oxford. 

Ltwis fits, and riſeth up againe. 


Lewis. Faire Queene of England, worthy Margaret, 
Sit downe with us : itill befits thy State, 
And Birth, that thou ſhould*{ Rand,while Lews doth fit. 
Mar. No,mighty King of France:now Margaret, 
Muſt firike her faile,and lesrne a whileto ſerve, 
Where Kings command. I was(I muſt confeſſe) 
Great Albions Queene,in former Golden dayes: 
Butnow miſchance hathtrod my Title downe, 
And with diſ- honor layd meon the ground, 
W here I muſt takelike Seat unto my fortune, 
And to my bumble Sear conforme my elfe. 
Lews. Why lay, faire Queene, whence ſprings this 
deepe detpaire? 
Mar. From ſuch a cauſe,as fills mine eyes with teares, 
And ſtops my tongue, while heart is drown'd in cares: 
Lew. What ere it be,be thou ſtill like thy ſeife, 
Seats her by him. 
Yeeld not thy necke to Fortunes yoake, 


| But let thy dauntlefſe minde ſtill rideirn triumph, 


Over all miſchance. 
Be plaine, Queene Margaret , and tell thy grigte, 
It ſhall be cas'd,if France can-yeeld reliefe. 
Har, Thoſe gracious words 
Revive my drooping thoughts, 
And give my tongue-ty*d forrowes leaveto ſpeake- 
Now therefore be it knowne to Noble Lewis, 
| That:Hemy,fole poſſeſſor of my Love, 
 Is,of a King,become a baniſht man, 


| Andforc'dtolive'in Scotland a Forlorne; 


While prowd ambitious Edward,Duke of Yorke, 
Vſurpes the Regall Title,and the Seat 

OfFEnglands true anoyntedlawfull King. 

This is the cauſe that I, poore Margarer, 

With this my:Sonne, P rince Edward Henries Heire, 


' | Anti come toccrave thy juſt and lawfull ayde: - 


| And if thou faile-us,all our hope is done. 


Scotland hath will rohelpe,but cannot helpe: 
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le, and our Peres, are both mis-led, 

Os Freafure ſciz'd, our Souldicrs put to flight, 

And(as thoi ſeeſt) our ſelves in heavy plight. 
Lew, Renowed Queene, | 

With patience calne the Storme, 

While we bethinke a meanes to breake 1t off. 
Marg. The more we 

Foe: | 

Lew. The more Iſtay; the more Ile ſuccour thee. 
Mer. O, but impatience waiteth on true ſorrows 

And ſee wherecomesthe breederof my ſorrow. 


Enter Warwicke, 


| ſence? o 
Marg, Our Earle of Warvicke , 


friend. 


ro France? He deſcewas, ; 

UMarg. I,now beginsa ſecond Storme to rife, 
Forthis1s he that meves both Winde and Tyde. 

war. From worthy Edward, King of «Albion, 

My Lord and Soveraigne, at] thy vowed Friend , 
I come (in Kindneſſe, and unfayned Love) 

Firſt, todoe grectings tothy Royall Perſon, 

And thento crave a League of Amity : 

And laſtly, to confirme that Amity | 
| With Nuptiall Knot, if rhou vouchſafe to graunt 
That vertuous Lady Bona, thy faire Siiter, 

To Englands King, in tawfull Marriage. 

Marg. Tf that goe forward, Henries hope is done. 

Warw. And gracious Madam, Speakmng to Bona. 
In our Kings behalfe, | 
Iam commanded, with your leaveand favour, 

Humbly to kifſe you Hand, and with my Tongue 
Totell the paſſion of my Soveraignes Heart ; 
Where Fame, late entring at his heedfull Eares; 
Hath plac'd thy beauties Image, and thy V ertue- 

Marg. King Lews, and Lady Boys, heare me ſpeake, 
Before you an{wer Perwicke. His demand _. | 
Springs not from Edwards well-meant honeſt Love, 

But from Deccit, bred by Neceſlity : 

| For how can Tyrants ſafely governe home, 

Vnleſle abroad they purchaſe great allyance ?. . 

Toprove him Tyrant, this reaſon mayſuthce,” . 

That Henry liveth till : but were he dead, | 
Yethere Prince Edwardands, King Herries Sonne. 

| Looke therefore Lew, that by this League and Marriage 
Tho draw noton thy Danger, and Dis-honor : 

1.For though Vſurpers ſway the rule a while, | 

Yet Heavens are juſt, and Time ſuppreſſeth Wrongs. 
| Far. Inurions CHargaret. 
| Edw, And why not Queene?- | . | 
War. Becauſe thy: farher Henry did uſurpe, 

[And thou no moreart Prince, then ſhe is Queene. * 
Oxf. Then Parwickedifanulls great ſob» of Gaunt,” 
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{ Which did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spaine 3 
| Andafter lob» of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 

| Whoſe Wiſdome was a Mirtor to the wiſcſt : 
| And after that wiſe Prince, Henry the Fift, 


Who by his Prowefle conquered all France : 


| From theſe, our Femrylineally deſcends, 


War. Oxford, how haps it in this ſmooth diſcourſe,” 
You told not, how Hemry the Sixt hathloſt 


Allthat, which Hexry the Fift had gotten ; 


ſtay, the ſtronger growes our 


| Liv. What's he approacherh boldly to dar pre- 
Edwards orexteſt 


Lewis. Welcome brave Warwicke, what beings thee 
S$ he ariſeth, 


Me thinkes cheſe Peeres of France ſhould ſmile at that; 
But forthe reſt : you tella Pedigree _ 

Of threeſcore andtwo yeeres, alilly time 

To make preſcription for a Kingdomes worths 


Whom thou obeyd'ſt thirty and fix yeeres, 
And not bewray thy Treaſon witha bluſh 2:-r! 
War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence tbe right, 
Now buckler falſchood witha Pedigree 2. - 
For ſhame leave Henry,and call Edward King. 
Oxf. Call him my King, by whoſe inj 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere 
Was done to death ? and morethen ſo, my Father, 
Eveninthe downe-fall of his mellow'd yeecres; 
When Nature brought him tothe doore of Death ; 
oWarwicke,no : while Life upholds this Arme, 
This Arte upholds the Houſe of Lanca#er. 
Warw, Ard I the houſe of Yorke. 


Vouchfafe at ourrequelt, to ſland aſide, 
WhileT uſe further conference with Warwicke. | 
They ftand aloefe. . 
Har. Heavens 
himnot. 


Is Edwarayour true King ? for] wereloth 
Tolinke with him, that were not lawfall choſen. 


Lew. But is he gracious.in the peoples eye ? 
War. The more, that Hemy was unfortunate. 
Lew. Then further : all difſembling ſer afids, 
Tell me for truth, the meaſure of his love, 
Vnto our Siſter Bora: T1 
War. Such it ſeemes, . i + 
As may beſceme a-Monareh like him(clfe. © .. 
My ſette have often heard him ſay; and ſfweare, 
That this bis Love was an exterhall Plant, 
Whereof the Rootwas fixtin Vertues ground, - - -. 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain'd \vith Beautics'Sunne, 


Exempt from Envy, but notfrom Diſdaine;- 


Valefle the Lady Ber quit his paine. 
Lew Now $ifter/lct us beare-your firme reſolve. 
Bona. Your grayt,'or your deny; ſhall be:mine, 
YetI confeſle, that often erethis day, . 
When I have heard your Kings defert recounted, 
Mine eare hath tempted judgement'to deſires”. | 
Lew. Then Warwicke, this 3 © 
Our Siſter ſhall be Edwards. oY 
And now forthwith ſhall Articles be drawne, 
Touching the Ioynture that your King muſt make, 
Which with hex Dowry ſhall be counter-poys'd : 
Draw neere, Queene 4/argarer, and be a witneſle, 
That Boza fhall be Wife to the Engliſh King: . 
Prin, Eaw. To Edvard, but not to the Engliſh King, 
Marg. Deceitfull YWarwicke, it was thy deyice, 


| By thisalliancero make voyd my ſuit ; 


Before thy comming, Lew# was Henries friend. 
Lew.” And ſtill is friend to him, and CHargarer, 
But if your Title tothe Crownebe weake, 

As may appeareby Edwards good ſudcceſle ; 

Then 'tis but reaſon, that I be releag'd+ 

From giving ayde, whichlateT promiſed. 


Yet ſhall yout have all kindnefſeatmy hand, 
| That your eſtate requires, and'mine can yeeld, 


warw., Henry now lives in Scotland, at his caſe; 


a — 
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Oxf.Why rarwicke,cank thou ſpeake againſt thy Liege 


arious doome 


Lew. Queene Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford 


grant;. that /arwickes words bewitch 


Lew.Now Warmeke, tell me everi upon thy conſcience 


Warw. Thereon I pawne my Credit, and mine Ho- | 


Speaks to Wars 


bl 


| 
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Wherc having nothing, nothing can he loſe. 
| And as for you your ſelfe (our quondam Queene) 
You have a Father ableto maintaine you, 
'And better *twere; you troubled him, then Frances 
Aer. Peace impudent,and ſhameleſſe #arwicke,Peace, 
Proud ſetter up, and puller downe'of Kings, 
| I willnor hence, till with my Talke and Teares 
| wy full of Truth) I make King Lews behold 
hy ſlye conveyance, and thy Lords falſe love. 
| Poſte blowing a horn within: 
| Forboth of you are Birds of ſelfe-ſame Feather. 
| Lew, Warwicke, thisis ſome poſte to us, or thee. 
ME). | Emter a Poſte. 
Foſte. My Lord Ambaſſador, þ. CES 
| Theſe Letters are for you. & & Speaks to Warwicke. 
Sent from your Brother Marqueſſe Montagne. . 
Theſe from our King, unto your Majeſty. ToLews. 
| And Madam, theſe for you, To Marparet. 
| From whom, I knoyw not. 
' Theyallreadetheir Letters, " IF 
Oxf. I like it well, that our faire Queene and Miſtris 
Smiles at her newes, while Warwicke frownes at his. 
Prince Edw. Nay marke how Lews ſtampes as he were 
netled. I hope, all's for the beſt. 
Lew. Warwicke, what are thy Newes? 
And yours, faire Queene? : vs 
. ar. Mine ſuch, as fillmy heart with unhop'd joyes- 
{ Par. Minefullof ſorrow, and hearts diſcontent. 
Lew. What? has your King marrycd the Lady Grey? 
| And now to footh your Forgery, and his, - 
| Sends mea'Paper to perſwade me Patience? | 
Is this th' Alliance that he ſeekes with France ? | 
Dare he preſumeto ſcorne us in this manner ? 
Mw. I told your Majeſty as much before : 
This proveth Edwards Love, and Warwickes honeſty. 
_ War, Tag Loy, I hereproteſt in ſight of heaven; 
| Andby tbe hope] have of heavenly blifſe;, i = 
"That I am cleere from this miſdeed of Eawara; ; - 
| No more my King, for he diſhonors me, *' *- 
| But moſt himſelfe, if he could ſee his ſhame. 
; Did I forget, that by the houſe of Torke 
My father came untimely to his death ? 
| Did I lerpaſſe thabuſedoneto my Neecce? 
| DidI impalehim with the Regall Crowne ? 
Did I put Hewry from his Native Right ? 
And am I ggerdon'datthe laſt, with Shame ? 
Shame on himſelfe, for my Deſert is Honor. 
And to repaire my Honor loſt for him, ” 
I heere renounce him, and returne to Henry. 
My Noble Queene, let former grudges pale, 
And henceforth, I am thy true Servitour : 
I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Hevry in his former ſtate. 
CHMar. Wi arwicke, | 
Theſe words have turn'd my Hate, to Love, 
AndI forgive, andquite farget old faults, 
'| And joy that thou becom'ſt King HerriesFriend. 
Far. So much his Friend, I, his unfained Friend, 
That if King Lewis vouchſafe co furniſh us - 
With ſome few Bands of choſen Souldiors, 
Tle undertaketo Land them on our Coaſt, 
And force the Tyrant from his ſeat by Warre. 
Tis not his new-made Bride ſhall ſuccour him, 
Andas for , as my Letters tell me, 
He's very likely now to fallfrom hin, 
For matching more for wanton Luſt, then Honor, 


—_ 
—_— 


OS. 6. 


m4 


C———— — 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


——— 


Or then for ſtrength and ſafety of our Country, 


Boxa, Decre brother, how ſhall Bexabe reveng'd, 


But by thy helpe to this diſtreſied Queene ? 
Amar. Renowned Prince, how ſhail Poore Henry 


| Valeſſe thou reſcue him from foule deſpaire ? 
Bona, My quarrell, and this Engliſh Queens, are one, 
War. And mine faire Lady Bona, joynes with yours, 
Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and Margare, 


Thereforcat laſt, I firmely am reſolv'd 
You ſhall have ayde. 


And tell falſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed King, 

That Lewis of France, 1s ſending over Maskers 

To revell it with him, and his new Bride. 

Thou ſeeſt what's paſt, goe feare thy King withall. 


I wearethe Willow Gatland for his ſake. 
And I am ready to put Armor on. | 
And therefore Ile un-Crowne him, er't belong. | 


L:'w. But Warwicke, 
Thou and Oxford, with fige thouſand men 
Shall croſſe the Seas, and bid falſc Edwardbattaile: 
And as occaſion ſerves; this Noble Queene 
And Prince, ſhall follow with a freſh Supply, 
Yet ere thou goe, butanſwer me one doubt - 
W hat Pledge bave we of thy firme Loyalty ? 
War.This ſhall afſure my conſtant Loyalty, 
Thar if our Queene, and this young Prince agree, 
Ile joyne mine eldeſt daughter, and my Ioy, 
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlocke bands. 


Therefore delay not, give thy hand troWarwicke, 
And with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, 
That onely Warwickes daughter ſhall be thine. 


And heere to pledge my Vow, I give my hand. 


And thou Lord Bewrben, our High Admirall 
Shalt waft them over with our Royall Fleete. 

I long till Edward fall by Warres miſchance, 
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. 


War. I came from Edward as Ambaſlador, 
Burt Irerurne his ſworne and mortall Foe : 
Matter of Marriage wasthe charge he gave me, 
But dreadfull Warre ſhall anſwer kis demand. 
Had henoneelſe to make a ſtale but me ? 

Then none bur I, ſhall turne his Teſt ro Sorrow, 
I was the Cheefe that rais'd him to the Crowne: 
And [le be Cheefe to bring him downe againc : 
Not that 1 pitty Henrees miſery, : | 

But ſeeke Revenge on Edwards mockery. 


Enter Richard, ( larence, Somerſet, and 
CMountagne. 


Of this new Marriage with the Lady Grey? 


Hath not our Brother made a worthy choyce? 
| (tar-Alas, you know, 'tis farre from hence to France, 


A ——y 


Atar, Let me give humble thankes for all, at once, 
Lew. Then Englands Meſſenger, returne in Poſte, | 


Bona, Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower ſhortly; 
Mar. Tell him, my mourning weedsare layde alide, 
War. Tell him from me,that he hath done me wrong, 


There's thy reward, be gone, Exut Pofte, 


| Car. Yes, Iagree, and thanke you for your Motions 
1 Sonne Edward, fheis Faireand Vertuous, 


Pri. Ed. Yes, I accept her, for ſhe well deſerves it 


| He gives his hand to Warwickt, 
Lew.Why ſtay we now? Thele ſouldiers ſhalbe levicd, 


Exennt. CManet W arwicks. 


Rich. Now tell me Brother Clarence, what thinke you 


live, 


Ext. 


How 
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How could he ſtay till Fricke made returne Þ. 
Sem. My Lords, forbeare this talke : here comes the 


oy LANs -, - flouriſh, 6 vechels 
Huer King Edward, Lady Grey, Pembrooke, Staf. 

F ford, HaStings : foure Stand on one ſide, 

| #d fore on the other, 


Rich. And his well=choſen Brides \ 
. I mind to tell him plainly what I thinke: 
King. Now brother of Clarence, | 
How like you our Choyce, : 
That you itand penſive, as halfe malecontent ? 
Clar. As well as Lews of France, 
Or the Earle of Farwicke, ml & 
| Which are ſo weake of courage, and in judgement, 
That they'le take no offenceat our abuſe. 
King. Suppole they take offence withouta cauſe : 
Theyare but Lewwand Warwicke,I am Edward, 
Your King and Warwickes, and muſt have my will. 
Rich. And ſhall have your will, becauſe our King : 
Yet halty Marriage ſeldome ptoveth well. Y 
King, Yes Brother Richard, are you offended too ? 
» NotI :no: 
God forbid, that I ſhould wiſh them ſever'd, 
Whom God hath joyn'd together ; 
I,and*twere pitty, to ſunder them, 
That yoake ſo well together. py | 
King, 5ctting your skornes, and your millike afide, 
Tell me ſome reaſon, why the Lady Grey 
Should not become my Wife, and Englands Queene ? 
And you too, Somerſet and Iountagne, 
Speake freely w hat you thinke. 
Cle. Then this is mine opinion : 
That King Lewis becomes your Encmy, 
For mocking him about the Marriage 
Of the Lady Bona. 
Rich; And Warwicke, doing what you gave in charge, 
Isnow dis-honored by this New Marriage. 
King, What, if both Lew and Warwicke be appeas'd, 
By ſuch invention as I can devile ? 
Mount. Y et,to have joyn'd with France in ſuchalliance, 
Would more have ſtrength'ned this our Commonwealth 
'Gainſt forraine ſtermes, then any home-bred Marriage. 
| Hat Why, knowes not Aountagee, that of it ſelfe, 
England is ſafe, if true within it ſelfe ? 
, Menn.Yes,but the ſafer, when'tis back'd with France. 
HaZ. *Tis better uſing France, then truſting France ; 
Letus be back'd with God, and with the Seas, 
Which he hath giv'n' for fence impregnable, 
And with their helpes , onely defendour ſelves': 
Inthem, and inour ſ{clves, our ſafety lyes. 
Clar, For this one ſpeech, Lord Ha#tivgs well deſerves 
Tohave the Heire of the Lord Hungerford. =. - 
| King. I, what of that ? it was my will, and graunt, 
And tor this once, my Will ſhall ſtand for Law. | 
Rich. And yet me thinks, your Grace hath notdone wel 
| Togive the Heire and Daughter of Lord Scales 
Vntothe Brother of your loving Bride ;' 
She better would have fitted me, or (rence : 
But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. 


' Ofthe Lord Bonwwlon your new Wives Sonne, 


| Clar. Or elſe you would-not have beſtow'dthe Heire | . 
* They are ſo link'd in friendſhip, 


= Tg 
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Clay. In chuſing for your ſelfe, 
You ſhew'd your judgement : © | : 
Which being ſhallow, you ſhall give me leave! 
To play the Broker in mine owne behalfe; 
Andto that end, I ſhortly mind to leave you- 
King. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King, 
And not be ty*#unto his Brothers will. - | 
Lady Grey. My Lords, before it pleas'd his Majeſty 
To raiſe my State to Title ofa Qeene; 
| Doe me but right, and you multall confefſe, 
That I wasnot ignoble of Deſcent, - : + 
And meaner then my ſelfe have had like fortune; 
But as this Title honors me and mine, | 
| So yourdiflikes, to whom I would be pleaſing, 
Doth cloud my joyes with danger, and with forrows | 
King. My Love,forbeare to fawne upontheir frownes: 
What danger, or what ſorrow can befallthee, 
So long as Edward is thy conſtant friend, | 
And their true Soveraigne, whom they muſt obey 3 
Nay, whom they ſhall obey, and love thee too, 
Vnleſle they ſeeke for hatred at my hands : 
Which if they doe, yet will I keepe thee ſafe, 
And they ſhall feele the vengeance of my wrath. - 
Rich, I heare, yet fay not much, bur thinke the more. 


Enter a Poſte, 


King. Now Meſlenger , what Letters, or what Newes 
from France? | Ah 
Prft.My Soveraigne Liege, no Letters,and few fyords, 
But ſuch, as I (without your ſpeciall pardon) 

Dare not relate. - 

| King, Goe too, we pardon thee : 

Therefore, in briefe, tell their words, 

As neere asthou cank gueſſe them. ; 

W hart anſwer makes King Lew, unto our Letters? 

Pos, At my depart,theſe were his very words : 
Goe tell falſe Edward, the ſuppoſed King, 

That Zews of France is ſending over Makers, 

To revell it with him, and his new Bride. 

King. Is Lewis 1o brave ? belike he thinkes me Henry. 
But what ſaid Lady Boxnato my Marriage? 

" Po$t.Thele were her words,utt'red with mild difdaine: 
Tell him, inhope he'll prove a Widower ſhortly, 

Ie weare the Willow Garland for hisſake. 

King, I blame not her.; the could fay little lefle : 

She had the wrong. But what faid Henries Queene ? 
For heard, that ſhe wasthere in place. 

Poſt, Tell him (quoth ſhe ) 

My mourning Weedes are done, 

And Iam ready to put Armour on. + . 

Kiag. Belike ſhe minds to play the Amazon. 

But what ſaid Warwicke to theſe injuries? 

PoF#. He, more incens'd againſt your Majeſty, 

Then all the reſt, diſcharg'd me withtheſe words : 

Tzll him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore Ike uncrowne him, er't belong. ' 


Well, I will arme me, beingthus fore-warn'd: |, 
They ſhall have Warres, and pay for their preſumption. 
But ſay, is #arwicke friends with Margaret ? 

PoFF. I, gracious Soveraigne, 


wi he Parghrer, 


| 


Kin.Ha?durſt theTraytor breath out ſo prowd words? 
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Andleave your Brothers to goe ſpeede elſewhere, That yong Prince Edwards marryes I 
+5 ws poore Clarexce: is it fora Wife (tar, Belike, thz elder ; | 
Thatthouart malecontent?' I will provide thee. Clarence will have the yonger. Me *Y | 
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Now Brother King farewel,, and fit you faſt, 
For I will hence to Farwickss other Daughter, 
That though I want a Kingdome, yet 1n Marriage 
] may not prove inferior to your {elfe. 
You that love me, and #arwicke, follow me. 
| | Exit Clarence, and Somerſet followes. | 
_ Rich. Notl1: | 
My thoughts aymeat a further matter : : 
I ſtay not for thelave of Edward, but the Crowne. 
King. Clarence and Somerſet both gone to Farwicke ? 
Yetam I arm'd againſtrhe worſt can happen : 
And haſte is needfull in this deſp'rate caſe. 
Pembrooke and Stafford, you in our behalfe 
Goe levy men, and make prepare for Warre ; 
They are alrcady, or quickly will be landed: | 
My ſelfe in perſon will ſtraight follow you. t 
Exennt Pembrooke, aad Stafford. 
But creI goe, Haſtings and Aountague 
Rofolve my doubt : you twaine, of all the reſt, 
Are necre to Warwicke, by bloud, and by allyance : 
Tell me, if you love /arwicks more then me ; 
If it be ſo, then both depart to him : 
I rather wiſh you focs, then hollow friends. 
But if you minde to hold your true obedience, 
Give me aſſurance with ſome friendly Vow, 
T hat I may never have you in ſuſpect. 
CMonnt, So God helpe Hountague , as he proves 
truce : 
Haſt. And Haſtings, as he favours Edwards cauſe. 
King. Now, brather Rzchard, will you ſtand by us? 
Rich. 1, in deſpight of all that ſhall withſtand you. 
King. Whyſo: thenam I ſure of Vidory. 
Now _ xk let us hence, and lofe no howre, 
Till we meet Farwicke, with his forraine powre. 
Exeunt, 


Enter Warwickg, and Oxford mn England, 
with F rench Souldiors. 


warw. Truſt me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers ſwarmeto us- 
Enter Clarence, and Somerſet. 
But ſee where Somerſet and Clarence comes * 
Speake fuddenly, my Lords, are wee all triends ? 
Clar. Feare not that, my Lord. 
Warw, Then gentle Clarexce, welcome nnto Warwicke, 
And welcome Somerſet : I hold it cowardize, 
Toreſt miſtruſttull, where a Noble Heart 
Hath pawn'd an open Hand, in figne of Love : 
| Elſe might T thinke, that (larewce, Edwards brother, 
| Were but a fained friend toour proceedings : 
' But welcome ſ{weer { /arence,my daughter ſhall be thine. 
' And now, whatreſts? but in Nights Coverture, 
; Thy Brother being carelefſcly encamp'd, 
| His Souldiors lurking in the Towne about, 
| And but attended by a ſimple Guard, 
| We may ſurprizeand take him at our pleaſure, 
Our Scouts have found theadventure very caſie : 
That as Yſſes, and ſtout Diomede, 
Withſleight and manhood ftole to Rheſws Tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatall Steeds ; 
So we, well cover'd withthe Nights blacke Mantle, 
At unawares may beat downe Edwards Guard, 
And ſeize himſelfe : Ifay not, laughter him, 
For I intend but onely to ſurprize him. 
You that will follow me to this attempt, 


_< A—_—_—— 
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| When you diſgrace'd me in my Embaſlade, 


Applaud the Name of Hewy, with your Leader. 
_ They allcry, Hemy. 
Why then, let's on our way in ſilent ſort, | 
| For Warwickeand his friends, God and Saint George, 


Exenn, | 


Emer three Watchmes to guard the Kings Tent, 


I Hatch.Come on my Maſters,cachman take his ſtand, 
| The King by this, isſer him downe to ſleepe, 
2. Watch, W hat, will he notto Bed ? 
I. Watch. Why, no: for he hath made a ſolemne Yoy, 
\ Never tolye and take his natural Reſt, 
Till Farwicke, or himfelfe, be quite fuppreſt. 
) 2.Watch. To morrow then belike ſhall be the day, 
If Varmcke be ſoncere as men report. 
3. Watch. But ſay, I pray, what Noble man isthat, 
That with the King here reſieth in his Tent ? 
I. Watch. 'Tis the Lord Haſtmgs, the Kings chickeſt 
friend. | 
3- Watch. O, is it ſo? but why commandsthe King, 
That his cheite followers lodge in Townes about him, 
W hile he himſclfe keepes inthe cold field ? 
2.Watch. *Tisthe more honour, becauſe more dange- 
rous. . 
3- Watch. T, but give me worſhip, and quictneſle, 
Tlike it better thena dangerous honor. 
If Warwicke knew in whateſtate he ſtands, 
"Tis to be doubted he would waken hims 
8 1. ach. VYnleſſe our Halberds did ſhut up his pa 
age. 
- Watch. I : wherefore cle guard we his Royall Tent, 
But to defend his Perſon from Night-foes ? 


Enter Warwicke, Clarence, Oxford, Somerſct, 
and French Soulaters filent all. 


War, This is his Tent,and ſee where ſtand his Guard: 
Coinage my Maſters: Honor now, Or never : 
But toilow me, and Edward (hall be ours. 
I. Watch, Who goesthere ? 
2. Watch, Stay, or thou dyecſt. | 
Warwicke and the re#t cry all, Warwicke, Warwicke, «nd 
ſet upon the Guard, who flye, crying, eArme, eArm, 
Warwicke and the ret followmg them. 


The Drumme playing, and Trumpet ſounding. | 
Enter Warwicke, Somerſet, and thereft, bringing the Kny 
out in his. Gowne, futing in a Chaire : Kicbard 
: i aud Haſtmgs fiyes over the Stage. 
Sem. What are they that fiyethere ? 
Warw. Richaraand Haſtings, let them goe, hecre 18 | 
the Dukes 
Kg Edw. TheDuke ? | 
W hy, #arwicks, when we parted, 
Thou cali*dit me King. 
War. I, but the caſc is alter'd. 


Then I degraded you from being King, 

And come now to create you Duke ot Yorke. 
Alas, hoiv ſhould you governeany Kingdome, 
That know not how te uſe Embaſladors, 

Nor how to be contented with one Wite, 

Nor how to uſe your Brothers brotherly, 

Nor how to ſtady for the Peoples Welkve, 


| 


Nor how to ſhrawd your ſelfe from Enemies ? 
King Edw. 


\ 
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K. Edw, Yea, Brother of Clarence, 

Artthou here too? - 

Nay then I ſec, that Edwara needs muſt downe, 

Yet Warwicke, in deſpight ofall miſchance, 

Of thee thy ſelfe, and all thy Complices, | 

Edward will alwayes beare himſelfe as King : 

Thoush Fortunes mallice overthrow my Statey 

My minde excceds the compaſle of her Wheele, 
war. Then for his mind, be Edward Englanas King: , 


T akes off his Crowne, 


But Henty now ſhall weare the Englith Crowne, 
And be true King indeed : thou but the ſhadows» 
My Lord of Somerſet, at my requelt, 
See that forthwith Duke Edward beconvey'd 
Vntomy Brother Arch-Biſhop of Yorke: — _ 
When I have fought with Pembreoke, and his tellowes, 
Hlefolfow you; and tell what anſwer 
Lowis and the Lady Bonaſend to him. . 
Now for a-while farewell good Duke of Yorke. 
They leade hims ont forcibly. ; 
K. Ed. What Fates impoſe,that men muſt needs abide ; 
It boots not to reſiſt both wind and tide. Exennt. 
Oxf. What now remaines my Lords for us to doe, 
But march to London with our Souldiers ? 

war. I, that's the firſt thing thit we have to doe, 
Tofree King Henry from 1mpritonment, 
And fee him ſeated inthe Regall Throne. _ 
| Xsls 


Emer Rivers; and Lady Gray: 


Ris, Madam, what makes you in this ſodain change? 
Grey, Why Brother Rivers, arc you yet to learne 
What late misfortune 1s befalne King Edward? 
Rig, Whuar,lofle of ſome pitcht battell 
Apainſt 1/arwicke ? | 
Gray. No, but theloſſe of his owne Royall perſon. 
Riz. Then 1s my Soveraigne {laine ? 
Gray. lalmoſt {haine, for he jstaken priſoner, 
Either betrayed by falſhood of his Guard, 
Or by his Foe ſurpriz'd at unawares ; 
And asI further have to underſiand. 
Is new committed to the Biſhop of Yorke, 
Fell Parwickes brother, and by that our Foe. 
Ris. Theſe Newes I mult confeſle are full of griefe, 
Yetgracious Madam, beare it as you may, 
Warwicke may looſe, that now hath wonne the day. 
Gray. Till then, faire hope mult hinder lives decay : 
And Ihe rather waine me from deſpaire 
For love of Edwards Off-ſpring in my wombe : 
This is it that makes me bridle my pailien, 
And beare with Mildnefle my misfartunes crolle : 
I,T, for this I draw in many a teare, | 
And ſtop the riſing of blood-ſucking ſighes, 
| Leaſt with my ſighes or tcares, I blaſtor drowne 
King Edwards Fruite, true heyreto th'Engliſh Crowne, 
| Ris, But Madam, 
Where is Warwicke then become ? 
Gray, I am 1nform'd that he comes towards London, 
Toſet the Crowne once more on 'Henries head: == 
| Gueſſe thou the reſt, Kings Edwards friend muſt downe. 
. | Buttoprevent the Tyrants violence, 
{ (For truſt not him that hath once broken faith) 
llc hence forthwith unto the SanQuary, | 


— 
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They quite forget their lofle of liberty. 


To fave (at leaſt) the heire of #dwards right : 

There ſhall Ireſt ſecure from force and fraud : 

Come therefore let us flye, while we may flye, 

If Warwicke take us, we are ſure to dye. Exennt. 

Emer Richard, Lord Haitings, and Sir Willians 
Stanley, 


Rich. Now my Lord Ha#tings, and Sir William Stanley 
Leave off to wonder why Idrew you hither, 
Into this cheefeſt Thicket of the Parke. 
Thus ſtands the caſe: you know our King, my Brother, 
Is priſoner to the Biſhop here, at whoſe hands 
He hath good uſage, and great liberty, 
And often but atrended with weake guard, 
Comes hunting this way to diſport himſclfe. 
I have advertis'd him by ſecret meanes, 
That ifabout this houre he make this way, 
Vnder the colour of his uſuallgame, 
He ſhall here find his friends with Horſe and Men, 
Toſer him free from his Captivity. 


Enter King Edward, and 4 Huntſman 
wh him, 


Hunt. This way my Lord, 

For this way lies the Game. 

Ring Eqw. Nay this way man, 

See where the Hnntſmen ſtand. 

Now brother of Glo#ter, Lord Haftings,and the reſt, 

Stand youthus cloſe to ſtcale the Biſhops Deere? 

Rich. Brother, the timeand caſe, requireth haſt, 

Your horſe ftands ready at the Parke-corner, 

King Ed. But whither ſhall we then ? 
Haſt: ToLynmy Lord, 

And ſhip from thence to Flanders. | 
Kich, Well gueſt beleeve me,for that was my meaning. 
King Eaw. Stanley, 1 will requite thy forwardnefle. 
Rich. But wheretore ſtay we ? *tisno time totalke, 
King Eaw. Huntſman, what ſay'lt rhou? 

Wiltthou goe along ? 

Hunt. Better doe ſo, then tarry and be hang'd. 
Rich: Come then away, lets ha no more adoc, 
King Edw. Biſhop farewell, 
Sheeld thee from Warwickes frowne, 
And pray that I may re-poſſeſle the Crowne. Exennt, 


Enter King Henry the ſixt, Clarence, Warwicke, 
Somerſet, young Henry, Oxford, Mountagne, 
and Lieutenant. 


King Hen. M. Licutenant, now that God and Friends | 
Have ſhaken Edward fromthe Regall ſeare, | 
And turn'd my captive ſtateto liberty, 

My feare to hope, my ſorrowes unto joyes, 
At our enlargement what are thy due Fees? 

Lieu.Subjets may challenge nothing of their Sou'rains 
But, if an humble prayer may prevaile, 

I then crave pardon of your Majeſty. CE ET 

King Hen. For what, Lieutenant ? For well vſing me ? | 
Nay, be thou ſure, Ile well requitethy kindnefles 
For thar it made may impriſonment, a pleaſure : 

I, ſuchapleaſure,as incaged Birds | ITY 
Conceive ; when after many moody Thoughts, 
Artlaſt, by Notes of Houſhold harmony, 
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But #arwicke, after God, thou ſer'it me free, 
And chiefely therefore, 1 thanke God, and thee, 
He was the Author, thou the inſtrument. 
Therefore that I may conquer Fortunes {pight, 
By living low, where Fortune cannot hurr me, 
And that rhe peopleof this blefled Land 
May not be puniſht with my thwarting ſtarres, 
Warwicke, although my head ſtill weare the Crowne, 
I here religne my Government to thee, 
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 
| Mar. YourGrace hath ſtill beene fam'd for vertuous, 
And now may ſeeme as wile as vertuous, | 
By ſpyingand avoiding Fortunes malice, 
or few men rightly temper with the Starres : 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, ' 
For chuſing me, when Clarenceis in place. 
(ar. No tarwicke, thou art worthy of the ſway, 
To whom the Heavens in thy Nativity, | 
Adjudg'd an Olive Branch, and Lawrell Crowne, 
As likely to be bleſt in Peace and Warre : 
And therefore I yeeld thee my free conſent. 
Warw. And I chuſe {arence onely for Protector. 
King.W arwicks and ( larence, give me both your hands. 
Now joyne your hands, and with your hands your 
That no difſention hinder Government : (hearts, 
{ I make you both ProteRors of this Land, 
While I my ſelfe will leadea private Life, 
And in devotion ſpend my latter dayes, 
To finnes rebuke, and my Creators praiſe. 
Warw, What anſwers Clarence to his Soveraignes 
will? 
Clar. That he conſents, if Warwicke yeeld conſent, 
For onthy fortune I repoſe my {elfe, 
EZ Pkrw. Why then, though loth, yet muſt I becontent: 
Well yoake together, likea double ſhadow 
To Herries Body, and ſupply his place ; 
I meanc, inbearing weight of Government, - 
While he enjoyes the honor, and his caſe, 
And {larence, now then it is more then needfull, 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a Traytor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confiſcated. 
(tar. What elſe ? and that Succellion be determined. 
Warw. I, therein Clarence ſhall not want his part. 
King. But with the firſt, of all your cheife affaires, 
Letme intreat (for I command no more) 
That Xargaret your Queene, and my Sonne Edward, 
Be ſent for, toreturne from France with ſpeed : - 
For till I ſee them here, by doubtfull fearc, 
My joy of liberty 1s halfe eclips'd. 
.. Clar. It ſhall be done, my Soveraigne, withall ſpced. 
King. My Lord of Somerſet, what Youthis that, 
Of whom you ſeeme to have ſo tender care? 
Somer, My Licge, it is young Hewry, Earle of Rich- 
mond. 
King: Come hither, Eg/ands Hope : 


. Layer bus Handon bu Head. 
If ſecret Powers ſuggeſt but truth 
To my divining thoughts, 
This pretty Lad will prove our Countries bliſſe. 
His lookes are full of peacefull Majeſty, 
His head by nature fram'd to weare a Crowne, 
His hand to wielda Scepter, and himſelfe 
Likely in time to blefſe a Regall Throne : 
| Make much of him, my Lords ; for this is he 
Muſt helpe you more, then you art hurt by me. 


Enter a Poſte. 


Warw, What newes, my friend? 


Poſte. That Edwardis eſcaped trom your brother, 


And fled (as he heares fince) to Burgundy. 
Warw. Vnſavory newes : but how made he eſca 


And the Lord Haſtings, whoattended him 

In fecret ambuſh, onthe Forreſt ſide, 

And from the Biſhops Huntſmen reſcu'd him : 
For Hunting was his dayly Exerciſe. 


Warw. My Brother was too catcleſſe of his charge. 


Bur let us hence, my Soveraigne, to provide 


A falve for any ſore, that may betide. Extnm, 


Hanent Somerſet, Richmond, and Oxford. 


Som. My Lord, I like not of this flight of Edwards: 


For doubtleſſe, Burgundy will yeeld him helpe, 
And we ſhall have more Warres befor't be long. 
AS Henries late preſaging Prophecy 


Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Richmond: 


So doth my heart miſ-give me, in theſe Conflis, 
VW hat may befall him, to his harme and ours. 
Therefore, Lord Oxford, to preventthe worlt, 
Forthwith we'll ſend him hence to Brittany, 
Til ſtormes be paſt of Civill Enmity. 
Oxf. I: forif Eawardre poſſefle the Crowne, 
"Tis like that Richmond, with thereſt, ſhall downe. 
Som, It ſhall beſo ; he ſhall to Brittany. 


Come therefore, let's about it ſpeedily. Exennt, 


Enter Edward, Richard, Haitmys, 
and Souldiers. 


Edw.Now btother Richard, Lord Haftings,and the 
Yet thus farre Fortune maketh usamends, 
And fayes, that once moreT ſhall enterchange 
My wained ſtate, for HenriesRegall Crowne, 
Well have wepalſs'd, and now re-paſf{'d the Seas, 
And brought defired helpe from Burgundy. 
W hat then remaines, we being thus arriv'd 


From Ravenſpurgh Haven, before the Gates of Torke; 


But that we enter, as into our Dukedome ? 
Rich. The Gates made faſt ? 

Brother, Ilike not this. 

For many men that ſtumbleat the Threſhold, 

Are well fore-told, that danger lurkes within. 


Edw Tuſh man, aboadments muſt not now affright us: 


By faire or foule meanes we muft enter in, 
For hither will our friends repaire to us. 
_ My Liege, Ile knocke once more, to ſum 
them. 
Enter on the Walls, the Mayor of Yorke, 
and bis Brethren. 

Mayor, My Lords. 
We were fore-warned of your comming , 
And ſhut the Gates, for ſafety of our ſelves ; 
Fornow weoewe allegeance unto Henry. 

Eaw. But, Maſter Mayor, if Henry be your King. 
Yet Eaward, atthe leaſt, is Duke of Yorke. 


Mayor. True, my good Lord, I know you for n0 


lefle. 
Edw,Why,andI challenge nothing but my Duked 
As being well content with that alone. 


ll. -— 
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"Rich. But when the Fox hath o1ce got in his Noſe, 
He'll ſoone find meanes to make the Body follows 

Haft. Why,Maſter Mayor, why ftand you in a doubt? 
Open the Gates, we are King H#ries friends. 

Mayor. I, {ay you ſo? the Gates ſhall then be opened. 

He deſcenas. 

Rich. A wiſe ſtout Captaine, and ſoone perſwaded. 

Ha#?. The good old man would faine thatall were well. 
So'twere not long of him ; but being entred, 
I doubt not I, but we ſhall ſoon pert wade 


| Both him, and all his Brothers, unto reaſon, 


Enter the M ajor, and two eAldermen. 
£dw.So, Maſter Mayor : theſe Gates muſt not be ſhut, 


| But inthe Night, or in the time of Warre. 


What, feare not man, but yeild me up the Keyes, 
T akes bus Keyes. 

For Edward will detend the Towne, and thee, 

And all thoſe friends, that deine to follow me. 


CMHarch. Enter Monnutgomery, with Drumme 
and Souldters. 
Rich, Brother, this is Sir [obs Afountgomery, 
Our truſty friend, unlcfle I bedeceiv*d. ; 
Edwar. Welcome Sir Tohn : bat why come you 1n 
Armes? 
Mornt.To helpe King Edward in his time of ſtorme, 
Asevery loyall SubjeR ought to doe, 
Eaw. Thankes good ſonntgomery : 
But we now forget our Title tothe Crowne, 
And onely clayme our Dakedome, 
Till God pleaſe to ſend the reſt, 
Mount. Thenfare you well, for I will hence agate, 
Icame to ſerve a King, and not a Duke : 
Drummer ſtrike-up, and kt us march away. 
The Drumme begins to March. 
Edw. Nay ſtay, Sir /obn, a while, and we'll debate 
By what ſafe meanes the Crowne may be recover'd. 
Mount. What talke you ofdebating? in few words, 
If you'li not here proclaime your {clfe our King, 
llelcave you to your fortune, and be gone, 
To keepe them backe ,that come to fuccour yous 
Why ſhall we fight, if youpretend no Title ? 
Rich. Why Brother, wherefore ſtand you on nice 
points ? 
Edw. When we grow ſtronger, 
Then we'll make our Clayme : : 
Till then, *t:5 wifdome to conceale our meaning. 
Hait, Away with ſcrupulous Wit, now Armes muſt 
rule, 
Ric, And fearelefle minds clymbe ſooneſt unto Crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaime you our of hand, 
The bruit taereof will bring you many friends. 
Edw, Then be it as you wall : for *us my right, 
And Henry but uſurpesthe Diademe. 
Meunt. 1, now my Soveraigne fpeaketh like himſclfe, 
And now will I be Edwards Champion. 
Ha##Sound Trumpet, Edward ſhall be here proclaim'd: 
Come, fellow Souldier, make thou proclamarion . 
Flouriſh. Sound, 
Soul. Edward the Foarth, by the Grace of God, King of 
England and France, and Lord of Ireland,+c. 
Mount, And whoſoe're gainſayes King Edwards right, 


By this I challenge him to ſingle fight. 


T hrowes downe his Gaunlet. 


Al. Long live Edward the Fourth. 


— es 


Edw. Thankes brave CMountgowery, 

And thankes anto you all ; 
If fortune ſerve me, ie requite this kindneſle ; 
Now for this Night, let's harbor here in Yorke: 
And when che Morning Sunne ſhall raiſc his Carre 
- Above the Border of this Horizon, 
Well forward towards Warwicke, and his Mates ; 
For well I wort, that Hemry is no Souldier, 
Ahtroward Clarence, how evill it beſeemes thee, 
To flatter Hexyy, ana forſake thy Brother ? 
Yetas we may, we'll meet both thee and Wawicke, 
Come on brave Souldiors : doubt not of the Day, 
Andthat once gotten, doubt not of large Pay. Exennt. 


Enter the King ,Warwicke, Mountegue, Clarence, 
Oxford, and Somerſet. 


War. What counſaile, Lords ? Edward from Belgia, 
With haſty Germanes, and blunt Hoſlanders, 
Hath paſs'd in fafery through the Narrow Seas, 
And with his troupes doth march amaine to London, 
And many giddy people flocke to hit. 
Kmg. Let's levy men, end bear him backe againe. 
Clar, Alittle fire is quickly trodden our, 
Whichbeing ſuffer'd, Rivers cannot quench. 
War. In WarwickſhireT have true-hearted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in Warre, 
Thoſe will I muſter up : and thou Sonne (farence 
Shalt ſtirre up in Suffelke, Norfolke, and in Kent, 
The Knights and Gentlemen, to come withthee. 
Thou brother Aountague, 1n Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leiceferſhure, ſhalt find 
Men well enclin'd to heare what thou command Rt 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov'd, 
In Oxfordfaire ſhalt muſter up thy friends. 
My Soveraigre, with the loving Citizens, - 
Like to his Iland, gyrtin with the Ocaan, 
Or modeſt Dyay, circled with her Nymphs; 
Shallreſt in London, till we come to him : 
Fairc Lords take lcave, and ftand not to replys 
Farewell my Soveraigne. 
King. Farewell my Hefor,and my Troyes true hope. 
Clar. In ſigne of truth, I kifle your Highneſle hand, 
King, Well-minded Clarence, be thou tortunate.' 


Oxf. And thus I ſcale my truth, and bid adicu. 
King. Sweet Oxford, and my loving CHonnagne, 
And allat orce, once more a happy farewell. 
War. Farewcll, ſweet Lords, let's mect at { oventry. 
Excunt. 
King. Here at the Pallace will I reſt a while. 
Coulin of Exet:y, what thinkes your Lordſhip ? 
Me thinkes, the Power that Eawarg hath in ficld, 
Should not beable toencounter mine. 
Exer. The doubt 1s, that he will ſeduce the reſt. 
King. That's not my teare, my meed hath got me fame: 
I have not ſtopt mineeares to their demands, 
Nor poſted oft their ſuites with flow deiayes, 
My pitty hath beene balme to heale their wounds, | 
My mildnefle hath allay*d their ſwelling griefes, | 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tcares. 
I have not beenedefirous of their wealth, 
Nor much oppreſt them with great Subſidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why ſhould they love Edward more then me ? | 


| 


Mount, Comtort, my Lord, and ſo I take my leave. | 
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And whenthe Lyon fawnes upon the Lambe, 
The Lambe will never ccaſets follow him. 
Shout within, A Lancafter, A Lancaiter, 


Exe. Harke, hearke, my Lord, what Shotits are | 


theſe? . | 
Enter Edward and bis Souldiers. 


Edw. Seize on the ſhamefac'd Henry, beare him hence, 
And onceagaine proclaime us King of £=g/and. 
Youarethe Fount, that makes ſmall Brookes to flow, 
Now ſtops thy Spring, my Sea ſhall ſuckethem dry, 
And ſwell ſo much the bigher, by their ebbe. 

Hence with him to the Tower; let himnot ſpeake. 
t Exit with King Henry, 
And Lords,towards Coventry bend we our courle, 
W here peremptory #Farricke now remaines : 
The Sunne ſhines hot, and if we uſe delay, _ 
Cold biting Winter marres our hop*d-for Hay. 

Rich. Away betimes, before his forces joyne, 

Andtake the great-growne Traytor unawares : 


Brave Warriors,march amaine towards Covenrry. 
Exennt. 


Enter Warwicke, the Mayor of Coventry, two 
Meſſengers, and others upon the Walls, 


War Whereis the Poſt that came from valiant Oxfora? 
How farre henceis thy Lord, mine honeſt fellow ? 

Aeſſ. 1. By this at Dunſmore, marching hitherward. 

Fer. How farre off is our Brother Aſountague ? 
Where is the Poſtthat came from Iountague ? 

Heſſ.2. By this at Daintry, with a puiſtant troope. 

f Enter Somervile. 
War. Say Somervile, what fayes my loving Sonhe ? 


| And by thy gueſle, how nigh is Clarence now ? 


Somer. At Seutham I did leave him with his forces, 
And doe expe him here ſome two houres hence. 

War. Then (arexce isat band, T heare his Drumme. 
Somer, It is not his, my Lord, heare Southam lyes : 
The Drum you Honor heares, marcheth from &*arwicke. 

Par.Who ſhould that be?belike unlook'd for friends. 
- Semer. They are at hand, and you ſhall quickly know, 


Martch. Flowrith. Enter Edward, Richard, 
and Souldzers. 

Edw. Goe, Trumpet, tothe Walls, and ſound a Parle, 

Rich. See how the ſurly Warwicke mans the Wall, 

Wer, Oh unbid ſpight, is ſportfull Edward come ? 
Where {leptour Scouts, or how are they ſeduc'd, 
Fhat we could heare no newes of his repayre. 

Edw. Now Warwicks, wilt thou ope the City Gates, 

Speake gentle words,and humbly bend thy Knee, 
Call Edward King, andat his hands begge Mercy, 
And he fhall pardon thee theſe Outrages ? 
War. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Confeſſe who fet thee up, and plucktthee downe, 
Call ParwickePatron, and be penitent, 


{ And thou ſhalt till remaine the Duke of Torke. 


Rich. I thought at leaſt he would have ſaid the King, 
Or didhe make the Icaſt againſt his will ? 
Far. Is not a Dukedome;, Sir, a goodly gift ? 
Rich, I, by my faith, for a poore Earle to give, 
Ile doe thee ſervice for ſo good a gift. 
+53 j *'Twas Ithat gave the Kingdome to thy Bro- 
CIs 
Edw. Why then *tis mine, if but by Farwickes gift, 


- 
—_—_—— 


War. Thouart noeFias for ſo great a weight : 
And Weakeling, Warwicke takes his gift againe, 
And Henry is my King, Warwicke his SubjeR. 

Eaw, But iparwickgs King is Edwards Priſoner : 

Andgallant Farwicke, doe but anſwer this, 

W har is the Body, when the head is off? | | 
Rich, Alas, that Warwicke had no more fore-caſt, 

But whiles he thought to ſteale the ſingle Ten, 

The King was ſlyly finger'd from the Decke : 

You left poore Henryat the Biſhops Pallace, 

And tenne to one you'll mecthim in the Tower. 
Eaw. *Tisevenſo, yet you are Warwicke ſtill. 
Rich. ComeWarwickhe, 

Take the time, kneele downe, knecle downe : 

Nay when ? ftrike now, or elſe the Iron cooles. 
War. T had rather chop this hand off at a blo, 

And with the ether, fling it at thy face, 

Then beare {olow a ſayle, to ſtrike tothce. 

Eaw. Sayle how thou canſt, 

Have Windeand Tydethy friend, 

This hind, faſt wound aboutthy coale-blacke hayre, 

Shall, whiles thy head is warme, and new cut off, 

Write inthe duft this Sentence with thy blood, 
| Wind-changing #arwicke now can change no more, 


Enter Oxford, with Prumme and Colours, 


War, Oh chearefull Colours, ſee where Oxford comes; 
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lanca#ter. 
Rich. Tix Gatesare open, let us enter too. 
Ea. So other foes may ſet upon our backes. 
Stand we in good array : for they no doubt 
Will iſſue out againe, and bid us battaile ; 
If not, the City being but of ſmall defence, 
We'll quickly rowze the Traitors inthe ſame. 
War, Ohwelcome Oxford, for we want thy helpe. 


Emer Mountagne, with Drumme and Colours, 


Mount. Monntagne, Mountagne, for Lancaſter. 

Rich. Thou and thy Brother both ſhall buy this Treaſon 
Even with the deareſt blood your bodyes beare. 

Edw. The harder matcht,the greater Vicory, 
My mind prefageth happy gaine, and Conqueſt 


Enter Somerſet, with Drumme and Colours. 


Som, Somer(et, Somerſet, for Lancaſter. 

Rich, Two ofthy Name, both Dukes of Somerſet, 
Haveſold their Livesuntothe Houſe of Yorke, 
And thou ſhale be the third, if this Sword hold. 


Enter ( larence, with Drumme and ( olours, 


War. Andloe, where George of (larence {weepes along 
Of force enough to bid his brother Battaile : 
With whom,an upright zealeto right, prevailes 
More thenthenature of a Brothers love. 
Come Clarexce,come : thou wilt, if Varwicke call. 
* Clar.Father of Warwicke,know you what this meanes? 
Looke here, Ithrow my infamy at thee : 
I will notruinate my Fathers Houſe, 
Whogave his blood to lyme the ſtones together, | 
And ſet up Lancafter. Why, troweſt thou, Warwickts 
That Clarence is ſo harſh, ſo blunt, unnaturall, 
To bend the fatall inſtruments of Warre 


Againſt | 
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Againſt his brother, and hislawfull King. 


| Perhaps chou wilt obje& my holy Oath - 
| Tokeepe that Oath, were more implety, 


Then Jephah; when he facritic'd his Daughter. 


| T am ſo ſorry for my Treſpas made, 


That todeſerve well at my brothers hands, 
I here groclaime my ſelte thy mortall foe : 
With reſolution, wherefoe're I meet thee, 
(AsI will meet thee, if thou ſtirre abroad) 
To plague thee, for thy fouie mis-lcading me. 
And fo, prowd-hearted Warwicke, I dehie thee, 
And to my brother turne my bluſhing Checkes. 
Pardon me Edward, I will make amends : 
And Richard, doe not frowne upon my faults, 
For I will henceforth be no more unconſtants 
Edw.Now welcome more,and ten times more beloy'd 
Then ifthou never hadſt deferv*dour hate. 
Rich. Welcome good Clarence, this 1s Brother-like. 
ary. Oh paſting Traytor, perjur'd and unjuſt. 
Edv. What Warwicke, 
Wilt thou teave the Towne, and fight? 
Or {hail we beat the Stones about thine Eares ? 
Warw. Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence : 
I will away towards Barnet preſcutly, 
And bid thee Battaile, Eaward,it thou dar'ſt. 
Edw. Yes Warwicke, Edward dares, and leads the way: 
Lords to the field : Saint George, and Victory. Exennt. 
' Martch, Warwicke and his company followes. 


Alarum, and Excurſions. Enter Edward bringing 
forth Warwicke wounded, 


Edw. So, lve thou there : dye thou,and dye our feare, 
For W arwicke was a Bug that fear'd us all, 
Now Mountagee lit fait, I tecke for thee, 
That Warwickes Bones may keepe thine company. 

Ext. 

War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, freind, or foe, 
And tell me who is Victor, Zerke, or Warwicke ? 
Why aske I that ? my mangled body ſhewes, 
My blood, my want of ſtrength, my ficke heart ſhewes, 
That I mult yeeld my body to the Earth, 
And by my fall, the conquelt to my foe. 
Thus yeelds the Cedar tothe Axes edge, 
Whoſe Armes gave ſhelterto the Princely Eagle, 
Vnder whoſe ſhade the ramping Lyon ſlepr, | 
Whoſe top-branch over-peer'd /oves ſpreading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs from Winters pow'rfull Winde. 
Theſe Eyes,that now aredim'd with Deaths black Veyle 
Have beene as picrcing as the Mid-day Sunne, 
To ſearch the ſecret Treafons of the World ; 
The Wrinckles in my Browes, now fill'd with blood, 
Werelik'ned oftto Kingly Sepulchers : 
For wholiv*'d King, butI could digge his Grave? 
And who durit ſmile, when Warwickeben this Brow ? 
\Loe, now my Glory ſmear'din duſt and blood. 
My Parkes, my Walkes, my Mannors that I had, 
Even now forſake me ; and of all my Lands, 
Isnothing left me, but my bodies length. =, 
Why, whatis Pompe, Rule,Reigne,but Earth and Duſt? 
And live we how we can, yet dye we mult. 


Enter Oxford and Somerſet. 


Som. Ah Werwicke, Farwicke, wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our Loſle againe ; | 


4 


The Queene from France hath brought a puiſfant power | 


Even now we heard the newes , ah, could'ft thou flye. 
#arw. Why then TI wouldnot flye. Ah Mownagge, 

If thou be there, ſweet brother, take my hand, 

And with thy Lippes keepe in my Soute a while. 

Thou lov'ſt me not : for, brother, if thou didſt, 

Thy teares wonld waſh this cold congealed blood, 

That glewesmy Lippes, and will notiet me ſpeake. 

Come quickly Afountagae, or I am dead, | 
Som, Ah Warwicke, Mdountagne hath breath'd his laſt, 

Andtothe lateſt gaſpe, cry'd out for Va wicke : 

And faid, Co.nmend me to my valiant Brother. 

And more he would have {aid and more he ſpoke, 

Which ſounded like a Cannon in a Vault, 

T hat mought not be diſtinguiſht: bur ac laſt, 

I well might heare, delivered with a groanc, | 

O farewell Warwicke. 
War, Sweet reſt his Soule : 

Flye Lords, and ſave your ſelves, | 

For #arwicke bids you all farewell, to meet in heaven. 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queenes great power. 

Here they beare away his Body. Exennte 


Flinriſh, Enter King Edward in triumph, with 
Ricbard, Clarence, and the reſt. 

King.Thus farre our fortune keepes an upward courſe, 
And we are grac'd with wreaths of Victory : | 
But inthe midſt of this bright-ſhining Day, 

1 ipy a blacke ſuſpiciousthreatning Cloud, 

That will encounter with our glorious Sunhne, 

Ec he attaine his eaſefull Weſterne Bed : 

I meane, my Lords, thoſe powers that the Queene 

Hath rays'd in Gallia, have arrived our Coaſt, oo 
And,as we heare, march on to fight with us, 

Clar. Alitile gale will ſoone diſperſe that Cloud, * | 
And blow it to the Source from whence it came, 

Thy very Beames will dry thoſe Vapours up, | 
For every Clond engenders not a Storme. 
Rich. The Queene is vaiued thirty thouſand Rirong, | 
And Somerſet, with Cxford, fled to her : 
IF ſhe havetime to breathe, be well aſſar'd 
Her faRtion will be full as ftrong as ours. 
King. Weare advertis'd by our loving friends, 
That they doe hold their courſe toward Tewksbury. 
We having now the belt at Barnet field, 
Will thither ſtraight, for willingnefle rids way, 
And as we mattch, our ſtrengch will be augmented : 
In every County as we goealong, 
Strike up the Drumme;, cry courage, and away, Exeunt. 


' CMartch. Enter the 2 ucene, young Edward, 
Somerſet, Oxford, and 


Sorldiers. 


2#.Great Lords,wiſe men ne'r ſitand waile their lofle | 


But chearely ſeeke how to redrefle their harmes. 

W hat though the Malt be now blowne over-boord, 
The Cable broke, the holding-Anchor lolt, 

And halfe our Saylors fwallow*d in the food? 

Yet lives our Pilot ſtill, Ist meer, that he 

Should leave the Helme, and like a fearefull Lad, 
With tearefull Eyes adde Water to the Sea, 

And give more ſtrength to that which hath too mach, 
W hiles in his moane, the Ship ſplits on the Rocke, 
Which induſtry and Courage might have ſay'd ? 
Ah what a fhame, ah what a fault were this. 


] 


Say Warmicke was onr Anchor : what of that ? 
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And Moxntague otir Top-Matt : what of him? _.. 
Our ſlaught'red friends, the Tackles : what of theſe ? 
Why is not Oxford herc, another Anchor ? 

And Somerſet, another goodly Malt ? . 

The fricnds of France our Shrowds and Tacklings ? 

And thoughunskilfull, why not Ned and I, 

For onceallow'd the skilfull Pilots Charge? 

We will not from the Helme;, to fit and weepe, 

Bur keepe our Courſe (though therough Winde ſay no) 
From Shelves and Rocks;that threaten us with Wracke. 
As good to chide the Waves, as ſpeake them faire. 

And what is Edward, buta ruthleſle Sea ? 

What (arence, but a Quick-ſand of Deceit? 

And Richard, but a raged fatali Rocke ? 


1 All theſe,the Enemies to our poore Barke. 


Say you can ſwim, alas tis but a while : 


1 Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly finke, 
Beſtridethe Rocke, the Tyde will waſh you off, 


Or elſe you famiſh, that'sa three-fold Death. 
This ſpeake I (Lords) to let you underſtand, 
Ifcaſe ſomeone of you would flye from us, 
That there's no hop'd-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
Morethen with ruthlefſe Waves, with Sandsand Rocks: 
Why courage then, what cannot be avoided, 
*T were childiſh weakenefle to lament, or feare. 
' Pris. Me thinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit, . 


1 Should , ifaCoward heard her ſpeake theſe words, 


Infuſe his Breaſt with Magnanimity, 

And make him, naked, foyle a manat Armes. 
I ſpcake not this, as doubting any here : 

For did I but ſuſpeR a fearefull man, 

He ſhould have leave togoeaway betimes, 
Leaſt in our necd he might infeR another, 
And make him of like ſpirit to himſclfe. 

If any ſuch be here, as God forbid, 

Let him depart, before we neede his helpe. 

Oxf. Womenand Children of ſo high a courage, 
And Warriors faint, why *twere perpetuall ſhame. 
Oh brave young Prince : thy famous Grandfather 
Doth live againe 1n thee ; long may'{t thou live, 
To beare his Image, and renew his Glories. 

Som. And he thar will not fight for ſuch a hope, 
Goe home to Bed, and like the Owle by day, 


' If he ariſe, bemock'd and wondred at. 


Due. Thankes gentle Somerſet, ſweet Oxford thankes. 
Prince, And take his thankes, that yer hath nothing 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


AMeſſ. Prepare you Lords, for Edward isat hand, 
Ready to fight : therefore be reſolute. 
Oxf. Ithoughtns leſle: it is his Policy, 
To haſte thus faſt, to find us unprovided. 
Som. But he's deceiv'd, weare in readineſſe. 
| 2xe.Thischeares my heart, to {ce your forwardneſſe, 
| Oxf. Here pitchour Battaile,hence we will notbudge. 


CMartch. Enter Edward, Richard, Clarence, 
and Soulgiers. | 


 Edw.Brave followers,yonder ſtandsthe thorny Wood 
Whichby the Heavens aſliſtance, and your ſtrength, 
Muſt by the Roots be hew'ne up yetere Night. 


| I need not adde more fuell to your fire, 


For well I wot, ye blaze, to burne them out : 


 þ Give ſignall to the fight, and toit Lords. 


| 


2x, L6rds,Knights,and Gentlemen,what] ſhould ſay 
My tcares gaine-ſay : for every word I ſpeake, : 
Yeeſeel drinke the-water of .my eye. . | P 
Therefore no more but this : Henry your Soveraigne 
Is Priſoner to the Foe, his State uſurp'd, + 
His Realmea ſlaughter-houſe, his SubjeQts ſlaine, 
H1s Statutes cancell'd, and his Treaſureſpent : 
And yonder isthe Wolfe, that makes this ſpoyle. 
Youfight in [uftice : then in Gods Name, Lords, 
Be valiant,and give fignallro the fight. Tn 
| eAlarum, Retreat, Excurſions, Exeum, 
Enter Edward, Richard, 2 nucene, Clarence, 
Oxford, Somerſet. 


Eqdw. Now here'sa period of tumultuous Broyles, 
Away with Oxford to Hames Caſtle {traight : 
For Somerſet, off with his guilty Head. : 
Goe beare them hence, I willnot heare them ſpeake. 
Oxf. For my part, Ile not trouble thee with words, 
Som. Nor I, but ſtoupe with patience to my fortune, 
| . Exenm, 
Lee. So part we ſadly inthistroublous World, 
To meet with Ioy in ſweet /erxſalem. 


Eaw. Is Proclamation made, That who finds Edward, | 


Shall have a high Reward, and he his Life? | 
Riche It 15, and loe where youtbfull Edward comes. 


Enter the Prince, 


Eaw.Bring forth the Gallant, let us heare himſpeake. 
What? can to younga Thorne begin to pricke? 
Edward, whart {atisfaftion canſt thou make, 

For bearing Armes, for ſtirring up my ſubjects, 
And all trouble thou haſt turn'd me to? 

Prin. Speake like a SubjeR, prowd ambitions Yorke. 
Suppoſe that I am now my Fathers Mouth, 

Reſigne thy Chayre, and where I ſtand, kneele thou, 
Whilit I propoſe the ſelfe-ſame wordsto thee, 
Which (Traytor) thou would'ſt have me anſwer to- 

Lee. Ah, that thy Father had beene ſorelolv'd. 

. Rich. That you might ſtill have worne the Petticoat, 

And ne're have ſtolne the Breech from Lancaſter. 
Princ, Let e&ſop fable ina Winters Night, 

His Curriſh Riddles ſorts not with this place. 

Rich. By Heaven, Brat, Ile plague ye for that word: 

Le. Ithou waſt borne to bo a plague to men. 

Rich. For Gods ſake, take away this Captive Scold. 

Princ. Nay, take away this ſcolding Crooke-backe, 
rather. | 

Edw.Peace wilfull Boy, or 1 will charmeyour tongue: 

Clar. Vntutor'd Lad, thouart too malapert. 

Prin. 1 know my duty, you are all undutifull: 
Laſcivious Edward, and thou perjur'd George, 

And thou miſ-ſhapen Dzcke, I tell ye all, 
I am your better, Traytorsas ye are. 
And thou uſurp't my Fathers right and mine. 
Edw. Take that, the likeneſle of this Rayler here. 
| Stabs him. 
Rich, Sprawl'ſt thou ? takethat, toend thy agony- 
I Rich. Stabs him. 
Clay. And ther's fortwitting me with perjury- 
Clar. Srabs him. 
:2ue. Oh, kill me too. 


Rich. Marry, and ſhall. Offers to killber. 
Edw, Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done too anc 
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Rich: Why ſhould ſhe live, to fill the World with 
- Edw. What 2 doth ſheſwowne ? uſe meanes for her 


Rich. Clarenceexcuſe me to the King my Brother : 
Ile hence to London ona ſerious matter, 
Ere ye come there, be ſure to heare ſome newes. 
Clear. What ? what? 
Richi Tower, the Tower. 
ve, Oh Ned;ſweet Ned,ſfpeake tothy Mother Boy. 
eake ? O Traitors, Murtherers ! 
Caſar, ſhed no bloodatall : 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 
If this foule deed were by, to equall it. 
He was a Man ; this (in rc{pe&) a Child, 
And Men, ne're {pend their fury on a Child. 
What's worſe then Murtherer, that I may name it ? 
No, no; my heart will burſt, and if I ſpeake, 
AndT will ſpeake, that ſo my heart may burſt. 
Butchers and Villaines, bloody Cannibalies, 
How ſweet a Plant have you untimely croprt : 
You have no children ( Butchers) if you had, 
The thought of them would have ſtirr'dup remorſe; 
But if you ever chance to havea Child, 
'Fbokein his youth to have him ſocut off. 
Asdeathſmen you have rid this ſweet young Prince. 
King. Away with her, goe beare her hence pertorce. 
ae. Nay, never beare me hence, diſpatch me heers : 
Here ſheath thy Sword, Ile pardon thee my death : 
What? wilt thou not ? Then Clarence doe itthou. 
Clay. By heaven, I willnot doe thee ſo much eaſe. 
#.Good Clarence doe, {ſweet {Yarence do thou do it. 
Cla.Did'ſt thou not heare me {weare I would not do 
© 2xe.I but thou uſeſt to forſwearethy ſelke. , (1t? 
Twas ſin before, but now 'tis Charity. 
What wilt thou not? Where isthat dive!s butcher Richard 
Hard favor'd Richard? Richard, where art thou ? 
| Thou art not heere; Murther is thy Almeſdecd, 
Petirioner for Blood, thou ne're pul'{t backe. 
Edv. Away I ſay, I charge ye beare her hence. 
| we, So come to youzand yours,ast 


Edw, Where's Richard goties 
(#, To London all in poſt, ard asI gueſſe, 

To makea bloody Supper in the Tower? 

Edw. He's ſodaine 1fa thing comes in his head, 

| Now martch we hence, diſcharge the common ſort 
With Pay and Thankes, and let's away to London, 

And ſee our gentle Queene how well ſhe fares, 

By this (I hope) ſhe hath a Sonne for me, Exit. 


Enter Henry the ſixt, and Richard, with the Lieutengnt - 
on the Walls, 


Rich, Good day, my Lord, what at your Booke ſo 


ood Lord : my Lord I ſhould ſay rather, 
atter, Good was little better : 

Good Glefter, and good devill, were alike, 

| And both prepoſterous: therefore, not Good Lord. 

| Rich. Sirrha, leave us to ourſelves, we muſt conferre. 
Hen.So flyes the wreaklefle ſhepherd from the Wolfe: 
So firſt the harmelefſe Sheepe doth yeeld his Fleece, 
And nexthis Throate, unto the bntchers Knife. 
What Scene of death hath Roſie now to Ate? 
Rich. Suſpition alwayes haunts the guilty mind, 


pan 


E xi. 


© this Prince. 
Exit 2 ngene, 


| My breſt can better brooke thy Daggers poiar, 


And many an old mansſigh, and many a Widdowes, 
And many an Orphans water-ſtanding-eye, | 
Men for their Sonnes, Wives for their Husbands fate, ; 
And Orphans, for their Parents timeles death, 

Shall rue the houre that ever thou was't borne. 

The Owle ſhriek'd at thy birth, an evill ſigne, 

The Night-Crow cry'de, abcding lucklefietime, 

Dogs howl'd, and hiddeous Tempelt ſhook down Trees: | 
The Raven rook'd her on the Chimnies top, 
' Andchatt'ring Pies in diſmall Diſcords ſung : | 


Dye Prophet in thy ſpeech, 
O God forgive my finnes, and pardon thee. Dyes. 


See how my ſword weepes tor the poore Kingsdeath. } 
O may ſuch purple teares bealway ſhed 

From thoſe that wiſh the downefall of our houſe. 
If any ſparke of life be yet remaining, | 
Downe, downeto hell,and fay I ſent thee thither. 


I that have neither pitty, love, norfeare, 
Indeed 'tis true that Henrie told me of : 

For I haveoften heard my Mother ſay, 

I came into the world with my Legs forward. 
Had I notreaſon (thinke ye) to make haſt, . | 
And ſecke their Ruine, that uſurp'Cotir Right? © 
The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cride- 
O Teſusbleſle us, he is borne with teeth, 38 


— 


The Theefe doth frare each buſh an Officer, 
Hen. The Bird that hath becnelimedina buſh, 
With trembling wings mi{doubtethevery buſh ; 
AndI the haplefſe Maieto one fweet Bird, 
Have now the fatall Object in my eye, 
Where my poore yong was limb'd,was caught,and kild. 
Kick. Why whata peeviſh Foole was that of Creet, 
That taught his Sonne the office of a Fowle, 
And yet for alihis wings, the foole wasdrown'd. 
He. T Dedalus, my poore Boy [carm, 
Thy Father Ces, that deni'd our courſe, 
The Sunne that ſcar'd the wings of my ſweet Boy. 
Thy Brother Edward, and thy {clfe, the Sea 
W hoſe envious Gulfe did ſwallow up his life : 
Ab, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words, 


Then can my cares that Tragicke Hiſtory. 

But wherefore doſt thou come? Is't for my Life ? 
Rich. Think'ſt thou I aman Executioner ? 
Hen. A perſecutor 1 am ſure thouart, 

If murthering Innocents be Executing, 

Why then thouart an Exccutioner, 

Rich. Thy Son I kill'd for his preſumption. 
Hen. Hadſt thou bin kill'd, when firſt thou did pre- | 

Thou had'ſt norliv'd to kill a Sonne of mine z (fume, 

AndthusI propheſie, that many athouſand, 

Which now miſtruſt noparcell of my feare, 


Thy Mother felt more then a Mothers paine, 

And yet brought forth lefſe then a Mothers hope, 

To wit, an indigefted deformed lumpe, 

Nat like the fruit of ſuch a goodly Tree. 

Teeth had'*it thou in thy head, when thou was't borne, 

To lignifie, thou cam'ſt to bite the world : | 

Andifthe reſt betrue, which I have heard, 

Thou cam'it 
Rich. le heareno more : 


| _—_—_— 


Stabs kim, 
For this (among'lt the reſt) was I ordain'd. = 
Hes. I, and for much more ſlaughter after this, 


Rich, W bat? will the aſpiring blood of Lancafter 
Sinke inthe ground? Itho:ght it would have mounted. 


Stabs hins againe, 
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And ſo I was, which plaincly ſignified, 
That I ſhould ſnarle, and bite; and play the dogge : 
Then ſince the Heavens have ſhap'd my body 1o, 
Ler hell make crook'd my Mind to anſwer it- 

I hayeno brother;.Iam like no brother : 
Andthis word{Love] which Gray-beards call Divine, 
Be reſident in men like one another, 

And notin me : Iammy ſclfealone. 

Clarence beware, thou keept'ſt me from thelight, 
| But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will bifzze abroad ſuch Propheſies, 
That Edward {hall be fearefull of his life, 
And then to purge his feare, Ile be thy death, 
1 King Hemry, and the Prince his Son are gone, 
( larencethy turne is next, andthen the relt, 
Counting my {elfe but bad, till I be belt. 
- Tle throw thy body inanother roome, 

And Triumph Herr, in thy day of Doome. 


Enter King, Dueent; Clarence, Richard, Hailings, 
N wrſe, and Attendants. 


| Kivg. Once moxe weſitin Englands Reyall Throne, 
' Re-purchac'd with the Blood of Enemies: 
What valiant Foc-men, like to Autumnes Corne, 
Have we mow'd downe in topsof all their pride ? 
Three Dukes of Somerſet, threefold Renowne, 
For hardy and undoubted Champions: 
Two Ciffords, as the Father and the Sonne, 
And two Northumberlands : two braver men, 
Ne'e ſpurr'd their Courſcrsatthe Trumpets ſound. 
With them,the two brave Beares, warwicke and Monnta- 
{. That in their Chainesfetter'd the Kingly Lyon, (gw, 
And made the Forreſt tremble when they roar'd. 


——_— —— 


Exits | 
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Thus have we ſwept Suſpition from our Seate, 
And made our footitoolc of Security. 

Come hither Beſſe, and let me kiffe my Boy: _ 
Yong Wed, for thee, thine Vnckles, and my ſelfe 
Havein our Armors watcht the Winter night, ; 


| Wentallafoote in Summers ſcalding heate, 


That thou might'ſ repofſeſle the Crowne in peaceg 
And ef our Labours thou ſhalt reape the gaine. 

Rich. lie blaſt his Harveſt, if your head were laid, 
For yetTI am not look*d onin the world. . 
This ſhoulder was ordain'd fothicke, to heave, 
And heaveit ſhall ſome waight, or breake my backe; 
Workethban the way, and that ſhalt execute. _ 

King. ( tarence and Gloſter, love my lovely Queene; 
And kis your Princely Nephew Brothers both. 

(ar. The duty that I owe unto your Majeſty, 
I Sealeupon the lips of this ſweet Babe. 

Clar.T hankes Noble Clarence, worthy brother thanks, 

Ri. Ard that Ilove the tree from whencethouſprang'ft 
Witneſle the loving kifle I give the Fruite: 
Tofay the truth, ſo /vde kiſt his maſter, 
And crycdall haile, when as he meant all harme. 

King. Now amI ſeated as my ſoule delights, 
Having my Countries peace, and brothersloves. 

Clay. What will your Grace have done with 4argara? 


| Reqnerd her Father, to the King of France 


Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jersſalem, 
And hither have they ſent it for her ranſome. 

King. Away with her, and waft her henceto France; 
And now whatreſts, but that we ſpend thetime 
With ſtately Triumphes, mirthfull Comicke ſhewes, 
Such as befits the pleaſure ofthe Court. 
Sound Drummes and Trumpets, farewell ſowre annoy, 
For heere I hope begins our laſting joy. Exennt onmes 


— 
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eAflus Primus. Scana Prima, 


Enter Richard Duke of GHſttr, ſoins. | | That waites upon your Grace ? LM 0A | | 
: 62 | (a. His Majeſtietendring my perſonsſafety, '. .. 
| Fg Ow is the Winter of our Diſcontent, . | Hath appointed this Conduct,to convey meto th\Tower, 
| IdellB Made glorious Summer by this Son of Yorke: | Rich. Vpon what cauſe? | As EH 
KAI And all the clouds that lowr'd upon our houſe C la. Becauſe my name is George. ' 
' WF 1. thedeepe boſome ofthe Ocean buried. Rich. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of yours: : © / 
Now are our browes bound with Victorious Wreathes, | He ſhould for that commit your Grandfathers. i: 
Our bruiſed armes hung up for Monamentsz | O belike, his Majcſty h:th ſome intent, | 


Our ſterne Alarums chang'd to merry Mectings ; That you ſhould be new Chriſtned inthe Tower. | 
Ourdreadfull Martches, to delightfull Meaſures. | Bur what's the matter Clarence, may I know ?. 
Grim-viſag'd Warreghath (mooth'd his wrinkled Front; Cla. Yea Richard, when Tknow : butT proteſt 
Androw, in ſteed of mounting Barbed Stceds, | AsyetI donot : Butas Icanlearne, 
{Tofright the Soules of fearcfull Adverſaries, He hcarkens after Propheſies and Dreames, 
Hecapers nimbiy in a Ladies Chamber, And from the Crofle-row pluckcs theletrer G ; 
Tothe laſcivious pleaſing of a Lure» _ And fayes, a Wizard told hiw, that by G, 
But I, that-am not ſhap'd for ſportive trickes, _ | His iſſue difinherited ſhould be, 
Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glaſle : And for my name of George begins with G, 
I,that am Rudely tampt, and want loves Majeſty, lf followes in his thoughr that I am he. | 
Toſtrut before a wanton ambling Nymph : Theſe (as1 learne) and ſachlike toyes as theſe, 
| | that am curtail'd of this faire Proportion, Hath moov'd his Highneſfe to commit me now. | 
-- | Cheated of Feature by diſſembling Nature, * Rich. Why thisit is, when men arerul'd by Women: | 
Deform'd, unfiniſh'd,ſent before my time Tis not the King that ſends youtothe Tower, 
I"tothis breathing World, ſcarſe halte made up, My Lady Grey his Wite, (larence*tis ſhe, | 
And that ſo lamely and unfaſhionable, That tempts him to this harſh Extremity. | 
That dogges barke at me, es I halt by them: Was 1t not ſhe, and that good man of Worſhip, 
Why 1( inthis weake piping time of Peace) | Ambony Woedvile her Brother there, 
Haveno delight to paſſe away the time, Thar made him ſend Lord Haſtingsto the Tower ? 
Vnleſſe to ſee yy Shadow inthe Sunne, : - | From whence this preſent day he is dclivercd. 
And deſcant on mine owne Deformity. z We are not ſafe {larexce, we are not ſafe. 
And therefore, ſince I cannotprove a Lover, | C7. By beaven, I thinke there is no man ſecure 
Toentertaine theſe faire well ſpoken dayes, ; Butthe Queenes Kindred, and nizht-;valking Heralds, 
landetermined to prove a Villaine, That trudge betwixt the King, and Miſtris Shore, 
And hate the idle pleaſures of thele dayes« | Heard you not wha: an humble Suppliant | 
Pots have I laide, Inductions dangerous, } Lord Ha#tings was, for his delivery ? r 
Bydrunken Prophcſies, Libels, and Dreames, Rich, Humbly complaining to her Deitic, 
Toſetmy Brother (arence and the King Got my Lord Chamberlaine his liberty. 
In deadly hate, the one againſtthe other ; Ile tellyon what, Ithioke it is our way, H 
And if Kivg Edward be as truc and juſt, If we will keepe in favour with the King, 
AsIam Subtle, Falſe, and Trezcherous, Tobe her men, and weare her Livery: 
This day ſhou!d Clarence cloſely be mew'd up: Thejealons ore-worne Widdow, and her ſelfe, 
About a Propheſie, which ſayes that G, Since that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen, 
Of Edwards heyres the murtherer ſhall be- ' Are mighty Goſlips in our Movarchy. 


| Dive thoughts downe to my ſoule, here Clarencecomes, | Bra. | beſeech your Graces beth to par dot\ me, 

' His Majeſty hath ſtraightly given in charge, 
? Enter Clarence, and Brakenbary, guarded. That no man ſhall haveprivate Conference | 
brother, good day t W hat meanestbisarmed guard-: | (Of what degrecſoever) with Ie Brother. I5 | 
WY : | Ric ,| 


| 
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R ich. Evenſo ,and pleafe 
You may partake of anything welays. = 7 
We on aryparyes Weſay the King 


ST SF. . 


Well tr ECFES | 
W ffoc, > Az 

leaſing tongue : 
a tha _— -* 7 m8} 
How fay you fix? cat you deny all this ? | 
Bra. With ls (my Lord) my ſelfe have nought to 


2 with Miftris\Shore ? 


a paſſing 


<.-* 


Rich. Naught to 


' Itell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her 


(Excepting one) were beſt to doe it ſecretly alone. 
Bra, W hat one,my Lord ? 


Rich. Her Husband Knave, would'ſt thou betray me ? | 


Bra. 1do beſeech your Grace | 
To pardonme, and withall forbeare 
Your Conference with the Noble Duke. ; 
Cla. We know thy charge Brakenbwry, and will obey. 
Rich, We are the Queenes abje&s, and muſt obey. 
Brother farewell, I will unto the King, 
And whatſocre you will imploy me im, 


| Wereitto call King Edwards Widdow, Siſter, 


I will performe itto infranchiſe you. 


| Meane time, this deepe diſgrace of Brotherhood, 


Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 
Cla. I know it pleaſeth neither of us well. | 
Rich. Well, your impriſonment ſhall not belong, 
I will deliver you, or elſe lye for you : 
Meanetume have patience . 
Che. I muſt perforce: farewell. Exit Clar. 
Rich. Go tread the path that thou ſhalt ne're return: 
Simple plaine Clarence, I do love theeſo, 
That I will ſhortly fend thy Souke to Heaven, 
If Heaven willtake the preſentat our hands, © 
But who comes heere ? the new delivered Hatings? 


Enter Lord Haſtings. 


Haft. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord, 
Rich. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlaine : 
Well are you welcometo this open Ayre, 


| How hath your Lordſhip brook'd impriſonment? 


Ha#. With patience (Noble Lord) aspriſoners muſt: 
But I ſhall live (my Lord) to give them thankes 
That were the cauſe of my impriſonment. 

Rich, No doubt, no doubt, and ſo ſhall Clarence too, 
For they that were your Enemies, are his, 
And have prevail'd as much on him, as you. 

Haſt. More pitty, that the Eagles ſhould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzzards play atliberty. 

Rich. What newes abroad ? 
Ha#. No newesfo bad abroad, as this at home: 


1 The King isſickly, weake and melancholly, 
' And his Phyſitians feare him mightily. 


Rich. Now by Saint Tohn, that newes is bad indeed. 
O he hath keptan evill diet long, 
Andover-much conſnm'd his Royall Perſon ; 


 *Tis very greevous to-be thought upon. 


Where 1s he,in his bed? 

Ha#t. He is. | 

Rich. Go you before, and I will follow you. 
| | Exit Haitings. 
Hecannoet live I hope, and muſt not dye, 


| Till Georgebe pack'd with poſt-horſc up to Heaven. 


your Worſhip Brakenbary, - 
- | Clarence hathnocanother day tolive: 
agg 
, 


] Whitthough I kill'd her Husband, and her Father, 
| The readieſt way to makethe Wench amends, 


| 


| By marrying her, which I muſt reach unto. 

4 ButyetI run before my horſe to Market : 

Clarence ſtill breathes, Edward ſtill lives and reignes, 
When they are gone, then muſt I count my gaines. Zxjz 


— 


| Then Iam madeby my young Lord, and thee. 


— 


Ileinto urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With Lyes well teel'd with weighty arguments, 
AndifI1 faite notin my deepe intent, 


Which done, Godtake King Eawardto his mercy, 
And'Jeave the world for me to buſsle in, 
For then, Ile maxry Warwickes youngeſt daughter, 


Is to become her husband and her Father: 
The which will I, not all ſo much forlove, 
As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 


Scena Secunda. 


—— — 


I 


Enter the (0arſe of Henrie the fixt with Halberds toguardir, 
Lady Ame being the Monrner, 


em. Set downe, ſet downe your honorable load, 
If Honor may be ſhrowded in a Herie; 
Whil it Ia-while obſeqviouſly lament 
Th' untimely fall of Vertuous Lancafter, 
Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King, 
Pale aſhes of the Houſe of Lancaſter ; 
Thyu bloodlefle Remnant of that Royall Blood, 
Bc it lawfullthat I invocate thy Ghoſt, 
To heare the Lamentations of poore Anne, 
Wifetothy Edward, to thy flaughtred Sonne, 
Stab'd by the ſelfeſame hand that made theſe wounds. 
Loe, inthefe windowes that let forth thy life, 
Ipowre the he! pleſſe Balme of my poore eyes. 
Ocurſed be the hand that made theſe holes : 
Curfed the heart, that had the heart todo it ; 
Curſed the Blood, that let this blood from hence: 
More direfall hap beride that hated Wretch - 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
"Then 1 can with to Wolves, to Spiders, Toades, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives, 
If ever he have Childe , Abortive be ir, 
Prodigeous, and untimely broughtto light, 
W heſe ugly and unnaturall Aſpe& 
May frightthe hopefull Mother atthe view, 
And that be Heyreto his unhappineſle. 
If ever he have Wife, let a, x made 
More miſerable by thedeath of him, 


Come now towards Chertſey with your holy Lode, 
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. 

And ſtill as you are weary of this waight, 

Reſt you, whiles I lamentKing Herries Coarle. 


Enter Richard Duke of Gloſter. 


Rich, Stay youthat beare the Coarſe, & ſet it dow!t+ 
en, What blacke Magitian conjuresup this Fictd, 
To ſtopdevored charitable deeds ? 
Rich. Villains ſet downe the Corſe; or by S: Paul, 
Ile make a Coarſe of him thatdiſobeyes. 


A Ly 
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' | Gen. My Lord ftand backe, and let the Coifin paſſe. | 
Rich, Vnmanner'd Dogge, 
and thou when I commaund :. | 
Adyance thy Halbert higher then my breſt, 
Or by S. Paul Ile ſtrike theeromy Foote, 
And ſpurne upon thee Begger for thy boldneſle. 
Ane. What do you tremble ? are you all affcaid ? 
Alas, 1 blame you not, for you are Morrtall, 
And Mortall eyes cannot endure the Divel. 
Avant thoudreadfall miniſter of Hell ; 
Thoa had'ſt but power over his Mortall body, 

| | Kisfoule thou canſt nor have : Therefore be gone. 
"Rich, Sweet Saint, for Charity, be not ſo curlt. 
. As. Foule Divell, | 
For Gods ſake hence, andtrouble us not, 
Forthou haſt made the happy earth thy Hell : 
| Filfd it with curſing cries, and deepe exclaimes : 
thou delight to view thy heynous deeds, 
- | Behold this patterne of thy Butcheries. 
| | OhGentlemen, ſee, ſee dead Henries wounds, 
Opentheir congeal'd mouthes ,and bleed afreſh. 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lumpe of toule Deformutic : 
For'tis thy preſence that exhales this blood ; 
From coldand empty V eines where no blood dwels, 


Thy deeds inhumane and unnaturall, 
| | Provokes this Deluge moſt unnacurall. 

| 0 God! which this Blood mad'(t, revenge his death : - 
OEarth | which this Blood drink'ft, revenge his death. 
Either Heay'n with Lightning ſtrike the murth'rer deads 
Or Earth gape open wide, and catchim quicke, 
Asthou doſt ſwallow up.this good Kings blood, 


Which his Hell-govern'd arme hath butchered, 

Rich, Lady, you know no Rules of Charity, 
Which.cenders good for bad, Bleſlings for Curſes. 

en. Villaine,thou know'ſt nor law of God nor Man, 
NoBcaſt ſo fierce, but knowes ſometouch of pitty. . 

Rich. But I know none, and therefore am no Bealt, 

An. O wonderfull, when divels tell the truth ! 

Rich. More wonderfull, when Angels are ſo angry : 
Vouchſafe (divine perfection of a Woman) 
Oftheſe ſuppoſed Crimes, to give me leave 
By circumſtance, but to acquit my ſclfe. 

eAn, Vouchſafe ( detus'd infetion of a man) 
Oftheſe knowne evils, but to give me leave 
Bycircumltance, to curſe thy curſed Selfe. | 

Rich, Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me 
oome patient leyſure to excuſe my elfe. 

eHn, Fouler then heart can thinke thee, 

Thou can't make no excule Currant, 
butto hang thy ſelfe. 

Rich. By ſuch deſpaire, I ſhouldaccuſe my ſelfe. 

Az. And by deſpairing ſhilt thou ſtand excuſed, 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy ſelfe, 

Thardid'it unworthy {laughter upon others. 
Rich. Say that I flew them not. 
_ tn, Then ay they were not ſlaine : 
Butdead they arc,and diveiliſh ave by thee, 
Rich. Tdid not kill your Husband. 
' 4n, Why thenhe 1salive. 
Rich. Nay, he isdead, and ſlaineby Edwards hands. 
. Inthy toule throat thou Ly'lt, , 
 Queene Margaret ſaw | | 
Thy murd'rous Faulchion ſmoaking in his blood : 
which, thou once didd'it bend againſt her breſt, 
ut that thy Brothers beate aſide thepoint. 


have 


Rib. I was provoked by her fland'rous tongue, 


— 


That laidtheir guilt, upon:my ; ee wy Shoulders. 
en. Thou was't provoked by thy bloady minde, 
That never dream'ſt on ought but butcheries : 
Did'{t thou not kill this King? 
Rich. 1 graunt ye. | 
An. Do'lt grant me Hedge-hogge, 
Then God grant we too | 
Thou may'ſt be damned for that wicked deede: 
O he was gentle, milde, and vertuous, | 
Rich. The better for the King of heaven that hath him. 
An. Heisin heaven where thou ſhalt never come. 
= Let him thanke me, that holpe to ſend him thi- 
rner : 
For he was fitter for that place then carths 
en. And thou unfit for any place but hell. 


Rich. Yes one placeelſe,if you will heare mename its | 


An. Some dangeon. - 
Rich. Your Bed-chamber. 
An. Iltreſt betide. the chamber where thou lyeſ 
Rich. So will it Madam, till I lye with you. 

An. I hope lo. ., | 
Rich. I know fo, But gentle Lady Anne, 

To leave this keene encounter of our wits, 

And fall ſomething intoa ſlower methed, 

Is notthe cauſcr ofthe timeleſſe.deaths 

Oftheſe Plantageners, Henrie and Edward, 

As blamefull as the Executioner? 

An, Thou was't the cauſe, and moſtaccurſt effe&. 
Rich, Your beauty was the cauſe of that effect : 

Your beauty,that did haunt me in my fleepe, 

Toundertake the death of all the world, 

So I might live one houre in your ſweer boſome; 

An.1t I thought thar, I tell thee Homicide, 
Theſe Nayles ſhould rent that beauty from my Cheekes, 
Rich. Theſe eyes could not endure y beauties wrack, 

You ſhould not biemiſh it, if I ſtood by ; 

Asall the world is cheared by the Sunne, 

So I by that : It is my day, niy life. 
An. Blacke night ore-ſhade thy 
Rich, Curſe not thy ſelfe faire Creature, 

Thouart both, - ILL 
en, I would I were, tobe reveng'd onthee. 
Rich. It is aquarrell moſt unnatural, 

To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 

An. It isa quarrell jaſt and reaſonable, 

To bereveng'd on himthat kill d my Husband. 

. Rich. He thar bereft the Lady of thy Husband, 

Did it to helpe thee toa better husband. 
eAn. His better doth not breathe upon. the earth. 
Rich. He lives, that lovesthee better then he could. 
An. Name him. . 

Rich. Plantagenet, 

An, Why that was he. : - 
Rich. The ſelteſame name, 
4n. Whereis he? 

CHeere: + -: - ; ; 

W hy doſt thou ſpit at me. | 
An. Wouldit were mortall poyſon, for thy fake. 
Rich, Never came poyſon from ſo ſweeta place, 

An. Never hung poyſon ona fowler Toade. 

Out of my ſight, thuw-doſt infe& mine eyes- x 
Rich. Thineeyes ({weet Lady) have infeed mine. 
An. Would they were Baſiliskes, to ſtrike thee dead. 
Rich. T would they were, that I might dye at once :. 

For now they kilf me with a living death.- - + + --: 


bat one of better Nature. 


Spits at him. 


day, & death thy life. 


| 


Thoſe cyes of thine, from mine have drawne falr Teares 3 | 
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Sham'd their Aſpets withſtore of childiſh drops; 
Thelg eyes, which never ſhed remorſcfull teare, 
No, when my Father Yorke, and Eaward wept, 

To heare the pittious moane that Rutland made = 
When black-fac'd Chffora ſhooke bis ſword at him. 


'Nor when thy Watlike Father likea Childe, 
'Told the fad ſtorie of my Fathers death, 


And twenty times, made pauſe to ſob and weepe 
That all the ſtanders by had wet their cheekes 
Like Trees bedaſh'd withraine : In that ſad time, 


' My manly eyes did ſcorne an humble teare : 


And what theſe ſorrowes could not thence exhale, - 
Thy Beauty hath, and made them blinge with weeping. 


T never ſued to Friend, nor Enemy : 


My Tongue 'could never learne ſweet ſmoothing. word. 
But now thy Beauty ispropos'd my Fee, 


' My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to ſpeake. 


She lookes ſcornefully as him. 


! Teachnot thy lip ſuch Scorne ; for it was made 
' For kiſſing Lady, not for ſuch:contempr. 


If thy revengefull heart cannot forgive, 


' Loe heere 1-lend thee this ſharpe-pointed Sword, 
: Which if thou pleaſe to hide in this true breſt, 

- Andlet the ſoule fourth that adoreth thee, 

I lay itnaked to the deadly ſtroke, | 


And humbly begge the death upon my knee. 

| He lajes Fa breſt open, ſhe offers at it wah his ſword, 
Nay. do not pauſe : For I Gid kill King Henri, 

But *cwas thy Beauty that provoked me. 

Nay now diſpatch :*Twas I that ſtabb'd yong Edward, 


| But *cwas thy Heavenly face that ſet me on. 


She fals the Sword, 


Take up the ſword againe, or take up me. ' + 

An. Ariſe Difſembler, though I wiſh thy death, 
I willnot be thy Executioner. | 

Rich. Then bid me kill my ſelfe, and I will doit. 

An. Thave already. 

Rich. That was in thy rage : 
Speakeit againe, and even with thy word, 
This hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Love, 
Shall for thy love, kill a farre truer Love, . 
To both their deaths ſhalt thou be acceſlary. 

An, I would I knew thy heart. 

Rich. *Tis figur'd in my tongues 

eN. I feare me, both are falſe. 

Rich. Then never Man was true. 

An, Well, well, put np your Sword. 

Rich. Say then my Peace is made. 

An.: That ſhaltthou know heereafter. 

Rich. But ſhall I live in hope? 

As, All menT hope live ſo. 

Vouchſafeto weare this Ring. 

Rich. Looke how thy Ring incompaſicth my Finger, 
Evenfo thy Breſt incloſeth my poore heart: 
Weare both of them, for both of them are thine. 


| Andifthy peore devoted Servant may 


Bit beg one favourat thy gracious hand, 
"Theu-doſt confirme his happyneſle for ever. 


AM. Whatisit? 3 
Ach. Thar it may pleaſe you leave theſe ſad defignes, 

To him that hath moſÞcauſe to bea-Mourner,” I 

And- preſently repayre to Crosbic Houſe ; 

Where (after I have ſolemaly interr'd 


At Chertſey Monalt'ry this:Noble King, R: 
And wet his Grave with my Repentant Teares) 
I will with allexpedient duty ſee yow  _. 


"R 


For. divers unknowne Reaſons, 1beſcech you; 
Grant me this Boon. Xx my 
- An. Withall my heart and muchir joyes me too/- 
To fee you are become fo penitent-. - 
Treſſel and Barkley, goalong withme. 
Rich. Bid me farewell. be 
An. *Tis more then you deſerve : 
But ſince you teach me howto flatter you, 
Imagine I have ſaid farewell already. | 
E xit two with Ame; 
Gent. Towards Chertſey, Noble Lord ? 
Rich.Now to White Friars, thereattend my comming 
Exit Coarſe, 
Was ever woman in this humour Woo'd? | 
Was ever woman in this humor wonne ? 
Vie have her but I will notkeepe her long. 
W hat ? I that kilF'd her husband, and his Father, 
Totake her 1n her hearts extreameſt hate, 
With curſes in her mouth, Teares in her eyes, 
The bleeding witnefle of my hatred by, | 
Having God, her Conſcience, and theſe bars againſt me, 


And I vo triends to backe my ſuite withall, 
| But the plaine Divell and difſembling lookes ? 
_ yet to Winne her? Alltheworld ro nothing. 

all | 7 
Hath ſhe forgot already that brave Prince, 
Eaward, her Lord whom I (ſome three moneths lince) 
Stab'd in my angry mood, at Tewkegbery ? 
A tweeter anda lovehier Gentleman, 
Fram'd in the prodigallity of Nature : 
Yong, Valiant, Wiſe, and (nodoubt) right Royall, 
The ſpacious word cannot againe afferd : 
And will ſheabaſe her eyes on me, 
That cropt the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 
And made her Widdow toa wofull Bed ? 
On me, whole All not equals Edwards Moytie? 
On me, that balts, and am miſhapen thus? 
My Dukedome, to a Beggerly denier ! 
I do miſtake my perſon all this while ; 
Vpon my lite ſhe findes (although I cannot) 
My ſelte to be amarwilous proper man. 


{ le be at Charges for a looking-glaſle, 


And entertaine a {coreor two of Taylors, 

To ſtudy faſhions toadorne my body: 

Since 1 am crept in favour with my ſelfe, 

I will maintaine it with ſomelittlecoſt, 

But firſt He turne yon fellow in his Grave, 

And then returne lamenting to my Love. 

Shine out faire Sanne,til-I have bought a glaſſe, 


That I may {ce my ShadowasI paſle. Exit, 


oe 


Scana T ertia. 


—O——_—__ 


Enter the 2 neene Mother, Lord Riners, 
and Lord Gray. 


Rin,Have patience Madam,there'sno doubt his Majeliy 
Will ſoonerecover his accuſtom'd health. 

_ . Gray. Inthat you brooke it ill, it makes him worſe, 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 
And cheere his Grace with quicke and merry eyes 

2a. It he were dead, what would beride on mc? 


Ver... —- ow we > Hoe _—— 


Lo 


Bas | 


gael 
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2 Grays Noother harme,bur loſſe of ſuch a Lord. 
9s, The lofſeof facha Lord, includes all harmes. 


Tobe your Comforter, when he 1s gone. 

9s. Ah! heisyong; and hismunority 

Is put unto the truſt of Richard Glou#ter, 

A manthat loves not me, nor none of you. 
Riv. 1s it concluded he ſhall be protector ? 
9s. It is determin'd, not concluded yet : 

But {o it muſt be, if the King miſcarry. 


Enter Buckingham and Derby. 


Graz:Here comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derby. 
Bne, Good time of day unto your Royal Grace. 
Der. God make your Majeſty joyfull,as you have bin. 
2». The Counteſle Richmond, good my L.of D erby. 
To your good prayer, will ſcarſe:y ſay, Amen. 
Yer Derby, notwithſtanding ſhee's your wife, 
And loves not me, be you good Lord afſur'd, 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 
Der. I do beſeech you, cither not belceve 
The envious {landers of ber falſe Accuſers : 
Or if ſhe be accug'd on true report, | 
Beare with her weakneſſe, which I thinke proceeds 
From wayward ſickneſſe , and no grounded malice. 
2x. Saw youtbe King today my Lord of Derby? 
Der. But now the Duke of BuckingbamardT, 
Are come from viſiting his Majeſty. 
Qs, Whar likelyhood of his amendment Lords? 
Buc, Madam good hope, his Grace ſpeakes chearfully- 
2», God grant him health,did you confer with him? 
Bue, 1 Madam, he defires to make attonement. = 
Betweene the Duke of Glouſter, and your Brothers, 
And betweene them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, 
And ſent to warne them to his Royall preſence. 
2a. Would all were well, but that will never be, 
[ teare our happineſle isat the height. 


Emir Richard. 


Rich, They do me wrong, and I willnotindure it, 
Who is it that complaines untothe Kivg, 
That I (forſooth) am ſterne, and love them not ? 
By holy Pax, they love his Grace but lightly, 
That fill his eares with ſuch difſentious Rumors« 

auſe I cannot flatter, and looke faire, 
Smile in grens faces, ſmooth, deceive, and cogge, 
Ducke with-French nods, and Apiſh curteſic, 
Imuſt beheld a rancorous Enemy. | - 
Cannota plaine manlive, and thinke no harme, 
But thus his Fmpletruth maſt be:abus'd, 
With flken, Clye, inſinuating Iackes ? | 
, Grey, To whom in all this preſenceſyeakes your Grace? 
Rich. To thee, that haſt nor honey, nor Grace : 
When bayeI injur'd thee? When done thee wrong ? 
Orthee ? or thee? or any of your Fation ? 
Aplague upon you all. His RoyallGrace Io, 
(Whom God preſerve better then you would wth)  -- 
Cannot be quiet ſcarſe a breathing while, 
| Butyou muſt trouble him with kewd complaints. 
_ 2. Brother of Gloſter, you miſtake the matter : ' 
The Kingon his owne Royall diſpoſition, hy 
(And not provok'd by any Sator elſe) 
Ayming (belike) at your interior hatred , 


* 


WT 


Graz. The Heavens have bleſt you with a good!ly Son, 
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| Then his, or thine. 


=; 
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That in your outward ation ſhewes it ſelfe 
Againſt iny Clyldren, Brothers, and my Selfe, 
Makes him to fend, that he may learne the ground. 
Rich, 1 cannot ell, the worid is growne {obad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not pearch. 
| Since everie I2cke became aGeatleman, 
There's many a gentle perſon made a Iacke. 
2x. Come, come, weknow your meaning Brother 
Youcavy my advancement, and my friends; Gloſter, 
God grant ;ve never inay have neede of you. 
Rich. Mcane time, God grants that I have need of you. | 
Our Brother is impriſon'd by your meanes, | 
My ſelfe diſgrac'd, and the Nobilitic 
Held in contempt, while great Promotions 
Are daily given roennoble thoſe | 
That ſcarte ſome two dayes ſince were worth a Noble. 
Ln, By himthart rais'd me to this carefull height, 
From that contented hap which I injoy'd. 
I never did incenſe his Majeſtic 
Againſt the Duke of Clarence, but have bin 
Anearneſt advocate to plead for him. 
My Lord you do me ſhamefull injurie, 
Falfely to draw mein theſe vile ſuſpes. 
Rich. You may deny that you were not the meane 
Of my Lord Hſtings late impriſonment. 
Riv. She may my Lord, for — 
Rich. She may Lord Rivers, why who knowes not ſo? 
She may do more fir then denying that : 
Ste way helpe you to many faire preferments, 
And then (eny her ayding hand therein, 
And lay thoſe Honors os your high deſert. 
What may ſhenot, ſh2 may, I marrie may ſhe, 
Five W hat marrie way ſhe? 
Rich, What marrie may ſhe? Marrie with a Kiog, 
A batcheller, anda handſome ſtripling roo, 
I wis your Grandam had a worter match, 
- 28. My Lord of Glouſter, I have toolong borne 


_—_— 


| Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter ſcoffes : 


By heaven, I will acquaint his Majeltie 

Of thoſe grofle taunts that oftI have endur'd. 
I had rather be a Countrie ſervant maide 
Then agrearQueene, with this condirion, 
Tobe ſo baited, ſcorn'd; and Rormed ar, 
Small joy have Lin being Englands Qurene, 


Enter old © meene Margaret. 


Hr. And leſned be thatſmall, GodI beſeech him, 
Thy honor, ſtate, and ſeate, is due to me. 

Rich. What ? threat you me withtelling of the King ? | 
I will ayouch'tin preſence of the King : 
I dare adventure to be ſent toth' Tower. 
*Tistime to ſpeake, | 
My paines arcquite forgot. 
© Adargaret. Out Divell, 
Idoremember them too well : | 
Thou killd*t my Husband Herrie in the Tower, 
And Edward my poore Son, at Tewkesbury. 
| Rich. Ere you were Queene, 
I, or your Husband King : , 
I was a packe-horſe in his greataffaires : 
A weeder out of his proud Adverſaries, 
A liberall rewarder of his Friends, 
To royalize his blood, I ſpent mine owne. 
Margaret. T and mach better blood 


ſ'y | : Rith. 
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Rich. Tnall which time, you and your Husband Grey 
Were factious, for the houſe of Lanca#ter ; | ; 
And Rivers, ſo were you: was not your Husband, 

In WHargarers Battaile,at Saint eAlbons, ſlaine? 
Let me pur in your mindes, if you forget 
What you have beene ere this, and what you are : 
Withall , what I have beene and what I am. - 
2.24. A murth'rous Villaine, and ſo ſtillthouart- 
Rich, Poore (larence did forfake his Father # arwicke, 


{ I,and forſworc himſelfe (which Ieſu pardon. ) 


2.24, Which God revenge. 
Rich. Tofight on Edwards partie, for the Crowne, 


| Andfor his meede, poore Lord, he is mewed up : 
| I wonld to God my heart were Flint, like Edwards, 


Or Eewards ſoft and pittifull, like mine; 
I am toochildiſh fooliſh for this World. 


 2.cM.Highthee to Hell for ſhame,& leave this World 


Thou Cacodemon, therethy Kingdome is. 

Riv. My Lord of Gloſter : in thoſe buſie daycs, 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, 
Wefollow'd thenour Lord, our Soveraigne King, 
So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our King. 

Rich. TFT ſhonld be ? 1 had rather bea Pedler: 
Farre be it from my heart, the thought thereot. 

« Qs. Aslittle joy (my Lord) as you ſuppoſe 
You ſhould enjoy, were'you this Countries King, 
As little joy you may ſuppoſeyn me, 

That I enjoy, being the Queene thereof. 

2.M.. A little joy enjoyesthe Queene thereof, 

For 1 am ſhe andaltogether joyleſle - 


 Tcanno longer hold me patient. 


Heare me, you wrangling Pyrates that fall ont, 


} In ſharing that which yon have pill'd from me : 


Which of you trembles not, that lookes on me ?. 
If nor, that I am Queene, you bow like Sabjedts; - 
Yetthatby you depos'd, you quake like Reblls. + 
Ah gentle Villaine doe not turne away. (\ight? 
. Rich. Foule wrinckled Witch,what mak*{t thou mmy 
9.21. But repetition of what thou haſt miarr'd, 
That will 1 make,before 1 let thee goe. 

Rich. Wert thou not baniſhed on paine of death? 

.9.M. 1 was: but I doe find more paine in baniſhment, 
Then death can yeeld me here, by abode. 

A Husband and a Soane thou ow'lt to me, 
And thou a Kingdome z all of you allegeance : 
This Sorrow that I have, by right is yours, 
And all thePlcaſures you nturpe are mine, 

Rich. The Curſe my Noble Father layd onthee, 
When thoudid(t Crownbis Warlike Brows with Paper, 
And withthy ſcornesdrew' ſt rivers from his eyes, 
And then to dry them, gavtthe Duke a Clowt, 

Steep'd inthe faultleſſe blood of prettic Rutland : 
His Curſes then, from bitterneſle of Soule, 
Denounc'd againſt thee, are falneupon thee : 

And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed- 
' 2#.S0 juſt is God, to right the innocent. 
Haſt. O,'twas the fouleſt deed to flay thar Babe, 


1 And the moſt mercileſle that ere was heard of. 


Riv. Tyrants themſclves wept when it was reported. 
Dorf: No man but prophecied revenge for it, 
Buck. Northumberland, then preſent wept to ſee it. | 


Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you al your hatred now on me? 

Did Torkes dread Curſe prevaile ſomuch with Heayen, 
That Hemries death,my loyely Edwards death, ; 


9.cM. What? were you ſnarling all before I came, 


- Out-live thy glorie,like my wretched ſelte : 


'| Your tire-new ſtampe of Honor 1s ſcarce currafit- 


TT — 


Dees 


Their Kingdomes lofſe,my wofull baniſhment, 
Should all but anſwere for that peeviſh brat ? 

Can curſes pierce the Cloudes and enter Heaven? 

W hy then give way dull Cloudes to my quicke Curſes, 
Though nor by warre, by Surfer dye your King, 

As ours by Murther, to make hima King, 

Edward thy Sonne, that now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward our Sonne that was Prince of Wales, 
Dye in his youth, by like untimely violence. 

Thy ſelte a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 


Long may*{t thou live,to waile thy Childrens death, 
And ſce another, as I ſee thee thee now, 
Deck'd in thy Rights, as theu art ſiali'd in mine. 
Long dye thy happie dayes, before thy death, 
And after many length'ned howres of griefe, 
Dye neither Mother, Wife, nor Englands Queene. 
Rivers and Dorſet, you were ſtanders by, 
And ſo waſt thou, Lord Haſtmys, when my Sonne 
Was ftab'd with bloody Daggers : God, I pray him, 
That none of ycu may live his naturall age, 
But by ſome unlook'd accident cut off. 
Rich. Have done thy Charme,y hatefull wither'd Hagge. 
9.24.Andleave out thee?ſtay Doggfor y ſhalt heareme, 
It Heaven have any grievous plaguein ſtore, 
Excecding thoſe that I can wiſhvpon thee, 
O [ct them keepe it, till thy ſinnes be ripe, 
And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee,the troubler of the poore Worlds peace. 
The worme of Conſcience ſtill begnaw thy Soule, 
Thy Friends ſuſpeR forTraytors while thou liv'it, 
And take deepe Traytors for thy deareſt Friends; | 
No fleepe cloſe up that deadly Eye of thine, 
Vnleſſe it be while ſome tormenting Dreame 
Affrightsthee with a Hell of ougly Divells. 
Thou <lviſh mark*d, abortive rooting Hogge, 
Thou that waſt ſeaFd in thy Nativitie 
Theflave of Nature, and the Sonne of Hell : 
Thou flander of thy heavie Mothers Wombe, 
Thouloathed Iflue of thy Fathers Loynes, 
Thou Ragge of Honor, thou dereſted. 
Rich. Margaret. 
2.M. Richard. 
2.AH. I calltheenot. 
Rich. I cry thee mercie then : for Ididthinke, 
That thou hadft call'd me alltheſe bitter names. 
2. M.W hy ſol did, bur look'd for noreply. 
Oh let me make the Period tomy Chrſe. 
Rich. "Tis done by me, andends in Margarets 
/2.Thus have you breath'd your curſe againſt your elf. 
2.Ad.Poore painted Qyeen,vain flouriſh ofmy fortune, 
W hy ſtrew'{t thou Sugar on that Botrel'd Spider, 
W hoſe deadly Web enſnareth thee about ? 
Foole, foole, thou whet*ita Knife to kill thy {elfe : 
Theday will come, that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 
To helpe thee curſethis poyſonous Bunch-backt Toade. 
Ha#,Falſe boding Woman,end thy franticke Curle, 
Leaſttothy harme, thou move our patience. G 
2.M.Foule ſhame'upon you,you have all mov'd mine- 
Ri. Were you wel ſerv*d,you would be tanght your duty- 
2.24.To ſerve me well,you all ſhould doe me duty, 
Teach meto be your Qneene, and you my SubjeRs ; 
O ſerve me well, and teachyour ſelves that duty» 
Dorſ. Diſpute not with her, ſhe is lunaticke. 
9D... Peace maſter Marqueſſe, youare malzpert; 


Rich. Has 
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| Othat your young Nobilitie can judge 

What *twere to lole it, and be miſcrable. | 

They that ſtand high, have many blaſts ro ſhake them, 

And if they fall, they daſh themſelves to pecces. | 

' Rich. Good counſaile marry, learne it, learne 1t Mar- 

 queſſe, | 

Tor. It touches you my Lord, as much as me. | 
Rich, 1, and much more : but I was borne ſo high : 

Our ayerie buildeth in the Gedars top, | 

Anddaliies with the winde, and {cornes the Sunne. 

Har. And turnes the Sun to ſhade : alas, alas, 

Witneſſe my Sorne now in the ſhade of death, 

Whoſe bright our-ſhining beames, thy cloudy wrath 

Hath in ctervall Darkencſfle folded up. 

Your ayery buildeth in our ayerics Net : 

O God that ſeeſt itdo not ſufter it, | 

As itis wonne with blood, loſt be itio, oY, 
Buc. Pence, peace for ſhame : If not for Charity» 
Mar. V rge neither charity, nor ſhame to me : 

Vacharitably with me have you dealt, 

And ſhamefully my hopes (by you) are butcher'd, 

My Charity is outrage, Life wy ſhamc, : 

And in that ſhame, {till live my ſorrowes ragce 

+8xc. Have done, have done. | | 
Mar, O Princely Buckingham1Ile kiſſe thy hand, 

In figne of League and amity with thee : 

Now faire befall thee, and thy Noble houſe: 

Thy Garments are not ſpotted with our blood : 

Northou wichin the compaſle of my curſes 

Buc. Nor no one heere: for Curſes never paſle 

Thelips of thoſe that breathe them in the ayre. 

Mar, willnot thinke but they aſcend the sky, 

Andthere awake Gods gentle ſleeping peace. 

O Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge : 

Looke when he fawnes, he bites ; and whea he bites, 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death ; 

Have not to do with him ,beware of him, 

Sinne, death, and hell have ſetcheir markes on him, 

 Andall their Miniſters attend on him. 

Rich. W har doth ſhe fay,my Lord of Buckingham? 

Buc.Nothing that I re{pet my gractous Eords 

\ Mar, Whatdolt thou ſcorne me 

For my gentle counſcll? 

And ſooth the divell thatT warne thee from. 

O but remember this another day : 

When he ſhall ſplit thy very beart with ſorrow : 

And ſay (poore Margaret) wasa Propheteſle ; 

Live each of you the ſubjects to his hare, 

And he to yours, and,all of you to Gods, _ Exit, 
Bue, My haire doth ſtand an end to heare her curtes, 
Riv. And ſodoth mive, 1 muſe why ſhe'sat hberty; 

Rich, I cannotblame her, by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 

My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

OMar, Inever did her any to my knowledge. 
Rich. Yet you have allthe vantage of her wrong: 

I was too hot, to doe ſome_ body good, 

That is too:cold in thinking of it now : 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repayed : 

flets frank'd up to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them, that are the cauſe thereof. 

#2. A vertuous, and a Chriſtian like concluſions” 

Topray for them that have done ſcath to us. 

o Rich, So doI ever, being well advis'd. 


I hadcurſt my ſelfe. 


"oY ng 4h Speakes to bimſclfe, 
For had I curſtno W, * 


| 


4 


Emer Catesby. 


C ates. Madam, his Majeſty doth call for you, 
And for your Grace, and yours my gracious Lord. 
Ln. (ateby T come, Lords will you go with me. 
R#v. We wait upon your Grace, 
Exennt all but Gloſter. 
Rich. T do the wrong, and firſt begin to brawle. 
The ſecret Miſcheefes that 1 et abroach, 
I lay unto the greevous charge of others," 
Clarence, whom I indeede have caſt in darkneſſe, 
I do beweepe to many ſimple Gulls, 
Namely to Derby, Haſtings, Buckingham, 
And tell them 'tis the Queene, and her Allies, 
Thar ſtirre the King againſt the Duke my Brother, 
Now they beleeve it, and withall wher me 
Tobe reveng'd on Rivers,Darſer,Grey, 
But then I ſigh, and witha peecce of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us doe good for evill : 
And thus I eloathe my naked Villanie 
With odde old ends, (tolne forth of holy Writ, 
Andſeemea Sainr, when molt I play the divell. 


Enter 190 mnrtherere. 
But ſoft, heere come my executioners, 
How now my hardy ſtout reſolved Mates, _ 
Are you now going to diſpatch this thing ? : 
'Vil. Weare my Lord, and come to have the Warrant, 
That we may be admirted where he is. 
Rich, Well thought upon, I have it heereabour me 3 


1 Whenyon have done, repayre to (rosby place ; 


Bar firs be ſodaine in the execution, - 

Withall obdurate, do not heare him pleade ; 

For Clarence is well ſpoken, and perhappes 

May move your hearts to pitty,if you marke him. 
Y4l. Tur, tut, my Lord, we will nor ſtard topratey 

Talkers are no gooddoovers,be aſlin'd : 

Wego to uſe ourhands,and not ourtongues. 


Rich, Your eyes drop Mill-ſtones, when Fooles eyes 


fall Teares. 
I like you Lads, about your buſineſſe ſtraight. 
Go, go, diſparch. 

Ui, We will my Noble Lord: 


— 


—_—_ 


Scena Quarta. 


—i 


. Enter Clarence and Keeper, _ 
Keep, Why lookes your Grace ſo heavily to day? 
(1a, O,l have paſt amiſcrable night, 
So full of fearefirll Dreames, of ugly fights, 
That as lam a Chriftianfaithfall man, 
I would not ſpend another ſucha night 
Though 'twere to buy aworld of happy daycs ; 
So full of diſmall terror was the time. 
Keep.What was your dream my.Lord,Ipray youtel me, 
:.C/a.Me thoughts that I had broken fromthe Tower, 
And was embark*'d tocrofſe to Burgundy, 
And in my company my Brother Glouher, 
Who from my Cabin tempted metowalke, 
Vpon the Hatches : There welook'd toward England, 
Andcited upa thouſand heayy times, £ 
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During the warres of Yorke and Lancaſter 
That had befalneus us: As he pac'd along 
Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 


| Me thoughtthat Gloſter ſtumbled, and in falling 


Strooke me (that thoughe to ſtay him) over-boord , 
Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. 

O Lord, me thought what paine it was todrowne, 
Whatdreadfull noyſe of water in mine cares, 

fights of ugly death within mine eyes. 
Me thoughts, I ſaw a thouſand fearcfull wrackes : 

A thouſand gzemtbat fiſhes gnaw'd upon : 


Wedges of Galggreart Anchors, heapes of Pearle, 


Ineſtimable Stones, nnvalewed lewels, | 
All ſcatterred in the bottome of the Sea; 
Some lay in dead-mens Scelles, and in the holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit , there were crept 
(As *twere in ſcorne of eyes) refiefting Gemmes, 
T hat woo'd the ſlimy botrome of the deepe, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay ſcattred by. 
Keep. Had you ſuchleyſure in the time of death, 
To gaze upon thele ſecrets of the deepe? 
Ca. Me thought I had, and often did I ſtrive 
To yeeld the Ghoſt : but tillthe envious Flood 
Stop'd in my ſoule, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaſt, and wand ring ayre : 
But ſmother'd it within my panting buike, 
Who almoſt burſt, to belch itin the Sea. 
Keep. Awak'd you not in this ſore Agony? 
- Clar. Nono,my dreame was lengthen'd after life. 
O then, began the Tempeſt to my Soule, 
I paſt-(me thought) the Mclancholly Good, | 
With that ſowre Ferric-man which Poets write of, 
Vnto ths Kingdome ofperp<tuall Night. 
The fr” that there did greet my Stranger-{oule, 
Was my great Father-in-law renowned Warwicke, 
Who ſpake alowd : What ſcourge for Perjurie, 
Can this darke Monarchy afford falſe Clarence? 
And fo he vaniſh'd. Then came wand ring by, 
A Shadow like an, 1, with bright hayre 
Debbel'd in blobdd, and he ſhrick'd out alowd 
Clarence is come, falſc, fleeting, perjur*d Clarence, 
That ſtabb'd me inthe field by Tewkesbury : 
Seize on him Furies, take him unto Torment. 
With that (me thought} a Legion of foule Fiends 
Inviron'd me, and howled in mine cares 
Such heddeous crics, that with the very Noiſc, 
I (trembling) wak'd, and fora ſeaſon after, 
Could not beleeve, but that I was in Hell, 


- Suchterrible Impreſſion made my Dreame. 


Keep. No marvell Lord, though it affrighted you, 
I am affraid ( me thinkes) to heare you tell it, 

Cla. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done theſe things 
(Thatnow give evidence againſt my Soule ) = 
For Edwerdsſake,and fee how herequites me. 
O God ! if my deepe prayres caunot appeaſe thee, 
But thou wilt beaveng'd on my miſdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath in me alone: : 
O ſpare my guiltleſſe Wife, and my poore childrens 


| Ropes | prythee fit by me a-while, - 


My 


Enter Brakgnbury the Lieutenant. 


Bra. Sorrow breakes Scaſons, and repofing boures, 
Makes the Night Morning, andthe Noon-tide night : 


is heavy, and T fainc would fl 
Keep» 1 will my Lord,God give way "a0 good reſt. 


An outward Honor, for an inward Toyle, 


| So that betweene their Titles, and low name, 


1 ont it. 


CA Es 


Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 


And for unfelt Imaginations 
They. often feele a world of reſtleſle Cares : 


There'snothing differs bat the outward famc, 
Entor two Murtherers. 


I. Afar, Ho, who's heere? 
Bra.\What would'it thou Fellow ? And how camm'ft 
thou hither. 

2.' Aur. I would ſpeake with (Uarernce, and I camehj- 
ther on my Legges. 

Bra.W hat fo breefe? 

I, 'Tis better (Sir) then to be tedious: 

Let him ſee our Commiſſion, and talke no more, Read; 
Brs. I amin this, commanded to deliver 
The Noble Duke of Clarenceto your hands. 
I will not reaſon what is meant heereby, 
Becauſe I wilibe guiltleſſc from the meaning. 
There lies the Duke aſleepe, and therethe Keyes. 
Te to the King, and ſignihe to him, 
That thusI have refign'd toyou my charge. 
1 You may fir, tis apoint of wifedome : 
Fare you well. 
2 What,ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleepes. 
I No: heel fay 'twas done cowardly,when he wakes, 
2 Why he ſhallnever wake , untill the great Iudge- | 
ment day. 
& 1 Why then hel ſay, weſtab'd him ſleeping. 
2 The urging of that word Iudgement, hath breda | 
kinde of remorſe in me. 
T1 What ? art thoa affcaid ? 
2 Not to kill him, bavinga Warrant. 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. .. | 
I I thought thou had't bin reſolute, | 
2 Sol am, to let him live. 
1 Ie backe to the Duke of Glouſter, and tell him ſo, 
2 Nay, Iprytheeſtay a little : | 
I hope this paſſionate humor of mine, will change, 
It was wont to hold me but while one tels twenty. 

1 How do'ſt thon feele thy ſelfe now? 

_ 2 Somecertaine dregges of conſcience areyet with- 
in me. | 

1 Remember our Reward, when the deed's done. 

2 Come, hedies : I had forgot the Reward. 

1 Where's thy conſcience now. 

2 O,inthe Duke of Gloſters purſe. 

1 Whenhe opens hispurſc to give us our Reward, 
thy Conſciency flyes out. 

2 'Tisno matter,let us goe : There's few or uone will 
entertaine its 

I What if it come tothee againe ? 

2 Tlenot meddle with it, it makes a man a Coward: [| 
A man cannot ſteale, butt accufeth him : A man cannot 
Sweare, but it Checkes him :; A man cannor lye with his 
Neighbours Wife, butit deteRts him. *Tis a bluſhing 
ſhamciac'd ſpirit , that mutinies in a mans boſome : It 
filles a man full of Obſtacles. Ir made me once reſtore a | 
Purfſe of Gold that (by chance) I found : It beggarsany 
man that keepes it : It is turn'd ont of Townes and Cit- 
ties for a dangerous thing , and every man that meansto 
Ive well, endeyonrsto truſtto himſclfe, and live with- 


Tis 
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| 1. 'Tis even now at my elbow, perſwading me not to 
ill the Duke. FSI I : 
Feb Take the divell in thy minde,and belceve him not: 
He would infinuafe with theebartto makethee ſigh. + | 
* 1 Tam ſtrong fram'd; he'cannot prevaile with ine: |*- 
| 2 Spoke like a tall man, thar reſpedsthy reputation. _ 
Come, {}:a'l we fallto worke?- ' | _ OI 
1 Take him onthe Coltard, - with the hiltes of thy 
| Sword, and then throw hiavinto. the Malmeſcy-Butre in 
the next rooMe- | 6 LILIES | 
2 Oexcellent device; and make a ſop of him. 
1 Soft, he wakes. 
2 Strike. | 
1 No, we'll reaſon with him: 3.37 4129 SHBE 
Cla. Whereart thou Keeper? Give mea cup of wine. 
2 You ſhall have W ine enough my Lord anon- 
Clar. In Gods name, whatart tFour © 
1 Aman, as youare. - 
Clar. But not as 1 ami Royall. 
1 Nor you as we are, Loyall. An 
Cl: Thy voyceis thunder,but thy lookes are humble: 
I My voyce is now the Kings,my lookes mine OWNEs 
Cla, How darkly, and how deadly doeſt thou ſpeake ? 
Youreyes doe menace me : why looke you pale ? 
| Whoſent you hither > Wherefore doe you come ? 
2 To, to, to | 
Cl. To murther me? 
Both. T, 1. | | | 
Clar. You {carſely have the hearts totell me ſo, 
And therefore cannot bave the hearts to doe 1t- 
Wherein my friends have 1 offended you ? 
1 Offended us you have not, but the King- 
Clar. 1 ſhall be reconcil'd to him againe. 
2 Never my Lord, therefore prepare to dye- 
Clar. Are you drawne forth among a world of men 
Toſlay the innocent ? W hat is my offence ? 
Where is the Evidence that goth accuſe me? 
What lawfull Quelt have giventheir V erdictup- 
Vatothe frowning Iudge ? Or who pronounc'd 
The bitter ſentence of poore {, /arence death ? 
before 1 be convict by courte of Law , 
Tothreaten me wirh death, is moſt unlawfull. 
| charge you, as you hope for any goodneſle, 
That yon depart, and lay nv hands on me : 
Thedeed you undertake is damnable. 
I' What we will doe we doe upon command « 
2 And he that hatch commanded, is our King- /- 
Cla, Erroneous V aflals, the great King of Kings 
Hath in the Table of bis Law commanded 
Thatthon ſhall doe no murther, Will you then 
Ppurneat his Edict, and fulfill a Mans ? 
Take heed : for he holds Vengeance in his hand 
To hurie upon their heads that breake his Lavw. 
.2 And that ſame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee, 
Forfalſe forſivearing, and for murther too : 
Thou did'ſt receivethe Sacrament to fighr 
Inquarrellof the Houle of Lancaſter, 
1 Andlike a. Traitor tothe name of God, 
Did ſtbreake that Vow,znd with thy treacherous 
Varipſtthe Bowels of thy Sou'raignes Sonne. - + 
2 Whomthau was't iworne to cheriſh and defend. 
I How canſt thou urge Gods dreafull Law tous, 
Wheri thou 'baſt broke it in ſach deere degree ? 
(la. Alas | for wholſeſake did I that ill deed? 
For Eqward,for my Brother, tor his ſake. 


blade, | 


: And hugg'd me in his armes,and {wore with ſobs, 
| That he wouldilabour my delivery. bs 


. To counſatle me to make my peace with God, 


. To do this deede, will hate you for the deede 


| Which of you, if you were a Princes ſonne, 


| A begging Prince, what begger pitties not? 


# 


w 


1 Who made'thee then a bloudy miniſter, i! 
W hen gallant ſpringing 'Bdye Plantdponte; +V -ts 06 
That Princely Novice was ſtrucke dead by thee ?_ ____ 
(7a. My Erothers love, the Divell, and my Rage: 
1 Thy Brothers Love, our Duty, a1 gs, 
Provoke us hither now, to ſlaughter tha | 
Ca. If you doe love my Brother, hate no 
I am his brother, and I love him well. 
If youare hyr'd for meed;Bobacke againe, 
And1 wilbſcnd you to my Brother. Glonffer pion 
Woo ſhall xeward you berrerfor ny life" " 
Then Edward will tor tydiugsof my death. 
2 Youare deceiv'd, : 


Your Brother Glonſter hates yori, 01 411 1 
Ca, Oh no, he loves me;'md he holds me deere: / Bo 

Goyouto him from me, 0 94 294 
1 Iſowewitl - © : renee 


Ca. Tell him, when thatour Princely Father Yorke 
Bleſt his three Sonnes with his victorious Arme, - 
He little thonght of this divided Friendſhip + 
Bid Glouſter thinke on this; and he will weepe. 

: I Milſtones; as helefſoned usto. weepe. . 
Cla, O db not flander hiny} for-he is kinde, 
I Right, as Show in Harvelt : | 
Come, yen deceive your{elfe, 
"Tis hethat ſends us todeſtroy you heere. 
C/a. It catmnot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 


1 Why ſohe doth, when he delivers you 

From this catths thraldome, to the joyes of heaven. 
2 Make peace. with God, for you muſt die my Lord. 
C {a. Have you that holy feeling in your-ſoules, | 


Andare youyetto your owne ſoules fo blinde, 
That you wil warre with God, by murd*ring-me? 
O firs conſider, they thar ſet you on ; 


2 What ſhall we do? 
Ca, Relent,and ſave your ſoules: 


Being pent from Libcrty, asT am now, 
If two fuch murtherers as your ſelves came to you, 
Would not intreat for life, as you would begge 
Were you in my dilſtreſſe. 
1 Relent? no: *T1s cowardly and womaniſh, 
(7a, Notto retent, is beaſtly, ſavage ,divelliſh. 
My Friend, Iſpy ſome pirty in thy lookes: 
O, if thine eye be nota flatrerer, 
Come thou onimy fide, and intreat for me, 


2 Looke behinde you, my Lord. 


Ile drowne you inthe Malmeley-Bar within. - 
2 Abloody deed, and deſperately diſpatcht: 

How faine (like Pilate) would I waſh my hands 
Of this moit greevous marther. Enter 1. Murtherer 
1 How now ? what'mean'{t thou that thon help'ſt re 
not?By heaven the Dake ſhall know how flacke you 
have beene. Y T 


by ſends you not to murther me for this : 


"2 


| For in tharfinne; heis a+ &; ©. core 
It God will be avenged for edeed »$9I't 913 Of) - 81 
Oktiow you yet , liedothpubliquely; "0127 £597 
Take notth quarrel frox h > efuflartne _ 7 
He needs nomdiret; 6 lawleſſe contfe2!! 2 -'! 997 
To cutoff thoſe thathave offended him?'-* 251 2177 112 


Take that, and that, ifall this wiltnot do;' Srabs hins. | 
Ext. i 
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dry ut FL : cone, Lord Marqueſſe 
Dorſet, Rivers, Hottings, Catechyy 


King. Why ſo:now have Idohea good dayes worke. 
You Pcgrss, coptipue this united League 2. - | 


I, every day expect an Embaſlage | 
> mg dng 2: co to redeeme me hence. 


— 


Since 1 haye made my Friendgat peace on earth. | 
Dorſet and Riperr;take eachiathers hand, 
Difſemble notyour batted, Sweare yourlove. 
Riv.By heaven, ty ſoule is parg'd from grudging hate, 
And with my hand 1 ſcale my true hearts Loye. 
Ha#t. Sothrive I, as I truly fwearethe like; 
King, Take heed you dally notbeigre yoar King, 
Leſt he that is the ons King of Kings. *. 
Either of you to be the others end. +. | 
Hef. So proſper, asI ſweare perfeQtloye. 
Riv. And Iz as Hove Haſtings with my heart. = 
King. Madam, your ſelfe is not exempy from this : 
Nor you Sonne Dorſet, Bucki:gham not you ; 
You Love beene factious one a ainſt theothep. 
Wife, love Lord Hai#tivgs,let him kiſſe your hand, 
And what you doe docit unfeignedly. 
Qne. There Haitings,1 willnever more remember 
Our former hatred, ſothrive I, and mine. 
King. Dorſetimbrace him : 
Haftings, love Lord Marqueſle. 
Dor. This interchange of love, I heere proteſt 
Vpon my part, ſhall be inviolablc. 
Ha#. Andſoſweare I. ? | 
King. Now Princely Buckingham,ſcale thouthisleague | 
With thy embracements to my wives Allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. | 
Buc. Whenever Fockihon doth turne lus hate 
' Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious love, 
Doth cheriſh you, and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate in thoſe where I expect molt love, 
When I have moſt needto imploy a Friend, 
And moſt aſſured that he isa Friend, ; 
Deepe, hollow, treacherous, and fall of guile, 
Be heunto me : This doe Tbegge of beaven, 
WhenT amcold in love, to you, or yours —=Embrace, 
King. A pleaſing Cordiall, Princely Buckingham | 
Is thisthy Yow, unto my ſickely heart . 
{ There wantethnow our brother Gloſter heere, 
To make the blefſed period of this peace: 
Buc. Andin good time, 


_ 
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| Made peace oftnmity, fairelove of hate, 


- Among this:Princely heape, if any hecre 


| Hold me a Foe: if Tunwillingly, or in my rage, 


Emer Ratcliffe, and Gloſter. 


And Pripcely Pecres, a happy-time of day : | 
Kwg.:Happy indeed, as we have ſpent the day: 4 
 Gioſter, we haye done deeds of Charity, X 


; Rich.Good.miorrow tomy Soveraigne King & Queene 


'Betweene theſe fwelling wrong incented Peres, 


-Rich. A bleſſcd labour my moſt Soveraigne Lord ; 
By falic intelligence, or wrong ſurmize 


Haue ought committed that'1s hardly borne, 
Toany in this preſence, I defire 
To reconcileme to his friendly peace: 
'Tis death :0 me $0 be at enmity ; 
I hate it, and defire all good mens love, 
Fird}Madam,]I intreate true peace of yon, 
Which I will purchaſe with my dutious ſervice. 
Of you my Noble Coin Buckingham, 
Itever anygrudge werelodg'd betweene us. 
Of you'and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorſet, 
That all without deſert hayefrown'd on me : 
Of you Loxd Weodvili, and Lord Scates of you, 
Dukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen; indeed of ail. 
I doe not know that Engliſhman alive, 
With whom my ſofile is any jot ar oddes, 
More thenthe- infant that 1s borne to night : 
I thanke my God fox my Humility, 
Lae. A holy day ſhall thisbe kept hereafter : 
I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded. 
Ny Sovereigne Lord, I doe beſeech your Highnelle 
'To take our brother Clarerceto your Grace. 
Rich. W hy Madam, have oftred love for this, 
To be1o flowted in this Royall preſence? 
Who knowes not that the gentleDuke is dead? They 
Youdoe him injury to ſcorne his Coarſe. all far, | 
Kmg. W hoknowes not he is dead ? 
Who knowcs he is? 
Lune, All-{ceing heaven, what a world is this? 
Buce. Looke Iſo pale Lord Dorſet, as the reli? 
Dor. I my good Lord, and no man in the prelence, 
But his red coiour hath forſooke his checkes- 
King. Is ( larence dead? The order was reverſt. 
Rich. But he (poore man) by your firſt order dyed, 
And that a winged Mercury did beare - 
Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand, 
That come too lagge to ſee him buried, 
God grant, that ſome leſſe Noble, and lefſe Loyall, 
Neerer in bloudy thoughts, and not in blood, 
Deſerve not worſe then wretched Clarence did, 
And yet goe currant from ſuſpition. 


Enter Earle of Derby, 
Der. A boone my Soveraigne for my ſervice done, 
King. I prethce peace, my ſoule is full of forrow. 
Der. I will not riſe, unlefſe your Highnes hearc mc. 
King. Then ay at once, what is it thou requeſts: 
Der. The forfeit (Soveraigne) of my ſervants life, 
Whoſlew to day a Riotaus Gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolke. 
King. Have Iatongue todoome my Brothers death 
And {hall that tongue give pardon tox ſlave? 
My brother kill'd no man, his fault was Thought, 
And yet his pupiſhment was bitter death: Who 


| Heere comes Sir Richard Ratcliffe, and the Duke. | 
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The:Life and Death of Richard the Third. © 
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| Whoſuedto me for him? Who (inmy wrath) 


Kneel'd at my. feet:and bid me be advis'd? 


'| Who ſpoke of Brotherhood? who ſpoke in love? 


Whotold me how the poore ſouledid forſake 
The mighty Warwicke,and did fight for me: 


|-Whotold me inthe Field at Tewkesbury, 


- When Oxford had me downe,he reſcued me: 

And Faid deere Brother live ,and be a King ? 

Who told dhe, when we both lay inthe Field, 

Frozeti (almoſt) todeath, how he did lap me 

Even in his Garments, and did give himſelfe 

(AL thin and naked)to the numbe colde night ? 

Alfthis from my Remembrance, brutiſh wrath 

Sinfully pluckt,and nota man of you' ' 

Had ſo much grace to put it in my mindeg 

{ But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaſlalls 

Haye done a drunken Slaughter, aud detac'd 

The precious Image of our deere Redeemer, 

You, ſtraight are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, 

And 1 (unjuſtly too) mult grant it you. 

But formy Brother, not a nzan would ſpeake, 

NorI (ungracious) ſpeake unto my ſelfe 

For him poore Soule.. The proudeſt of you all, 

Have becne beholding to him in bis life : 

*Yet none of you, would once begge for his life. 

0 God ! I feare thFjuſtice will take hold 

On me, and you ; and mine, and yours for this. 

Come Haſtings helpe me to my Cloſſer. 

Ahpoore Clarence. Exeunt ſome with K.& Oncen. 
Rich, This is the fruits of raſhnes; Markt you nor, 

How that the Kindred of the Queene 

Look'd pale, when they did heare of Clarence death ? 

0 !they did urge itſtill unto the King, 

God will revenge it, Come Lords will you goe, 

Tocomfort Edward with our company ? 


Buc. We wait upon your Grace. Exenunts 
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Scena Secunda. 


Gn — 


Enter the old Dutcheſſe of Yorke, with the two 
children of Clarence. 


- Eaw, Good Grandam tell us, is our Father dead ? 
Duch. No Boy. 
Daxgh.Why do you weepe ſo oft? And beat your Breſt? 
And cry, O Clarence , my unhappy Sonne? 
Boy. Why do you looke on us, and ſhake your head, 
Andcall us Orphans, Wretchee, Caſtawayes, 
If that our Noble Father were alive ? 
at, My pretty Coſins, you miſtake me beth, 
Ido lament the fickneſle of the King, 
Asloath to loſe him, not your Fathers death : 
Itwere loſt ſorrow to waile onethat's loſt, 
Bey. Then you conclude, ( my Grandam ) he is dead: 
he King mine Vnckle isto blame for it, 
a will revenge it, whom I will importune 
Withearneſt prayers,all to that effec, 
Dangh. And ſo will 1. 
Dat. Peace childrengpeace,the King dothlove you wel, 
Incapable and ſhallow Innocents, wo | 
You cannot guefſe who cauf'd your Fathers death. 


Boy. Grandam wecan : for my good Ynkle Gloſter 


ee, 
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Told me, the King provok'd to it by the Queene, 
Devis'd impeachmentsto impriſon him ;' 
| And when my Vackle told me ſo, he wept, 

And pittyed me, and Lindly kiſt my checke: 
Bad me relyon him, as on my Father, 
And he would love me deerely asachilde. 

Dut. Ah! that deceit ſhould ſteale ſuch gentle ſhape, 
And with a vertuous Vizor hide deepe vice. 
He 1s my ſonne; I, and therein my ſhame, 
Yetfrom my dugges, he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Thinke you my Vnkledid diflemb 

Dt, I Boy. 

Boy, 1 cannotthinkec it. Harke, what 


noe 1s this ? 
Enter the © neene with her haire abont her ear es, 
Revers & Dorſet after her. 


24. Ah ! who ſhall hinder me to waile and weeepe? 
To chide my Fortune, and torment my Selfe. 
le joyne with blacke deſpaire againſt my Soule, 
And tomy ſeife become an enemie. | 
Dwut. What meanes this Scene of rude impatience ? 
2x. To make an a& of Tragicke violence. 
Edwaramy Lord, thy Sonne,our King is dead. 
Why grow the Branches, whenthe Roote is gone? 
Why wither not the leaves that want their ſap ? 
If you will live, Lament : if dye, be breefe, 
That our ſwift winged Soules may catch the Kings, 
Or like obedient Subjects follow him, 
To his new kingdome of ne're-changing night. 
Dat. Ah,ſo much intereſt have I in thy ſorrow, 
As I had Title in thy Noble Husband : 
I have bewept a worthy Husbands death, 
Andliv'd with looking on his Images : 
Burt now two Mirrors of his Princely ſemblance, .# 
Arecrack'd in pieces, by malignant death, 
And I tor comfort, have but one falle Glafle, 
Thar greeves me, when I ſee my ſhame in hims 
Thou art a Widdow : yet thou art a Mother, 
And haſt the comfort of thy ChildrenJeft, 
But death hath ſoatch'd my Husband from mine Armes, 
And pluckt rwo Crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence, and Edmard. O, what cauſe have I, 
(Thine being but a moity of my moane) 
Toover-gv thy woes, and drowne my Cries: | 
Boy. Ah Aunt | you wept not for your Fathers death: 
How can we ayde you with our Kindred teares ? 
Daxgh. Our fatherlefle diſtreſie was lefrunmoand, 
Your widdow-dolour, likewiſe be unwept. | 
_ ©, Give me no helpe in Lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring torth complaints ; 
All Springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I being govern'd by the waterie Moone, 
May ſend forth plenteousteares to drowne the World, 


Ah, for my Husband, for my deere Lord £dward. | 
Cul. Ahfor our Father, for our deere Lord Clarence, 


Dst. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence, 
9%. What ſtay had I but EdwardPand hee's gone. 
Chil. What ſtay had we but Clarence? and he's gone. 
Dat. What ftayes had I butthey ? and they are gone. 
Ox. Was never widdow had ſo deere a loſſe; 
{bil. Werenever Orphans had fo deere a loſſe. 
Dat. Was never Mother had ſo deerealofle. 
Alas ! I am the Mother of theſe Greetfes, 

Their woes are parcel d,mine is generall. 

She for an Edward weepes, and ſo do] : 


——T—_ 


_ —_— 
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I for a Clarence weepe, ſodath not ſhe : 

Theſe Babes for Clarence weepe, ſo doe not they- 

Alas | you thrge, on me threetold diſtreſt : 

Powre all yqur teares, I am your ſorrowes Nurſe, 

And I will pamper it with Lamentation. f 
Dor. Comfort deere Mother,God is much displeas d, 

That you take with unthankfulneſle his doing. 

In common worldly things, 'tis call'd ungratefull, 

Withdull unwillingneſle to repay adebr, 

W hich with a bounteous hand was kindly lent : 


Much more take thus oppoſite with heaven, 
For itr oyall debt it lent youe 
Rivers. © , betkinke you like a carcfull Mother 


Of the young Prince your ſonne : ſend ſtraight for hum, 
Lethim be Gromn'd, in bim yaur comfort lives. 
Drowne deſperate ſorrow in dead Edwards grave, 

And plant your joyes in living Edwards Throne. 


Enter Richard, Buckingham, Derbie, H4- 
ſtings, and Ratcliffe. 


Rich. Siſter have comfort, all of us have cauſe 
To waile the dimming of our ſhining Starre : 
But none can helpe our harmes by wayling them. 
Madam, my Mother, I do cry you mercy, 

I did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my knee 
I crave your Bleſſing. 4-0 
| Dat, God blefle thee, and put meekeneſle in thy breaſt, 
Love Charity,Obedience, and true Dutte- 

Rich. Amen, and make me die a good old man, 


That is the butt-end of a Mathers bleſſing ; 
| I marvell that her Grace didleave it out. _ 
Buc. Youclowdy-Princes, & hari-lorowing-Peeres, | 


That beare this heavie mutuall loade of Moane, 
Now cheere each other, incach others Love : 
Though we have ſpent our Harveſt ofthis King, 
| Wearc to reape the harveſt of his Sorine. 

| The broken-rancour of your high-ſwolne hates, 


4 Burt lately ſplintred, knit, and joyn'd together, 


Muſt gently be preſerv'd, cheriſht, and kept - 
| Me ſeemeth good, that with ſome little Traine, 
Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince be fet 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King, 
' Rivers. Why with ſome little Traine, 
My Lord of Buckingham? 
Buc. Marry my Lord, leaſt by a multitude, 
The new-heal'd wound of Malice ſhould breake out, 
Which would be ſo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the eſtate is greene, and yet ungovern'd, 
Where every Horſe beares his commanding Reine, 
And may dire& his courtec as pleaſe himſclte, 
| As well the feare of harme, as harmeapparant, 
' In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 
-- Rich. I hope the King made peace withall ofus, 
- And the compacts firme, and true 1n me. 
Riz. And {0 in me, and ſo (Ithinke )inall , 
Yet linceit isbut greene,it ſhould be put 
To no apparant likelyhood of breach, 
' Which baply by much company might be urg'd : 
Therefore I ſay with Noble Buckingham, 
That it is meete ſo few ſhould fetch the Prince. 


ets acl 


- Rich. Then be itſo, and gowe to determine 
Who they ſhall be that ſtrait ſhall poſte to London. 
Madam, and you my Siſter, will yougo 
Exennt. 


| 


To give your cenſures.inthis buſineſle? 


at 


 Foremulation, who ſhall now be neereſt, 


" Thatlookes not heavily, and full of dread. | 


—_—_— ——___———_ 


|  _ "»CManent Buckingbam,and Richard, | 
Bac. My Lord, who ever journies tothe Prinne, 
For Gods {akelct not ustwo ſtay at homie : 
For by the way, lle ſort occaſion, 
As Index to the ſtory we late talk'd of, 
To part the Queenes proud Kindred from the Prince, 
Rich. My other ſelfe, my Counſailes Conſiſtory, 
My Oracle, My Prophet, my deare Colin, 
I, asa childe, will go by thy direRion, 
Toward London then,for wee'l not {tay behinde. Zxeux, 


——— 
— — 


— 


ScenaTerta. 


—_-w— 


Ow 


Enter one Citizen at one doore , and ancther at 
the other. 


I.Cit. Good morrow Neighbour , 
falt ? 
2.Cit. T promiſe you I hardly know my felfe: . 
Heareyou the Newes abroad ? 
I. Yes, the King is dead. 
2. IlInewes byrlady, ſeldome comes the better : 
I teare, I feare,'twill provea giddy world, 
Enter another Citizen. 
7- Neighbours, God ſpeed. 
I. Give you goad merrow fir. 
3- Doth thenewes hold of good King Edwardsdeath? 
2* I ir, 1t Is too true, God helpe the while, 
3. Then Maſterslooketo feeatroublous world. 
I. No, to, by Gods good grace, his Son ſhall reigne, 
3. Woe to that Landthat's govern'd by a Childe, 
2. In him there isa hope of Government. 
Which in his nonage, counſellander him, 
And in his full and ripened yeares, himſclfe 
No doubt ſhall then,and till then governe well. 
I, So ſtood the ſtate when Henyy the fixt 
Wes crown'd in Paris, butat nine months old. | 
3+ Stoodthe State ſo? No, no, good friends,God wot 
For then this Land was famouſly enrich'd 
With politike grave Counſell ; thenthe King 
Had vertuous Vnkles to proteQ his Grace. 
I, Why ſohaththis, both by his Father and Mother: 
3+ Better it were theyall came by his Father ; | 
Or by his Father there were none at all : 


whither away fo 


Will touch us all too neere, if God prevent not. 
O full of dangeris the Duke of Gloſter, 
And the Queenes Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud: 
And were they to be rul'd, and not torule, 
This ſickly Land, might ſolace as before. 

I. Come, come,we feare the worſt : all will be well, 

3. When Cloudsare (cen, wiſemen put on their cloakes; 
When great kaves fall, then Winter isat hand; 
When the Sun ſets, who doth not looke for night ? 
Vntimely ſtormes, make men expeRa Dearth : 
All may be well ; but if Gcd fortit ſo, 
'Tis more then wedeſerve, or I expe. 

2. Truly, the hearts of men are full of feare : 

You cannot reaſon (almoſt) witha man, 


3, Before the dayes of Change, ſtill is itſo, | 
By a divine inſlin, mens mindes miſtruſt Oo 
Enſuing|\ 
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urſuing danger:as by.proofe wee ſce 
| IE Cock heflopa boyſt'rous ſtorme: 
But leave itall to God, Whither away? 
2 Marry we werefentfor to the Iuſtices. 
3 And fo was 1:lle beare you company. 


_——__ 


Scana Quarta. 


Enter Arch-biſhop, youg Yorke, the Yneenc, 
ang the Dutcheſſe. 


efrch. Laſt night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 
Andat Northampton they doreſt to night: 
Tomorrow,or next day,they will be heere. 

Dur. Ilong withall my hzarrt to ſee the Prince? 

Ihope beis muchgrowne ſince laſt I faw him. 

9. Bur TI heare no,rhey ſay my ſonne of Yorke 
Ha's almoſt overtane him in his growth. 

Tor. I Mother,but I would not have it ſo. 

Dut.. Why my good Cofinjit is good to grow: 

Yor, Grandam,one nightas we did fit at Supper, 

My Valle Rivers talk'd how I did grow . 

More then my Brother. I,quoth my Vnkle Glouſter, 

| SmallHerbes have grace,great Weeds do grow apaces 

| Andfince,me thinkes I would not grow to faſt, 

Becauſe 1 weet Flowres are {low,and Weeds make haſt. 
Dat, Good fairh,good faith,the ſaying did not hold 

In him that did obiect the ſame tothee. 

He was the wretched'ſt thing when he was yong, 

Solong a growing,and ſolciſurely, - 

That it his rule weretrue, he (ſhould be gracious, 

Tor. And fo nodoubt he is,my gracious Madam: 

Dm. t hope he is,bur yer let Mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth,if I had beene remembred, 
Icould have given my Vnckles Grace, a flout, 
Totouch his growth,neerer then he toucht mine. 

Dat. How wy yorg Yorke, 

Iprythee let me heare 1t. 

Tor. Marry (they fay)my Vnkle grew ſo faſt, 
That he could gnaw a cruit attwo houres old, 
Twas fulltwo yeares ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam,this would have beene a byting leſt. 

Dw.. T prythee pretty Yorke, who told thee this? 

Tor.Grandam, his Nurſe. BB 

Dm. His Nurſe? why ſhe was dead,ere y walt borne, 

Tor. If 'ttwere not ſhe, I cannot tell whotold me. 

2». Aparlous Boy:go to,you are too ſhrew'd* 

Dut. Good Madam,be not angry with the Childe. 

2%. Pitchers have cares. 


| 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Arch, Heere comesa Meſſenger: What Newes? . 
Meſ. Such newes my Lord,as greeves me toreport- 
Qs. How doth the Prince? 
Meſ. Well Madam,andin health. 
Dur. What is thy Newes? 
Meſ. Lord Rrvers,and Lord Grey, 

Are ſentto Pomfret,and with them, 

ur Thomas Vanghan,Priſoners. 

Dst. Who hath committed them? - 

: Mef. The mighty Dukes, Glouſter and Buckingham. 


—— 


Exennt. 
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| erch, For what offenc? 


CHeſe The famme of all I can,T have diſclos'd: 
W hy,or for what,the Nobles were committcd, 
Isall uoknowne to me,my gracious Lord. 

Qs. Aye me!1 ſee the ruine of my Houſe: 
The Tyger now hath ſeiz'd the gentlc Hinde, 
Inſulting Tiranny beginnes to Iutt 
'| Vpon the innocent andawelefle Throne: 
Welcome Deſtrution, Blood, and Maſſacre; 

I ſee(as in a Map)the endofall. 

Dt. Accurſed,and unquict wrangling daycs, 
How many of you have gune eyes bcheeps 
My Husband loft his life,to get the Crorwne, 
And often upand downe my ſonnes were tot, 
For meto joy,and weepe,their gaine andloſle. 
And being feated,and Domeſticke broyles 


Bloud to bloud,ſclfe againſt ſelfe:O prepoſterovs 
And franticke outrage,end thy damned ſpleene, 
Or let medye,to looke on earth no more. 


Madam, fzrewelt. 
Di, Stay,l will go with you. 
Qu. You have no cauſe. 
Arch. My gracious Lady go, 


For my part, lie reftgne unto your Grace 
The Scale I keepeand fo betide it me, 
As well I tender you,a:d all of yours. 

'| Gollz conduR you to the Sanctuary. 


Cleane over-blowne,themfelves(the Conquerors,) 
Make warre upon themſelyes, Brother to Brother; 


Qz. Come,come my Boy,we will toSantnary, 


And thith:r beare your Treaſure and your Goods, 


E xenm. 


a — 


Aftus T ertius,Seena Prima, 


_ 


——— 


The Trumpets (ond. 
Lord Carainall, with others. 


Buc. Welcome ſweet Prince tro London, 
To your Chamber, 


The weary way hath made you Melancholly. 

Prin, No Vnkle,butour croſſes on the way, 
|. Have made it tedious, weariſome, and heavy. 
I want more Vnkles heere ro welcome me. 


Hath not yetdiv'd iato the Worlds decent; 
No more can you diſtinguiſh of a man, 


Seldome or never jumpeth with the heart. 
Thoſe Vnkles which you want,were dangerous: 
Your Graceattended totheir Sugred words, 

But look'dnot on the poiſon of their hearts: 


U Y ” 


Prin, God keepe me from falſe Friends, 
But they were none. 


you. | 
Enter Lord Major. 


happy dayes. 


| 


| 


Then of his outward ſhew, which God he knowwes, 


Prin. 1 thanke you , good my Lord,and thank you all; 
. | 


\ Enter Jong Prince , the Dukes of Gtoceſter , and Buckingham, 
Rich, Welcome deere Cofin, my thoughts Soveraigne 


. Rich. SwectPrince,theuntainted vertue of your yeers 


Gad keepe you from them,and from ſuch falſe Friends. 


Rich. My Lord,the Major of London comes to greet | 


Lo. Major. God blefſe your Grace, with health and 


FE 
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I thought my Mother,and my Brother Yorke, 
Would long,ere this, have met us onthe way. 
Fie,what a Slug is Haſtings,that he comes not 

Totcll us, whether they will come,or no. 


Enter Lord Haſtings: 
Buck, And in goodtime, heere comes the fiveating 


Prince, Welcome,my Lord : what ,will our Mother | 


come? £© (// | 
Haft. On what occaſion God he knowes,not T, 


The Queeene your Mother,and your Brother Torke, 
Have taken Sanftuary:The tender Prince 


Would faine have come with me,to meet your Grace, 


But by his Mother wasperforce with-held. 


Bmx. Fie,what an an indirect and peevith courle 


Is this of hers?Lord Cardinall will your Grace 
Perſwade the Queene,ts ſend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his Princely Brother preſently? 


If ſhe deny,Lord Haſtings you goe with him, 


And from her jealous Armes pluck him perforce. 


(ar. My Lord of Buckingham,if my weake Oratory 
Can from his Mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 
Anon expe him here:bur if ſhe be obdurate 


To milde entreaties,God forbid 


We ſhould infringe the holy Priviledge 

Of bleſſed SanQuary-not for all this Land, 

Would I be guilty of fo great aſinne. | 
Bxc. You are too ſenceleſſe obſtinate,my Lord, 


Too ceremonious,and traditionall. 


Weight but with the groſſeneſle of this Age, 


{ You breake not SanQuary,in ſeizing him; 

The benefit thereof is alwayes granted 
Tothoſe,whoſe dealings have deſerv'd the place, 
And thoſe who have the wit to clayme the place: 
This Prince hath neither claim'd it,nor deſerv'd it, 
Thereforezin mine opinion,cannot have it. 
Thentaking him from thence,that is not there, 


You breake no Priviledge,nor Charter there: 

Ott have I heard of Sanctuary men, 

But Sanctuary children,ne're till now. | 
Car. My Lord;you ſhall o're-rule my mind for once. 


Come on, Lord Haſtmgs ,will you goe with me? 


Haſt.l goe,my Lord, Exit (ardmall and Haſtings. 
Prin.Good Lords, make all the ſpeedy haſt you may. 


Say, Vnckle Gleceſter, if our Brother come, 


Where ſhall we ſojorne,tiil our Coronation? 
Gl. Where it think*{t beſt unto your Royall ſelte, 


IfI may counſaile you,ſome day or two 
Your Highneſle ſhall repoſe you at the Tower: 
Then where you pleaſe,and ſhall be thought moſt fit 


For your beſt health,and recreation. 
Prin, I doe not like the Tower,of any place: 


' Did Inlivs Czſar build that place,my Lord? 


Buc.'Hedid,my gracious Lord,begin that place, 


' Which ſince, ſucceeding Ages have re-edify*d. 


Prin. Is itupon record?or elſe reported 
Succeſlively from age toage,he built ir? 

Be. Vpon record,my gracious Lord. 

Prin. But ſay,my Lord,it were not regiſtred, 
Methinkes the truth ſhould live from age toage, 
Ag*twere retay['d co all poſterity, 

Evento the generall ending day. 
Gl. So wiſe,ſo young, they ſay doe never live long, 
Prin. What ſay you, Vncklc? 


Gle. I ſay,without:Chara&ters,Fame lives lons. 
| Thus,like the formall'Vice,Iniquity, ” afide 
I moralize two meanings in one word. ] 
Prin, That Inlins ('eſar was a famous man; 
With what his Valour did enrich his Wit, 
Hts Wit ſect downe,to make his Valour live: 
Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror, 
For now he lives in Fame,though not in Life, 
Ile tell you what,my Couſin Buckingbam. \ 
Bac, W har,ty gracious Lord? 
Prin, And if I live untill I be a man, 
Ile win our ancient Right in France againe, 
Or dye a Souldier,as Hiv'd a King. 
Glo, Short Summers lightly havea forward Spring, 


Enter young Torke, Haſtings, and Cardinall, 


Buck, Now in good time , heere comes the Duke of 
Yorke. 
: _ Richard of Yorke , how fares our NobleBro- 
tner | 
Tor. Well,my deare Lord,ſo muſt I call you now. 
Pres. T, Brother.to our griefe as it is yours: 
Toolate he dy'd,that mighr have kept hat Title, 
| Whichby hisdeath hath loſt much Majeſty. 
Glo. How fares our Confin,Noble Lord of Yorke? 
Tor. Ithanke you,gentle Vnckle.O my Lord, 
You ſaid,that idle Weeds are falt in growth: 
The Prince,my Brother, hath out-growne me farre, 
Glo. He hath,my Lord. 
Yor, And therefore is he idle? 
Glo, Oh my faire Coufin,I muſt not ſay ſo. 
Yor, Then he1s more beholding to you, then I. 
Glo. He may command meas my Soveraignc, 
But you have power inme,as in a Kinſman. 
Yor. 1 pray you, Vnekle,give me this Dagger. 
Glo. My Dagger,little Couſin? withall my heart. 
Prin, A Begger,Brother? 
Yor. Of my kind Vnckle,that I know will give, 
Andbcing a Toy,it is no griefe to give. 
Glo. A greater giftthen that, Ile give my Coufin, 
Tor. A greater gift? O,that's the Sword to it, 
Glo.1, gentle Couſin,were it light enough. 
Tor. O then I ſee, you will part but with light gifts, 
In weightier things you'le ſay a Begger nay. 
Glo, It is too weighty for your Grace to weare- 
7or. I weigh itlightly,were it heavier. 
Glo, What,would you have my Weapon, little Lord? 
Tor. I would that I mightthanke you, asyou call 
me. 
Glo. How? | 
| Tor. Little. 
| Prin, My Lordof Yorke will ſtill be croſfe in talke: 
Vnckle,your Grace knowes how to beare with him- 
| Tor. You meane to beare meznot to beare with me: 
Vnckle,my Brother mockes both you and mc, 
Becauſe that I am little,like an Ape, 
He thinkes that you ſhould beare me on your ſhoulders 
Buc. With what a ſharpe provided wit he reaſons: 
To mitigate the ſcorne he gives his Vnckle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts kimſclfe: 
So cunining,and fo young.,1s wounderfull. , 


F 


Glo. My Lord, wilt pleaſe you paſſe along? 
My ſelfe, and my good Couſin Buckingham, 
Will to your Mother,teentreat of her 


To meet you at the Tower,and welcome you. 
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. Prin, My Lord ProteRor will have it ſo. 


| Thinking 0p them,goe I unto the Tower: 


Encourage him;and tell himall our reaſons: 


bethoufo too,and lo breake off the talke, | 
And give usnotice of hts inclination: 


His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſaries 
Tomorrow are letbloed at Pomfret Caltle, 

And bid my Lord,for joy of this good newes, 
Give Miſtrefſe Shore one gentle Kiſſe the more. 


What ſhall wee doe,if wee perceive | 
' Lord Haſtings will not yeeld to our Complots? 


Something wee will determine: 

And looke when I am King,claime thou of me 
The Earledome of Hereford,and all the moveables | 
Whereof the King,my Brother,was poileſt. | 


"Tor. What, will you goe untothe Tower,my Lord? | 


Tor. I {hall nor fleepe in quietat the Tower. 

Gl, Why,what ſhould you feare? 

"Tor; Marry ,my V nckle Clarence angry Ghoſt; 
My Grandam told me he was murther'd there. 

Pres. I feare no Vnckles dead, 

fo, Nor none that live, I hope. 

_ Frin. And if they live, I hope Incednot fearce. 
But come my Lord:and with a heavy heart, 


Exeunt Prince,Yorke, Haſting 5,and Dorſet. 
} 


Manent R ichard, Buckingham and ( aresby. 


Bac, Thinke you,my Lord,this little prating Torks 
Was not incenied by his ſubtile Mother, 
Totaunt and {corne you thus opprobriouſly? 
"Gb. Nodoubt,no doubt:Oh'tisa perillous Boy, 
Bold,quicke,ingenious,forward,capable: 
Hee isallthe Mothers,trom thetop to toc. 

Bac. Well,let them reſt;Come hither Catesby, 
Thouart ſ\worneas deepely toeffe& what weiurend, 
As cloſely to conceale what we impart: 

Thou know'ſt our reaſons urg'd upon the way, 

What think*ſt thou?is it not an eaſy marter, 

Tomake William Lord Haſtings of our minde, 

For the inſtallment of this Noble Duke 

In the Scat Royall of this famous le? - Re 

© (ates. He tor his fathers ſake ſo loves the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againſt him. 

” 1 What think'ſt thou then of Stanley ? Will not 


Cater. Hee will doe all in all as Haſtings doth» 
Bur, Well then,no more but this: 

Goegentle Caresby.and as ic were farre off; 

Soutd thou Lord Haſtings, | 

How he doth ſtand affected to our purpoſe, 

And ſummon him to morrow to the Tower, 

Toſitabout the Coronation. 

Ifthou do'lt finde him traRable tous, 


[fhebe leaden,ycie,cold,unwilling, 


For we to morrow hold divided Councels, 
Wherein thy ſelte ſhalt higbly be employ'd. 65 
Rich. Commend me to Lord Williaws;tell him( (atesby) 


Rae. Good {atesby,goe cifet this buſineſle ſoundly: | 


Cates. My good Lords both, with all the heed Ican. , 
Rich. Shall we heare from you,Caresby,ere welleepe? |. 


Cates. You ſhall,my Lord. 7 

Rich. At Crosby Houſe,there ſhall you find us both; 
F Exit ((mesby. 

Bue. Now my Lord, 


Rich, Chop off his Head: 


x [ 
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Bc. Ileclaime that promiſe at your Graces hand, _ 
- Rich. And looke to have it yeelded with all kindneſſe; 
Come, let us ſuppe derimeiches afterwards . 
Wee may digeſt our complots in ſome forme: 
| Exennt. - 


A —— 


S$Scaena Secunda, 


re Rr O—_ 


Enter a Meſſenger to the Doore of Heſtings. 


Mef. My Lord,my Lord. 

Hoſt. Who knuckes? OY 

CMeſ. One from the Lord Stanley. ws © 
Haſt. Whatis'ca Clocke? 

Mef. V pon the ſtroke of foure. 


Enter Lords Haſtings, = 
Haft. Cannot my Lord $ tavley {leepe theſe tedions 
Nights? 
Mef. Soit appeares,by that I have to ſay: 
Firſt,he commends him to your Noble ſelfe. 
Haft. What then? : N ; 
Ateſ. Then certifies your Lordſhip,that this Night 
He dreamt,the Bore had raſcd off his Helme: 
Beſides, he fayes there are two Councels kept; 
And that may bederermin'datthe one, 
Which may make you and hum torue at th'other. 
Therefore he ſends to know your Lordſhips pleaſure, 
If you.will preſently take Horſe with him, 
And withall ſpeed poſt with him toward the North, 
To ſhun the danger that his Soule divines: 
Haſt .Goe fellow,goe retume unto thy Lord, 


' Bid him nor feare the ſeparated Conncel]: 
'His Honnor and my ſclfe are at the one, 


And at the qther,is my good friend Caresby; 
W here nothing can proceede,that toucheth us, 
Whereof I ſhall not have intclligence: 
Tell him his Feares are ſhallow, without inſtance. 
And for his Drcames,I wonder hee's ſo ſimple, 
To truſtthe mock'ry ofunquiet {lumbers. 
To flye the Bore,before the Bore purſues, 
Were to incenſe the Boreto follow us, 
And make purſuit, where he did meane no chaſe. 
Goe,bid thy Malterriſe,and cometo me, 
And we will both together tothe Tower, 
Where he {hall ſee the Bore will uſe us kindly. 
Mef: Ile goe,my Lord,and tell higa whar you ſay. 
ith | Exit» 
Emter Cateiby, | 


Catcs. Many good morrowesto my.Noble Lord. 
Haſt. Good morrow Catesby,you arc carly Rirring: 
What newes,what newes,inthis our tott"ring State? 
' (ates. It isarceling World indeed,my Lord: 
And [ beleeve will never ſtand upright, | 
Till Richard weare the:Garland of the Realme, 
Haſt. How weare the Garland? 
Doelt thou meane the Crowne? 
Cates. 1,my goodLord.. - | +; 
Halle have this Crown of mine cat fro 
Before Ile ſee the Cxowne fo foule miſ-plac* 
But canſt thou gueſſe,thathe doch ayme at n? 8 + -/; 
hoes 03 " - Cal, 
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| Cater. I,on my life,and hopes to find you forward, 


 Vpon his party,for the gaine thereof: 


And thereupon he ſends youths good newes, 
Thar this ſame very day your enemies, 


' The Kindred of the Queene,muſt dyc at Pomfret. 


Maſt. Indeed Iam no mourner for that newes, 

Becauſe they bave beene ill my adverſaries: 

But,that Ile give my voice on Richards (ide, 

To barre my Maiſters Heires intrue Deſcent, 

God knowes I will not doe it,to the death. ; 
Cates. God keepe your Lordſhip in that gracious 

minde. RS 

Hef. But I ſhall laugh at this a twelve-month hence, 
That they which brought me in my Maiſters hate, 

I live tclooke upon their Tragedy. ' 
Well Catesby,crea fort-night make me older, 
Ileſend ſome packing,that yet thinke not on'c. 

Cates *Tis a vile ching co dye,my gracious Lord, 
When men are unprepar*d,andlooke not for it. 

Haft. O monſtrous,monſtrous /and ſo falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan,Grey:and 10 'twilldoe 
Withſome menelſe, that thinke themſelves as fafe 
Asthouand I,who(as thou know'(ſt)are deare 
To Princely Richard,and Buckingham. 

” (ates. ThePrinces borh make high account of you, 
For they account his Head upon the Bridge. - 
Heft. 1know they doc,and1 have well deſery'd it. 


Enter Lord Staley, 


Come on,come on, where is your Borc-{pearc man? 
Feare you the Bore,aud goe ſounprovided? 
Stax. My Lord good tnorrow,ge0d morrow Caterby: 


' You may jeaſt 0n,but by the lioly Rood, 
I doe not like theſe ſeverall Councels,I. 


Haſt. My Lord,I hold my Lifcasdeare as yours, 
Andnever in my dayes,F doe proteſt, 


\ Wasir ſo precious to mezas tis now: 


Thinke you,but that I know our ſtate {ccure, 
I would be fo triumphantas Iam? 
Sr. The Lords at Pomfrer,when they rode from Londo, 
Were jocund,and ſuppos'd their ſtates were ſure, 
And they indeed had no cauſeto miſtruſt: 
But yet you ſee, how ſoone the Day o're-caſt, 
This ſudden fab of Rancour I mitdoubt; 
Pray God(I ſay)l provea needleſſe Coward. 
W hat,ſhall we toward the Tower?the day is ſpent- 
Haſft. Come,come,have with yous  _. 
Wot you what,wy Lord, | 
To day the Lords youtalke of,are beheaded. 
F$t, They for their truth,mightbetter wear their Heads, 
Thenſome that have accus'd them, weare their Hats. 
But come,my Lord,let's away. 


Hy "Emer a Purſutvant. 


| Haſt.Goe onbefore, Ile talke withthis good fellow, 


Exit Lord Stankey und ((atesby. - 
How now,Sirrhazhow goes the World with thee? 
Purſ. The better,that your Lordſhip pleaſe to aske. 
- Haſt, I tell thee man, 'tis better withme now, 


Then when thou mer'ſt melaſt, where now we-meet: 


Then was I going Priſoner tothe Tower, 
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| 


1 


| Fatall and ominousto Noble Peeres: 


By theſuvgeſtion ofthe Quecnes Allyes, | Riv. Come Grey,come Yarghas , let us heere embrace, 
'Butnow I relltlice(keepe it to thy ſelfe ) Farewell, untill we meet againe in Heaven. 
This day thoſe Enemjes are pur to death, SEISTET Exeunt. , 
3 - (474 
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AndI in better ſtate then ere I was: | 
Purſ. God hold it,to your Honors good content. 
Hft. Gramercy fellow:there deinke that for me, 

| | T hrowes bin bus Parſe, | 
Parſ.1 thanke your Honor. Exit Purſuivay;, 


Emer a Prieſt. 


| Priefl. Well met,my Lord,I am glad to fee your Hg. 
nNOr. 
Haſt. 1 thanke thee,good Sir Jobn,with all my heart, 
I am in your debt,for your lalt Exerciſe: 
Come the next Sabboth,and I will content you. 
Prieſt. Ile wait upon your Lordſhip. * 


Enter Buckingham. 


Bac. What,talking with a Prieſt, Lord Chamberlaine? 
Your friends at Pomfret,they doe necd the Prieſt, 
Your Honor hathno ſhriving worke in hand. 

Haf, Good faith,and when I met this holy man, 
The men you taike of,came into my minde, 
W bat,goc you toward the Tower? 
Buc, | doe,my Lord,but long I cannot ſtay there: 
I ſhall returne before your Lordſhip thence. 
Haſt. Nay like enough, for I flay Dinner there. 
Buc, And Supper too,although thou know'ſt ir not, 
Come, will you goc? 


Haft.Ile wait upon your Lordſhip. Exevunt, 


— — 


Scena Tertia. 


. 
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Enter Sir Richard Ratcliffe,with Halberds,carrying 
the NN obles io death at Pemfrer, 


Rivers, Sir Richard Ratciiffe,ler me tell thee this, 
To day P17a!trhou bchold a Subject dy, 
For truch,for Duty,and for Loyalty. 
Grey. God blefſe the Prince from all the Pack of you, 
A Knot you are,of damned Blood-ſnckers. 
, Vaugh. You live, that ſhall cry woe forthisheerc- 
after. 
Rat Diſpatch,the limit of your Livesis our, 
Riv, O Pomfret,Pomfret!O thou bloody Priſon! 


Within the guilty Cloſure of thy Walls, 
Richard the Second here was hackt todeath: 
And for more flanderto thy diſmall Seat, 
We give to thee our guiltleſſe blood co drinke. 
Grey. Now CHMargarerts Curſe isfalne upon our Heads, 

When ſhee exclaim'd on Haſtings, you,and I, 
For ſtanding by, when Richard ſtab'd herSonne. 

Riv. Then curs'd ſhee Richard, 
Thencurs'd ſhee Buckingham, 
Then cus'd thee Haſtings. Oh remember God, 
To heare her prayer for them,as now for us: 
And for my Siiter,and her Princely Sonnes, 
Be fatisfy*d,dcare God,with our true blood, 
Which,as thou know'ſtzunjuſtly muſt beſpilt, 

Rat. Make haſte,the houre of death is now expir'd, 


"of 


UM 
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A — | There's ſome conceit of other likes him well, 
F | : When that he bids good morrow withſuch ſpirit. 
Cana Quar ta. I thinke there's never a man in Chriſtendome 
| # | Can leſſer hide his love, or hate,then hee, 


_——— 


lh 
mg can 


. | | For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart» _. 
Enter Buckingham, Darby, Haſtings, Biſhop of Ely, Darb. What of his Hearr perceive you in his Pace, 


N erfolke,Ratiliffe, Lovell with others, By any livelyhood he ſhew'd today? 
ataTable.  Haſt. Mary that with no man here he is offended: 
TOY | | For were he,lic had ſhewne it in his Lookes, 
Haſft. Now Noble Pecere,the cauſe why we are met, ; 
Is to determine of the Coronation: Enter Richard, and Buckingham. 
In Gods Name ſpeake,when is the Royall day? | 
Bc, Ts all things ready for the Royall time? Reich, T pray you all,tell me what they deſerve, 
Darb. It is,and wants but nomination. That doe conſpire my'death withdivellifh Plots | 
Elj. To morrow then I judgea happy day. _ | Ofdamned Wrtchcraft,andthat have prevail'd 
Buc, Who knowes the Lord Protetors mind herein? | Vpon my Body with their Helliſh Charmes:. 
Who is moſt inward with the Noble Duke? Haf?. T he tender love I bearc your Grace,my Lord, | 


Eh. Your Grace, we thinke,ſhould ſooneſt know his | Makes me moſt forward,in this Princely preſence, 


minde. BY Ly Todoome th'Offendors,whoſoe're they be; 
Buc, We know each others Faces:for our Heafts, I fay,my Lord,they bavedeſerved death. | 
He knowes no more of mine,then I of yours, Rich. Then be your eyes the witnefle of their evill, 
OrI of his,my Lord,then you of miner Looke how I am bewitch'd:bchold,mine Arme 
Lord Haftings,you and he are neere in love. = Is likea blaſted Sapling,wither'd up: 
Haft. I thanke his Grace,I know he loves me well: Andthis is Edwards Wife,that monſtronts Witch, ! A 
But for his purpoſe in the Coronation, Conforted withthat Harlot,Strumpert Shore, 
I have not ſounded him,nor hedeliver'd That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. 
His gracions pleaſure any way therein: Haft. If they have done this deed,my Noble Lord. | 
But you, my Honorable Lord,may name the time, Rich.\f?thou ProteRor of this damned Strumpet, | 
And in the Dukes behalfe Ile give my Voice, Talk*ſt thou to me of Ifts.chou arta Traytor, 
Which I preſume hee'le take ingentle part- Off with bis Head;now by Saint Paw/I ſweare, 
. | I willnotdine,untill L fee the ſame. © | 
Enter Glouceſter. Lovell and Ratchffe, looke that it be done: E x11» | 


| | The 1clt thar love me, riſe;and follow me. 
£h.In happy time,here comes the Duke himſclte. 


Rich. My Noble Lords,and Couſins all, good morrows CAHManen: Lovelland Ratchffe,with the | 
Ihave beene long a ſleeper: but I truſt, Lord Haſtings. | 
My abſence doth negle& no great deſigne, E255 438 159 | 
Which by my preſence might have beene concluded. Haft. Woe,woe for England,not a whit for me, 

Buc. Had you not come upon your Q my Lord, Far I,too fond, mightchave prevemed this; | 
William, Lord Haſtings,had pronounc'd your part; Stanley did dreame,the Bore did rowſe our Helmes, - | 
Imeane your V oice,for Crowning of the King. | AndIdidfcorneit,and difdeine to flye: - 

Rich, Then my Lord Haſtings, no man might be bolder, | Threetimesto day my Foot-Cloth-Horſe'did ſtumble, 

His Lordſhip knowes me well,ang loves me well. And ſtarted, when he leok'd upon the Tower, 2 
My Lord of Ely,when I was laſt in Holborne, As lothto beare me totheflanghter-hauſe. 
I ſaw good Strawberries in your Garden there,  OnowlI necd the Prieſt;that ſpake tome? 
Idoe beſeech you, ſend for ſome of them. «| Inow repentI rold the Purfnivant, þ 
| Eh. Mary and will,my Lord,with all my heart. As to0 triumphing how-mine Encmies 
| Exit Biſhop. - Today at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 
Rich. Coufin of Buckingham,a word with you. _ And I my felfe ſecure, in graceand favour.” 


Caterby hath ſounded Haſtings in our buſinefle, 


Oh Margaret, Margaret,now thy heavy Carſe 
And findes the teſty Gentleman ſo hor, 


Islighted on poore Haſtings wretched Head. 


<— 


That he will loſe his Head;ere give conſent if Ra,Come,come,difpatch,the Duke wovld be at dinner: 
His Maiſters Child, as worſhipfully he tearmes it, | Make a ſhort Shrift,he longsto ſte your Head, 
Shall loſe the Roya'ty of Englands Throne. Haſt. © momentary grace of mortall men, 
Buc. Withdraw your ſelte a while, [le goe with you. | Which we more bantfor hen the grace of God! 
| oe; Exennt. - . | Who builds his hope inayreof your good Lookes, 
Dar. We havenotyet ſet downethis day of Triumph; | Liveslike adrunken Sayler ona Maſt, 
To morrow,in my judgement,is too ſudden, | Ready. with every Nodtotumble downe, | | 
ForI my feife am not ſo well provided, - - Into the fatall Bowels of the Deepe. * © > F gee 
As&l{e I would be,were the day prolong'd. Lov. Come,come,diſpitch, tis bootleſſe toexclaime. | 
5} 3 £238 Haſt, O bloody Richard:miſerable England, 
| Enter the Biſhopof Ely, - | I prophecy thefexrefull'ſttimetothee, F 
| | | Thatever wretched Age hathlook'd ypon, 
&. Where is my Lord,the Duke of Gloſter? { Come,leade me tothe Block,beare hinr my Head, | 
1 have ſent for theſe Strawberries. it)  - . | They ſinileat me,who ſhortly ſhall be dead, -- - 
| Ha,His Grace looks chearfully & ſmooth this;oiorning, |  Exennts {5:1 
OY. | t 3 Enter \ 
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Entey Richard,and Buckingham, in rotten eArmonr, 
marvellous uil-favonred. 
Richard, Come Couſin, 
Canſt chou quake,and charge thy colour, 
Murther thy breath in middlc of a word, 
And then againe begin,and ſtop againe, 

Asif thou were dittraught,and mad with terror? 
 Buc. Tut,I cancounterfeit the deepe Travedian, 
| - > 0-7 looke backe,and prie on every fide, 
remble and ſtart at wagging of a Straw: - 
Intending deepe ſuſpition,gaſtly Lookes: 

Are at my ſervice,like enforced Smiles; 
And Nins Be ready intheir Oihices, 
Atany time tograce my Stratagemes. 
But what,is Catesby, gone? 
Rich. He is,and {ce he brings the Maior along. 


Enter the Major,and C atesby. 
Buck, Lord Major. 
Rich, Looke tothe Draw-Bridge there. 
Be. Hearke,a Drumme. 
Rich.Catesby, o'ce-looke the Walls. 
Buc, Lord Major, the reaſon we bave ſent. 
Rich, Looke back,defend three,here are Enemies. 
Buc. God and our Innocency defcnd,and guard us. 


"Enter Lovell and Ratcliffe with Haſtings Head, 


Rich. Be patient, they are friends: Ratchfſe,and Lovell 
Lov. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor, 
The dangerous and unſuſpeted Haſtings. 
+ Rich. Sodeare Tloy'd the man,that I muſt weepe: 
I tooke him for. the plaineſt harmeleſſe Creature, 
That breath'd upon the Earth,a Chriſtian: 
> Made hum my Booke, wherein my Soule recorded 
The Hiſtory of all her ſecret thoughts. 
So ſmooth he dau b'd his Vice wtth ſhew of Vertue, 
That his apparant open Guilt omitted, 
I meane his Converſation with Sbores Wife, 
Heliv?d from allatrainder of ſuſpets. 
-Buc. Well, well, he was the covertſt ſhelcred/Traitur 
T weverlivide:;..: | 422, 
| Would you imagjine.or almolt belceve, 
Werr not, that by great preſervation 
Welivetotell1tthar the ſabtill Traitor .- 
This day had plotted, in the Councell-Houſe, 
| To murther me,and my good Lord of Gloſter, 
Ha. Had he done {0?., ... - | | 
Rich. bids); 166 you-we are Turkes,or Infidels? 
Or that we. would 


/ould,againſtrhe forme of Law, +. . | 
| Proceed thusraſhly inthe Villaines death, 
But that the aca Por of the caſe, 
1 The Pcace of England,and our Perſons ſafety, 
Enforc'd us tothis Execution.” 

Har Now faire befall you, hedeſerv'd his death, 
' And your good Graces both have wellproceeded, 
To warne falſe Traitors fromthe like Attempts. 

Bu. I never look'd for better at his hands,” - 

After he once fell in with Miſtreſſe Shore: - 
Yet had wenofdetermin'd he ſhould dyc, 
Vntill your Lord(hipcameto ſee his end, 
Which now the loving haſte oftheſe our friends, 
Something againſt our meanings, have prevented; 
Becauſe,my Lord,I would have bad you heard. 
The Traitor ſpeake,and timorouſly confeſſe 
| The mannerandthe purpoſe of his Treaſons; 


| 


That you might well have ſignify'dthe ſame 
Vnto the Citizens,who haply may 
Miſconſter us in him,and waile his death. 
Afa.But,my good Lord,your Graces words ſhall ſerye 
As wellas1 had ſeene,and heard him ſpeake: 
And doe nor doubt,right Noble Princes both, 
But lle acquain: our dutious Citizehs | 
With all your juſt proceedings in this caſe. 
Rich, And to that end we wiſh'd your Lordſhip here 
Tavoid the Cenſuresof the carping World. ; 
Br. W hich fince you come too late of our intent, 
Yet witnefſe what you heare we did intend: 
And 1o,my good Lord Major, we bid farewell. 
Exu Major, 
Rich. Goe after,after, Couſin Tauckznghars. 
The Major towards Guild: Hall hyes him in all poſt; 
Thcre,at your meeteſt vantage of the time, 
Inferre the Baſtardy of Edwards Children: 
Teil them, how Eaward put to deatha Citizen,' 
Onely tor ſaying,he would make his Sonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning indeed his Houſe, 
W hich,by the Signe thereof, was tearmed fo. 
Moreover,urge his hatefull Luxury, 
And beaſtiail appetite in change of Luſt, 
W hich ſtrercht unto their Servants, Daughter, Wives, 
Even where his raging eyc,or ſavage heart, 
Without controll,iuſted to make a prey. 
Nay for a need,thus farre come neeremy Perſon: 
Tellthem, when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that infatiate Edward,Noble Yorke, 
My Princely Father,then had Warres 1n France, 
And by crue computation ofthe time, 
Found,that the Iſſue was not his begot: 
W hich well appeared in his Lincaments, 
Being nothing like the Noble, Duke,my Father: | 
Yet touch this ſparingly, as *twere farre off, | 
Becauſe,my Lord,you know my Mother lives. 
Bac. Doubt.not,my Lord,lieplay the Orator, 
As if the Golden Fee,for which I plead, 
Were for my ſelfe;and ſo,my Lord,adue. 
Rich.IF you thrive welzbring them to Baynards Caltle, 
Where you ſhall finde me weilaccompanied 
With reyerend Farhers,and well-lcarned Biſhops, 
Bxc.I goz,and towardsthree or fourea Clocke 
Looke for the Newes that the Guild-Hall affords. 
| Exit Buckingham. 
Rich. Goe Lovell withall ſpeed to Door Shaw, 
Goe thou to Frycr Fexker,bid them both 


ENS _- 


| Meet me withinthis houre at Baynards Caſtle, £#., 
Now will 1 goe totake ſome privy order, 
Todraw the Brats of C/arexce out of fight, | 
And to give order,thatno manner perſon | 
Have any time recourſe unto thePrinces. Exenm. 


. - Emter A Scrivener. 

Scr. Here is the Indimenr ofthe good Lord Haſtings, 
W hich in a ſer Hand fairely is engroſs'd, 
That it may be'to:day read or'e in Pawles. 
And warke how wellthe ſequell hangs together: 
Eleven houres I have ſpent to write 1t over, 
For yeſter-niglit by Catesby was it ſent me, 
The Precedent was full as long adoing, | 
And yet within theſe five houres Haſtings liv'd, 
Vntainted,unexamin'd,free,at liberty. 
Here's a good World the while; whois ſo groflc, 
That cannot ſee this palpable device? 


Yet 


Orr enerees | 
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Yet whoſo bold, but fayes he ſees ir nor? 

Bad is the World ,and all will come to nought, . - 
When ſuchill dealing muſt be feene in thought» Ex. 
Enter Richard and Buckingbam at ſeveral Doores. 


Rich. How now, how now, what ſay the Citizens? 
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 
The Cirizensare mum,ſay nor a word. : 
ch, Toucht you the Baſtardy of Edwards Children? 
Bc. I did, with his Contract with Lady Lxcy; 
And his Contrat by Deputy in France, 
Thunſatiate greedineſſe of his deſire, 
| And his enforcement of the City Wives, 
His Tyranny for Trifles, his owne Baſtardy, 
Asbeing got,your Father then in France, + 
And his reſemblance,being not like the Dukes 
Wirhall,I did inferre your. Lineaments, 
Being the right /dea of your Father, | 
Both in your forme,and Nobleneſſe of Minde: 
Layd open all your ViRories in Scotland, 
Your Diſcipline in Warre, Wiſdome in Peace, 
| Your Bounty, Verrue, faire Humility: | 
Indeed, left noching fitting for your purpoſe, 
Vntouchr, or ſleightly handled in diſcourſe. 
And when my Oratory drew toward end, 
Ibid them that did love their Countries good, 
Cry,God fave Richard, EnglandsRoyall King, 
Rich. Anddid they ſo? | 
Buc. No,ſo God helpe me,they ſpake nota word, 
But like dumbe Statues,or breathing Stones, 
Star'd each on other,and look'd deadly pale: 
Which when I faw,I reprehended them, | 
And ask*d the Major, what meant this wilfull Gilence? 
| Hisanſwer was,the people were not uſed 
To be ſpoke to,buc by the Record:r. 
Then he was urg'd totell my Tale againe: I 
Thus fayth the Duke,thus haththe Duke inferr'd, 
But nothing ſpoke,in warrant from himſclte. 
When he had done,ſfome followersof mine owne, 
Atlower end ofthe Hall, hurld up their Caps, Fl 
And ſome tenne voyces cry'd,God ſave King Richard; 
And thus I tooke the vantage of thole few. 
Thankes gentle Citizens,and friends,quoth I, 
This generall applauſe,and chearcfull ſhowr, 
Argues your w:i{dome,and your love to Richard; 
And even here brake off,and came away. 
Rich. W hat tongue-lefle Blockes were they, 
Would they not ſpeake? 
Will not the Major then,and his Brethren,come? 
Bac, The Major 1s here at hand:intend ſome feare, 
Benot you ſpoke with,bat by mighty ſuit: 
| Andlooke you geta Prayer-Booke in your hand, 
And ſtand betweene two Church-men, good my Lord, 
| For en that ground Ile make @ holy Deſcant: 
And be not eaſily wonne to our requeſts, 
Play the Maids part,ſtill anſwer nay,and take it. 
| Rich, I goe:andif you plead as well for them, 
As I can ſay nay tothee for my ſelfe, 
No doubt we bring ittoa happy iſſue. | 
Buc, Go,go up to the Leads, the Lord Major knocks. 


| Enter the Maj or and Citizens, 


Welcome,my I.ord,I dance attendance here, 
| Ithinke the Duke will not be ſpoke withall. 
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Enter C aterby. 


Puc, Now (atesby, what ſayes your Lord to my requeſt? 
” (ates. He doth entreat your Grace,wy Noble Lord, 
To viſit him to motroy,or next day; 
He is within, with two right reverend Fathers, 
Divinely bent to Meditation, | 
And in no Worldly ſuites would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from his holy Excrcife. 
Buc. Returne,good (atesby,to the gracious Duke, 

Tell him,my ſelte,the Major and Aldermen, 
In deepedelignes,in matter of great moment, 
Noleflc importing then our gcnerall good, 


| Arecometo have {ome conference rvith his Grace, 


( ates. Ile. fignifie ſo much unto him ſtraight. . Exit, 
Buc. Ah ha,my Lord,this Prince isnot an Edward, 


| Heisnort luiling on a lewd Love-Bed: 


But on his Knees,at Meditatiov; 

Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deeps Divanes: 

Not ſlceping,to engroflt his idle Body, 

But praying,to eqrich his watchtfuil Soules _ 

Happy were England, wouldthis.vertuous Prince 

Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof. 

Eut ſure I feare we ſhall not winne him rot. | 
Major. Marry God defend his Grace ſhould fay us 

nays 
Buc. I ſcare he will:here Catesby comes againe. 

Enter ( atesby. 


Now Catesby,what ſayes his Grace? - .... - 
Cates. He wonders to what end you have aſſembled 
Such troopes of Cicizens,to come to him. 

His Grace notbeing warn'd thereof before:. 
He feares,my Lord,you meane no good to him. 
Buc. Sorry I am, my Noble Coutin ſhould 

Suſpet ae,that 1 meaneno goodto him; 

By Heaven, we-come to him in perfit love, | 
Andſo once more returne,and tell his Grace. 

W hen holy and deyout Religious men 

Are at their Beades, 'tis much todraw them thence, 
So ſweet 1s zealous Contemplation. 


Exit» 


Enter Richara aloft betweene two Biſhops. 


AaScec where his Grace ſtands,tweentwo Clergy m&. 
Buc. Two Props of Vertue, for a Chriltian Prince, 
To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity: 
And ſcea Booke of Prayer in his hand, 
True Ornaments to know a holy man. 
Famous Plaxtagenet,molt gracious Prince, 
Lend fayaurable care re our requeſts, 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy Devotion,end right Chriſtian Zeaſe. 
Rich. My Lord,there needesno ſuch Apology: 
I doe beſeech your Grecero pardon me, 
Who ea:neſt in the ſervice of God, 
Deferr'd the viſitation of my friends. 
But leavitigthis,what.is your Graccs pleaſure? 
But. Even that(I hope) which plcaſcth God above, 
And allgood men,uf this ungovern'd Ile. 
Rich. I doe ſuſpe& I havedoneſome offence, 
That ſemes di{gracious in the Citieseye, 
And that you come to reprehend my 1gnorance. 


| 


Fe, You | 
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Buc. You have,my Lord: 1 For firſt was he contra to LadyLncy, 
Would ir might pleaſe your Grace, Your Motherlives a Witnefſe to his Vow; 
On our entreaties,to amend your fault. And afterward by ſubſtitute betroth'd 

Rich. Elſe wherefore breathe I in a Chriſtian Lands To BonaSiſter to the King of France. 

Bne.Know then,it is your fault,that you reſigne Theſe both put off,a poore Petitioner, 

The Supreme Seat,the Throne Maj eſticall, A Care-cras'd Mother toa many Sonnes, 

The Sceptred Otfce of your Anceſtors, A Beauty-waining,and diſtrefled Widow, 

Your State of Fortune,and your Deaw of Birth, Even inthe after-noone of her beſt dayes, 

The Lines!l Glory of your Royall Houſe, Made prizeand purchaſe of his wanton Eye, 

To the corruption of a blemiſhr Stock: | | Seduc'd thepitch,and height of his degree, 
Whiles in the mildneſſe of your fleepic thoughts, To baſe declenſion,and loath'd Bigamie. 

(Which here we waken to our Countries good , ) By her,in his unlawfull Bed, he got - | 
The Noble He doth want hisproper Limmes: This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince. 
His Face defac'd with skarres of Infamy, More butterly could Iexpoſtulate, | 

His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Plants, Save that tor reverence to ſome alive, 
Andalmoſt ſhouldred in the ſwallowing Guife I givea ſparing limit tomy Tongue. 

Of darke Forgetfulneſſe,and deepe Oblivion. Then good, my Lord,take to your Royal ſelfe 

Which to recure,we heartily folicite This proffer'd benefit of Dignity: 

Your gracious ſelte to take on you the charge If not to blefſe us and the Land withall, 

And Kingly Governement of this your Land: Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceſtry 

Not as Proteftor,Steward,Subſtitute, _ From the corruption of abuſing times, 

Or lowly FaQor,for anothers gaine; Vnto a Lineall true derived courſe. 

But as ſucceſſivdy,from Blood to Blood, CHator. Do good my Lord,your Citizens entreatyou, | 

Your Right of Birth,,your Empyry,your owne. Buc. Refuſe not, mighty Lord, this proffer'd love. 

For this,conforred with the Citizens, ( ates. O makethem joyfull,grant their lawfull ſuit. 

Your very Worſhipfull and loving friends, Rich. Alas, why would you heape this Care on me? 

And by their vehement inſtigation, I amuntfit for State,and Majeſty: 

In this juſt Cauſe come to move your Grace. I doe beſcech you take jt notamiſk, 

Rich. 1 cannot tell, if to depart in ſilence, I cannot,nor I will not yeeld to you. 

Or bitterly toſpeake in your reproofe, Bac, If you refuſe it,as in love and zeale, 

Beſt fitteth my Degree,or your Condition. Loth todepoſe the Child-your Brothers Sonne, 

For not to anſwer,you might haply thinke, As well we know your tenderneſle of heart, 
Tongue-ty'd Ambition,not replying, yeclded : Andgentle,kinde,effeminate remorte, 

Todbeare the Golden Yoake of Soveraignric, Which we have noted in youto your Kindred, 

W hich fondly you weuld here impoſe on me. And equally indeedeto all Eſtates: 

If to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, Yet know,where you accept our ſuit,or no, 

So ſeaſon'd with your faithfull love to me, Your Brothers Sonne ſhall never reigne our King, 
Then onthe other ſide 1 check'd my friends. But we will plant ſome other inthe Throne, 
Therefore to ſpeake,and roavoid the firſt, Tothe diſgrace and downe-fall of your Houlc: 

And then in ſpcaking,not to incurre the laſt, | Andin this reſolution here we leave you. - 

Definitively thusT anſwer you. Come Citizens,we will entreat no more. F xeunt. 
Your love deſerves my thankes,but my deſert Cates. Call him againe ſweet Prinice,accept their ſuit: 
Vameritable,ſhunnes your high requeſt. | If you deny them, all the Land willrue it. 

Firſt,if all Obſtacles were cut away, Rich. Wiil youenforce metoa world of Cares? 
And that my Path were even tothe Crowne, Call them againe,l am not made of Stones, 

As the ripe Revenue, anddue of Birth: Bur penetrable to your kinde entreaties, 

Yet ſo much is my poverty of ſpirit, Albeit againſt my Conſcienceand my Soule. 
Somighty,and ſo many my defects, Enter Buckingham, and the reſt, 

That 1 wonld rather hide me from my Greatneſle, Couſin of Buckingham,and ſage grave men, 

Being a Barke tobrooke no mighty Sea, Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

Then in my Greatnefle covet to be hid, To beate her burthen,whether,T will or no, 

Andin the vapour of my Glory ſmother'd. I mult have patience to endure the Load; 

But God be thank'd,there is no need of me, But if black Scandall,or foule-fac'd Reproach, 

And much I need to helpe you, were there need: Att2nd the ſequell of your Impoſition, 

TheRoyall Tree hathlefe us Royall Fruit, . | Yourmeereenforcement ſhall acquittance me 

Which mellow'dby the ſtealing howres of time, From all the impure blots and ſtaynes thereof, 

Will wellbecome the Scat of Majeſty, ] | | For God doth know,and you may partly ſee, 

And make us(no —— by his Reigne. How farre 1 am from the deſire of this. 

On bim Llay that, you would lay on me, | HAAfaior. Godbleſie your Grace, wee ſee it,and will 

The Right and Fortune of his happy Starres, | ſay its | 

W hich God defend rhat I ſhould wring from him. Rich, In ſaying ſo,you ſhall but ſay the truth. 

Buc. My Lord, this argues Conſcience in your Grace, Bc. Then I falute you withthis Royall Title, 

But the reſpeRs-thereof are nice,and triviall, Long live King Richard, Englands worthy King- 

All circumſtances well.confidered, | Ad. Amen, | | 
| You ſay,that Edw4rdis your BrothersSonne, | Buc. Tomorrow may it pleaſe youto be Crown'd? 
| So ſay we too,but not by Edwmerds Wife: | | Rich. Even when you pleaſe,for you will have it ſo. 

; ; | BRKR, 10 
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Bn. To morrow then we willattend your Grace; And live with Richmond, from the reach of Hell. y 
| And ſo molt joyfully we take our leave. _ | Goehyethec,hyethee from this laughrer-houſe, 
| Rich. Come,letustoour holy Worke. againe. | Leſt thou encreaſe the number of the dead, 


Farewell my Couſins, farewell gentle friends. Exewnt, | And makeme dyethe thrall of Margarers Curſe, 
2% ____ _ | Nor Mother, Wife,nor Englands counted Queene. 
Stan, Full of wiſe careis this your connfaile, Madame: 


Aus Quartus Scana Prima, | Fenix tviſtairantage ofthe howresr | 


; You ſhall have Letters from me to my Sonne, 
__ | In your behalfe,to meer you on the way: 


| "7 be not ta'ne tardy by unwiſe delay, 
Enter the Dutene, Anne Dutheſſe of Glouceſter the Dc. Yor. O iltdiſperſing Winde of Miſery, | 
Ducheſſe of Yorke, and Marqueſſe Dorſet, ' O my accurſed Wombe,the Bed of Death: 
E A.Cockatrice haſt thou hatchttothe World, 
Dach.Yorke. Who mectes us heere? Whoſe vnayoided Eye is murtherous. ' | 
My Necce P lantagener, SP Stan, Come, Madame,come,l inall haſte was ſent 
Led inthe hand of her kind Aunt of Gloſter? ef. And I with all unwillingnefle will goe. 
Now,for my Life,ſhee's wandring to the Tower, O would ro God,that the incluſive Verge : 
Onpure hearts love,to greet the tender Prince. Ot Golden Metrall,that muſt round my Brow, | | 
Daughter, well met. Were red hot Stecle,to ſeare me to the Braines, 
| 4n.Godgive your Graces botha happy Anoynted let me be with deadly Veno ne, 
And a joyfull time of day. And dye ere men can ſay,God fave the Queene. 
2u. As much to you,good Siſter: whither away? Qs. Goe,goe,poore ſouk,I envienot thy glory, 
An. No farther thenthe Tower,and as1 guefle, Tofecd my humor, wiſh thy ſclfe no harme. 
Vpon the like devotion as your felves, | An. No:why?When he that is my Husband now, 
To gratulate the gentle Princes there. Cameto meas | follow'd Henries Corſe, - 
_ 2%, Kind Siſter thankes,wee'lc enter all together: When ſcarce the blood was well waſht from his hands, |f 
Whichiflued from my other Angell Husband, 
Enter the Lieutenant: And chat deare Saint, which then I weeping follow'd:; h 
| O,when 1 ſay,Tlook'd on Richards Face, - 
And in good time,here the Lieutenant comes. This was my Wiſh:Be thou(quoth T)accurſt, 
Maiſter Lieutenant, pray you,by your leave, | For making meſo young,l0 old a Widow: 
How doth the Prince,and my young Sonne of Yorke? And when thou wed'ſt,let forrow haunt thy Bed: 
' Lzev. Right well, deare Madame: by your patience, And be thy Wife, if any be ſo mad, | 
I may not ſuffer you to viſit them, More miſcrable,by the Life of thee, | 
| The King hath triQly charg'd the contrary. Then thou haſt made me,by my deare Lords death. | | 
2%. The King? who's that? Loe,ere I can repeat this Curſe againe, | 
Lieu. T meane,the Lord Proteqor. Within ſo ſmall atime,my Womans heart 
2s. The Lo:dproted him from that Kingly Title. Grofſcly grew captive to his honey words, 
Hath be ſet bounds betweene their love,and me? And prov'd the ſubje of mine owne Soules Curſe, 
lamtheir Mother, who ſhall barre me from them? W hich hitherto harch held mine eyes from reſt; 
Duch. Yorke. I am their Fathers Mother, 1 will fee | For never yet one howre1n his Bed | 
them. | Did I enjoy the golden deaw of {leepe, | '} 
An. Their Aunt I am in law,in love their Mother: But with his timorous Dreamwes was ſtill awak'd. | 
Then bring meto their ſights, Te beare thy blame, | Befides,he hates me for my Father Warwicke, | 
And take thy Ogice from thee,on my perill. | And will(no doubt )ſhoxtly berid of me. 


Lew. No,Madame,no;T may not leave 1t fo: 2. Poorc heart adieu,T pitty thy complaining. 

I am bound by Oath;and therefore pardon mes , An. No more , then with my ſoule I mournefor 
E xit Lientenants Yours. | 

Dor. Farewell,thou wofull welcommer of glory. | 
Anne, Adicu, poore 1oule , that tak it thy Ieave | 
of it, -: -., oy 


i — 


Enter Stanley. 


© $t4%.Let me but meet you Ladies one howre hence, Duc. Tothe. Go to Richmond,to Dorſer,to Ame, tothe | | 
Andlle ſalute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, 2 weene,and good fortune guide thee, | | 
And reverend looker on of two faire Queenes. » Gothouto Richard,and good Angels tend thee, | 
| Come Madame,you mutt ſtraight to Weſtminſter, = | Go thoutoSanfuary,and good thoughts poſleſſe thee; 4 
{ There to be crowned Richards Royall Queencs *| I tomy Grave,where peace andrelt lye with mee. 
28. Ah;cut my Laceaſunder, oh Eighty odde yeeres of forrow have 1 ſeene, | 
| | | Tharmypetit heart'may have ſome ſcope to beat, _ Andeach howres joy wrackt witha weeke of teene. E 
Or elſeThwoone with this dead-killing newes, , | 2x, Stay,yet looke backe with me unto the Tower. | 
. 4». Deſpightfull ridings, Ounpleating hewes. - -:/;* | Pirty, you ancient Stones, thoſe tender Babes, _. ; | 


| Dorſ; Beof good cheare : Mother , how fares your ' | Whom Eavie hathimmur'd within your Walls, .. 
'Grabes WS 169 \ A ITT 290 ' » } Rough Cradle for fuchlittle.pretty.ones, 
| | Qs. O Dor/er, ſpeake not to me, get thee gone, Rude ragged Nurſe,old ſulſen Play-fellow, _ | | 


Death and Deftruction'dox es thee at thy heeles, For ten er Princestuſe my Babies wi *Þ | | 

(Thy MothgtsName is bes onhv Children. * *” , .. | So fooliſh Sorrowes bids your Stones farewell, - | 
| If thou wilt out-firip Death,goc crofferhe Scas, Fi _ _ ExTOuee Pay, | 
4 , " b . a ens ho b 5 4 - CSR : - —_ — \ ' 
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Stana Secunda. 


Sand « Sonnet. Enter Richard in pompe, Bwc- 
kingham, C atesby, Ratcliffe, Lovel, 


Rich. Stand all apart. Couſin of Buckingham. 
Buck.My gracious Soveraigne- 
Rich. Give methy hand. Sound. 
Thus high,by thy ad vice,and thy ailiſtance, 
Is King Richard cated: 
But ſhall we weare theſe Glories for a day? 
Or ſhall they laſtand we rejoyce inthem? 
Bu. Still live they,and for cver ler them laſt. 
Rich. Ah Buckingbam,now doe I play the Touch, 
'Totry if thou be currant Gold indeed: 


| Young Edwerdlives,thinke now what I would ſpeake. 


Buck, Say on my loving Lord. 
re y Bucks ay fay I would be King. 
Buc.Why ſo you are, my thrice-rcnowned Lord, 
Rich. Ha ? am I King? *tis ſo:but Edward lives. 
Buc. True,Noble Prince. . 
- Rich, O bitter conſequence! 
That Edward ſtill ſhould live true Noble Prince. 
Couſin,thou waſt not wontto beſo dull. 
Shall I be plaine?I wiſh the Baſtards dead, 
And1 would have it ſuddenly perform'd. = 
What ſay'ſt thou now ? ſpeake ſuddenly,be briefe. 
Bxc. Your Grace may doe your plealure. 
Rich. Tut,tur,thou arr all Ice,thy kindneſle freezes; 
Say, have I thy conſent, that they ſhall dyc? 


I will refolve you hereinpreſently. Exit Buck, 
{ates. The King is angry,fec he gnawes his Lippe. 
Rich. 1 will converſe with Iron-witted Fooles, 

And unreſpe&ive Boyes:noneare for me, 

That looke into me with conſiderate eyes, 

High-reaching Buckingham growes circumſpeR. 

B 


wy4 i= 

_ Page. My Lord. 

Rich, Know'ſt thou not any,whom corrupting Gold 
Will temptiunto a cloſc exploit of Death? 

Page. 1 knowa diſcontented Gentleman, 
Whoſe humble meanes match not his haughty ſpirit: 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 
And will(no doubr)tempt him to any thing. 

Rich. W hat is his Name? 

Pag. His Name,my Lord,is Twrel. 

Rich. 1 partly know the man:goe call him hither, 


OY». | | Ext. 
The decpe revolving witty Buckinghans, 


, No morec ſhall berhe neighbor ro my counſai les. 
| Hath he ſo long held out wirhme,untyr'd, © 


| And ſtops he now. for breath? Well, be it ſo. Buc. May it pleaſe you to reſolve me in miy ſuit. = 
| ns © I: 41 Rich, Thou-troubleſt me, I am notin the veine, £*# 
Fo +, Emer Stanley, | Buc. Andis it thu&repayes be my deepe ſervice 
EE TI a... at TR gs With ſuch contempt?made I him King for this? 
How now,Lerd Srexle,what's the newes? O let me thinke on Heſftings,andbe gone 
ley. Know my loving Lord,che Marqueſle Dorſet | To Brecnock,while my tcarcfull Head is on. Ex8: 
AM heare,ls WHINE oy. REI | | ROE | 
 Intheparts where he abides, © | Enter Tyrrel. 
Rick. Come cr Catesey, rumor itabroad, | Tho onons and bloody AR is done, 
| That Anze my Wife is very grievous ficke, © | The moſt arch deed of pittious maſſacre - That | 


' Bu.Give me ſome little breath,ſome pawlſe,deare Lord, 
| Before I poſitively ſpeake in this: 


| 


_ | Didprophecy,that Rickwond ſhould be King, 


About it,for it ſtands me much upon 


T muſt be married to my Brothers Daughter, 


: Vecerraine way of gaine. But Iam in 


I will take order for her keeping cloſe. 

_— me out ſome meane poore Gentleman, | 
Whom I will marry ſtraightto Clarence Daughter: 

The Boy isfooliſh,and I feare not him. 

Looke how thou dream'ſtz1 ſay agine, give out, 

That Anne,my Queene,is ficke,and like todye. 


To ſtopall hopes, whoſe growth may dammage ine, 


Or elſe my Kingdome ſtands on brittle Glaſſe: 
Murther her Brothers,aud then marry hee; 


So farre in blood, that ſinne will pluck on ſine, 
Teare-falling Pitty dwellsnotin this Eye. 


Enter Tyrrel. 


Is thy Name Tyrrel? 

Ti. James Tyrrel,and your moſt obedientſubjec, 

Rich, Art thou indeed? 

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious Lord. | 

Rich. Dar'ſt thourctolveto kill a friend of mine? 
Tyr. Pleaſe you: 
But T had rather kill two enemies. 

Rich. Why then thou haſt ir:twodeepe enemies, 
Foesto my Reſt,and my ſweer ſleepes diſturbers, 
Are they that 1 would have thee deale upon: 
Tyrret,I meane thoſe Baſtards in the Tower. 

= Let me have open meanesrocometo them, 
And ſoone Licrid you from the feare of them. 

Rich, Thou ſing'it ſweet Muſique: 
Hearke,come hither Tyrrel, 


Goe by this token:riſe,and lend thine Eare, Whiſper: 
There 1s no more bur ſo:ſay it is done, 
AndI will love thee,and preferre thee for it. 

Tyr. Iwill diſpatch it Rraight. Exit, 


Enter Buckin gham. 


Buc, My Lord,I have confider'd in my minde, 
The late requeſt that you did ſoand me in. | 

Rich. Well,letthat reſt: Dorſet is fied to Richmond 

Bae. I heare the newes,my Lord. 

Rich. Stantey,hee 1s your Wives Sonne:well,looke 
unto it. 

Buc. My Lord,I clayme the gift,my duc by promiſe, 
For which your Honor and your, Faith is pawn'd 
Th'Earledome of Hereford,and the moveables, 
Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſeſle. 

Rich. Stanley looke to your Wite:if ſhe convey 
Letters to Richmond,you ſhall anſwer it. 

Buc. W hatſayes your Highneſle tomy juſt requeſt? 

Rich. I doe remember me, Henry the Sixt 


When AKichwend was a little peeviſh Boy, 
A King perhaps. 


aye dn oo - 
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That ever yetthis Land was guilty of: 
| Dighton 0A Ferreff whom I didſuborne 
Todo this peece of cuthfull Butchery, 
Albeit they were fletht Villaines,bloudy Dogges, 
Melted with tendernefle, and milde compaſſion, 
Wept like to Children,in their deaths fad Story 
Othus(quoth Dsghron)lay the gentle Babes: 
Thus,thus(quoth Forre#)girdling one another 
- Within their Alablaſter innocent Armes: 
Their lips were foure red Roſes ona ſtalke, 
And.in their Summer Beauty kiſt cach other. 
A Booke of Prayers on their pillow lay, 
' Which one(quorth Forreſt )almoſt chang'd my minde: 
But oh the Divell,there the Villaine ſtopr: | 
When Dighten thus told on,we ſmothered 
The moſt repleniſhed ſweet worke of nature, 
That from the prime Creation ere ſhe framed. 
Henceboth are gone with Conſcience and Remorſe, 
They could notſpeake, and (oT leftthem both, 
To beare theſe tydings to the bloudy King. 


Enter Richard, 


And heere he comes. All health my Soveraigne Lord. 

Ric, Kinde Tirrell,am I happy in thy Newes. 

Tir. If to have done the thing you gave incharge, 
Beget your happineſle, be happy then, 

For it is done. 

Richs But did*eſt thou ſee them dead? 

Tr. 1did my Lord: 

Rich, And burted gentle Tirrel2 | | 

Tir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them, 
But where(ta ſay rhetruth)I do not know. 

Rich. Come to me Tirreli foone,and after Supper, 
Whenthou there ſhalt tell the proceſle of their death» 
Meane timegbut thinke how 1 may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy defire, 
Farewell till then. ; 

Tir, I humbly take leave. 

Rich, The Sonne of C/arents have I pent up cloſe, 
His daughter meanly bave I matchtin marriage, 

The Sonnes of Eaward {]zepe in 2Abrahams boſome, 
| And Amnemy wife hath {1d this world good night, 
Now for I know the Britains Richmondaymes 
Atyong Elizabery my Brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 
To her go, a jolly thriviag wooer, 


Enter Ratcliffe. 


Rat. My Lord. Y 
Rich. Good or bad newes,that thou com'lt in ſo 
bluntly? 
Rar. Bad news my Lord, Jfoxrten is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welſhmen 
{ Is1nthe field,and ſtill his power encreaſeth- 
ic. Ely wich Richmond troubles me more neere,' 
ThenBuckingham and his raſh levied Strength. 
| Come,I havelearn'd,that fearfull commenting 
Isleaden ſervitor todull delay. 
Delay leades impotent and Snaile-pac'd Beggery: 
n fiery expedition be my wing, 
loves Mercury,and Herald for a King: 
Go muſter men:My counſaile is my Sheeld, 
We muſt be breefe, when Traitors brave the Field, 
Exennt. 


| 


þ 


| Edward for Edwardgpayes a dying debt. 
2x. Wilt thou,O God,flye frem ſuch gentle Lambs, 


Scana Tertia, 


Enter old ueene Margaret, 


Car. So now proſperity begins to mellaw; 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 
Heere intheſe Confines flily have Llurkt, 

To watch the waining of mine enemies. 

A dire induction,am 1 witnefle to, - 

And will to France, hoping the conſequence 
Will prove as bitter, blacke,and Tragicall. 


Wuithdrawthee wretched Margeret,who comes heere? 


Enter Dutcheſſe and Dueene. 


24. Ah my poore Princes Jah my tender Babes! 
My unblowne Flowers , new appearing ſweets: - 
If yet your gentle ſoules flye in the Ayre, 

And be not tixt in doome perpetuall, 
Hover about me with your ayery wings, 
And heare your mothers Lamentation. 
Mar. Hover about her,ſay that right for right 


 Hath dim'd your Infant morne,to Aged night- 


Dat. So many miſeries have eraz'd my voyce, 
That my woe-wearied tongue i8 ſtill and mute. 
Edward Þlantagenet,why art thou dead? 

| Mar. Þ lantagenet doth quit Plamagenet, 


And throw them inthe intrailes of the W olfe? | 
Why didſt thou fleepe , when ſuch adeed was done? 
Afar. When holy Herrydyed,and my ſwee Sonne. 


Dre. Dead lite,blind fight,poore morrtall living ghoſt, 


Woes Scene, Worlds fhame,Graves due, by life uturpt, 
Breefe abſtratand record of tedious daycs, 

Reſt thy unreſt on Englands lawfull earth, _ 

Vnlaw fully made drunke with innocent blood. 


24, Ah thatthou would'{t aſſoone affoord a Grave, 


As thou canſt yeeld a melancholly ſeate: 
Then would I hide my bones,not reſt them heere, 


| Ah who hathany cauſeto mourne but wee? 


Mar. If ancient ſorrow be molt reyerent, 
Give mine the benefit of figneury, 
And let my greefes frowne on the upper hand 
If ſorrow can admit Society. 
I had an Edward,till a Richard kill'd him: 
I had a Husband,tilla Richard kill'd hims 
Thou had'ſt an &dward;tilla Richard kill'd him: 
Thou had'ſt a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 
Dat. 1 had a R:chardtooand thou did'ſt kill him; 
I hada Rwtlevd tuo,thou holp'ſt ro kill him- 
Mix. Thou had'it a Clrence too, 
And Richard kill'd him. | Y 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept 
A Hell-hound that doth bunt usall to death: 
That Dogge. that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry Lambes,andlap their gentle blood: 
That foule defacer of Geds handy worke: 


| That reignes in gauled eyes of weeping ſoules: 


That excellent grand Tyrant of the earth, 

Thy wombe let looſe to chaſe usto our graves. 
O upright, juſt;and true-diſpoſing God, ' _ 
How do I thanke thee,that this carnall Curre 


Preyes'| 
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P es on the w of his Mothers body, | Revolving this,will teach thee howto Curſe. 
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1d makes her Pue-fetlow wittrothers mone. Qz. My word are dull,O quicken them with thine, 
Dart. Oh Harries wife, triumph not in my woes: | Aar. Thy woes will make them ſharpe, 
God witneſſe with me,I have wept for thine. Andpiercelike mine. £22 Exit Margaret. 
Afar. Beare with me ; Iam hungry for revenge, Dt. Why ſhould calamity be full of words? 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. Qz. Windy Atturnies to their Clicns Woes, 
Thy Edward he is dead,that kill'd my Edward, Ayery ſucceedersof inteſtine joyes, 
Theother Edward dead;toquit my Edward: - Poore breathing Orators of miſcries, | 
| Y6ng Yorke, he is but boote, becauſe both they Let them have ſcope,though what they will impart, 
| Matcht not the highperfetion of myloſſe. Helpe nothingels;yer dothey caſe the hart. 
{ Thy Clarerce he is dead; that ſtab'd my Edward, Dr. It ſo then, be not Tongue-ty'd:go with me, 
{ And the beholders of this frantickeplay, And inthe breath of bitrer words,ler's ſmother 
| Ttradulterate Haſtingr, Rivers Vaughan Gray, My dainned Soen,that thy two ſweet Sonnes ſmother'd, 
| Vatimely ſmother'd 1ntheiridusky Graves« The Trumpetſounds,be copious in exclaimes. 
Richard yerlives, Hetsblacke Intelligencer, | | 
Onely reſerv'd their Fator,to buy foules, Enter King Richard,and his Traine, 
| And ſend then thither:But at hand,at hand Rich, Who intercepts me in my Expedition? 
| Inſues hispittious and urpittied end. Dat. O ſhe,that might have intercepted thee 
Earth gapes,Hellburnes,Fiends reare, Saints pray, - By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed wombe, 
To have him ſodainly:convey'd from hence: From all the ſlaughters(Wretch)that thou haſt done, 
Cancell his bond of life,deere.God I pray, Qs.Hid'it thou that Forhead with a Golden Crowne 
ThatI may live and fay,The Dogge is dead. | Where't ſhould be branded,if thatright were right? 
Qs. O thoudidſt propheſie,the time would come, The ſlaughter of thePrincethat ow*d that Crowne, 
That I ſhould wiſh for theeto helpe me curſe And the dyredeath of my poore Sonnes,and Brothers. 
Thar botteP'd Spider,that foule bunch-back'd Toad. ' Tell me thou Villaine-ſlave,where are my Children? 
Aa. I call'd thee then , vaine flouriſh of my fortune: Dat. Thou Toad, thou Toade, 
I call'd thee then,poore Shadow,painted Queene, Whereis thy Brother Clarence? 
The preſentation of bur what I was; And little Ned Plantagenet his Sonne? 
The flattering Index of a direfull Pageant; Qs. Where is the gentle Rivers } aug han,Gray? 
One heavy'd a high;tobe hurl'd downe below: Dat. Where is kinde Haſtings? 
A Mother onely mockt with two faire Babes; Rh. A flouriſh Trumpets, ſtrike Alarum Drummes: 
A dreame of a de thou walt, a gariſh Flagge Let notthe Heavens heare theſe Tell-tale women 
To be the ayme of every dangerous Shot; Ralle onthe Lords Annointed. Strike ſay. 
A ſigneof Dignity.a Breath,a Bubble: ; oxriſe, Alarums. 
A Queene in leaſt,onely to fill the Scene. Either be patient,and intreat me fayre, 
Where is thy Husband now? Where be thy Brothers? Or withthe clamorous report of Warre, 
Where bethy two Sonnes? W herein doſt thou loy? Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 
W hoſues,and kneeles,and ſayes,God ſave the Queene? Dwt. Art thou my Sonne? 
W here bethe bending Peeres that flattered thee? Rich, 1, Ithanke God, my Father,and your ſelte; 
Wherebe the thronging Troopes that followed thee? Det. Then patiently heare my impatience. 
Declineall this,and fee what now thou art. Rich, Madam,I haveatouchof your condition, 
For bappy Wife,a moſt diſtrefſed Widdow: | That cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 
For joyful Mother, one that wailes the name: Dr. O let me ſpeake. 
For one being ſuedrc,one that humbly ſues: Rich. Dothen, but Ile not heare. 
For Queene, a very Caytiffe, crown'd with cares Dwt. I wilibe milde,and gentle in my words. 
For ſhe that ſcorn'd at me, now {corn'd of me: Rich. And breefe(good Mother)for Iam in haſt. 
{ For ſhe being feared of all,now fearing one: Dt. Artthou ſo haſty?I have ſtaid for thee- 
For ſhe commanding all,obey'd of none. (God knowes)in tormentand in agony. 
Thus hath the courſe of Iuſtice whirl'd about, Rich. And came I not at laſt to comfort you? 
Aud left thee bur a very prey to time, | Dt. No by the holy Rood,thou know'lt it well, 
| Having no more but Thought of what thou waſt, Thoucanvlt on earth,to make the earth my Hell. 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art, A greevous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Thou didſt uſurpe my place, and doſt thon not Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancy. 
Viurpethe-juſt proportion of my Sorrow? Thy School-daies frightfull,deſp'rate,wilde,and furious, 
Now thy proud Necke, beares halfe my burtben'd yoke, | Thy prime of Manhoog,daring,bold,and venturous: 
From which,even heere I ſlip my wearicd head, | Thy Age confirm'd,proud,ſubtle,ſlye,and bloody, 
And leave the burthen of it all,on thee. More milde,but yet more harmfull;Kinde in hatreg 
Farewell Yorkes wife, and Queene of ſad miſchance, W hat comfortable houre canſt thou name, | 
Theſe Engliſh wocs,ſhall make me ſmile in France. Thar ever grac'd me with thy company? 
Qs. O thou well skil*d in Curies,ftay a-while, Rich, Faith none, but Hapnfrey Hower, 
And teachme how to curſe mine enemies. That call d your Grace | 
Aar. Forbeare to leepe the night, andfaſtthe day: | To Breakefaſt once,forth of my company. 
Compare dead happinefſe, with living woe: IfI beſo diſgracious in your eye, 
' Thinke thatthy Babes were ſweeter then they were, {| Let me martchon,and not offend you Madam. 
And hethat ſ1:w. them fowler then he is: Strike up the Drumme. 


| Bet'ring thy loſſe, makesthebad cauſer worſe, | Dm. I prythee heare me ſpeake. 
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| - Rich; You ſpeake too bitterly. 
D#t.Heare mea word : | 
Forl ſhall never ſpeake to thee agame. 
Rich. $0. L Wa on 0. 
Dar, Either thou wilt dye, by Gods juſt ordinance 
Ere from this warre thou turnea Conqueror: ,. 
Orl with griefeandextreame Age fhall periſh, 
:Andnever more behold thy face againe- | 
Therefore take with thee my moſtgreivous Curſe, 
Which in the day of Battell tyre thee more _ 
Then all the compleat Armour thatthou wear'lt. 
My Prayers on the adverſe party tight, 
Andthere the little ſoules of Zdwards Children, 
Whiſperthe Spirits of thine Enemies, 
And promiſe them Succeſſe and Victory. : 
Bloudy thou art, bloudy will be thy end: | 
Shame ſerves thy life, and doth thy death attend; Ext. 
xe. Though far more cauſe, yet much lefle ſpirit to 
Abides in me, 1 ſay Amen to her. _ 
Rich. Stay Madam, £1 mult talkea word with you. 
9x. 1haveno-more ſonnes of the Royall blood 
For thee to ſlaughter. For my Daughters (Richard ) 
uy ſhallbe praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes : 
And therefore levell not to hit their lives. 
Rich... You havea daughter call'd Elizabeth, 
Vertuous and Faire, Royalland Gracious « _ 
wee. And mult ſhe dye for this? O let her live, 
And Ie corrupt her Manners, ſtaine her Beauty 
Slander my ſclfe, as falſe ro Edwards bed : 
Throyy over her the vaile of infamy, 
So ſhe may live:unſcarr'd of bleeding ſlaughter, 
Iwill confefle ſhe was not Edwards daughter. 
- Rich, Wrong not her Byrth, ſhe is a Royall Princeſſes 
L2uee. To fave her life, Ile lay ſhe is not fo, 
kich, Her life is ſafeſt onely 1n her byrth. 
Lute. And onely in that ſatery, dyed her Brothers. 
Rich, Loe at their Birth, good ſtarres were oppolite. 
2ue, No, to their lives, 1l] friends were contrary. 
Rich. Allunavoyded is the doome of Deſtiny. 
2ne, True : when avoyded grace makes Deſtiny. 
My Babes were deftin'd toa fairer death, 
Ifgrace had bleſt thee with a fairer life. NPY 
Rich. You ſpeake 3s if that I had ſlaine my Coſms? 
nee. Colins indeed, and by their Vnckle couzend, ' 
Of Comfort, Kingdome, Kindred, Freedome, Life, 
Whoſe hand {oever lanch'd their tender hearts, 
Thy head (all indirectly) gave direction. | 
No doubt the murd'rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetred on thy ſtone-hard hearr, 
To revell in the Intrailcs of my Lambes, | 
But that ſtiil uſe of griefe, makes wilde gricfe tame, 
My tongue ſhould to thy cares not name my Boyes, 
Till that my Nayles were anchor'd in thine eyes: 
And I in ſuchadeſp'rate Bay of death, 
Likea poore Bzrke, of ſailes and tackling reft, 
Ruſh all to peeces on thy Rocky boſoeme. 
Rich. Madam, ſothrive I in my enterprize 
Anddangerous ſucceſle of bloody warres, 
As intend more good to you and yours, 
Then ever you and yours by me were harm'd. — 
2mee, What good is cover'd with the face of heaven, 
To bediſcovered, that can doe me good? 
Rich. T advancement of your children, gentle Lady 
2uee. Vpto ſome Scaffold, theretoloſetheir heads. 
Rich. Vnto the dignity aud height of Fortune, 
The high Imperiall Type ofthis earths glory, 


man. 


| 


Lwee, Flatter my ſorrow with report of it x: 
Tell me, what State, what Dignity, what Honor, 
Canſt thou deviſetoany child of mine.  .. , 

Rich, Evenall 1 have ;1, and my ſelfe andall, 
Will I withall indow a child of thine : . 

So iti the Lethe of thy angry ſoule, 
Thou drownethe fad remembrance of thoſe wrongs, 
Which thou luppoſeſt I have doneto thee. + 

Owee.Be breite, leaſt that the proceſle of thy kindneſſe 
Laſt longer telling then thy kindneſle date. | 

Rich. Then kriow, : ___-.. | 
That from my Soule, I love thy Daughter, | 

Lee. My daughters Mother thinkes it with her ſoule. 

Rich. What doe you thinke? , 1. |; _ ..,* 

2. Thatthoudoſt love my daughter from thy ſoule 
So from thy ſoules lovedid{ithoulove her Brothers, 
And from my hearts love, I doe thanke thee for ir. 

Rich, Benot ſo haity to confound my meaning; 

I meane that with my ſoule Llovethy daughter, 

And doe intend to make her Queene of England, 
28, Wellthen, whodoſtthou mean ſhallbe her King. 
Rich, Even he that makes her Queene. 

Whoelſe ſhould be ? 

Lee, What, thou ? | 

Rich; Evenſo : How thinke you of it 3 

nee, How canſt thou wooe her ? 

Rich. T hat I would learne of you, | 
As one being beſt acquaiated with her humour. 

Lge. And wilt thou learne of me ? 

Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

Zee. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers, 
A pare of bleeding hearts: thereon ingrave 
Edward and Yorke, then haply will ſhe weepe : 
Therefore preſent to her, as ſometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, (teeptin Rutlands blood, 

A hand-kerchiete, which ſay to herdid dreyne 
The purple ſappe from her ſweet brothers body, 


| Andbid her wipe her weeping eyes withall, 


If this inducement move her nor tolove, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds ; 
Tell her, thou mad'{t away her Vnckle Clarence, 
Her Vnckle Kivers, I (and for her ſake) 
Mad'ſtquicke conveyance with her good Aunt ene. 
Rich. You mocke me Madam, this isnot the way 
To win your daughter, 
Lnuee. There 15 no other way, 
Vnleiſe thou coula'ſt put on ſome other ſhape, 
And not be Richard, that hath done allthis. 
Rich. Say that I did all this for love of her. | 
Dxe.Nay then indeed ſhe cannot chooſe bur hate thee, 
Having bought love, with iuch a bloody ſpoile. 
Rith. Looke what is donc, cannot be now amended : 
Men ſhall deale unadviſedly ſometimes, 
W hich after-houres gives leyſureto repent. 


If I did take the Kingdome from your Sonnes, 


To make amends, Ile giveit to your daughter : 
If I have kill'd the ifſne of your wombe, 

To quicken your encreaſe, I will beget 
Mine iſſue of your blood, upon your daughter : 
A Grandams name is little lefle jn love, 

Then is the doting Title of a Mother ; 

They are as Children but one ſtep below, 
Even'of your metrall, of yaur very blood : 
Ofall one paine, ſave for anight of groanes _. 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like forrows 
Your Children were vexation to your youth, 
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'Butmine ſhall be 4 comfbtt to your Age, _ 
The loſſe y6i have, is bat#Sonrie being Kiig, 
And by thar lofſe, your Daiighter is tiidde Queene. 
I cannotmaKe yoli what AinEnds I would, 
Therefore accept ſuth kindnefſe as I ca. = 
Dorſet your Sonne, that witha fearcfull ſoule 
Leads diſebitetited ſteppes in Forraine ſoyle, 
This faire Alliance, quickly ſhall call home 
To high Promorions, 81d great Dignity. | 
The King that calles your bexnreous daughiter wife, 
Familiarly ſhall callth F orſet, brother :_ 

Mc her toa King: 


of diftreſefult Times, 
Riches of Content. 


alifed 


The petty Rebell, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 


Bound with Trinmphant Gariands will I come, 


And leade thy daughter to'a Conquerorsbed: 


' To whom I will retaile my Conqueft wonne, 


And ſhe ſhallbe ſole Yidtoreſle, Ceſars Ceſar. 
Due. What wereI beſt to fay, her Fathers brother 


' Would bee Lord ? Or ſhall 1 ay her Vakle? 


Or he cit Mew her Brothers, and her Vnkles ? 
Vnder what Titlc ſhall I wooe for thee, 


. That God, the Lav, my Honor, and her Love, 


Can make feeme pleaſing to her render yeeres? 
Rich. Inferre faire Englands peace by this Alliance. 


2. Which ſhe ſhallpurchaſe with ſtill laſting warre. 
Rlch. Tell her, the King that may command, intreats. 
Q#. That at her hands, which the kings King forbids 


Rich, Say ſhe ſhall be a high and mighty Queene. 
2%. Tovaile the Title, as her Mother doth, 

Rich. Say T willlove hereverlaftingly. 

Os. But how long ſhall that title ever laſt ? 

Rich, Sweetly in force, unto her faire lives end. 
2%. But how long fairely ſhall ber ſweet life laſt ? 
Rich. Aslong as heaven and Naturelengthens it. 
2+. Aslong as hell and Richard likes of it. 

Rich. Say, I her Soveraigne, am her SubjeR low. 


2x. Bur ſhe your SubjcR, lothes ſuch Soveraignty. 


' Rich, Beeloquent in my behalfe to her. 
.2z. An honeſt tale ſpeeds beſt, being plainly told. 
Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my loving tale. 
'9#. Plaine and not honeſt, istoo harſh a ſtyle, 
Rich. Your Reaſons aretoo ſhallow, and to quicke, 
2s. O no, my Reaſotis are too deepe and dead, 
Too deepcand dead (poore Infants)'in their graves, 
Harpe on it ſtill ſhall I, rill heart-ſtrings breake. 
Rich. Harpe not on that ſtring Madam, that is paſt. 
Now by my George, my Gatter,and my Crowne. 
— Prophar'd, diſhonor'd, and the third uſurpt, 
thing, for this isno Oath: 


i 


; #e. By. ! FL LMS + 
Thy Geo: prog an'd, hath loſt his Lordly honor ; 
Thy GarterÞb 


wh. foom ; pajvir'd his Kingly Vertne;] 
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Thy Crowne uſurp'd, difgrat'd his Kingly Glory 
If jomething thau wonld'it ſweare to be beleev'd, 
Sweare then by ſomething; thar thou haſt not wrong'd, 
Rich. Then by my ſelf. 
24; Thy ſelft; is ſelfe-miſu&'d, 
Rich. Now by the Worlds 
2x. 'Tis fill of thy foule wrongs. 
Rich, My Fathers death. 
2: Thy life hath it diſhonor'd. 
Rich, Why then, by Heaven. 
ne; Heavens wrong is moſt of all: | 
If thou didd'ſt feare to breake an Oath with him, 
The vnity the King'tny husband made, 
Thou had'ſt not broken, nor wy brothers died. 
If thou had'ſt fear'd to breake an oath by him, 
Th'imperiall mettall, circling now thy head, 
Had Sy the tender tewples of my child, 
And both the Princes had beene breathing heere, 
W hichnow two tender Bed-folowes for duſt, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormes.  - 


 Whartcan'ſt thou ſweare by now? 


Rich, The time to come. 

2ue. That thou haſt wronged in the time ore-paſt : 
For 1 my ſelfe have many teares to waſh 
Heereafter time, for time paſt, wrong dby thee. 
The Children live, whoſe Fathers thou haſt Nlaughter'd, 
Vngovern'd youth, to.wailc 1t with their age: 
The Parents live, whofe Children thou haſt butcher'd, 
Old barren Plants, to watle it with their Ape. 
Sweare not by time to'comc, for that thou haſt , 
Miſus'd ere vs'd, by times il-vs'd repaſt. 

Rich, AsTintend to proſper, andrepent ; 
So thrive I in my dangerous Afﬀaires 
Of hoſtile Armes: My felfe, my ſelfe confound : 
Heaven, and Fortune barre me happy houres : 
Day, yeeld me not thy light ? nor Night, thy reſt: 
Be oppoſite all Planets of good Iucke 
To my proceeding, if with deere hearts love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender notthy beautions Princely daughter. 
In her, conſiſts my happineſfle, and thine : 
Without her, followes to my ſ{clfe,and thee, 
Her ſelfe, the Land, and many a Chriſtian foulc, 
Death, Deſolation, Ruine, and Decay : 
It cannot be avoyded, butby this : 
It will not be avoyded, but by this. 


| Therefore dcare Mother (I muſt call you ſo.) 


Be the Atturney of my love to her : 

Pleade what I will be, not what I have beene ; 

Not my deſerts, but whatT wall deſerve : 

Vrge the Neceſlity and ſtate of times, | 

And be not peeviſh found, in great Defignes. 
Le, Shall I be tempted of the divellthus ? 
Rich. 1, if the Divell tempt you to doe good. 
ae. Shall I forget my ſclfe,to be my lelfe? 


Rich. T, if your ſelfes remembrance wrong your {elte. | 


Dae. Yetthou didft kill my Children. 
Rich, But in yourdavghters wombel bury them. 
Where in that Neſt of Spicery they will breed 
Selves of themſelves, to your recomforture, = 
| Ome, Shall I goe win my daughter to thy wall ? 
Rich, And bea happy Mother by the deed. 
ve. 1 goe,writeto me very ſhortly, 
Andyou ſhall underſtand from me her mind. Z*#t Lu, 
Rich« 'Beare her my true loves kiffe, and ſo farewell. 
Relenting Foole, and ſhallow-changing Woman. 


_ How 
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How now, what newes ? 
Enter Ratcliffe: 


Rate. Moſt mighty Soveraigne,on the Welterne Coaſt 

Rideth a puiſſant Navy : to our Shores 

Throng many doubtfull hollow-hearted friends, 

Vnarmd;and unreſoly'd to beat them backe. 

Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admirall: 

Andthere they hull, expecting but the ayde 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them alhore. 
Ric-Somelight-foor friend poſt tothe Duke of Norfolke 

Ratehffe thy (elfe, or (atesby, where 1s he ? 

Cat. Here, my good Lord. 

Rich. Catesby, fiyeto the Duke. - 

Cat. 1 will, my Lord, with all convenient haſte, 
Rich. (atesby come hither, polte to Salisbury. 

When thou comi'ſt thither : Dull unmindfull Villaine. 

Why ſtay*lt thou here, and go'ſt notto the Dake? 
Ca.Firſt,mighty Liege,tell me your highneſle pleaſure 

What from your Grace I ſhall deliver to him. 

Rich, O true, good Catesby, bid him levy ſtraight 

The greateſt Alrength and power that he can make, 

And meet me ſuddenly at Salisbury. jo 
Cabs J goc « : ; E: oY, tt, 
Rat. What, may it pleaſe you, ſhall I doe at Salts- 

2 


bury? 
Rich Why, what would'ſt thou doe there, before 1I 
oe? 
A Your highneſſe told me I ſhould poſte befores 
Rich. My mind 15 chang'd 3 


Enter Lord Stanley, 


Stanley, what newes with you ? - 

Sta.None, good my Liege,to pleaſe you with the hea- 

Nor none ſo bad, but well may be reported. (ring, 

Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle, neither good not bad : 

What need'{t thou runne ſo many miles about, 

When thou mayeſtrtell thy tale the neerelt way ? 

Once more, what newes? 

Stay. Richmond is on the Seas. 

Rich: There let him finke, and be the Seas on hin, 

White-ltver'd Runnagate, what doth he there e 

Stan, I know not, mighty Soveraigne, but by gueſle. 

' Rich, Well, as you gueſle. 

Stan, Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Afortoy. 

He makes for England, here to claymethe Crowne. 

Rich, Ts the Chayre empty? isthe Sword unſway'd ? 

Isthe King dead? the Empireunpoſleſt ? 

What heire of Yorke is there alive, but we? 

And who is Englands King, bur great Yorker heire? 

Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas? 

Stan. Vnleſſe for that, my Liege, I cannot gueſle. 

Rich. Vnleſſe for that he comes to be your Liege, 

You cannot gueſſe wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt revolt, and flye to him, I feare. 

Stay. No, my good Lord, therefore miſtruſt me not, 

Rich, Whereis thy Power then, to beat him backe ? 

Where be thy Tenants, and thy followers ? 

Are they not now upon the Welterne Shore, 

Safe-condutting the Rebels from their Shippes ? 

ny. No, my good Lord, my friends are ifi the 
rth. 

Rich.Cold friends to me: whatdoe they in the North, 


a, 
i 


Whenthey ſhould ſerve their Soveraigne in the Weſt ? | 


Stas. They have not beene commanded, mighty King 


Pleaſeth your Majeſty to give me leave, 
Ile muſter up my friends, and meet your Grace, | 
Where, and what time your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 

Rich. I,thou would'ſt be gone, to Joyne wich Richmond; 
But Ile nottruſt thee, dof 

Stax. Moſt mighty Soveraigne, 

You have no cauſeto hold my friendſhip doubtfull, 
I never was, nor never will be falſe. 

Rich, Goe then, and muſter men; but leave behind 
Your Sonne George Stanley : looke your heart be firme, 
Or elſe his heads aſſurance is bur fraile. | 

Stan, So deale with him, as I prove true to you. 

Exit Stanly. 


Enter 4 Meſſenger. 


CMeſſ. My gracious Soveraigne; 
As [ by friendsam well advertiſcd, 
Sir Edward Conrmey, and the haughty Prelate, 
Biſhop of Exeter, hiselder Brother, 

With many more Confederates;are in armes- 


now'in Devonſhire, 


Enter axother Meſſenger. 


eſe. InKent, my Liege.the Guilferdrare in Armes, 
Andeyery houre more Competitors 
Flocketo the Rebels, and their power growes ſtrong. | 


Enter another CMeſſengey. 


Aeſſ. My Lord, the Army of great Buckingham. 
Rich. Out on ye, Owles, nothing bur Songs of Death. 
He firiketh him, 
There, take thou that till thou bring betternewes, 
Meſſ. The newesIhave totell your Majeſty, , 
Is, thatby ſudden Floods, and fall'of Waters, 
Buckinghams Army is diſpers'd and ſcatter'd, 
And he himſelfe wandred away alone, 
No man knowes whither, 
Rich. I cry thee mercy ; 
There is my Purſe, to cure that Blow of thine. 
Hath any well-adviſed friend proclaym'd 
Rewardto him that brings the Traytor in? 
Heſſ.Such Proclamation hath beene made, my Lord. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Sir Thomas Lovell, and Lord Marqueſle D or/er, 
'Tis faid, my Leige, in Yorkeſhiredrein Armes ; 
But this good comfort bring I to your Highneſſe, 
The Brittaine Navy is diſpers'd by Tempeſt 
Richmond in Dorſetſhire ſent out a Boat 
Vnto the ſhore, to aske thoſe on the Bankes, 
If they were his Aſſiſtants, yea,orno ? . 
Who anſwer'd him, they came from Buckingham, 
Vpon his party : he miſtruſting them, 
Hoys'd ſayle, and made his courſe againe for Brittaine. 


Rich, March on, march on, ſince weare up in Armes, | 


If notto fight with forraine Enemies, 
Yetto beat downe theſe Rebels here at home. 


Enter Catesby, 


Cat. My Lie , the Duke of Buekinghats is taken, 
That is the beſt newes, that the Earle of Richmond 


| 


he amt 
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Is with a mighty power Landed at Milford, 

Is colder kay 4,9 yet they mult be told. my 
Rich. Away towards Salsbury, while we reaſon here, 

A Royall battell might be wonne andloſt : 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 


To Salsbury, the reſt march on with me. Exennt, 


——— 


Scana Quarta. 


Emer Derby, and Sir Chriſtopher. 


Der. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the ſtye of the moſt deadly Bore, 
| My Sonne George Stanley is frankt upin hold: 
If I revolt, off goes yong Georges head, 
The feare of that, holds oft my preſent ayde. 
So get thee gone : commend me to thy Lord. 
W ithall ſay, -that the Queene hath heartily conſented 
He ſhould eſpouſe £/izabeth her daughter. 
But tell me, where is Princely Richmond now ? 
Chri. At Penbreke, or at Bertford Weſt in Wales: 
Der, What: men of Name reſort to him. 
Chri, Sir Walter Herbert, a xenowned Souldier, 
Sir Gubert Talbot, Sir William Stanley, 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir [ames Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a vaitant Crew, 
And many other of greatname and worth : 
And towards London doe they bend their power, 
If by the way they be not fought withall. 
Der. Well hye thee to thy Lord : I kifſe his hand, 
My Letter will reſolve him of my mind- 


Farewell. | E xeunt, 


— 


——— Oo — ——— 
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Enter Buckingham with Halberds, led 
to Execution. 


Buc. Will not King Richardlet me ſpeake with him ? 
Sher. No my good Lord, therefore be patient. 
.Buc. HafStings, and Eawards children, Gray and Ryvers, 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire Sonne Edward, 
Vaughan, andall that have miſcarried 
By under-hand corrupted foule injultice, 
Tfchar your moody di{contented ſoules, 
Doe through the clowds behold this prefent houre, 
Euen for revenge mocke my deſtruction. 
This is All-ſoules day ( Fellow) is it not? 

Sher. It is. 

Buc.Why then All-ſoules day,is my bodies doomſday 
This is the day, which in King Edwards time 
I wiſh'd might fall on me, when I was found 
Falſe to his Children, and his Wives Allies. 
This is the day, wherein I wiſht to fall 
By the falſe Faith of him whom molt I truſted, 
This, this All-ſoules day to my fearfull Soule, 
Ts the determin'd reſpit of my wrongs : 
| That high All-ſeer, which I dallied with, 


= 


| 


| 


Hath turn'd my fained Prayer on'my head, 

And given in carneſt, whatT begeg'd in jeſt. 

Thus doth he force the ſwords of wicked men 

To turnetheir owne points in their Maſters boſomes, 
Thus 2dargarers-curic falles heavy on my necke : 


| When be (quoth ſhe) ſhall ſplit thy heart with forrow, 


Remember Afargaret was a Propheteſle : 
Come leade me -Orlicers to the blocke of ſhame, 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

| Exeun Buckingham with Officers, 


me 


——_— 
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Scend Secunda. 
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Enter Richmond, Oxford, Bluat, Herbert, and 
others, with drum and colours. 


Richm.Fellowesin Armes,and my moſt loving Frends 
Bruis'd underncath the yoake of Tyranny, 
Thus farre into the bowels of the Land, 
Have we marcht on without zmpediment ; 
And here receive we from our Father Sranley 
Lines of faire comfort aud encouragement ; 
The wretched, bloody, and ulurping Boare, 
( T hat ſpoyl'd your Summer Fieids, and fruitfull V ines) 
Swilles your warm blood like waſh, & makes his trough 
Jn your embowel'd bolomes : This foule Swine 
Isnow eveninthe Center of this 1le, 
Ne'reto the Towne of Leiceſter, 'aswe learne: 
From Tamworth thither, is but onedayes march. 
In Godsname cheereiy on, couragious Friends, | 
To reapethe Haryelt of perpetuall peace, 
By this one bloody tryall of ſharpe Warre. 
Oxf. Every mans Conſcience 1s a thouſand men, 
To fight againſt this guilty Homicide. 
Her. 1 doubt not but his Friends will turneto us. 
Zlan,He hath no friends,but what are friends for teare 
W hich in his deereſt need will lye from him, 
Richm. Ali for our vantzge,then in Gods name march, 
True hope is {witr, aud fiyes with Swallowes wings, 


$20 . : : 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 


E xexnt Onmnts, 


Enter King Richard in Armes with Norfolke, Ratcliſſe, 
«a the Earle of Surrey. 


Rich.Bere pitch our Tent,even here in Boſworth field; 
My Lord of Surrey, why looke you ſo fad? 
Sur. My heartis ten times lighterthen my lookes. 
Rich. My Lord of Norfolke. 
Nor. Heere molt gracious Licge. 
Rich, Nortolke, we muſt have knockes : 
Ha, muſt wenot ? 
Nor. We muſt both give and take my loving Lord. 
Rich, Vp with my Tent, here will Ilyetonight, 
But where to morrow ? Well, all's one for that. 
Who hath deſcriedthe number of the Traitors ? 
Nor. Six or {eventhouſand is their utmoſt power. 
Rach. W hy our Battalia trebbles that account : 
Beſides, the Kingsname is a Tower of ſtrength, 
Which they upon the adverſe Faction want. 
Vp with the Tent: Come Noble Gentlemen, 
Lec us ſurvey the vantage of the ground. ” 
Call for ſome men of ſound direction : 


———_—_— 
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t Let's lackeno Diſcipline, make no delay, 
| For Lords, to morrow 1s a buſic day- 


ford, and Dorſet. 


And by the bright Tra ofhis fiery Carre, 
| Gives token of a goodly day to morrows 


Give me ſome Inke ard Paper in wy Tent: 
 Tledraw the Forme and Modell of our Battaile, 
 Limiteach-Leader to lus ſeyerali Charge, 
Andpart in juſt proportion our ſmall Power. 
My Lord of Oxtord, you Sir /-liam Branden, 
And you Sir Walter Herbert ſtay with me: 

The Earle of Pembroke keepes his Regument ; 


And by the ſecond houre in the Morning, 
Deſire the Earleto ſee me inmy Tent: 


OY . - "I ITS 


| (Which well I am affur'd 1 have not done ) 

His Regiment lycs halfe a Mile at leaſt - 

South, from the mighty Power of the King- 
Rich. 1f without perill1t be poſſible, 


And give him from me, this moſt needfull Note. 


And ſo God give you quiet r<{t to night. 

- Rich. Good night good Captaine Blunt : 

Come Gentlemen, 

Let us conſult upon to morrowes Buſinefle 3 
Into my Tent, the Dew 13 raiie and cold. 

| They witharaw $120 the T ents 


Rich. What is'ta Clocke? 


King, 1 wilinot ſup tonight, 
Give me ſome Inke and Paper : 
What, is my Beaver cafier then it was ? 
Andail my Armour laid into my Tent ? 


Rich, Good Nortfolke, bye thee to thy charge, 
Vle carefull Watch, choote trutiy Centincls. 
Nor. Tgce my Lord. 


Ner. 1 warrant you my Lord. 

Rich, Ratchife, 

Rat. My Lord. 

Rich, Send out a Purſan1 ant at Armes 
To Stazleys Regiment : biu him bring his power 
Before Sun-riſing, leaſt his Sonne George fall 
Into the blind Cave of erernall night. 
Hllmea Bowle of Wine: Give mea Watch, 
Saddle white Surrey for the feld to morow : 


Rar. My Lord. 


© Rat. Thomas the Earlc of Sarrey, and himſfclie, 


| T have not that Alacrity of Spirit, 


"OL ICESER 
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E xennt. 
: Enter Rivkin d Sir Wilsam Brandon, C x- 


Rich. The weary Sunne, hath made aGokden ſet, 


' Sir W+liams Brandon, you ſhall beare my Standard : 


| Good Captaine Blz»r, beare my goodnitghtto hum, 


Yet one thing more (good Captaine) doe for me x 
Where is Lord Stazley quarter'd, doe you know ? - 
Blunt. Vnlcſle I have otiftane his Colours much, 


Sweet Blunt,make ſome good meancs to ſpeak with him 


Blunt. Vpon my ſelte, my Lord, Ile undertake it, 


Enter Richard, Ratcl ffe, NN orfolke, and Catesby. 


Car. It's Supper time my Lord, it's nine a Clocke. 


Cat. It is my Liege : andallthingsare inreadinefle, 


Rich. Stir withrhe Larke to morcow,gentle Norfolke. 


Look that my ſtaves be ſound,8 not too heavy. Ratcliffe. 
Rich, Saw'{t the mclancholly Lord Northumberland ? 
Much about Cock ſhur time, from Troope to Troope 


Went through the Army, chearing up the Souldiers. 
King, So,1 am ſatisfied : Give me a Bowle of Wine, 


mona. 
——— 


| Nor cheere of Mind that 1 was wont to have, 

Set it downe. Is Inke and Paper ready ? 

Raz. Itis my Loxdi ©! n 

R:icb. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. 
RKarchffe, about themid of night cometo'imy Tent '*: - 
And helpe toarme me. Leave mel ſay: Exit Retchiſe. 


Enter Derby to Richmond ibuT ent. 


Derb. Fortune, and Vidory ſit onthy Helme, 
Richm. ' All comfort that'the darke night can affoord, 
Be tothy perſon,Noble Father in Law, + £ 
Tcll me, how fares our Noble Mother ? ' 
Der. Iby Attourney, bleſſe thee from thy Mother, 
W ho prayes continually for Richmonds good : | 
So mich for that. The ſilent houres ſtealeon, 
And flaky darkencfſe breakes within the Eaſt. 
In briete, for ſo ti e leaſon bids us be, - 
Prepare thy Battcll early jnthe Morning; + 
And putthy Fortune to th*Arbitremerit\.'-+ --- 4 
Ot bloody ſtroakes, and mortall ſtaring Warre * | *"'/ 
T, as I may, that which I would, I canfjor, -CEOLK 
Wirth belt advantage will deceive the time; 
And ayde thee in this doubtfull ſhocke 6f Armes- 
But on thy fide T may not be too forward; 
Lealt betog ſcene, thy Brother, tender George 
Be executed in his fathers ſight, o_ 
Farewell: the leyſure, and the fearefull tine 
Cuts offthc ceremoniouis Vowes of Love; 
And ample enterchange of {weet Diſconrſe, ' 
| Which fo long ſundred Friends ſhouk divell npott : 
God giveus leyſure fortheſe rite&ot Love.”  * 
Once more Adieu, be valiant, and ſpeed well, 
Richm, Good Lords condudt him to his Regiment : 
[le ftrive with troubled noyſe, to take a Nap, 
Leſt leaden flumbver peizeme down2to tniorrow, 
W hen 1 ſhould mount with wings of Vidtory : 
Once more, good night kinde Lords and Gentlemen. 
| Exeunt, Manes Richmond. 
| O thou, whole Capraine Taccount my lelfe, 
Looke on my Forces with a gracious eye : 
Pur in their hands thy bruifing Irons of wrath, 
That they may cruſh downe witha heavy fall, 
Th uſurping Helmetsof our Adverfarics : 
Makeus thy miniſters of Chaſticemenr, 
That we may praiſe thee inthy viory : 
To thee I do commend my watchfull ſoule, 
Ere I let fallthe windowes of mine eyes: 
Siceping,and waking, oh defend me {tiit. 
Enter the Gho#? of Prince Edward, Sonne 10 
Henry the frxt. | 
Gh.to Ri. Let me fir heavy on thy ſoule tomorrow : 
Thinke how thou ſtab'ſt me in my prime of youth 
At Teukesbury ; Deſpaire therefore, and dye. 
Ghoſt ts Richm. Be chearcfull Richmond, 
' For the wronged Soules 
Ofbutcher'd Princes, fightin thy behalfe : 
King Hemries iſſue Richmond comforts thee. 
Exiter the Gboft of Henry the ſoxt. 
GhoR. When I was morrall, my Annointed body 
By thce was punched full of holes; © 
Thinke onthe Tower, and me : Defſpaire, and dye, 
Henry the ſixt, bids thee deſpaire and dye. 
To Richm. Vertuous and holy bethon Conqueror: 
| Harrythat prophefied thou ſhould" beKing, _. 
Doth comfort thee 1n ſleepe : Live, and flouriſh. 
| : af 
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| ' Emer the Gho# of Clarence. 
Ghoſt. Let me fit heavy in thy ſoule to morrow. 
I that was waſh'd to death with Fulſome Wine ; 
Poore Clarence by thy guile hetray'd to death: 
| Tomorrow: inthe battell thinke on me, _ 
And fall. ehycdgelefſe Sword, deſpaire and dye. 
To Richm. Thou off-ſpring of the houſe of Lancaſter 
The wronged heyres of Yorke doe pray for thee, 
Good Angels guardthy battell, Liveand Flouriſh. 
' Emter the Ghoſt rof Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 
Rv. Ler me fit heavy inthy ſoule to morrow, 
Rivers, that dy deat Pomfret: deſpaire,and dye. 
Grey. Thinke upon Grey, and et thy ſoule deſpaire. 
Vavgh, Thinke upon Favghan, and with guilty tcare 
Letfall thy Lance,deſpaire and dye. 
All to Richm. Awake. 
And thinke oar-wrongs in Richards Boſome, 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the day. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtings, 
Ghoſ?. Bloody and guilty : guilty awake, 
And in a bloody BatrelFend thy dayes. 
Thinke on Lord Haſtings ; deſpaire, and dye. 
hw, Quict untroubicd ſoule, 


Arme, fight and.conqu 2nquer, for faire Englands ſake. 
ntedehe Ghoſts of the two yong Princes. 

Ghoits, Dreame on thy Couſins 
Smothered inthe Tower : 
Let usbe laid wthin:thy boſome Richard, 
And weigh thee downe te ruine, ſhame, and death* 
| Thy Nephewes foule bids thee deſpaire and dyc. 
| Gbo#ts to Richw, Slegpe Richmond, 

Slecpe 1n Peace, and wake 10 Jos | 

Good Aviga gaard thee from the Boares annoy, 
Live, and begeta happy race of Kings. 
Edwards unhappy Sonnes, doe bid thee flouriſh; 

- EmergheGboit of e5me, bu Wife, 

 Gho#t to Rich, Richard, thy Wife, 
That wretched ene thy Wife, 
That never ſlept a quiet houre with thee, 
Now. filles thy fleepe with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battaile, thinke on me, 
And fall thy edgeleffe Sword, deſpaire and dyc. 

Gho#t to Richm. "hee quiet ſoule, 
Sleepe thoua quiet fleepe: 
Dreame of mah. 7 and Fappy Victory, 
| Thy Adverſaries Wife doth pray for thee. 

| Emer the go of Buckingham, 
bo#F to Rich. The firſt was I 

That help'd thee to the Crowne : 
The laſt was I that felt thy Tyranny. 
©, inthe bataile thinke on Buckingham, 
' Anddye interror of thy guiltineſle. | 
Dreame on, dreame on, of bloody decds and death, 
{ Fainting deſpaire ; deſpairing yeeld thy breath, 

Ghoft ro Richm, I dyed for hope | 
EreI could lend thee Ayde ; 
But cheerethy heart, and be thou not diſmayde 
God, and good Angels fighton Richmonds fide, 
And Richard fall 5 height of all his pride. 
* __  Richardſtarts ont of hu dreame. 

Rich. Give me another horſe, bind up my Wourids : 
Have mercy Ieſu. Soft, I did but dreame. 
O coward Conſcience ! how doſtthou afflit me ? 
' The Lights burne blew. Itis not dead midnight, 
1 Cold fearefull drops ſtand on my trembling fleſh 
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Richard loves Richard, thats, I am I. 


_ Throng all to'th'Barre, crying all, Guilty, Guilty, 


+ That ever entred in adrowhie head, 


What ? doe I feare thy Selfe:? There's none elleby, 


Istherea Murtherer heere? No; Yes, Iam: \ 

Then flye ? What from my'ſelfe Great reaſon: why? 
Leſt I Revenge. What ? my ſelfe upon my lelfe? 
Alacke, Ilove my ſelfe. Whereſore? For any good 
That I my ſelfe, have done unto my ſelfe ? 

O no. Alas, I rather hate my ſclfe; 

For batefnll Deeds committed by my ſelfe. | 
I am a villaine'; yetI Lye, I am not. | | 
Foole, of thy ſelfe ſpeake well: Foole doe not flatter, 
My Conſcience hath a thouſand ſeverall Tongues, 
Andevery Tongue brings ina ſeverall Tale, 

And every Tale condemnes me for a Villaine; 

Perjury, in thehighſt Degree, 

Murther, ſternemurther,in the dyr'ft degree, 

All ſeverall finnes, all us'd incach degree, 


I ſhall deſpaire, there is no Creatuees loves me; 
Andif I'dye, no ſoule ſhall pitty me. 

Nay, wherefore ſhould they ? Since that I wy ſclfe, 
Finde in my ſelfe, no pitty to my ſelfe, 

Me thought, the ſoules of all that I had murther'd 
Came to my Tent, and every one didthreat ' 

To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard, 


Enter Ratcliffe. 


Rat. My Lord. 

King. Who's there ? 

Rat. Ratcliffe my Lord,tis I: the early Village Cocke 
Hath twicedone ſalutation to the Morne, 
Your friends arevup, and buckle on their Armour. 

King. O Ratcliffe, I feare, I feare. 

Rate. Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows. 

King. By the Apoſile Pani, ſhadowes to night 
Have ttroke more terror tothe ſoule of Richard. 
Then can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand Souldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 
"Tisnot yet necre day. Come goe with me, 
Vnderour Tents; Ile play the Eaſe-dropper, 
To heare ifany meane to ſhrinke from me. 

Exenn Richard aud Ratehffe, 


Enter the Lords to Richmond fitting 
in by Tent. 


Lords. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich.Cry you mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen 
That you have tane atardy fluggard heere 3 

Lords, How have you ſlept my Lord? 

Rich. The ſweetelt ſleepe, 
And faireſt boading Dreames, 


Have I ſince your departure had my Lords. | 
Me thought their ſoules,whoſe bodies Richard murthet d 
Came to my Tent, and cried on Vidory : 
I promiſe you my heart is very jocond, 
In the remembrance of ſo faire a dreame, 
How farre into the Morning is it Lords ? 
Lord. Vponthe ftroke of foure. WER, 
Rich. Why then'tis time to Arme, and give direction 
Hu Oration to his Souldiers. 
More then 1 have faid, loving Countrymen, 
The leyſure and inforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon : yet remember this, 


God 
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| God, ard our good cauſe, fight upon our ſide, 
'The Prayers of holy Saintsand wronged ſoules, 
Like high rear'd Bulwarkes, ftand betore our Faces, 
' (Richard except) thoſe whom we fighe againſt, 
ad rather bave us winne;then him they follow. 
uh whatis he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, ._ 
| A bloudy Tyrant; and a Homicide : 
One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eſtabliſh'd ; 
One that made meanes to come by what he hath, _ 
And ſlaughter'd thoſe that were the meanes to help him: 
Abaſe foble Stone; made precious by the ſoyle 
OfEnglands Chaire, where he is tallely ſet ; 
One that: hath ever beene Gods Enemy. 
Then if you fight againſt Gods Enemy, 
God will in juſtice ward you as his Souldiers. 
| If you doe ſweare to put a Tyrant downe, 
| You fleepe in peace, rhe Tyrant being ſlaine : 
| If yon doe fight againſt-your Countries Foes, 


| Your Countries Fatthall pay'your paines the byre. 
| If you ſtoe fight in ſafegard of your wives, 


| Your wives ſhall welcome home the Conquerors. 


| If you doe free your Children from the Sword, 


Your Childrens Children quits itin your Agee 
Then in the name of God and all theſe rights, 


| Advance your Standards ,draw your willing Swords. 


For me, the ranfome of my bold attempt, 


| Shallbe this cold Corpes on the earth's cold face. 


Bat if Ithrive, the gaineof my attempr, 


| Theſeaſt of you ſhall ſhare his part thereof. 


Sound Drummes and Trumpet boldly, and cheerefully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory. 


Enter King Richard, Ratcliffe, and Catesby. 


Kin, What faidNorthumberland as tonching Richmond? 
Ratc. That he was never trained up in Armes, 
King. He ſaid the truth: and what ſaid Surrey then ? 
Ratc. He ſmil'd and faid, the better for our purpoſe. 
King. He was in the right, and ſoindeed it 18. . 
(lockes Firikes. 
Give me a Kalender : who ſaw the Sunne today ? 
Rate. Not I my Lord. : 
"Ring. Then he diſdaines to ſhine ; for by the Booke 
He ſhould have brav'd the Eaſt an houre agoe, 
A blacke day will it be to ſomebody, Ratcliffe. 
Ratc, My Lord. 
King, The Sun will not be ſeeneto day, 
Thesky doth frowne, and lowre upon our Army's 
Iwouldtheſe dcwy teares were from the ground. 
Not ſhine to day > Why, what1s thattome _ 
More then to Richmond ? For the ſclfe-fame Heaven 
That frownes on me, lookes ſadly upon him. 


Enter Norfolke. 


Nor. Arme,arme, my Lord :the foc vaunts in the field. 
King. Come, buſtle, buſtle. Capariſon my horſe. 

Call up Lord Stexley, bid him bring his power, 

I will leade forth my Souldicrsto the plaine, 

Andthus my Battell ſhall be ordred. 

My foreward ſhal be drawne inlength, 


- Conſiſting equally of Horſe and Foot : 


Our Archers ſhall be placed in the mid'ſ ; 


| Tom Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 


Shall have the leading of the Foot and horſe. 
They thus direed, we will follow 


= "IC 


| 


——— 


In themaine Bartcll, whoſe puiſſance on either ſide 
Shall be well-wingd with our cheifeſt Horſe : 
This, and Saint Georgeto boote. 
W hat think'ſt thou Norfolke? MEWP 
Nor. A good direion warlike Soveraigne, 
This founq T'on my Tentthis Morning- 
Jockey of Norfolke, be not ſo bold, | 
For Dichon thy mailer is bought and ſold. 
King. A thing deviſed by the Enemy. 
Goe Gentlemen, every man to his Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreamesaffright our ſoules : 
For conſcienceis a word that Cowards ule, 
Devis'd at fir{tto keepe the ſtrong in awe, 
Our ſtrong armes be our Conſcience, Swords ou: Law. 
March on, joyne bravely, let us too*rpeli mell, 
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell, 
W hat ſhall I ſay more then I have inferr'd ? 
Remember whom you areto cope withall, 
A ſort of Vagabonds, Raſcals, Run-awayes; 
A ſcum of Brittaines, and baſe Lackey Pezants, 
Whom their o're-cloyed Country yomits forth 
To deſperate Adventures, and afſur'd Deſtruction. 
You llceping ſafe, they bring you to unreſt : 
You having Lands, and blett with bezuteous wives, 
They would rc{traine the one, diſtaine the other. 
And who doth leade them,bur a paltry Fellow ? 
Long kept in Britaine at our Mothers coſt, 
A Milke-ſop, one that never in his life - 
Felt ſo much cold, as over ſhooes in Snow: 
Let's whip theſe {traglerso're the Seas againe, 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening Ragges of France, 
Theſe famiſh'd Beggers, weary of their lives, 
Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) 
For want of meanes(poore Rats)had hang'd themſelves. 
If we be conquered, let men conquer us, 
And nottheſe baſtard Brittaines, whom our Fathers 
Have intheir owne Land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd, 
And on Record, left them the heiresof ſhame. 
Shall theſe enjoy our Lands? Iye with our Wives ? 
Raviſh our daughters ?  Drumafarre off. 
Hearke, I heare their Dramme, 
Right Gentlemen of England, fightboldly yeomen, 
Draw Archers, draw your Arrowes to the head, 
Spurre your proud Horſes hard, and ride in blood, 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ſtaves, 
Enter a Meſſenger, 


What ſayesLord Srap/ey, will he bring his power ? 


AMef(c My Lord, he doth deny to come, 

King. Off with his ſonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paſt the Marſh : 
Aﬀeer the battaile, let George Stanley dye. 

King. Athouſand heartsare great within my boſome, 
Advance our Standards, ſet upon our Foes, 
Onr Ancient word of Courage, faire Saint George 
Inſpire us with the ſpleene of fiery Dragons : 
Vponthem, ViRory fits on our helpes, 


Alarum, excurſions, Enter Catesby, 


Cat. Reſcue my Lordof Norfolke, 

Reſcue, Reſcue : 

The King enats more wonders thena man, 

Daring an oppoſite to every danger : 

Hishorſe.is ſlaine, and all on foot he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond inthe throat of death ; | 

Reſcue faire Lord, or elſe the day is loſt. 
Aa 7 oj 
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Enter Richard. eee Der. Tobn Duke of N orfalke, Watter Lord Ferry, © 
Rich, A horſe; a horſe, my Kingdome for a horſe. Sir Robert Brokenbury, and Sir William Brandon. 
Cate. Withdraw my Lord, le helpe you toa horſe. Richm. Interretheir Bodies, as become their Births, 
' Rich. Slave, Ihave ſet my life upon a caſt, Proclaime a pardon tothe Souldiers fled, 
And I will tand the hazard of the Dye: | | Thatin ſubmiſſion will reenme ro us; 
I thinke there be fixe Richmonds inthe field, And then as we have tane the Sacrament, 
Five have [ ſlaine today, in ſtead of him. - We will unite the White Roſe, and the Red. 
A horſe, a horſe, my Kingdome for a horſe. Smile Heaven upon this faire Conjundtion, 
+ hopne That long have frown'd upontheir Enmny - 
Alarum. Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, W hat Traitor heares me,andſayes not Amen ? | 
\ Richard #5 ſlaine. England hath long beene mad, and ſtarr'd her ſelfe ; | 
: The brother blindly ſhed the Brothers blood ; 
Retreat, and Flonrith. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the | The father, raſhly flanghrered his owne Sonne ; 
(rowne, with divers other Lord:, The Sonnes compell'd,beene Butcher to the Sire : 
E307; | Allrhis divided Norke and Lancafter; | 
 Righm, Godand your Armes Divided, in their dire Diviſion, ' 
Be prais'd Victorious Friends ; O now, let Richmendand Elizabeth; 
The day is ours, the bloudy Dogge is dead. The true Succeeders of each Royall houſe, 
Der. Couragious Richmond, By Gods faire ordinance, conjoyne together : 
- Well haſt thou acquit thee : Loe, And let thy Heires (God if thy will be fo) 
Heere theſe long uſurped Royalties, Enrich the time to. come, with Smooth-fac'd Peace, 
1 Fromthe dead Temples of this bloudy Wretch, With ſmiling Plenty, and faire Proſperous dayes, 
1 Have Ipluck'd off, to grace thy Browes withall. Abate the edge of Traicors, Gracious Lord, 
|] Wearett, and make much of it. | That would reduce theſe bloody dayes againe, 
| Richw, GreatGod of Heaven,ſay Amen to all. And make poore England weepe th-Streames of Blood 
But tell me, is yong George Stanley living ? Letthem not live totaſte this Lands increaſe, 
Der. He is my Lord, and ſafe in Leiceſter Towne, That would with Treaſon, wound this faire Lands peace 
Whither (if you pleaſe) we may withdraw us. Now Ciyill wounds are ſtopp'd, Peace lives agen ; 
Richm. What men of name are ſlaine on either ſide 2 | That ſhe may long live here, Ged ſay, Amen. Een, 
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King HE NRY te Eight, 


THE PROLOGUE. 


P Come 10 more to make you laugh; T hings now, 
ag That beare a W eighty, and a Serious Brow, 

{#3 Wd. Sad, high, and working, fall of State and Woe : 

wn Such N oble Scenes, as draw the Eye toflow 

Wenow preſent. Thoſe that can Pitty, heere 

May (if they thinke it well) let fall a Teare, 

The Subjeft will deſerve it. Such as give 

Their Money ont of hope they may beleeve, 

May heere ſind Truth too. T hoſe that come to ſee 

Onely a (how or two, andſo agree, 

The Play may paſſe : If they be fill, and willing, 

Ih mdertake may ſee away their ſhilling 

Richly in two ſhort honres, Onely they 

That come to heare a Merry, Bawdy Play, 

A noyſe of Targets : Or to ſee a Fellow _ 

| Inalong Motley (oate, garaed with Tellow, 


Fill be aeceiv'd. For gentle Hearers, know 


To ranke our choſen Truth with ſuch a ſhow 

es Foole, and Fight is, beſide ferfenting 

Onur owne Braines, and the Opinion that we bring 
To make that onely true, we now intend, 

Will leave us never an underitanding Friend. 

T herefore, for Goodneſſe ſake, and 4s you are knowne 
The Firt and Happieit Hearers of the Towne, 
Be ſad, as we would make ye. Thinks ye {ee 

The very Perſons of our Noble Story, 

As they were Lrving : Thinke you ſes them Great, 
And follow d with the generall throng, and ſweat 
Of thouſand Friends; then, in a moment, [ce 

How ſoone this Mightineſſe, meets Miſery : 

And if you can be merry then, Ile ſay, 


A Han may weeps npon his Weddang day. 


FR 
es tpn ererog, 


A cttus Primus, Scena Prima. 
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» Emer the Dathe of N orfolke at one docre, At the other, 
the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord 
Aburgavenny. 


Buckingham. 
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22 Since laſt we ſaw in France ? (done 
Za HNorf. Ithanke your Grace : : 
£ Hearhfull, and ever fincea freſh Admirer 
Of what 1 ſaw there, 
Buck. An untimely Ague 
Staid me a Priſoner in myChamber, when _ 
Thoſe Sunnes of Glory, thoſe two Lights of Men 
Met in the vale of Arde 
N or. *Twixt Guynes and Arde, 
I was then preſent, faw them ſalute on Horſebacke, 
Bcheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
Intheir Embracement, as they grew together, 
'| Which had they, 
What foure Thron'd ones cold have weigh'd 
Such a compounded one # 
Buck. All the whole time 
I was my Chambers Priſoner. 


[I 


Ood morrow, and wellmet. How haveyee 


' The Noble ſpirits to Armes, they did performe 


wm 
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Nor. Then youloſt 


- The view of carthly glory : Men might ſay 


Till this time Pompe was ſingle, bur now married 
To one above it {elte, Each following day 
Became thenext dayes maſter, till the laſt 

Made former Wonders, it's, To day the French, 
All Clinquant all in Gold, like Heathens Gods 
Shone downe the Engliſh ; and to morrow , they 


- Made Britaine, India : Every man that{tood, 
| Shew'd like a Mine. Their Dwarhih Pages were 


As Cherubins, all gilt : the Madams too, 


' | Notus'dto toyle, didalmolt {weat to bezre 
| The Prideupon them, that their very labour 


Was to them, as a Painting. Now this Maske 
Was cry'de incompareable ; and th'enſuirg night 
Made it a foole, and beggar. The two Kings 
Equall in luſtre, were now beſt, now worſt 


As preſence did prefentthem : him in eye, 
Still him in praiſe, and being preſent both, 


'Twas ſaid they ſaw butone, and noDiſcerner 
Durſt wagge his Tongue incenſure, when theſe Sunnes 
(For ſo they phraſe *em) by their Heralds challeng'd 


I 
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Being now ſeene, poſſible enough, got credir 
That Bevi was belecy'd. 
Buc. Oh yon gocfarre; 
Nor. As1 belong toworſhip, and affeXt 
In honor, honeſty, the tract of ev'ry thing, 
Would by a good Diſcourſer loſe ſome life, 
Which Actions ſelfe, - was tongue to. 
Bac. Ail was Royall, 
Tothe diſpoſing of itnought rebell'd, 
Order gave cach thing view. The Office did 
Diſtin&tly his fall Function : who did guide, 
I meane who ſet the Body, and the Limbes 
Ofthis great Sport together ? 
Nor. Asyou gueſle ; 
Once certes, that promiſes no Element 
Inſuch a bufineſle. 
Buc. I pray you who, my Lord ? LEE 
Nor. Al this was ordred by the good Diſcretion 
Of the right Reverend Cardinall of Yorke. 
Buc. The divell ſpeed him - No mans Pye is freed 
From his Ambitious finger. What had he 
Todoe intheſe fierce Vanities? I wonder, 
That ſuch a Keech can with his very bulke 
Take up the Rayeso'th'beneficiall Sun; 
And keepeit from the Earth. 
Nor. Surely Sir, 
There's in him ſtuffe, that put's him to theſeends : 
For being not propt by Aunceſtry, whoſe grace 
Chalkes Succeſſors their way ; nor call'd upon 
For high feats done to'th* Crowne ; neither Allied 
Tocminent Aſſiſtants ; but Spider-like 
Out of his ſclfe-drawing Web. O! gives us note, 
The force of his owhe merit makes his way, 
A guift thar heaven gives for him, whichbuyes 
A place nexttothe King. 
eAbxr. I cannot tell 
W hat heaven hath given him : let ſome Graver eye 
Pierce into that, butI can fee his Pride 
Peepethrougheach part of him: whence ha's he that, 
If notfrom Hell? the devillisa Niggard, 
| Or ha'sgivenall before, and he begins 
. A new hell in himſelfe. 
Bac... Why the divell, 
Vponthis French going out, tooke he upon him 
(Without the privity o'th'King) t'appoint 
Who ſhouldarrend on him? He makesup the File 
Ofall the Gentry ; for the moſt part ſuch 
To whom as great a Charge, as little Honor 
He meanttolay upon : and his owne Letter 
The Honourable Boord of Councell, out 
Muſt fetch him in, hePapers. 
Abur. Tdoeknow  \ 
Kinſmen of mine, three at thelcaſt, that have 
By this, ſo ſicken'd their Eſtates, that never 
They ſhall abound as formerly. 
Buc. O many 
Have broke their backes whliying Mannors on *em 
For this great Tourney. What did this vanity 
But miniſter communication of 
A moſt poore iſſue. 
| Nor. GrecvinglyI thinke, _ 
The Peace betweene the French and us, not valeyes 
| The Coſt that did conclude it. 
Buc. Every man, | 
' | After the hideous ſtorme that follow'd, was 


— 
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1- A full hot Hor 
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Beyond thoughts Compaſle, that former fabnlousStory { A thing inſpir'd, and not conſulting, broke 


Into a generall Propheſic ; That this Tempeſt 
Daſhing the Garment ofthis Peace, aboaded 
The ſodaine breach on't. 

Nor. Whichis budded out. 
For France hath flaw'd the League, and hathattach'g 
Our Merchants goods at Burdeaux. DR 

Abzar. Is it therefore 
Th'Ambaſſador is filenc'd? 

Nor. Marry is't. | 

e-4bwr. A proper Title of a Peace, and purchas'd 
Ata ſuperfiuous rate. 

Bue, Whyall this Buſinefle 

Our Reverend Cardinallcarried. 
-+ Nor. Like it your Grace, 
The State takes netice of the private difference 
Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I adviſe you 
(And take it from a heart,that wiſhes towards your 
Honor, and plenteotis ſafety ) that you reade 
The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency 
Together ; To conſider further, that 
W hat his high Hatred would effet, wants not 
A Miniſter in his Power, You know his Nature, 
That he's Revengefull z and I know, his Sword 
Hath a ſharpe edge : It's long,and't may be ſaid 
It reaches farre, and where*twill not extend, 
Thither he darts it. Boſome up my counſell, 
You'll find it wholeſome. Loe,where comes that Rocke 
That I adviſe your ſhunning. 


| Emter Cardinal Wolſey, the Purſe borne before him, certaing 


of the Guard, and two Secretaries with P apers :The ( ard. 
all in biz paſſage, fixeth his ezeon Buckingham and = 
Puckin :gham onbim , both full 
of diſdaine. 


Car. The Duke of Bucksnghams Surveyor ? Ha? 
Where's i Examination ? 

Secr, Here ſo pleaſe you. 

Car, Is he in perſon, ready e 

Secr, I, pleaſe your Grace. 

(a. Well,we ſhall then know more, and Backinghan 
Shall leſſen this bigge looke. 

Exennt C ar dinall and hu Tram. 

Buc. This Butchers Curre is venom'd-mouth'd, and 
Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore beſt 
Not wake him in his ſlumber, A Beggers booke, 
Ount-worths a Nobles blood. 

Nor. What are you choff'd ? 
Aske God for Temp'rance, that's th'appliance onely 
Which your diſeaſe requires- 

Bac, I reade in's lookes | 
Matter againſt me, and his eye reviFd 
Me as hisabje& objeR, at this inſtant ; 
He bores me with ſometricke ;He's gone to'th'King : 
Ile follow, and out-ſtare him. 
Nor. Stay my Lord, 
And let your Reaſon with your Choller queſtion 
What 'tisyou goe about : to climbe ſteepe hulles 
Requires flow pace at firſt. Anger islike 
le, who being allow'd his way 

Selfe-mettle tyres him : Not a man in England 
Can adviſe melike you : Be to your ſelfe, 
As you would to your Friend. | 

Bc. Ile to the King, 


And from a mourh of Honor, quite cry downe 


This 
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{This Ipſwich fellowes inſolence ; or prochune, 
| There's difference inno perfons- 
| Norf. Beadvild ; 
| Heat nota Furnace for your foe ſo hot ; 
Thatit doe findge your ſelfe. We may out-runne 
[ By violent {' wiftneſſe that which we run at; 
Aid loſe by over-running: know you not, 
The fire rhat trounrs the liquor tif'trun ore, 
In ſeethitig ro augment it, waſts it: beadvil d; 
Ifayagaine, there 180 Engliſh ſoule 
More itronger to dire you then your ſelte : 
Ifwith the {ap of reaſon you would quench, 

Or but allay rhe fire of paſſion» 
| Bus, Sir, 
Lam thankfullro you, and Ile goe along | 

By your preſcription : butthis top-proud fellow, 
| Whom from the flow of gall I name nor, but 
| From ſincere motions, by intelligence, 
| And proofes as cletreas Founts IN laly, when 
| We ſee cach graine of gravell ; I doe know 
| Tobe corrupt andtreatonous. 
Norf. Say not treafonous. 


Asſhore of Rocke: attend, This holy Foxe, 

OrWolfe, or both (for he is equall ray*nous 

Asheis ſubtile, and as prone to miſchtefe, 

Asable topertorm'r) his minde, and place 

Infeting one another, yea reciprocally, 

Only to ſhew his pompe, as weil in France, 

As here at home, tuggeſts the King our Maſter 

| | Tothishaſt coftly Treaty : Th'enterview, | 
| That livallowed ſo much treaſure, and like aglaſle 

Didbreakeithwrenching. 

Norf. Faith, and ſo it did. 


| The Articles o*h'Combination drew ; 
| AShimſelfe pleas'd; and they were ratified 
As he cride thus let be, toas much end, 


Hasdone this; and *tis well: for worthy Fol/ey 
(Who cannot erre) he did it. Now this followes, 
er as[ take it, isa kind of Puppy 
Totlold dam Treaſon) (barles the Emperour, 
Vnder pretence to ſee the Queene his Aunt, 
(For twas indeed his colour, bur he came 
To whiſper Folſey) here makes viſitation, 
lis feares were thar the Interview betwixt | 
England and France, might throughtheir amity 
breeThim ſome prejudice ; for trom this League, 
Perp'd harmes that menac'd him. He Privily 
Deales with our Cardinall, and asT troa 
Which Tdoe well ;for 1 am ſure the Emperour 
| Pad exe he promis'd, 
Ereit was ask'd. But when the way was made 
Andpay'd with gold: the Emperor thus delir'd, 
That he would pleaſe toalter the Kings courſe, 
| | Andbreake the foreſaid peace. Let the King knoyy 

| {Asfoone he ſhall by me) that thus the Cardinall 
| | Doesbuy and (ell his honouras he pleaſes, 

nd for his owne advantage. 

Nor. Iam ſorry 

To heare this of him ;and could wiſh be were 
domthing miſtaken in'c. 
Buck, No, not a fillable : 
pronounce him in that very ſhape 

Heſhall appearc in proofe. 
W—— 


Zuc.Toth'King lle ſay't, and make my vouch as ſtrong 


' Buc, Pray give me favour Sir: This cunning Cardinal 


AzgiveaCrutchto th'dead. But ovr Count-Carcinall 


ereby his Suit was granted 


Enter Brandon, aSergeant at eArmes befare bim, and 
two or three of the Guard, 

Brandon. Your OtliceSergeant : execute it. 

Sergeantr Sir, TAR ETER: 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earle 
Ot Hertford, Stafford and Northumpron, 1 
Arreſt thee of high Treaſon, in the name 
Of our moſt Soveraigne King. 

Buc. Loc you my Lord, 
The net has falne upon me, I ſhall periſh 
Vnder device, and practiſe, 

Eran. lam ſorry, 
To ſce you tane from liberty, to looke on 
The buſines preſent, *Tis his highneſle pleaſure 
You ſhallto th' Tower, RE 5-5 

Buck It will helpe me nothing 
To plead mine Innocence for that dye is on me 


Be done 11 this and all things : I obey. 
O my Lord Abargazy : Fare you well. 
Bran. Nay, he muſt beare you company. The King 
Is pleas'd you ſhall to th' Tower, till you know, 
| How he determines further. 
Abur. As the Duke aid, : 
The will of heavenbe done, a1d the Kings pleaſure 
By me obey'd. | 
| Bran, Here isa warrant from 
The King; t*attach Lord Monntacure, and the bodies 
Ofethe Dukes Confeſſor, Toh de la (ar, 
One Gilbert Peckeghis Councellour, 
Buck, So,ſo; 
Theſe arethe limbes oth'Plot . no m6reI hope. 
Bra. A Monke o'ch'(bartrenx. 
Buck, O Michaell Hopkins, 
Bra. Hes 


—_— 


| Hath ſhew'd him gold; my lite is {þ ndalready : 
Iamrthe ſhadow of poore fartrir any 

W hoſe Figure even this inſtant Clowd puts on, 

By Darkning my cteere Sunne, My Lords farewell. £xe. 


a — ——_— 
— A— —— 


Scena Secunda. . 


— ———— ES—— ——— —_—  — 


—— HCO 


— 


Cornets, Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinalts ſhoul- 
der: the Nebles, and Sir Thomas Lovell : the Cardinal 
places himſelfe under the Kings feete on 
| | hu right ſige, 
King. My lite itſclte, and the beſt heart of it, 
Thankes you for this great care : I ſtood I'thilevell 
Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and give thankes 
To youthat choak'd it. Ler be cald before us 
That Gentleman of Backioghams, in perſon, 


| le heare him his confeffions juſtifie, 


And point by point che Treafons his Maiſter, 


| He ſhall againe relate. . | 


A noyſe with crying roome for the © neene, vſher dby the 
Dwuke of N 9 folze. Enter the © ueene, N orfolke and 
Suffolke : (be kneels, King riſeth from his State, © 
takes ber up, kiſſes and placeth her 


wee; Nay, we maſt longer kneele ;T am a Suitor. 
King. Ariſe, and take place by us; halfe your Suit 


Never name tous ; you have halfe our power: 


—_— ad dicted thi hd T- » ag ML 


V__ TOTO Ts - CTY 


| —_ 


Bucks My Surveyor is falſe ; The ore-great Cardinall | 


ths 


Which makes my whit'ſt part, black.The will of Heav'n | 


CET" 
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The other moity cre you aske is given, 
Repeat your will, and cake it. 

2 zee. Thanke your Majelty . 
Thar you would love your ſelfe, arid in that love. 
Not unconfidered leave your honor, nor 
The dignity of your Oulice ; is the point 
Of my Petition... | 

Kmg. Lady mine proceed. 

Lee. T amiolicited not by a tew, 
And thoſe of true condition ; That your Subjefts 
Are in great grievance ; There have beene Commiſſions 
Sent downeamong *em, which hath flaw'd the heart 
Of all their Loyalties ; wherein, although 
My good Lord Cardinall, they vent reproches 
Mott bitterly on you, as putter on 
1 Oftheſe exac&ions - yertthe King, our Maſter (not 
Whoſe Honor heaven ſhield from ſoile ; even heeſcapes 
Laoguage unmannerly ; yea, ſuch which breakes 
The lides of loyalty,andalmoſt appeares 
In lowd Rebellion. | 

 Novf. Not almoſt appeares, 
It doth appeare;for,npontheſe Taxations, 
The Clothiers all not able ta maintaine 
The many to them longing, bave put off 
The Spinſters, Carders, builers, Weavers, who 
Vnht for other life, compeld by hunger 
Andlacke of other meanes, in deſperate manner 
Daring th'event to th'cectb, are all in uprore, 
And danger ſerves among them. - 

King. Taxation? L 0 
Wherein ? and what Taxation ? My Lord Cardinall, 
You that are blam'd for it alike with us, - 
Know you of this Taxation ? 

(ard. Pleaſe you Sir, 
I know but of a ſingle part in ought 
Pertaines to th'State : and front but in that file 
Whereothets tcll teps with me. 

Axe. No, my Lord? 
You know no more then others ? But you frame 
Things that ace knowne alike, whichare not wholſome 
To thoſe which would not know them, and yet muſt 
Perforce be their acquaimance. Theſe exactions 
(Whercof my Soveraigne would have note) they arc 
Moſt peſtitenttoth*hearing, and to beare 'em, 
The Backe is Sacrifice toth'load ; They ſay 
They are devis'd by you, orelſe you ſuffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

King. Still Exaction : 
The nature of it, in what kind Ict's know, 
Is this Exaction ? 
. 2ue. lam much too venturous 
In tempting of yuur patience, butamboldned_ 
Vnder your promis'd pardon. The ſabjedts griefe 
Comes through Commiſſions, which compels from each 
The ſixt part of his Subſtance, to belevied 
| Without delay ;and the pretence for this 
Is nam'd,your warres in France:this makes bold mouths 
Tongues ſpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegeance 1g them ; their curſes now 
Live wheretheirprayers did : and it's come to paſſe, 
This traQtable obedience is a Shve 
Teeach incenfed Will : I would your Highnefſe 
'Would give itquicke conſideration; for 
There is no primer baſenefſe. 

King. By my life, 
This 1s againſt our plcaſure. 


| 


Card. And for me, 


| I have no further gone in this,then by 


A ſingle voyce, and that not paſt me, but .. 
By learned approbation of the judges : if Iam 
Traduc'd by jgnorant Tongues, which neither know 
My faculties nor perſon, yet willbe 
The Chronicles of my doing : Let me ſay, 
"Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 
That Vertue muſt goe through : we muſt not ſtint 
Our neceflary actions, in the feare | 
To cope malicious Cenſurers, which ever, 
AS rau'nous Fiſhes doe a Veſſll foilow 
T hat is new trim'd ; but benefit no further 
Then vainly longing. What we oft doe beſt, 
By ſicke interpreters (once weake ones) is 
Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worſt, as oft 
Hittirga grofler quality, iscride up 
For our beſt A&:; if we ſhall ſtand ſtill, 
in feare our notion will be mock'd, or carp'd at, 
We ſhould take roote here, where we ir ; 
Or fir State Statues onely. 

Kwsig. Things done well, 
And witha care, exempt themſelves from feare : 
Things done withcut example, in their iſſue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a Pteſident 
Of this Commiſſion ? I beleeve, not any. 
V\ £ muſt not rend our Subjects from our Lawes, 
And ſticke them in our Will, Sixt part of cach? 
A trenibling Contribution ; why wetake 
From every Tree, lop, barke, and part o'th'Timber: 
And though weleave it with a roote thus hackt, 
The Ayre will drinke the Sap, To every County 
W here this is queſiion'd,ſend our Letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has deny'de 
The force of this Commiltion ; pray looke too't; 
I putt ro your care. 

(rd. A word with you. 
Let there be Letters writ to every Shire, 
Ot the Kings grace and pardon : the greeved Commons 
Harcly conceive of me. Let ic be nois'd, 
That through our Interceſſion, this Rovokement 
And pardon comes : I ſhall anon adviſe you 
Further 1atheprocecding. Exit Secret, 

Evter Surveyor, 

Lee. Tam ſorry, thatthe Duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your diſpleaſure, 

King, It grieves many : 
The Gentleman is Learn'd, and a moſt rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound , his trayning ſuch, 
That he may furniſh and inſtruct great Teachers, 
And never ſeecke for ayde out of himſclfe : yet {cc, 
W hen theſe ſo Noblebenefits ſhall prove: - 
Not well diſpos*d, the nind growing once corrupt, 
They turne to vicious tormes, ten times more vgly 
Then ever they were faire. This man ſo compleat, 
Who was enroid *mongft wonders 3and when we 
Almoſt with raviſh'd liſtning, coald not find 
His houre of fpeech,a minute ; He, (my Lady) 
Hath into monſtroushabits put the Graces 
That once were his, and is become as blacke, 
As if beſmear'd in hell. Sit by Vs, you ſhall heare 
(This was his Gentleman in truſt) of him 
Things to ſtrike Honour ſad. Bid him recount 
The fote-recited praiſes, whereof 
We cannot feele too little, hearc too much. 


Card | 


_— 
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Card. Stand forth 8 with bold ſpiric relate what you 
Moſt like a careful $ubjeR bave colleed 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 
Kin, Speake freely. 
- Swr. Firſt, it wasuſuall with him ; every day 
le would infeR his Speech : Thatifrhe King 
Should without iflue dye ; hee't carry it ſo 
To make the Sceprer his. Theſe very words 
Tve heard him urter to his Sonne in Law, 
Lord eAburgany,to whom by oth he menac'd 
Revengeupon the Cardinal. 

{ard, Pleaſe your Highneſſe,note 
This dangerous conception in this point, 

Not friended by his wiſh to your High perſon ; 
His willis moſt malignant, andit ſtretches 
Beyond you to your triends, 

Queen, My learned Lord Cardinall, 
Deliver all with Charity. 
- Kin. Speake on ; 

How grounded he his Title to the Crowne _ 
Ypon our faile ; to this poynt halt thou heard him, 
At any time ſpeake ought? 

Sw. He was brought to this, 

Bya vaine Propheſie of Nicholas Henton. 

Kin. W hat was that Hentor: ? 

Sur. Sir, a Chartrenx Fryer, 

His Confeflor, who fed him every minute 
With words of Soveraignty. 

Kin. How know'lt thou this? 

Sar. Not long before your Highneſle ſped to France, 
TheDuke being atthe Roſe, within the Pariſh 
baint Larerence Porltrey ,did of me demand 
What was the ſpeechamong the Londoners, 
Concerning the French Iourney. I replide, 

Men feare the French would prove pertidious 
Tothe Kings danger : preſently, the Duke 

Sd, 'twas the feare ndend, and that he doubted 
Twould prove the verity of certaine words 
poke by a holy Monke, that oft, ſayes he, 

Hath ſent co me, wiſhing me to permit 

lobn dela Car, my Chaplaine,a choyce howre 
To heare from him a matter of ſome moment : 
Whom after under the Commiſſions Seale, 
Heſollemnly bad ſworne, that what he ſpoke 

My Chaplaineto no Creature living, but 

Tome, ſhould utter, with demure Confidence, 
This pauſingly enſu'de ; neither the King nor's Heyres 
(Tellyou the Duke) ſhall proſper, bid htm ſtrive 
Tothe love o'th* Commonalty, the Duke 

Shall governe England. | 

2meen. If I know you well, 

You were the Dukes Snrvey or, and loſt your Oifice 
On the com plaint o'th? Tenants; take good heed 
You charge not in your ſpleene a Noble perſon, 
And ſpoyle your Noble Soule ; I fay, take heed; 
es, heartily beſeech you. 
Km, Ict himon . Goe forward. 
| Sur, On mySoule, Ile ſpeake bat truth. 
told my Lord the Duke, by th* Divels illuſions 
& Monke might be deceiv'd, andthat 'twas dangerous 
'Orthis to ruminate on this ſo farre, untill 
it forg'd him ſome deſigne, which being beleev'd » 
lt was much like todoe : He an{wer'd, Tuſh, 
| tcandoeme nodamage; adding further, 
That had the King in his laſt Sickneſſefaild, 
The Cardinals and Sir Thomas Lovels heads 


| Was, were he evillus'd, he would ontgoe 


| Their very noſcs had been Councellours 


— 


Should have gone off. 
Kin. Ha ? What, ſo rancke? Ah, ha, | 
There's miſchiefe in this man ; canſt thou ſay further ? 
Sir, Ican my Licdge. | 
Kin, Proceed. 
Sar, Being at Greenwich, 
After your Highneſfle had reprov'd the Duke 
About Sir William Blumer. (vanr, 
Kin. I remember of ſucha time, being my ſworn ſer- 
The Duke retein'd him his. Bur on : what hence ? 
Str, If (quoth he) I for this had beene committed, 
As to the Tower, Ithought; I would have plaid 
The Pare my Father meant to at upon 
| Th Vi urper Richard, who being at Salwbury, 
Made ſuit to come in's preſence; which if granted, 


Have put his knife into him. 
Kin, A Gyant Traytor, 
Card,Now Madam,may his Highneſſc live in freedome, 
And this man our of Priſon, | 
Oaneen. God mend all. (ſay? 
Kin. Ther's ſomthing more would out of thee; what 
Szr. After the Duke his Father, with thc knite 
He ftretch'd him, and with one haud on bis dagger, {| 
Another ſpread on's breaſt, mounting his eyes, 
He did diſcharge a horribleOath, whoſe tenor 


His Father, by as much as a performance 
Do'san irreſolute purpoſe. 

Kin. There's his period, 
To ſheath his knife in us : he is attach'd, 
Cali him to preſenttryall : if he may 
Finde mercy 1n the Law, tis his ; if none, 
Let himnorſeek'tof us: By day and night 


Hee's Traytor toth* height. Exenni. 


Scena Tertia. 


A— 


—_——— 


Enter L. Chamberlaine and L.Sanajs. 

L.Ch. Is poſlible the ſpels of France ſhould juggle 
Men into ſuch ſtrange Myſteries? 

L.$San. New cultomes, 
Though they be never ſo ridiculous, 
(Nay let*enm be unmanly) yet are follow'd. 

L.Ch. As farce as I ce, all the good our Engliſh. 
Have got by the late Voyage, is but _ 
A fit or two oth? face, (butthey are ſhrewd ones) 
For when they hold *em, you would ſweare directly 


To Pepin or Clotharins, they keepe State ſo. 
Z.$an. They have all new legs, 

And lame ones; one would takeit, 

Thar never {ee'em pace before, the Spaven | 

A Spring-halc reign'd among 'em. | 

L.(h. Death my Lord, 

Their cloathesare after ſuchaPagan cut too't, 

Thar ſureth'have worne out Chriſtendome : how now 2? 

W hat newes, Sir Thowas Lovell? 


Enter Sir Thomas Loveh, 
Lovell. Faith my Lord, 
I heare of none but the new Proclamation, 
That's clapt upon the Court Gate, 


(As he made ſemblance of hisdury ) would - i 


-”- 


L, (hams 
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L.Chem. W hart is't for? 
. Low, Thereformation of our trave'd Gallants, 
That fill the Court with quarrels, talke, and Taylors, 
 L.(ban. Tmylad'tis there ; 
Now I would pray our Monfieurs 
Tothinke an Engliſh Courtier may be wiſe, 
And never fcethe Lonure. 
Los. They muſt eyther 
(For ſo runthe Conditions ) leave thoſe remnants 
Of Foole and Feather,that they got in France, 
. With alltheir honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto ; as Fights and Fire-workes, 
Abuſing better men then they can be 
Our of a forreigne wiſedome, renounccing cleane 
The faith they have in Tennisand call Stockings, 
Short bliſtred Breeches and thoſe types of Travell ; 
And underſtand againe like honelt men, 
Or pack to their old Playfellowes; there Itake it, 
They may ('=m Privilegio, weare away 
TheLag end of their lewdnefle, and be laugh'd at= = 
L.San, 'Tis time to give him Phyſicke, their diſcates 
Are growne ſo catching. ; 
L. What a lofle our Ladies 
Will have of theſe trum vanities ? | 
Lovell. I marry, j 
There will be woe indeed Lords, the flye whorſons 
Have got a ſpeeding tricke to lay downe Ladies. 
A French Song, and a Fiddle, ha's ro Fellow. 
L.San. The Divell fiddle *em. 
Iam glad they are going, 
For ſure there's noconverting of 'ea : now 
4 An honeſt Conntry Lordas I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plaine ſong, 
And have an hourc of hearing, and by'r Lady 
Held currant Muſicke too. 
L.Cham, Well ſaid Lord Sandcr, 
Your Colts tooth is not caſt yet ? 
L.San. No my Lord, 
] Nor ſhalt not while I have aſtumpe. 
F Z, Cham, Sir Thomas, 
Whither were you a going ® 
F. Zo. To the Cardinals; 
{ Your Lordſhipis a gueſt too, 
L.Cham. O, *ts true ; 
This night he makes a Supper and a great one, 
To many Lords and Ladies ; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdome Ile aſſure you. 
" Lox. That Churchman 
Beares a bounteous minde indeed, 
A hand as fraitfull as the Land that feeds us, 
His dewes fall every where, 
L.{ham, No doubt hee's Noble ; 
He had ablacke mouth that ſaid other of him. 
1 L£.S$an. He may myLord, 
- Ha's wherewithali in him ; 
Sparing would ſhew a worſe finne, then ill Dofrine. 
Men of his way, , ſhould be mol liberall, 
# They areſet heere for examples. 
Z.Cham. True they areſo; 
| Bur few now giveſo great ones : 
My Barge ſtayes; 
Your Lordſhip ſhall along : Come, good Sir Thomas, 
We ſhall be lateelſc, which I would not be, 
For I was ſpoke to, with Sir Hewry Guilford 
This night to be Comptrollers. 
L.San. I am your Lordſhips. 


Ma 


Scana Quarta. 
Heboies. A ſmall Table under a State for the Cardinal, « 
longer T able for the Gueits, Then Enter Anne Bully. 
and divers other Ladies, & Gentlemen,as Gueſts © 


at one Doore ; at another Doore enter 
Sir Henry Guilford. 


S. Hen.Gnilf. Ladyes, 
A generall welcome from his Grace 
Salutes yeall-; This Night hededicates 
To faire content, and you : None heere he hopes 
In all this Noble Bevy, has brought with her 
One Care abroad : he would have all as merry : 
As firft, good Company, good wine,good weleome, 
Can make good people. b | 


Enter L. (hamberlaine,L.Sands,and Lovell. 
O my Lord, yare tardy ; 
Thevery thought of this faire Company, 
Clapt wings to me. 
Cham. Youare young Sir Harry —_— 
San, Sir Thomas Lovell, had the Cardinall 


But halfe my Lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theſe 
Should finde a running Banket, ere they reſted, 

I thinke would better pleaſe*em : by my lite, 

They are a ſweet ſociety of faire ones. | 
were but now Contetlor, 


Lov. O that yonr Lordſhip 

Toone or two of theſe. 

San, I would I were, 
They ſhould find cafie penance, 

Lov, Faith how eafic ? 

Sas.. As eafie asa downe Bed would afford i. 

Cham. Sweet Ladies will it pleaſe youſit ; Sir Her 
Place you that ſide, Ile take the charge ofthus : 
His Grace is entring. Nay, you muſt ot freeze, 
Two women plac'd togcther, makes cold weather : 
My Lord Sands, youare one will keepe 'em waking: 
Pray fit betweene theſe Ladies. 

Sar. By my faith, | 
And thanke your Lordſhip: by your Leave ſweet Ladies 


| If I chancetotalkea little wilde, forgive me; 


I had it from my Father. 
£An.Bul. Was hc mad Sir ? 
San. O very mad,exceeding mad, in loye too ; 
But he would bire none, juſt as I doenow, 
He would Kiſfſe you Twenty with a breath. 
(ham. Well ſaid my Lord: 
Sonow y are fairely ſeated : Gentlemen, 
The pennancelyes on you ; if theſe faire Ladies 
Paſſe away frowning. 
San; For my little Cure, 


| Let mealone, 


Hohoyes. Enter Cardinal Wolſey aud takes his State. 
Card. Y*are welcome my faire Gueſts;thatnoble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Is not my Fiend, This to confirme my welcome, 
And to youall good health. 
San. Your Grace is Noble, 
Let me haveſuch a Bowle may hold my thankes, 
And ſave we ſo much talking, 
Card.My Lord Sands, ; 


_ 
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| am beholdivg to you : cheere your neighbour : 
Ladies you are not merry ; Gentlemen, 
Whoſe faulc 1s this? : 

Sar, The red wine firſt maſt riſe 
In their faire cheekes wy Lord, then we ſhall have *em, 
Talke: us to filence. 

An.Bn. You area merry Gamfter 
My Lord Sands. 

San. Yes,1f I make my play : q 
Heer's to your Ladiſhip, and pledge it Madam : 
For 'ris to ſuch a thing. 

eAn.B. You cannot ſhew mc. 

Drum and Trumpet , Chambers diſchargd. 
$#, Itold your Grace, they would talke anon» 
Card. W hat's that ? 

. Looke our there, ſome of ye. 

(#4; W hat warlike voyce. 

Andto whar end is this? Nay, Ladies, fcare not 5 
By all thelawes of Warrey are priviledg'd. 


Enter a Servant. 

Cham. How now, what 1s't ? 

Serv. Anoble troupe of Strangers, MEE 
For ſo they ſeeme ; th' have left their Barge and landed, 
And hither make, as great Embaſſadors 
From forraigne Princes. 

{ard, Good Lord Chamberlaine, 

Go,give*'cm welcome;you can ſpeake the Frenchtongue 
And pray receive *em Nobly, aud conduct 'em 
Intoour prefence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall ſhire at full upon them. Some attend him. 
Alt riſe, and Tables remov'd. ty 
You have now a broken Banker, but wee'l mend its 
A good diſgeſtion to you all; and once more 
| ſhowre a welcome on ye: welcome all. 


Hoboyes. Enter King and others as Markers , habited like 
Shepheards , wſher'd by the Lora C bamverlame. They 
paſſe direfily before the Cardinal, and grac:fuily ſalute 
hom 


Anoble Company : what are thcir pleaſures? 
Cham. m4” they {peak no Engiith,thus they praid 
Totell your Grace : That having heard by tare 
Ofthis ſo Noble and ſo faire allcmbly, | 
Thisnight to meet hecre,they could doe ro leffe, 
(Out of the great reſpeR they beare to brauty ) 
butleave their Flockes, and under your faire condutt 
Crave leave to view theie Ladtcs, andentreat 
Anhoure of Revels with 'em. 
Cad. Say, Lord Chamber laine, 
They have done my poore houſe grac: : 
| For which I pay *emathouſand rhankes, 
And pray 'em take their plcaſures:. 
Chooſe Ladies, King and+ Arne Þ allen. 
King, The faireſt hand I ever tonch'd ; O Beauty, 
Tl now I never knew thee. 
CHMuſicke, Dance. 
Card. My Lord. 4 
Chim, Your Grace. 
Card. Pray tell *em thus much from me : 
fre ſhould be one amongſt 'em by bis perſon 
More worthy this place then my ſeife, towhom 
(]f 1 but knew him) with my love and duty 
I would ſurrender it. | Whiſper. 
I will my Lord. ; 
Cord. What ſay they ? 


I 


— 
_— 
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Char. Sucha one, they all confeſle | 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grate 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Card. Letmeſec then, 
By all your good leaves Gentlemen ; heere Ile make 
My royallchoyce. 
Kin. Ye bave found him Cardinal, 
You hoid afaire Aſſembly, you doe well Lord. 
Youare a Churchman, or lletell you Cardinal, 
I ſhould judge now unhappily. 
(ard. lam glad 
Your Grace is growne ſo pleaſant. 
Kin, My Lord Chamberlaine, 
prethee come hicher, what faire Ladie's that? 
Cham. An'tpleale your Grace, 
Sir Thomas Bullens Daughter, theYiſcount Rochford, 
One of her Highnefle women. | 
Kin. By Heaven {heis a dainty one, Sweet heart; 
I were unmanerly totake you out, 
Ang not to kifle you. A health Gentlemen, 
Let it goe round. 
Card. Sir Thomas Lovell,is the Banket ready 
Pch' Privy Chamber? 
Lov. Yes, my Lord. 
(ard. Your Grace 
I feare, withdancing is a little heated. 
Kin, I tcare too much. 
Card. There's treſherayre my Lord, 
In the next Chamber. 
Kin. Lead in your Ladies ev'ry one : Sweet Partner, 
I muſt not yet forſake you :; Let's be merry, 
Good my Lord Cardinall: I have haife a dozen healths, 
To drinke to thcle faire Ladies, and a meaſure 
Tolead 'em once againe, and thenlet's dreame 
Who's beſt infavour . Let the Mulicke knock it. 
E xeunt with Trumpets, 


ee —— 


Aitus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


Enter two Gentlemen at ſeverall Doores, 
1- Whicher away fo falt? 
2. O, God fave ye: 
Ev'n to the Hall, to heare what ſhall become 
Ofthe great Dake of Buckingham. 
rt. ile faveyou 
That labour Sir. All's now done but the Ceremony 
Ot bringing backe the Pcitoner. 
2. Were you there ? 
FT. Yes indeed was I. 
2. Pray ſpeake what ha's happend. 
I. You may gueſle quickly what. 
2. Is he found guilty? 
1. Yes truely is he, 
And condemn'd upon't, 
2. I amſorry fort. | 
I. Soarca number more. 
2, Burt pray how paſt it ? 
1, letell you ina little. The great Duke 


. Came to the Bar ; wherezto his accuſations 


He pleaded ſtill nor gualty and allcadged 

Many ſharpe reaſons to defeat the Law. 

The Kings Atturney on the — 

Vrg'd on the Examinations, proofes, confeſſions 
Xx 2 


— | 


"2 
__ y— 


| 


— 


- 
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Of divers witneſſes, which the Duke deſir'd 
To him brought viva voceto his face ; 

At which appear'd againſt him, his Surveyor, 

Sir Gilbert Pecke his Chancellour, and Tobn (ar, 
Confefſor to him, with that Divell Monke; 

Hopkins, that maJethis miſchicte. 

2. That was he 
That fed him with his prophecies. 

I. The ſame, 

All theſe accus'd him Rrongly which he faine 
Would haveflung from him ; bur indecd he could not; 
And fo his Peeres upon this evidence, 
Have found him guilty ofhigh Treaſon. Much 
He ſpoke, and learnedly tor life : Bur all 
Waseither pittied in him, or forgotten, 
2. Afterallthis, how did he beare himſelfe ? 

I. When he was brought agen to th' Bar, to heaze 
His KneKl rung out, his Indgement, he vas ſtir'd 
With ſuch an Agony, he ſweat extreamly, 

And ſomething ſpoke in choller, ill, and haſty : 
But he fell to himſelfe againe, and ſweetly, 
In all the reſt ſhew?'d a moſt Noble patience. 
2. I docnot thinke he feares death» 
I. Sure he does not, | 
He never was ſo womaniſh, the cauſe 
He may a little grieve at. 
2. Certainly, 
The Cardinzll is the end of this, 

I, Tis likely, | 
By all conjeures : Firſt K:/deres Attendure ; 
Then Deputy of Ireland, who remov'd, 
Earle Swvrey was ſent thither-, and in haſt too, 


| Leaſt he ſhould helpe his Father. 


2, That tricke of State 

Was a deepe envious one. 

I. Athisreturne, 
No doubt he will requite it; this isnoted 
(And generally) who ever the King favours, 
The Cardinall inſtantly will finde 1imployment, 
And farre enough from Court too. 

2. Allthe Commons | 
Hate him pernicioufly, and o'my Conſcience 
Wiſh him ten faddom deepe; This Duke as much 
They love and doate on: call him bounteous Backingham, 
The Mirror of all courteſic. 


Enter Buckingham from his Arraigument. Tip5taves before 
bin»gthe e1xe with the edge towards him, Halberds on each 
fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lovell ; Sir Nicholas 
Vaux, Walter Sands,and common ptople, & ve 


IT. Stay there Sir, 
And ſee the noble ruin'd man you ſpeake of, 
2, Let's ſtand cloſe and behold him. 
Buck, All good people, 
You that thus have come to pitty me ; 
Heare what I ſay, and then goe home and loſe me, 
I have this day receiu'd a Traitors judgement, 


| Andby thatname muſt dye ; yer Heaven beare witneſle, 
| AndifI have a Conſcience, let it ſinke me, 


Even asthe Axe falls, if [ be not faithfulls 
The LawT beare no mallice for my death, 
T'has done uponthe premiſes, bur juſtice : 


} Butthoſe thar ſought it, I could wiſh:more Chriſtians : 


(Be what they will) 1 heartily forgiue em; 
Yetlet*emlooke they glorie not in miſchicfe ; 


Nor build their evils onthe graves of great men; 
For then, my guiltlefle blood muſt cry againſt 'em, 
For further lite in this world I ne're hope, 

Nor will I ſue, although the King have mercies 
More then I dare make faults. 

Youfew that lov'd me, 

And dare be bold to weepe fo Buckingham, 

His Noble Friends and Fellowes; whom to leave 


, Is onely bitter to him, ovly dying : 


Goe with me like good Angels to my end, 
And as the long divorce of Steele fals on me, 
Make of your Prayers one {weet Sacrifice, 
Andlift my Soule to Heaven. 
Leade on aGods name. 

Lovell. I doe beſcech your Grace, for charity 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid againſt me, now to forgive me frankly. 

Bucks Sir Thomas Lovell, Tas free forgive you 
AST would be forgyien ; 1 forgive all. 

There cannot be thoſe numberleſle offences 
Gainit me, thatI cannot take peace with: 

No blacke envy ſhall make my Grave. 
Commend me to his Grace : 

And if he ſpeake of ZBackingham ; pray tell him, 
You met him halfe in ticaven : my vowes and prayers 
Yet are the Kings; and till my Soule forſake, 
Shall cry for bleſſings on him. May he live 
Longer then I havetime to tcl his yeares ; 
Ever belov'd and loving, may his Rule be ; 

And when old Time ſhal leade him to his end, 
Goodnefle and he, fill up one Monument. 

Lov. To th* water fide I muſt conduct your Grace; 
Then give my Charge up to Sir Nicholas Var, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vaux. Prepare there, 

The Duke is comming : See the Barge be ready, 

And titit with ſach furniture as ſuites 

The Greatnefle of his perſon. 

Buck, Nay, Sir N:cholas, 

Let italone ; my ſtate now will but mocke me. 

W hen 1 came hither, I was Lord High Conſtable, 
And Duke of Buckingham: now, poore Edward Bobus, 
Yet Iam richer then my baſe Accuſers, | 
That never knew what Truth meant : | now ſeale it; | 
And with that bloud wil make *em one day groanc tort 
My noble Father Henry of 5:ckingham. 

Who firſt rais'd head againlt Vſurping Richard, 
Flying for ſuccour to his Servant Banter, 

Being diſtreſt ; was by that wictch betraid, 

And without Tryall, fell; Gods peace be with hun. 
Henry the Seaventh ſucceeding ,truly pittying 

My Fathers lofſe ; like a moſt Royall Prince 
Reſtor'd weto my Honours : and out of ruines 
Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Son, 
Henry the Eight, Life, Honour, Nameand all 

That made me happy ; at one ſtroke ha's taken 

For ever from the World. I had my Tryall, 

And muſtneeds ſay a Noble one; which makes me 

A little happier then my wretched Father : 

Yetthus farre we are one in Fortunes , both 

Fell by our Servants, by thoſe Men we loy'd moſt : 

A molt unnaturall and faithleſſe Service. 
Heaven ha's an end in all: yet, youthat heare Me, 
This from a dying man receive ascertaine: 

Where youare liberall of your loves and Counſels, 
Be ture you be not looſe ; for thoſe you make A 4 


— 


| & founda truth now : for it growesagen 
Freſherthen e're1t was; and held for certaine 


|. Will have his will , and ſhe muſt fall. 


" The Lifeof King Hemy theSight. 


313 


Andgive your hearts to; when they once perceive 
Theleaft cub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found againe 
But where they meane to ſinke ye : all good people 
Pray for me, I pr forfake ye; the laſt houre 
Of my long weary life is come upon me : ©. 
Farewell + wr tk you would {ay ſomething that 1s fad, 
Speake how 1 fell. 
I have done;and God forgive me. 
Exennt Duke and T ra5xe. 
t» O, this is full of pitty ; Sir, it cals 
Ifeare, too many curſes on their heads 
That were the Authors. 
2. If the Duke be guiltleſle, | 
'Tisfull of woe : yet I can give you inckling 
Ofan cnſuing evill, if it fall, 
Greater then ths. 
1, Good Angels keepe it from us: — 
What may it be? you doe not doubt my faith Sir? 
2, This Secret 1s ſo weighty, 'twillrequire 
Aſtrong faith to conceale it. 
I. Let me haveir; 
[doe not raike much. 
2: lam contident; 
You ſhall Sir : Did you not of late dayes heare 
Abuzzing of a Separation 
Betweene the King and Katherine ? 
I. Yes, butit held not; * 
For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
Heſent command to the Lord Mayor ſtraight 
To ſtop the rumor;aud allay thoſe rongues | 
Thatdurlt diſperſeit. | 
2. But that ſlander Sir, 


—_—— 


TheKing will ventureat it. Either the Cardinall, 
Orſome about him necre, have out of malice 
Tothe good Queene;, poſſeſt him with a ſcruple 
That will undoe her : To confirme this too, 
Cardinall Campeine is arriv d,and lately, 
Asallthinke for this buſineſle. 
I. 'Tis the Cardinall; | 
And meerely to revenge him on the Emperour, 
For not beſtowing on him at his asking, 
The Archbiſhopricke of Toledo, this is purpos'd. 
2. lthinke | thy 
You have hit the marke ; but is't not cruell, ; 
That ſhe ſhould feele the ſmartofthis : the Cardinall 


1. Tis wofull, 
Wee are too open heere to argue this: 
Lit'sthinke inprivate more- 


E. Fenn! . 


t——_—_—— 


—_— — 


Scena Secunda. 


I—  ——Q _ — 


Enter Lord ('hewber laine, reading this Letter. 


Mz-"- the Horles your Lerdibip fant for , with all the 
care | had , I ſaw well choſen, ridden, and furniſh d. 
They were young and handſome., «ng of the. beſt breed in the 


Nonh, When they were ready to ſet- avtifor London ,. 4 man | 


| of my Lord (ar dinalls, by Commiſion, aud maiye power tooky | 


ew from me, with this teaſos : bis maſter would be ſerv d be- 


"* 


| Or this imperious aan will worke us all WY 


z 
2 


pu to your Lordſhips- 


a as abjeRif nor before the King anbich oy deve montbes 
ir, 


I feare he will indeede ; well, let him have them ; hee 
will haveall i thinke, 


Enter to the Lord Chamberlaine the Dukes of Nore 


folks and Suffolkg. | 
Norf. Well mer my Loxd Chamwberlaine, 
Cham. Good day to both your Graces, 
Suff. How ische King imploy'd? 
Charms. I left bim Private, 
Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 
Norf. What's the cauſe? 
Char, It ſeemes the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 
Ha's crept too neere his Conſcience. 
Suff. No, his Conſcience 
Ha's crept too ncere another Ladie. 
* Norf. Tisſo; 
This is the Cardinallsdoing ; The King-Cardinall, 
That blinde Prieſt, like the eldeſt Sonne of Fortune, 
Turnes what he liſt. _ The King will know him one day. 
| Suff. Pray God hedoe, 
Hee't never know himfclfe elſe, . --. 
Norf. How holily he workes in all his buſineſle, 
And with what zeale? For now he has cxacktthe League 
Between us & the Emperor(the Queens great Nephew) 
He dives into the Kings Soule, and there ſcatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the Conſcience, 
Feares, and deſpaires,and all theſe for his Marrwgge. 
And out of all theſe,toreſtore the King, 
Hecounſcls a Divorce,alofle of her 
4 like aTewell, ha's hang twenty yeares 
out his necke, yetnever loſt her luſtre; 


b 
| Of her that loves him with that excellence, 
| That Angels love good men with ; Evenof her, 


That when the greateſt ſtroke of Fortune falls 

Will blefſe the King : and is not this courſe pious ? 
Cham. Heaven keep me from fach counſel: tis molt true, 

Theſe newes are every wheregvery _ ſpeakes 'em, 

Ang every true heart weepes for't. All that dare 

Looke into theſe affaires, ſee this-maineend, 

The French Kings Siſter. Heaven will one day open 

The Kings eyes, that ſo lgnghave fleptupon 


| This bold bad man. 


S»ff. And free us from his ſlavery. 
Norf. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 


From Princes into Pages ; all mens hononrs 
Lielike one lumpe betore him,to be fa{l:ton'd 


| Into what pitch he picaſe. 


S»f. For me, my Lords, | 
I love him not, nor feare him, there's my Creede ; 


| As Lam made withouthim; to le ſtand, 
{ If the King pleaſe ; his Carſes and bis bleflings 


Touch me alike; th' arebreath I notbeleeve in. 
I knew him, and I know bim :-{o 1 leave him 
To him that. made him proud z the Pope. 

Norf, Lets nz + | 
And with ſome other buſinedle, put the King 
From theſe fad thoughts, that work too much upon him; 
My Lord, youle beare us company ? 

Excuſe me, ,- * 

The King ha's ſent mc etherwhere : Befides 
You't finde a moſt unfit timetodifturbe him : 
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N grfolke. Thankes my Good Lord Chamberlaine. 


and ſits reading penſfruety. | 

S»ff. How fad he lookes ; ture he is much afflicted. 
Ki. Who's there ? Ha? 
f Nerf Pray God he be not angry. (ſelves 

Kin, Who's there I fay ? How dare you thruſt your 
Into my private Mednations ? 
-| Whoaml1? Ha? 

Norff. A gracious King, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne're meanr ; Our vreach of Duty this way, 
Is buſineſſe of Eftate ; in which , wee come 
To know your Royall picaſure. 
Kaz. Yearetoobold; | 

Go to; le make yeknow your times of buſineſle : 
Is thisan howre for temporall affaires ? Ha? 

Enter Wolſty and Campeine with a (ommiſſion. 
Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinall? O my Wolſey, 
The quiet of my wounded Conſcience; 
Thouart a cure fit for the Kings you'r welcome 
Moftlearned Reverend Sir, into our Kingdome, 
Vſeus, and it? my good Lord, have great care, 

I be not found a Talker, 
Wot. Sir, youcannot ; 

T would your Grace would give us butan houre 
Of private conference. 

Kin, We are bulie ; goe. 

Nor. This Prieſt ha's no pridein him ?- 

Swff. Not to ſpeake of : . | | 
I would not be ſo ficke though for his place : 
Butthis cannot continue. 2 

Norf. Tt it doe,Ile venture one heave athim- 

Saf. I another. + faſt 8:1) 

'  Exeunt NN orfolks, and Suffolke..  - 


Wol. Your Grace ha's givena P refidentof wiſedome 


? oY 
. 


Above all Princes, 'in committing freely 
Your {crnple to the voyce of Chriſtendome:. 

Who can-be angry now ? What Envy reach you? 

The Spaniard tide by blood and favour ro her, 

Muſt now confeſſe, if they haveany goodneſle, 

T he Tryall, juſt and Noble. All the Clearkes, 

(I meane the learned ones-in Chriſtian Kingdomes ) 

{ Have their free voyces. Rome (the Nurſe of Indgement, 
Invited by your Noble felfe hath ſcnt 

One generall Tongue nntous. This good man, 


' | This juſt and learned Prict, Cardinall Camperne 


1 Whom once more, I preſent anto/your Highneſſe. 

| FX#.And oncemore in minearmes[I bid him welcome, 

And thanke the holy Conclave fertheir loves, 

4 They haveſert meſucha Manyt.would have wiſh'd for. 
Cw. Your Grace muſt needsdeſerve all ſtrangers loves 
| Youare ſo Noble : To your Highneſſe hand 

I tenderiny Gommiſſion ;. by:whoſe vertue; 

{ The Court of Rome commanding: You my Lord 

| Cardinallof Take ;are joyn'd with me their Servant, 

| In the unparctallyudgngof this Buſineſſes. + (ted 

1  £x. Twoequall men-:: The Queene ſhall be acquain- 

] Forthwith for. what you come, | Where's Gardiner ? 

1 © Yol. 1know your Majeſty, ha'salwayes lov'dher - 

] So deere in heaif, not rodeny; her that - - +1; /! 

| A' Woman of lefle Place miglitaske by Law: --- 

| Schollers allow'd freely toargue-for her: +7 .* 

| Kin. 1,and the beſt ſhe ſhall have; 'and my favour 

| 5 wi Jac. ro Godforbid elſe : Cardinall, © - 

1 Prethee call Gafasrer tome,my newSecretary, 

{ I find hima fitfellow. - Gy 024; 


$ 4 d- , S c £ 


3. 
#5 
we 


Exit Lord Chamberlaine, and the King drawes the C urtaine | 


ou 


| Enter Garainer, 
el. Give meyour hand : much joy 8& 
Youarethe Kings now. 
Gard. But to be commanded 
For ever by your Grace, whoſc hand ha's rais'd me. 
Kim, Come hither __ 
| Walkes and whiſpers. 
(: amp. My Lord of Torke, was 6A one Door Pace 
In this mansplace before him? 
Wol. Yes, he was« 
Camp., Was he not held alcarned man? 
ol. Yes ſurely. | 
Camp. Beleeve me, there's anill opinion ſpread then 
Even of your ſelfe Lord Cardinall | 
We, How? of me? | 
Camp. They will not ſticke toſay, you envide him ; 
And fearing he would rife (he was ſo vertuous) 
Kept him a forraigne man ſtill, which fo greev'd him; 
That he ran mad, and dide. 
Wol. Heav'ns peace be with him : 
That's Chriſtian care enough: forliving Murmurers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a Foole ; 
For he would needs be vertuous. That good Fellojy, 
if Icommand him followes my appointment, 
I will have none ſoneere elſe. Learne this Brother, 
Welive not to be grip'd by meaner perſons. 
Kin, Dcliver this with modeſty toth' Queene. 
Exit Qardiner, 
The moſt convenient place, that I can thinke of 
For ſuch receipt of Learning, is Blacke-Fryers: 
There ye ſhall meete about this waighty bulineſle, 
My Wolſey, ſee it furniſh'd, O my Lord, 
Would it not grieve anable man to leave 
So ſweet aBedfellow ? But Conſcience, Conſcience; 
O 'tis a tender place,and I muſte leave her. Exeun 


favour to you; 


_— — TE —_— 


es rr 


Scena T ertia. 


. —__————_—_——_— 


Enter eAnne Bullen, and anola Lady. 


es, Not for that neither;here's the pang that pinches. 
His Highnefle, having liv'd ſolong with her, and ſhe 
So good a Lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce diſhonour of her ; by my lite, 
She never knew harme-doing : Oh, now after 


So many courſes of the Sun enthroaned, 


Still growing ina Majeſty andpompe, the which 
To leave, a thouſand fold more bitrer, then 
*Tis ſweet at firft Vacquire. . After this Proccſle, 


| Togive hcrtheavaunt, it isa pitty 
1 Would movea Monſter. 


Old La. Hearts of moſt hard temper 
Melt and lament for her, 
-.n. Oh Gods will, much bettcr 
She ne're had knowne pope ; though't be temporal, 


| Yetif that quarrell; Fortune, dodivorce 


It from the bearer,'ris a ſufterance, panging 
As ſoule and bodies ſevering. 
-> Old Le: Alas poore Lady, : 


| Shee's ftranger nowagaine -- 
4. Somuch the more ** | 

|] Muſt pitry dropupon her; verily 

1 Iſ\ycare, tis betcer to be lowly borne, 


—— 
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And range with humble livers in Content, 
' Thento be perk'd up ina gliſtring griefe, : 
' And weare a golden ſorrow. | 
Old L. Our content 
Ts our beſt having. 
Ame, By my troth, and Maidenhead, 
I would not be a Queene. 
* 014 L. Beſhrew me, I would, 
And venture Maidenhead for't, and ſo would you 
For all this ſpice of your Hipocriſie z 
You that have ſo faire parts of Woman on you, 
| Have(too) a Womans heart, whichever 3et 
AﬀcRed Eminence, Wealth, Soveraignty ; = 
Which, to ſay ſooth, are Bleſſings ; and which gutts 
(Saving your miticing) the capacity : 
Ofyoar ſoft Chiverell Conſcience, would receive, 
If you might plezſe to ſtretch it. 
An. Nay, good troth, 
Ol L.Yes troth,& troth; you would not be a Qneen? 
An. No, not for ali the riches under Heaven. | | 
0d L.Tis ftrangezathreepence bow'd now would hire 
Oldas 1am, to Quecne it : but I pray you, (me, 
Whatthinke you of a Dutchefle ? Have you limbs 
Tobeare that load of Title ? 
Au. Nointruth. 
01d.L. Then you are weakly made, plucke off alittle, 
Twould not be a young Count tn your ways 
For more then bluſhing comes to:If your backe 
Cannot vouchſafe this burthen, 'tis too weake 
Everto geta Boy. 
An. How you doetalke ; 5 
I ſweare againe, I would not be a Queene, 
For all thexyorld. 
01d L, In faith for littleEngland 
You'l venture anemballing : I my ſeife 
Wouid for {arvarvanſvire,althongh therelong'd 
No more terh* Crowne but that : Lo, who comes here? 


Enter Lord (hamberlaine. (know 
L.(ham. Good morrow Ladics; what wer't worth to 
. | Theſecret of your conference ? 
An. My good Lord, 
Not your demand; it valewes not your asking : 
Miſtris Sorrowes we were pittying. 
(Fant. It wasa gentlebuſinefle and becomming 
TheaQion of good women, there is hope 
Alwillbe well. | 
en. Now I pray God, Ames. ws 
Cham. You beare a gentle minde,& heav nly bleſſings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, faire Lady 
Perceive 1 fpeake fincerely, and high notes 
Tane of your many vertues; the Kings Majeſty 
Commends his good opinion of you, toyou; and 
Doe's purpoſe honour to you no lefle lowing, 
Then Marchioneſſe of Pembrooke; to which Title, 
A Thouſand pound a yeare, Annuall ſupport, 
Outof his Grace, he addes, 
An, I doe not know | 
Whatkinde of my obedience, I ſhoald-tender ; 
More then my All, isnothing : Nor my Prayers 
Are not —_ duely hallowed; nor my Wiſhes 
More worth then empty. vanities: yet Prayers & Wiſhes 
Are all I can returne. *Beleech your Lordſhip, 
Vouchfafeto ſpeake my thankes, and my obedience, 
Asfroma bluſhing Handmaid, to his Highneſle ; 
| Whoſe health and Royalty I pray for. 


1 Cham Lady; h 
Lſhall not faile t' approve the faire conceit _. 
The King hath of you. I have perus'd her well, 
Beauty and Honour in her areſo mingled, 
That they have caught the King : and who knowesye 
But from this Lady, may proceed a Iemme, 
Tolighten all this Ile? Tleto the King, 
And ſay I ſpoke with you. 
Exit Lord Chamberlain. 

Az, My honour'd Lord. 

O1AL. Whythisit is: See, ſee, 

I have beene begging ſixteene yeares in Court 
(Am yet a Courtier beggerly) nor could 

Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 

For any ſuit of pounds : and you, (ohfate) 

A very freſh Fiſh heere ; fye,fye,fye upon | 
This compel'd fortune ; have your mouth fild up, 
Before you open it. 

An. This 1s {ſtrange to me. 

0/4 L., Row taſts it? Ts it bitter ? Forty pence, no : 
There wasa Lady once (tisan old Story) | 
That would not be a Queene, that wonld ſhe-not 
For all the mud in Egypt ; have you heard it? 

An. Come youare pleaſant. 

O14 L. With your Theame, I could 
O're-mountthe Larke : The Marchionefle of Pembroke? 
A thouſand pounds a yeare, for pure reſped ? 

No other obligation e by my Life, 

That promiſes mo thouſands : Honours traine 
Is longer then his fore-skirt; by this time 

I know your backe will beare a Dutcheſle, Say, 

Are you not ſtronger then you were ? 

e-N. Good La Y» 

Make your ſelfemirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me outon't.. Would I had no being 
If this falure my blood ayot ; it faints me 
To thinke what followes. | | 
The Queene is comfortleſſe , and we forgetfull 
In our long abſence : pray doe not deliver, 
W hat heere y* have heard to her. 
Old L, What doe you thinke me ———Exeant, 


Scana Quarta. 


—_— 


Trumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets, 


Canterbury alone ; afier bim, the Bilbops of Lincoine, Ely, 
Rocheſter, and $. Aſaph: N ext them , with'ſonve ſmall 
diftance, followes a Gentleman bearing the Purſe , with the 
great Seale, and a Cardimals Hat : Then twa Priefts, bea- 
ring each a Silver Croſſe : Then a Gentleman Vſher bare- 
headed, accompanied with a Ser geant at eArmes bearing a 
Sitver Mate; Then twe Gentlemen bearing two. great 
Silver Pillers: After them, fide by ide,the two (ardinals, 
two Noble men,with the Sword and Mace. The King takes 
place nnder the Cloth 'of State, The two Cardinals ſit 
wnder him 4s Indges. The 2 neene takes place fome di- 
ftance from the King. The Biſhops place themſelves on 
each fide the Court in manner of a ConſiStory : Below then 
the Scribes, The Lords fit next th: Biſhops. Thereft of the 
eAttendants ſtand in convenient order abort the Stage, 


Enter two Vergers, with ſhort ſilver wands; next themtwo | 
Scribes in the habite of Doftors : after them, the Biſhop of | 


| 


_ 
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| Cr. Whilſt our Commiſſionfrom Romc isrcad, 
Let filence be commanded. 
King. What's the need ? | 
It hath already publiquely bene read, 
And onall ſides th' Authority allow'd, 
You may then ſpare that time. 
Car. Bee'tſo, proceed. ; 
- Seri. Say, Henry K. of England, come into the Court. 
King, Heere. 
Serube, Say, Katherine Queene of England, 
Come into the Court. _ 
| Cries. Katherine:@tieenc of England, &c- 
T he Qneene makes uo anſwer, riſes owt of her C haire, 
ves about the Comt, comes 10 the King,and kneeles at 
? is Feete. Then Feakes, 
Sir, I defire you dome rightand luſtice, 
And tobeſtow your pitty on me; for 
I ama moſtpoore Woman, and a ſtranger, 
Borne out of your Dorhinions : having becre 
No ludge indifferent, nor no more affurance | 
Of equall Friendſhip and Proceeding. Alas Sir : 
In what have I offended you? What cauſc 
Hath my behaviour given to your diſpleaſure, 
That thus you ſhould proceed toput me off, | 
Andrake your good grace from me? Heaven witneſle, 
I have bene to youatrue and humble Wite, 
{ Atalltimes to your will conformable: 
 Everin feare tokindle your Diſlike, 
Yea, ſubje& to your Countenance : G!ad,or ſorry, 
ASI aw it inclin'd ? when was the houre 
I ever contradicted your Deſire ? : 
| Or madeit not mine too ? Or which of your Fricnds 
| Have Inotftroveto love, although I knew 
| He were mine Enemy ? What Friend of mine, 
That had to himderiv'd your Anger, did I 
1 Continue in my Liking 2 Nay, gave notice _ 
| He was from thencediſcharg'd ? Sir, call to minde, 
| That I have beene- your Wite, inthis Obedience, 
Vpward of twenty yeares,and have bene blcit 
With many Children by you. Ifin the courſe 
And proceſſe of this time you can report, 
Andprove it too, againſt mine Honour aught ; 
My bond to Wedlocke, or my love and Duty 
Againſt your Sacred Perſon ; in Gods name 
Turne me away : and let fow!'lt Contempr 
Shut doore upon me, and ſo give me up 
To the ſharp'{ kinde of laſtice. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
The King your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince moſt Prudent ; and an excellent 
And urmatch'd Wit, and Iudgement, Ferdinand 
My Father, King of Spaine, wasreckon'd onc 
The wiſeſt Prince, thattkere hadreign'd, by many 
A yeare before. It is not to be jon'd, 
That they had gather'd a wiſe Councell to them 
Ofevery Realme, that did debate this Buſineſle, 
{ Whodecm'd our Marriage lawful. Wherefore I humbly 
Beſeech you Sir, to ſpare we, till I may 
Be by my Friends in Spaine, advis'd;. whoſe Counſaile 
I wil implore.. If not, 'th'name of God 
; Your pleaſure befulfill'd. © 
Wol. You have hcere Lady. 
(And of yourchoice) theſe reverend Fathers, men 
Offi Integrity, and Learning ; 
{| Yea, thecleto'thiLand, whoare aflembled 
1 Topleade your Caufc. It ſhall be therefore bootleſſ, 


| That longer you defirethe Court, as well 


| Or how farre #urther (Shall) is warranted 


| Yea, the whole Confitioric of Rome, You charge me, 
+4 Thar I have blownethis Coale: I do deny it, + 


| I ama ſimple woman, much too weake 


For your owne quiet, as tO reRtific | 
What is unſctled in the Kings 
(mp. His Grace 
Hath ſpoken well, andjuſtly : Therefore Madam, 
It's fit this Royall Seffion do proceed, 
And that (without delay) their Arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. : 

2s. Lord Cardinal, to youl ſpeake. 

Fol. Your pleaſore, Madam. 

2%. Sir, Iam about to weepe; but thinking that 
Weare a Queene (or long bave dream'd(ſo) certaine 
The daughter of a King, my drops of tearcs, 

Ile turne to ſparkes of tire. | 

Wot. Be paticnt yet. 

2%. I will, when youarc humble ; Nay before, 
Or God will panifh me. Ido beleeve 
(Induc'd by potent Circumſtances) that 
Youare mine Enemy, and make my Challenge. 
You ſhall not be my Indge. For it is you 
Have blowne this Coale, betwizt my Lord, and me; 
(Which Gods dew quench) therefore, I ſay againe, 
I utterly abhorre; yea, from my Soule - 

Refuſe you for my Indge, whom yet once more 
1 hold my moſt malicious Foc, and thinke not 
At all a Friend to truth, 

We. 1doproteflc | 
You ſpeake not like your ſelfe : who ever yet 
Have ſtood to Charity: and difplayd th'effe&ts 
Of diſpoſition geritle, and of wiſdome, 
Ore-topping womans powre. Madam, youdo me wrong 
I have no Spicenc againit you, norinjuſtice 
For you, or any : how farre 1 have proceeded, 


By a Commiſſion from the Conſiſtory; 


The King is prefent : It it be knowneto him, 

Thet I gainſay niy Deed, how may he wound, 
And woerthuly wy Falſchood, yea, as much 

As you bavedene my Truth. If ke know 

Thar 1am trce of your Report, he knowes 

I am noref your wrong. Therefore in hia 

It lies to Cute me, and thecure is to 

Remove theſe thoughts trom you. The which before 
His Highnefle ſhall ſpeake in, I do beſecch 
You(gracions Madam))to unthinke your ſpeaking, 
And tatay no more, 


Lute. My Lord, my Lord, 


Toppolc your cunning. Y'are meek,8& humble-mouth'd, 

You figne your place, and Calling, in fuil ſeeming, 

With Meckeneſle and Humilitic : Burt your Heart 

Is crawm'd with Arrogance, Splecne, and Pride. 

You have by Fortune, and his Highneſſe favors, 

Goneſlightly o'relowe ſteppes,and now are mounted 

W here Powresare your Rerainers, and your words 

(Domeſtickesto you) ſerve your will ; as't pleaſe 

Your ſelfe pronounce their Office, I muſt tell you, 

Youtender more your perſons Honor, then 

Your highprofeſhon Spirituall. That agen 

I do refuſe you for my Iudge, and heere 

Before you all, Appeale umtothe Pope, 

To bring my whole Cauſe 'fore his Holinefle, 

And toi zadgd by bim. ; 
Sbe Curtfies to the King, and offers to depart. 


(amp. | 
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| Camp. The Queene is obſtinate, 

| Stabborne to Iuftice; apt to accuſe it, and 

{ pi{dainfull to be trideby'*t; tis not well. 

| Shee's going away. 

' Kis. Callheragaine: 

| . (ier. Katherine, Q. of England,come into the Court- 
| - Gent. Yb. Madam, you are cald backe. 

'Bue, What need younote it?pray you keep your Way, 
When you are cald returne, Now the Lord helpe, | 
| They vexe mepalt my patience, pray you paſſe 0n; 

1 will not tarry : no, nor ever more |! 
 Vpon this buſineſſe my appearance make, 
Inany of their Courts. 
Exit 2 ene, and her Attendants. 
Kin. Goe thy waycs Kate, 
| Thatman ich? world, who ſhall report he ha's 
| Abetter Wife, let him in nought be truſted, 
' For ſpeaking falſe in that; Thou art alone 


'| (Ifthy rare qualities,fweer gentleneſle, 


Thy meekneſſe Saint-like, Wife-like Government, 
| Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
| Soveraigne and P ious, could ſpeake thee out) 
The Queene of earthly Queenes: Shee's Noble borne: 
And like her true Nobility, ſhe ha's 
| Carried her ſelfe towards me. 
#ot. Moſt gracious Sir, 
In hambleſt canner I require your Highneſle, 
That it ſhall pleafe you ro declare in hearing 
Ofall theſe eares (for where I am rob d and bound, 
There muſt I be unloos'd, although not there 
Atonce, and fully ſatisfide ) whether ever 1 
Did broach this bufines to your Highnes, or 
Laid any ſcruple in your way which might 
Induce you to the queſtion on't : or cuer 
Have to you, but with thankesto God for ſuch | 
A Royall Lady, ſpake one , the lcaft word that might 
Be to the prejudice of her preſent State, 
Ortouch of her good Perſon ? 
Kin. My Lord Cardinall, 
I doeexcuſe you; yea,upon mine Honour, 
I free you from't : Youare not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are ſo, bur like the Village Curres, 
Barke when their fcllowes doe. By ſome of theſe 
The Queene is put in anger ; y are excus'd: 
But will you be more juſtif'dz? Youever 
Have wilh'd the ſleeping ofthis buſines, never deſir'd 
Ittabeſtir*d ; but oft have hindred, of t 
Thepaſſapes made toward it ; on my Honour, 
Hpeake my good Lord Cardinal to this point 3 
Andthus farre cieare him. 
Now, what mov'd me too't, 
I will be bold with time and your attention : =(too't : 
Then marke th* inducemert. Thus it came ; give heede 
My Conſcience firſt receiv'd a tenderneſſe, 
Scruple, and pricke, on certaine Speeches utter'd 
By th Biſhop of Bayon,then French Embaſſador, 
Who had beene hither ſent onthe debating 
And Marriage *twixt the Duke of Orlzance, and 
Our Daughter CHary : I th' Progrefle of this bufiveile, 
Erea determinate reſolution, hee 
(1 meane the Biſhop) did requitea reſpite, 
Wherein he mightthe King his Lord advertiſe, 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, 
Reſpeting this our Marriage with the Dowager, 
Sometimes our Brothers Wife. This reſpite ſhooke 


<— 


=_> _— of my Conlcience, _ me Ry 
ea with a ſplitting power, and, made to tremble 
| Theregion of my Breaſt, which forc'd ſaci way, 
' That many mazd conſiderings, did throng 
And preſt in with this Caution. Firſt,me thought 
I ſtood notin the ſmile of Heaven, whothad' 
Commanded Nature, that my Ladies wombe: . 
If it conceiv'd a male-thild by me, ſhould 
Doe no inore Offices of life too't ; then-: : 
The Grave does to th* dead s For her Male Ifſue, 
Or dide wherethey were made, or ſhortly after 
This world had ayr'd them;*HenceI tookeathought, 
This wasa ludgementon me; thatmy Kingdome 
(Well worthy the beſt Heyre ofth* World) ſhould not 
Be glad int by me, Then followes, that» 
I weigh'd the danger which my Realmes ſtood in + 
By this my Iſſues taile, and thar gave to me 
Many a groaningthrow : thus hulling in 
The wilde Sea ot my Conſcience, 1 did ſteere 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now preſent heere together :; that's to ſay, 
| I meant to recifie my Conſcience, which» - 
I then did feele full ficke, and yet not well, 
By all the reverend Fathers of the Land, 
And DoRors tearn'd. Firſt Tbegan in private, 
With you my Lord of Lincotre; yourem 
How under my oppreſſion did recke 
When I firſt mov'd you. 
HS.Lin. Very well wy Liedge. <3 L 
Kin. I have ſpoke long , bepleas'd your ſelfe toſay; 
How farre you ſatisfide me. | = 
Lin, So pleaſe ybur Highneſle, | 
The queſtion did at firſt to ſtagger me, 
Bearing a ftare of mighty momentin't, 
And conſequence of dread, that I committed 
The daringſt Counſaile which I had to doubt, 


W hich you are running heere. 
Kin, I then mov'd you, 
My Lord of Canterbrry, and got your leave | 
To makethis preſent Summons unſolicited. 
I lettno reverend perſon in this Court , 
Bur by particular conſent proceeded 
Vnder your handsand Seales ; therefore goe on, 


Of our good Queenez bur the ſharpe thorny points 
Of my alleged reaſons, drives this forward : 
Prove bur. our Marriage lawfall,by my Life 
And Kingly Dignity, we are contented 
To weare our mortaliSrate to come, with her, 
(Katherine our Queene) before the primeſt Creature 
That's Parragon'd o'th* World 
"Camp. $9 pleaſe your Highneſle, 
The Queene being abſent, 'ris a needfull fitnefle, 
That weadiourne this Court further day ; 
Meane while mult be ancarneft motion _ 
Made tothe Queene tocall backe her Appeale 
She intends unto his holineſſe, 
Kin. I may perceive 
Theſe Cardinals trifle with me: Iabhorre 
This dilatory ſloth, and trickesof Rome-__ 


| Prethee returne, wkhthy approach : I know, 
My comfort comes along : breake up the Court ; 
I ſay, ſet on- 


And did intreat your Highnefle in this courſe, | 


For no diſlike th? world againſt the perton | 


| 


My learn'd and welbeloved Servant (7aumer, | 


Exennt, in IANNET 4s they enter'd, 
| | eAtus 
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| 6 +88: ; 1-3-1 1b; 
Emter |Qpicene and ber Women 4s at workee, 


|  2zeen, Take thy Lute wench, 
' My Soule groweslad with troubles, -  // | 
Sing, anddiſperſe'cm1f thou cant : leave working : 


[2 SONG. : 
'Q > =>" with his Lute made Trees, 
F And tht Monntaine tops that freexe, 

-.. Bow themſelves when he did ſaig. 

To bis Muſiche, Plants and F lowers 

Ever ſpring; a« Sunne and Showres, 

There had mate a la5ting Spring. 

Every thing that heard him play, 

Even the Billowes of the Sea, 

Hung their heads,end then tay by. » 

In ſweet Muſicke is ſuck Art, 

Kiling care, and griefe of beart, 

Fall «ſ1repe,or hearing dye. 
k 14 Enter a Gentleman, 


Queen. How:inow? | 
Gent. And't pleaſe your Grace,the two great Cardinals 


Wait in the preſence. | 
Deen, Would they ſpeake with mc? 


Gent. They wil'd me fay fo Madam. 
Deen. Pray their Graces. 
To come neere : what can be their buſineſle 
With me, a poore weake woman, falne from favour, 
I doe not like their comming ; now I thinke ont, 
They ſhould begood men, their affaires arc righteous , 
Bur all Hoods; take not Monkes. | 
Enter the two ((ardinalls, Wolſey & Campian. 
Wolf: Peace to your Righneſic. 
2 ren'Y our-Graces find me heere part of a Houſwite, 
(I would be all)againſt the worſt may happen: 
W hat are your pleaſures with me,reverend Lords? 
rol. May it pleaſs you Noble Madam,to withdraw 
Into. your privare Chamber; we ſhall give you 
The fuil cauſe of our comming. 
2 meen. Speake it heere. 


_| There's nothing I have done yet © my Conſcience 


Deſerves a Corner :would all other Women 
Could ſpeake this withas free a Soule as I doe, 
My Lords, 1 care not(ſo much I am happy 
Above a number) if my actious . 

Were tri de by ev'ry tongue, ev'ry eye faw* em, 


| Envy and baſe opinon ſer againſt 'em, 


I know my life ſo even. If your bufines 

Secke meout, and that way I am Waite 1n; 

One with it boldly : Truth loves open dealing. - 
Card.Tantaeſt erga te mentis imtegritas( Regina ſereniſſima.) 

Queen. Good my Lord, no Latin ; 

I amnot ſuch a Truant ſince my comming, 

As not to know the Language I have liv*d in: (ous: 

A ſtrange Tongue makes my cauſe more ſtrange,ſuſpiti- 

Pray ſpeake in Engliſh ; heere are ſome will thanke you, 

If you ſpeake truth, for their poore Miſtrisſake; 

Beleeve me ſhe ha's had much wrong. Lord Cardinall, 


\ The willing'it (inne I ever yet committed, 


May be abſolv'd in Engliſh. 2 


| Iwillnotwiſh ye haife my miſeries, 


I am ſorry my integrity.ſhould breed, 


* | (And ſerviceto his Majeſty and you) _ 
| Sodeepeſuſpition, where all faith was meant ; 
* | We come not by the way of Accuſation, 


, Totaint that honour every good Tongue bleſles ; 
Nor to betray you any way to forrow ; 
You have too much good Lady : But ro know 
How you ſtand minded in the waighty difference 
| Betweene the King and you, and to deliver 
(Like freeand hqneſt men) our juſt opinions, 
And comforts to your cauſe. , 
(amp. Moſt honour'd Madam, 
My Lord of Yorke, out of his Noble nature, 
Zealeand obedience he ſtill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cen{nre 
Both of his truthand him (which was too farre) 
Offers, as I doe, in a figne of peace, 
His Service, and his Counſel, 
Lmeev. To betray me. 
My Lords, I thanke you both for your good wills, 
Ye ſpeake like henelt men, (pray God ye prove fo) 
Bur how to make ye ſodainly an Anſwere 
Inſuch a point of weight, ſonecre mine Honour, 
(More neeremy Life I feare) with my weake wit ; 
And to (ſuch men of gravity and learning; 
In truth I know not. I was ſet at worke, 
Among my Maids, full little (God knowes) looking 
Either for ſuch men, or ſuck buſineſle ; 
For her ſake that T have beene, for I feele 
The laſt fit of my Greatnefle; good your Graces 
Let me have time and Councell for my Cauſc : 
Alas, I am a Womanfriendleſſe, hopeleſle. 
Foot. Madam, 
You wrong the Kingslove with theſe feares, 
Your hopes ard friends are infinite. 
Lneen. In England, 
Burlittle for my profit:can you thinke Lords, 
That any Engliſh man &are give me Councell ? 
Or bea knowne friend 'gaintt Highneſle pleaſure, 
(Though he be growne ſo delperateto be honeſt ) 
Andlivea Subjea? Nay forſooth my friends, 
They that mult weigh out my afflitions, 
They that my truſt muſt grow to, live nor heere, 
They are (as ail my other comforts) far hence 
In mine owne Country Lords, 
Camp. I would your Grace 
Wouldleave your greefes, and tszke my Counſcll. 
2 meen. How Sir? ; 
Camp.Put your maine cauſe into the Kings proteftion, 
Hee's loving and moſt gracious. *Twill be much, 
Both for your Honour betrer, and your Cauſe : - 
For if the tryall ofthe Law o'rerake ye, 
You'l part away diſgrac'd. 
Wol. Hetelsyou rightly. oy ; 
Leen, Yetell me whatye wiſh for both, my rune: 
Is this your Chriſtian Councell ? Out upon ye. 
Heaven is above all yet; there fitsa Indge, 
That no King can corrupt. 
Camp. Your rage miſtakes us. 
2 ueen. The more ſhamefor ye; holy men I thought ye, 
Vpon my Soule tworeverend Cardinall V ertues : 
But Cardinal Sins, and hollow hearts I feare ye : 


_— 


| Mend'em for ſhame my Lords : Isthis your comfort? 


The Cordiall that ye bring a wretched Lady? 
A woman loſt among ye, laugh't at, ſcornd? 
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| tavemore Charity. But ſay I warn'd ye ; 

| ore] for ma ſake rake heed, leaſt at once 
[The burthen of my ſorrowes, fall upon yes 

+. Madam, this is a mecrediſtracion, 

| You turnethe good we offer, into envy» 

ee. Yeturne me intonothing. ' Woeupon ye; 
| Andall ſach falſe profeſſors. Would you have me 
 (Ifyou have any | uſtice, any Pitty, 1. 

Ifye be any thing but Churchmens habits ) | 
Pur my ſicke caule into his hands, that hates me ? 
Alas, ha's baniſht me his bed already , 

His Love, too long ago. I am old my Lords, 

And all the fellowthip I hold now with him 
Isonely by Obedience. What can happen ; 
To mc, above this wretchedneſle ? All your Studies 
Make me a Curſe, like this: 

Camp, Your fcares are worſes Ps 

2», Have I liv'dthuslong (let me ſpeake my {clfe, 
Since Vertne findes no friends) a Wifea truce one? 

A Woman(l dare ſay without Vainglory) 

Never yet branded with ſuſpition ? 

Have 1, with all my full AﬀeRions j 
Stillmet the King? Lov'd him next Heav'n?Obey'd hirti? 
Bin (out of fondneſle) ſuperſtitious to him ? 

Almoſt forgot my Prayres to content him ? | 

And am I thus rewarded ? *Tisnot well Lords. 

Bring me a conſtant woman to her husband, 

Onethar ne're dream'da loy, beyond his pleaſure ; 
And tothar Woman (when ſhe has done moſt) 

Yet will I adde an honor ; a great Patiencc- 

Cer, Madam, you wander trom thegood 
We ayme at. 7 

Lee, My Lord, 

Idarenqt make my ſclfe ſo guilty, 

Togive up willingly that Noble T itle 

Your Maiter wed me to; nothing but death 
Shall e're divorce my Dignitiess 

Card. Pray heare me. BT PE 

2, Would I had never trodthis Engliſh Earth, 
Orfelc the Flarteries that grow upon it 3 | 
Ye have Angels Faces; but Heaven knowes your hearts. 
What ſhall become of me now, wretched Lady ? 
lanthe moſt unhappy Woman living. F 
Alas (poore W cnches ) where are now your Fortunes ? 
Shipwrack*d upona Kingdome, where no Pitty, 
NoFriends, no Hope, no Kindred weepe for me? 
Almoſt no Grave allow*d me ? Like the Lilly 
That once was Miſtris of the Field, and flouriſh'd, 
le hang my head, and periſh. 

Car, If your Grace : | 
Could but be brought to know, our ends are honeſt, 
You'ld feele more comfort. Why ſhold we (good Lady) 
—=_ what cauſe wrong you? Alas, our Places, 

eway of our Profeſſion is againlt it; 

Weare to Cure ſuch ſorrowes, not to ſowe *em. 

For goodnefſe ſake, conſider what you doe, 

How you may hurt your ſelfe ; I, utterly 

Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 
The hearts of Princes kifle Obedience, 

much they loye it. But to ſtubborne Spirits, 

They ſwell and grow, as terrible as ſtormes. 

ow you have a Gentle, Noble temper, 

A Soule as even as a Calme ; Pray thinke us, |. 

hole we profeſle, Peace-makers, Friends, and' Servants. 
Camp. Madam, you'l finde it ſo; 

You wrong your Vertues 


— 


5 3 i | 
Aut. 


— 


| So. The Cardinals Letersto the Pope miſcartied, 


—————. 


| With theſe weake Womens feares., A Noble Spirit | bs 


As yours was, put into yeu, ever caſts F 
Such doubts as falſe Coine from it. The King laves youz 
Beware you looſe it not : For us (if you pleaſe | 
Totruſtus in your buſineſſe) we are ready 
To uſe our utmoſt Studies, in your ſervice. 

2x. Do what ye will, my Lords ; 
And pray forgive me ; : 
If I haveus'd my ſelfeunmannerly, 
You know Lam a Woman lacking wit 
To make a ſeemely anſwer to ſuchperſons; 
Pray do my ſervice to his Majeſtie, 
He ha's my heart yet, and ſhall have my Prayers / 
While I ſhall have my life. Come revererd Fathers, 
Beſtow your Councelson me. She now begges 
That littlerhought when ſhe ict footing heere, | 
She ſhould have bought her Dignitics{o deere Exeunt. 


_ + — "——_ - — - D— 


_ _—_— 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter the Dake of Norfolke, Duke of Suffolke, Lord Surre 
and Lord ur Kris Cu 


Norf. If you will now unite in your Complaints, 
And force them with a Conſtancy, the Cardinall 
Cannot ſtand under them. If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promile, 

But that you ſhall ſuſtaine moe new diſgraces, 
With theſe you bearealready. 

Sur, Tam joyfull 
To meete the leaſt occaſion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-Law the Duke, 
Tobe reveng'd on him. 

Sf. Which of the Peeres 
Have uncontemn'd gene by him, or atleaſt 
Strangely neglefted 2 When did he regard 
The {tampe of Nobleneſſe in any perton 
Out of himſelfe ? | 

Chem. My Lords, you ſpeake your pleaſures : 
What he deſerves of you aud me, I know : 
What we can doto him (though now the time 
Gives way to us) I much feare. If you cannot 
Barre his accefle to*ch' King, never attempt. - 
Any thing on him : for he hatha witchcraft 
Over the King in's Tongue. 

Nor. O feare him nor, | 
His ſpell jn thar is out : the King hath found 
Matter againſt him, that for ever marres 
The Hony of his Language. No, he's ſetled 
(Nottocome off ) in his diſpleaſure. 

Swr. Sir, | 
T ſhould beglad to heare ſuch Newes as this 
Once every houre. 

Nor, Beleeve it, this is true. 

In the Divorce, his contrarie proceedings 
Are all unfolded: wherein he appeares, 
As I would wiſh mine Enemy. 

Sur. How came _ 

His yon - light? 
Swuf. Mo ely. 
5s. O how? how ? 


nd 


a =——— 


edn. een. REC EI TR". *._ 


_ 


Li 


The Lifeof King Hemrythe Eight. 


| And eome to th'eye o'th* King, wherein was read | 
| How that the Cardinall did intreat his Holinefſe 
| To ſtay the 1 ento'th' Divorce; for if 
' It didtake place, 1 do(quoeth he) perceive 
{ My King is tangled inaffeRion, to 
' A Creature ofthe Queenes, Lady Anne Buller. 
Sar, Ha'sthe King this? | 
Fuf: Bcleeve it. | 
Sur. Will this worke? SHI | ; 
| Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coaſts 
| And hedges his owneway, Butin this point, 
' All his trickes founder} and he brings his Phyſicke 
| After hispatients death; the King already 
' Hath Jo! 57 the faire Lady. 
' Sar, Wouldhchad. 
|  Suf. May yoube happy in your wiſh my Lord, 
' For Tiprofefle you haveir. 
{ Sar. Now all my joy 
| Trace the Conjunction. 
Swuf. My Amen to0'ts 
N or. All mens. ©. .. : 
|  S#f, Theresorder given for her Coronation : 
| Marry this is yet but yong, and may be left 
| Toſomecares unrecounted. But my Lords 
| Sheis a gallant Creature; and compleate 
' In mindeand feature, I perſwade me, from her 
Will fall ſome blefling to this Land, which ſhall 
In it bememoriz'd:; 
Sur. But will the King SOT 
Diſgeſt this Letrer of the Cardinals ? 
The Lord forbid. 
Nor. Marry Amen. 
Sf. No, no 5. : 
There be moe Waſpes that buz abqut his Noſe, 
Will makethis ſting the ſooner. Cardinall Camper, 
Is ſtolne away to-Rome, hath'taneno leave, 
Ha's left the cauſe to'th* King unhandled, and 
Is poſted as the Agent of our Cardinall, 
' To ſecondall hisplot. I doaſſure you, 
The King cry'de Ha,atthiss 
Cham. Now God incenſe him, 
- And let himcry Ha, lowder, 
Norf.' But my Lord 
When returnes (rarnmer? | 
Saf. He is return'd in his options, which 
Have ſatisfied the King for his Divorce, 
Together withall famous Colledges 
| Almoſtin Chriſtendome : ſhortly (1 beleeve) 
His ſecond Marriage ſhall be publiſhd, and 
Her Coronation. Katherine no more 
| Shail be call'd Qaeene, but Princeſle Dowager, 
| And Widdow toPrince e4rthur. 
Nor. This ſame Cramer's 
| A worthy Fellow, and hath tane much paine | 
1 In the Kingsbufineſle. 
| Saf. He ha's, and we ſhall ſee him 


| For it, an Arch-byſhop. 
N or, Sol heare. 


Saf. *Tis 10. 


| The Cardinall. 
* Nor. Obſerve, obſerve, hee's moody. 
Car. The Packet Cromwell, 
Gay't youthe King ? | 
Crow. To hisowne hand, in's Bed-chamber. 
Card. Look'd he o'th' inſide ofthe Paper ? 


” —_— R 


Emer Wolſey and [ronmel. 


{ I finde at ſuch proud Rate, that it oat-ſpeake's 


| Some Spirit put this paper in the Packet, 


- King, If wedid thinke 


Crom. Preſemly -- 
He did unſeale them, and the firſt he view'd, 
He did it withaScrious minde ; a heede 
Was in his countenance. Yeu he. bade 
Attend him heecre this Morning. 
Card, Ishe ready to comeabroad ? 
(rom. 1 thinke by this he is. 
Card, Leavemea while. Exit (romwel. 
It ſhall be tothe Dutches of Alanſon, 
The French Kings Siſter ; He ſhall marry her. 
Anne Bulen? No: lleno eAmne Bullens for him, 
There's more in'tthen faire Viſage. Buken ? 
No, wee'l no Bullens: Speedily 1 with 
To heare from Rome. The Marchioneſle of Penbroke? 
Nor. He's diſcontented. 
Swuf. May be he heares the King 
Does whet his Anger to him. 
Sr. Sharpe enough, 
Lord for thy Tuſtice. 
Car. Thelate Queenes Gentlewoman ? 
A Knights Daughter 
Tobe her Miftris Miſtris * The Queenes,Queene? 
This Candle barnes not cleere, 'tis I muſt ſnuffe ir, 
Then out it goes. What though I know her vertuous 
And well deſerving ? yet 1 know her for 
A ſplceny Lutheran, and not wholfometo 
Our cauſe, that ſhe ſhould lye 1ith' boſome of 
Our hard rul'd King. Againe,there is ſprung up 
An Heretique, an Arch-one ; (ranmer, one 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the King, 
And is his Oracle. 
Nor. Heis vex'dat ſomething. 


Emer King, reading of a Scedule. 


Sar, I would twer ſomething y would fret the ſtring, | 
The Maſter-cord on*s heart. 

Suf. The King, the King. 

King. What piles of Wealth lath he accumulated 
To his owne portion ? And what expence by 'th'houre 
Seemes to flow from him ? How, ith' nameof Thrik 
Does he rake thistogether? Now my Lords, 

Saw you the Cardinall? 

Nor. My Lord, wehave 
Stood heere obſerving him. Some ſtrange Commotion 
Is in his braine : He bites his lip and ſtarts, 

Stops on a ſodaine, lookes upon the ground, 

Then layes his finger on his Temple : ſtraight 
Springs out into falt gate, then ſtops againe, 

Strikes his breſt hard, and anon, he cats 

Hiseye againſt the Moone tin molt ſtrangePoſtures 
We have ſcene him ſet himſelte. ; 

King. It may well be, 

There is a mutiny in's mind. This morning, 
Papers of State he ſent me, td peruſe 

As I requir'd-: and wot you what I found 
There (on my Conſcience put unwittingly) 
Forſooth an inventorie, thus importing 

The ſeverall parcels of his Plate, his Treaſure, 
Rich ſtuffes and Ornaments of Houſhold, which 


Poſſeſſion of a SubjeR. 
Nr. Its heavens will, 


To blefle your eye withall. 
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| And fixt on 


His ſerious conſidering. * 


NOT; 
King takzs bis Seat rwhiſpers Lovell; who g 


to the Cardinal, 
Car, Heaven forgive me, ; 
Ever God blefie your Highneſles: 
King. Good my Lord, 


Youare full of Heavenly ſtuffe,and beare the Inyeritory, 
Of your belt Graces,th your minde;the which 


You were now running o're:you have ſcarſe time 
To ſtcale from Spirituall leyſure,a briefe {pan 

To keepe your earthly Audit,ſure in that 
Ideemeyouan ill Husband,andam glad 

Tohave you therein my Companion. 


Car. Sir, | | 
For Holy Oifices I have a time;a time 


Tothinke upon the part of buſinefſe, which 

I beargi'th'State-and Nature does require 
Hertimes of preſervation,w hich perforce 

[ her fraile onne among it my Brethren mortall, 


Muſt give my tendance to. 
King. You have ſaid well, 


{ar, And ever may your Highneſſe yoaks together, 
(As 1 will lend you cauſe)my doing well, 


With my wellſaying, 
King,*Tis wellfaid agen, 


And'tis a kinde of good deedetoſay well, 

And yet words are nodeeds. My Father lov'd you, 

He faid he did,and with his deed did Crowne 
Hisword upon-you. Since I had my O1hice, 
lhavekept younext my Heart,bave not alone 
Imploy'd you where high Profits might come home, 
Butpar'd my preſent Havings,to beftow 


My Bounties upon you. 
| Car. What ſhould this meane? 


Sr. The Lord increale this buſineſſes 


Kpg. Have Inot made you 


The prime man of the State? I pray you tell meg 
If what I now pronounce,you have found true: 


Andifyou may confeſle it,fay wichall 


If you are bound to us,or no. What ſay you? 
Car. My Sovcraigne, I confeſle your Royall graces 

Showr'd on me daily, have bene more then could 

My ſtudied purpoſes require, which went 

Beyond all mans endeavors. My endeavors, 

. | Haveever come too ſhort of my Deſires, 

Yet fill'd with my Abilitics:Mine owhe ends 

Have beene ſo, that ever more they pointed 

To*ch'good of your molt Sacred Perſon,and 

The profit of the State. For your great Grzces 


Heap d upon me(poore Vndeſerver)l 


Cannothing render but Allegiant thankes, 
My Prayres to heaven for you;zmy Loyalty - 
' Which ever ha's,andever ſhall be growing, 


Till death(thar Winter)kill it, 
Keg. Faircly anſwer'd: 
A (126. obedient Subject ts * 


| Therein illuſtrated,the Honor of it 


Does pay the At of it,as 3th'contrary 

The fowlenefſe isthe puniſhment, Tpreſume, 

That as my hand ha's open'd Bounty to you, 

My heart drop'd Love,my powrerain'd Honor,more 
Onyou, then any:So your Handaand Heart,. 


The Lofeof King Hen 
h jatiawereabove thecarth, wa Wh 
ſpiritual! abjeAbe ſhould till 


Dwellin his Muſings,but I am affreid 
His Thinkings / mr the Moone,not w 
I 


] And from that full Meridian of my Glory, *. 


"_ 


Of what courſe Meertle ye are molded, Envy; \H 5 | 


| How cagerly ye follow my Diſgeaces 
y 


To meyour Friendgthenanyo (inns tt 1d 942k 1307 
F 2? 4 Wrt-315-:32 {6 1 {it 951 12 at 
That for your Highnefſe good; Fever labotgid; -:1-: 1-77 
More then taine owne;thatamyhaveand willbe :, 1:21) 
(Though all the world ſhouldcracke thei daty$0 yOu, ; 
And throw it from theix Soulezthough-perits dich »|-'-c 
Abound as thicke as thouglie could make*'emjagd >: 5/117" 
Appeare in formes more horrid yetmy Diitf git” .-=", 
As doth a Rocke againſt the cluding Floolj}i:ec 18; 
Should the approachiofrhis. wilde River breake7 .-o' 
And ſtand unſhaken yours 71! nt 51h bugnt nn 
King.” TisNobly ſpokeng. +5 1101 1 Sid nice V7 
Take notice Lords,he ha's aLoyall breſt,- 7 :;:;.-* 7 
For you have ſcene him open't. Read o're this}? +.” 
And after this,and then to Breakfaſt with: :1::y i) 
W hatappetite you haves 7 pou gone 0 nd ot 1 
Exit King,fromning upin tha Cardinall,the N.phles 
throng after him ſmiliug,and whiſpronge; | } 
Cay. What ſhould thismean@:.. | £197 | 
W hat ſodaine Anger's this? How: have I reap'd it? 
He parted Frowning from me,asitRuine -::: ; 
Leap'd from his Eyes. So lookes the chated Lyon. 
V pon thedaring Huntſman that bas gall's higas- 
Then makes him nothing. I muſt reade this:paper: 
I feare the Story of his Anger. *Tisſo: |. -  / 
This paper ha's undone me: *Tisth'Accompt- 
Of all that world of Wealth I have drawne together. 
For mine owne ends,(Indeed to gaine the Popedoume. '! 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negligence} | 
Fit for a Foole to fall by : What croſſe Divell 
Made me pur this maine Secret in the Packet: 
I ſentthe King? [sthere no way tocure this? 
No new device to beate this from his Braines? 
I know 'twill Rtirre him ſtrongly;yet I know oT- 
A way,if it take right,in ſpight of Fortnne: :. . 
Will bring me off againe. What's this? Toth Pope? 
The Letter(as I live) withallthe Buſineſle | 
I writ to's Holinefle. Nay then,farewell: | 
I havetouch'd the higheſt point of all my Greatnefle, 


.” -” wa one er LO”. 9” 
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T haſte now to my Setting, I (halt fall 
Like a brightexhalation in the Evening, 
And no man ſce me more. 


Emnter to roolſe, the Dakes of Nerfolke and Saffolke, the 
Earle of Sarrey, and the Lord ( bamberlaime. 


Nor. Heare the Kings pleaſure Cardinall, 
W ho commands you | 

To render up the Great Seale preſently 

Into our hands;andto Confine your teife 

To Aſhet-houſe,my Lord of Wincheiters, 
Till you heare further from his Highnefle. - - 


{ ar. Stay: | 318 140K w | 
W here's your Commiſſion?Lords, words cannot carry : | 
Authority ſo weighty. | FG 0U0 } 
| Suf. Who darecrofſc*am, - 


Bearing the Kings will from his mouth exprefſely?:: - : 
Car. Till I fndemore then wiil,or words rodo it; 1} | 

(I'meane malice) know, Oificious Lords,' '- '// } 

Tdare,and muſtdeny.it. Now feele i 4 
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_ *F-Youhave | 
"In time will fiade their fit Rewards. Thar Seale - 
-| Younake ith ſuch a Violence, the King 


| 


} Colletedfrom his life. Tic ſtartle you 


My 
| Ofour deſpiv'd 
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ye, NOISY were # 
Chriſtian warrant for'*tm,and'no doubt 


116'yor th his owne hand, gave me: 
Bed ineenjoy ir, withthePlace,and Honors 
ing thydife;and tocoufirme bis Goodfiefſe, 
ierters Patems-Nowgwho'll take it? 


Car 


| whit 
1 AbGolv'd bim 


Fol. This,and all clſe | ©. 
This ralking Lord can lay upon my credit, - 
I an{wergs:moſt falſe. The Duke by Law 
Found his deſerts. How innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end, 
His Noble Iury,and foule Cauſe can witnefle, 
If I lov'd many words,Lord,I ſhouldtell you, 
You have as little Honeſty,as Honor, 
That in the way of Loyalty,and Truth, 


| Toward the King, my ever.Royall Maiſter, 


Dare mate a ſounder manthen Surry can be, 
And alt that love his follies. 
Sur. By my Soule, 


| Your long Coat(Prie{t)protects you, 


Than ſhould'lt teele | 

My Sword i*l life blood of thee elſe. My Lords, 
Can ye endure to heare this Arrogance? | 
And from this Fellow?It we live thus tamely, 
To be thus laded by a peece of Scarlet, 

Farewell Nobility:let his Grace go forward, 


| And dare us with his Cap, like Larkes, 


Car. All Goodneſſe 


Is poiſon to thy Stomacke. 


Sar. Yes,that goodnefle | 

Ofgleaning all the Lands wealth into one, 
Inte your owne hands(Card'nall)by Extortion: 
The goodnefle of your intercepted Packets 
You writto'th Pope,agarnſt che King:your goodneſſe 
Since you provoke me; ſhall be moſt notorious. 
| My Lord of Norfolke,as you are truly Noble, 

the commen good,rhe State 
Nobllity,our Iflues, | 
' (Whoif he live,will ſcarſebe Gentlemen) 
” Producethegrand ſamme ot his finnes;the Articles 


' Worſethen the Sacring Bel; when the 
| Tay kiſſing in your Armes,Lord. Cardinal, | 
; Ca. How mach methinkes, Tcoulddeſpiſe thisman, 


Þ# ButthatI am bound.in Charity againſt it, 
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| But thus much,theyarefoule ones. 


| ] Farewell?A long farewellto all my Greatneſle. 


browne Wench | 


| Idare your worlt Objeftions:If I bluſh, 


| Haveatyou. 


| To Gregory de Caſſado,to conclude 


| To forfeitall your Goods,Lands,Tenements, 


How tolive better. For your ſtubborne anſwer 


Nor. Thoſe Articles;my Lord,arein the Kingshand: 


ol. So much fairer | 
And ſpotkeſſe, ſhall mine Innocence ariſe, 
W hen the King knowes.my Truth. 

Ser. This cannot fave you: 
I thanke my Memory, I yet remember 
Some of theſe Articles,and out they ſhall. 
Now,if you can bluſh,and cry guilty Cardinall, 
You't ſhewa little Honeſty. 

Wol.Spcake on Sir, 


It 1s to {tea Nobleman want manners. 
Ser. I had rather want tho!c,then my head; 


Firſt,that without the Kings aſſent or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a Legate,by which power 
You maim'd the Turiſdiction of all Biſhops. 
Aor, Then, That in altyou writ toRomecor clſe 
To Forraigne Princes, Ego & Rex mens, 
Was ſtill inſcrib'd:in which you bronght the King 
Tobe your Servant. 
Swf. Then,that without the knowledge 
Either of King or Councell, when you went 
Ambaſſadorto the Emperor,you made bold 
To carry into Flanders,the Great Scale. 
Sur, Item,You ſent a large Commiſſion 


| Without the Kings will,or the States allowance, 
A League betweene hie Highneſle, and Ferrare, 

Suf; That out of mecre Ambition,you have caus'd 
Your holy-Hat to be ſtampt on the Kings Coine, 

S#r. Then, that you haveſent innumerable ſubſtance, 

(by what meanes got, I leave toyour owne conſcience) 
To furniſh Rome,and to prepare the wayes 
You have for Digniries, to the meere undooing 
Of all the Kingdome. Many more there are, 
Which ſince they are of you,and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham. O my Lord, 
| Preſſe nota falling man too farre:'tis Vertue: 
His faults lye open to the Lawes,let them 
(Not you)correR him. My heart weepes to ſee him 
So little,of his great Self, 

Swr. 1 forgive him. 

Sef. Lord Cardinall,the Kings further pleaſure is, 
Becauſe all thoſe things you haue done of lace 
By your power Legantive within this Kingdome, 
Fall into*th'compaſſe of a Premunire; 
That therefore ſuch a Writ be ſued againſt you, 


Caſtles,and whatſoever,and to be 
Our of the Kings proteQion. This is my Charge. 
Nor. And ſo wee'lleave you to your Meditations 


Abount the giuing backethe Great Sealeto us, 
The King ſhall know ir,and(no doubt)ſhallthanke you- 
So fare you well,my little good Lord Cardinall. 
Exennt all but Wolſe), 
Pol. So farewell,tothe little good you beare me. 


This is the ſtate of Man;to day he puts forth 
The tender Leavesof hopes,to motrrow Bloſſomes, 
And beares his bluſhing Honors thicke upon him: 
The third day,comes a Froft;a killing Froſt, 


th 


And when hethinkes,good cafie man,full ſurcly 


a 
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| His Greatneſſe is a ripening,nippes his roote, 
And then he falsas I'do. I have ventur'd 


[ Like lutle wanton Boyes that ſwim on bladders: 


This many Summers ina Sea of Glory, ; 
But farre beyorid my depthemy high-blowne Pride 
Atlength broke under me,and now ha'sleft me 
Weary,and old with Service,tothe mercy 
Of arude ſtreame,chat muſt forever hide me. 
Yaine pompe,and glory ofthis World,I hate ye; 
I feele my heart new open'd.Oh how wretched 
Is that poore man,that hangs on Princes favours? 
There is betw1xt that ſmile we would afpire to, 
That ſweet Aſpe of Princes, artd their ruine, . 
More pangs,and feares then warresor women have; 
And when he falles, he falleslike Lucifer, 
| Never to hope againe. | 
Enter Cromwell ſtanding amazed. 

Why how now (romwe!l? 

Crom.1 have.no power to ſpeake Sir.! 

Car. W hat,amaz'd 
Atmy misfortunes?Can the Spirit wonder 
A great man ſhould decline, Nay,and you weep 
I am falne indeed. 

Crom. How does your Grace. 

(ard. Why well: 
Never ſo truly happy,my good Cromwell, 
[ know my fſclfe now, and I feele within me; 
A peace above all earthly Dignities, 
Aſtill,and quiet Conſcience. The King ha's cur'd me, 
I humbly thanke his Grace:and from theſe ſhoulders 
Theſe ruin'd Piller;onr of pitty, taken. 
Aloade,would finke a Navy,(too much Honor.) 
O'tisa burden Cromwell,*tis a burden 
Too heavy for a man, that hopes for Heaven, 

Croms, | am glad your Grace, 
Ha's made that right uſe of it» 

Cara. I hope have: 
lamable now(me thinkes) | 
(Out of a Fortirnide of Soule,I feele) 
To endure more Miteries,and greater farre 
Then my Weake-hearted Ecnemics,dare 6ffer- 
What Newes abroad? w 

(rom, The heavieſt,and the worft, 
[s your difpleafure with the King. 

Card. God bleiſie him. $64 16922 
' (rom, The next-is,that Sir Thomas Xooreis choſen 
Lord Chancellor, in your place. 
' (ard, That's ſomewhat ſodain. 
' But he's a Learned nan: May he continue 
' Long in his Highneſſe favour,and do Tuſtice F 
For Truths-ſakezand his Conſcitnce that his bones, 
When he ha's run his courſe,and ſleepes in Blellings, 
May havea Tombe of Orphantsteares wept on him. 
What more? - | 


þ 


| 


: O Crennve'll, 


. 


' TheKing ha's 


' Crom, That {ranmer is return'd with welcome; 
laſtall'd Lord Arch-byſhop of Canterbury. 

(ard. That's Newes indeed. 

(row. Laſt,that the Lady Anne, Dk 
Whom'the King hath in ſecrecy long married, 
This day was vicw*d-in.open,as his Queene, 
Going ts Chappell:and the voice is now 


' Onely about hex Corromtion: 


(ard. There was the waight that pull'd me dowric, 
oone beyond me:All my Glories 
In that one woman, T have loſt for ever-- 


*;» 
F*1\, 


IR 


No Sun,ſhall ever uſher forth mine Honors, 
Or gildeagaine the Noble Troopes that waighted 
Vpon my tmiles. Go ger thee from me {rommet, | 
Jam a poorec falne man,unworthy now 

Tobethy Lord,and Maiſter. Seeke the King 

(That Sun,I pray may never ſet)T have rold him, 
Whar,and how true theuart;he will advance thee: 
Some little m:maery of me, will ſticre him 

(I know his Noble Nature)not to let 

Thy hopefull ſervice periſh too. Good Cromwell 
Neglect him not; make uſe now ,and prouide 

For thineowne future ſafety. 

Crom. O my Lord, | 

Muſt I then leave you?Muſt I needes forgo 

So good,{o Noble,and ſo true a Mailter? 

Beare witnefſle, all that have not hearts of Iron, 
With what aſorrow Cremwel leaves his Lord. 
The King ſhall have my ſervice;but my prayers 
For ever,and for ever thall be yours. 

( ard. Crommwel, , I did not thinke to ſhed a teare 

In all my Miſeries:But thou haſt forc'd me 

(Out of thy honeſt truth)to play the Woman. 
Let's dry our eyes: And thus farre heare me (romwel, 
And when Iam forgotten, as I ſhallbe, 

And lcepe in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me,more muſt be heard of; Say I taught thee; 
Say Wol{ey,that onee trod the wayes of Glory, - 
And foundedall the Depths,and Shoales of Honor, 
Found thee a way(out of his wracke)toriſe in; 
Aſure,and ſafe one,though thy Maiſter muſt it. 
Marke but my Fall,and that that Ruin'd me: 
Cromwel, I charge thee,fling away Ambition, 

By that finne fell the Angels:how can manthen. 
(The Image of his Maker) hope to win by it? 
Love thy {elfe laſt, cheriſh thoſe hearts that hate thee: 
Corruption wins not more then Honeſty, 

Still in thy right hand,carxy gentle Peace 
To ſilence envious Tongues. Be juſt,and feare not: 
Let ailthe ends thou aym'ſt at,be thy Countries, 


Thy:Gods,ard Truths. Then if thou fall'ſt (O Cromnel!) | 


Thou fall'ſt a bleſſed Martyr. 
Servethe King: And prythee leade me in: 
There take an Inventory of all I have, 
To thelaſt peny, *ris the Kings. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heaven,1sall, 
I darenow call mine owne. O Cromwel, Cromwel 
Had I but ſerv'd my God, with halfethe Zeale 
I ſerv'd my King:he would not in mine Age 
Have left menaked to mine Enemies, 
Crow, Good Sir, have patience. 

- Card. SOT have. Farewell | 

The Hopes of Court,my Hopes in Heaven dodwell. 
Exeunt . 


Aus Quartus.Scaena Prima. 


"= wo 


Emter two Gentlenant, meeting one anather, 
1'Y'are wellmet once againe, 


8 Soargyors  - 5499 
I Youcome totake your ſtand heere,and behold 
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The Lady Amne,paſle from her Corronation. +. © | 
Ends 20 TH 
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2'Tis all my bufineſſe. At our laſt encounter, 


The Duke of Buckingham came from bis Triall. 


I *Tis very true» But that time offer'd ſorrow, 
This generall joy. | 
2 'Tis well:The Citizens 


1 I am ſure have ſhewne at fulltheir Royall minds, 
] As lete'm have their rights, they arc ever forward 


In Celebration of this day with Shewes, 
Pagcants,and Sights of Honor. 

I Never greatcr, 
Nor Ile afſure you better taken Sir. : 

2 May I be bold toaske what that containes, 
That Paper in your hands. | 

I Yes, *tis the Liſt 
Of thoſe that claime their Oiices this day, 


1 By cuſtome of the Coronation. 
] The Duke of Suffolke is the frit,and claimes 


To be high Steward;Next the Duke of Norf\lke, 


{ Heto be Earle Marſhall:;you may readethe reſt. 


I I thanke you Sir:Had I not knowne thoſe cuſtomes, 
I ſhould have beene beholding to your Paper: 


| But Ibeſeech you,what's become of Katherine 


The Princefſe Dowager? How goes ber buſineſſc? 
I That I cantell you too. The Archibiſhop 


| Of Canterbury, accompanied withother 


Learned,and Reverend Fathers of his Order, 
Held a late Courtat Dunſtable;fixe miles off .. 
From Ampthill, where the Princeſle lay,to which 
She was often cyted by them,but appear'd not: 
And tobe ſhort, fornot Appaerance,and 
The Kings late $cruple,by the maine afſent 
Ofall theſe Learned men,ſhe was divorc'd, 
And the late Marriage made of none <ffe: 
Since which, ſhe was remov'd toKymmalton, 
Where ſhe remaines now ficke. 

2 Alas good Lady. 
The Trumpets ſound:Stand cloſe, 
The Queene is comming. He-boyes, 


"TheOrder ofthe ( Coronation, 


1 4 lively Flouriſh of Trumpets. 

2 Then twd Indges. 

3 Lord Chanccelor,vith Purſe and Mace before him. 

4 Quirriſters ſinging. Muſicke 

5 Maior of London, bearing the Mace. Then Garter , 5s 
his Coate of Armes , and on his bead be wore a Gilt (opper 
Crowne. 

6 Marqueſſe Dorſet , bearing 4 Scepter of Gold,on his h 
4 Dany Coronall of Gold, Withhim, the Earle — 
þ earing the Rodof Silver withthe Dove, Cronned with an 

: Earles Coronet. Collars of Efſſes. 

7 Duke of Suffolke, in his Rebe of Eſtate, his Coronet on bis 
bead,bearing « long white Wand , as High Steward. with 
hins ghe Dukg of Norfolkc , ith the Kod of Marſpeſſhip, 
4 Coronet on bis head, ( ollars of Eſſes, | 

$ 4 Canopy, fern dfue of the Cinque-Ports , ander 5t 
the Pueene in ber Robegin her baie , richly adorned with 
Pearle,(rowned. Oneach fide her.the Bifhops of London 
ardWincheſter. | 

9 The Old Natchelle of Norfolke, 5» a (aroma/l of Gold, 

wrought with Flowers bearing the 2 uneenes Traine. - 

10 Certaive Ladics or Counteſles, with plains Cirelerr of 
Gold, witboxt Flowers. 
Exeunt, ff everthe Stage in Order and State , and 

then,, A gre Flowriſh of Trumpets, © : 


2 A Royall Traine beleeve me:Theſe I know: 


| Who's that thatbeares the Scepter? 


I Marqueſſe Dorſet, | 
And that the Earle of Surrey,with the Rod. 
2 A bold brave Gentleman. That ſhould be 
The Duke of Suffolke. 
I Tis the ſame:bigh Steward. 
2 And thatmy Lord of Norfolke? 
I YES» 
_ 2 Heavenbleſle thee, 


Jt 


| Thou haſt the ſweeteſt face I ever look'd on. 


Sir,as | havea Sonle,ſhe is an Angell; 
Our King ha'sall the Indies in his Armes, 
And morc,and richer,when heſtraines that Lady, 
I cannot blame his Conſcience, 

I They that beare 
The Cloath of Honor over her,are foure Barons 
Of the Cinque-Ports. 

2 Thoſe men are happy 

And ſo areall,are neere her. 
I takeit,ſhe that carriesup the Traine, ' 
Is that old Noble Lady,Dutcheſſe of Norfolke. 

1 It is,and all the reſt arc Counteſles. 

2 Their Coronets {ay ſo. Theſe are Starres indeed, 
And ſometimesfalling ones. 

2 No more of that, 

Emer athird Gentleman. 

1 God fave you Sir. Where have you bin broiling? 

3 Among the crow'd !th'Abbey,where a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more:I am ſtifled 
With the meere rankneſle of their joy. 

2 Youſaw the Ceremony? 

3 Thatldid, 

1 How was it? 

3 Well worth the ſceing. 

2 Good Sir,ſpeakeit tous? 

3 As wellas1amable.The rich ſtreame 
Of Lords,and Ladics,having brought the Queene 
To a prepar'd place inthe Quire, fell off 
A diſtance from herzwhile her Grace ſate downe 
To reſt a while, ſome halfe an houre,or ſo, 
In arich Chaire of State,oppoling freely 
The Beauty of her Perſon tothe People. 
Belecve me Sir,ſhe 1s the goodlieſt Woman 


| Thatever lay by man: which whenthe people 


Had the full viewof,ſucha noyſe aroſe, 
As the ſhrowdes make at Sea, in a ſtiffe Tempeſt, 
As lowd, and toas many Tunes, Hats,Cloakes, 
(Doublets,I thinke)flew up,and had their Faces 
Bin looſe, this day they had beeneloſt. Such joy 
I never ſaw before. Greatbelly'd women, 
That had nut halfe a weeke to go,like Rammes 
In the old time of Warre, would ſhake the preaſe 
And make*em reele before'em. No man living 
Could ſay this is my wife there,all y ere woven 
So ſtrangely in onepeece. 

'2 But what follow'd? 

3 Atlengrh,her Grace roſe,and with modeſt paces 
Came to the Altar, where ſhe koeel'd,and Saint-like 
Caſt her faire eyesto Heaven,avd pray'd devoutly. 
Then roſe againe,and bow'd her tothe people; 
When by the Arch-byſhop of Canterbury, - 

She had all the makings of a'Queene; | 

As holy Oyle, Edward Confeſſors Crowne, 

The Rod, and Bird of Peace,andaltſach Emblemes 
Laid Nobly on her:which perform'd; the Quire 


vw To OOO IgnT ht ————— 
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With all the choyſeſt Muſicke of the Kingdome, 


| Together ſung Te Dexmr, So ſhe parted, 


And with the ſame full State pac'd backe againe 


1 To Yorke-Place,where the Feaſt 1s held. 


1 Sir» tehmarcg | 
You muſt nomore call it Yorke-place,that'spaſt: 
For ſince the Cardinall{cll,that Tides loſt, 

Tis now the Kings, and calld White-Hall. 
| know 1t: 
But*tis ſo lately alter'd,that the old name 


 Tsfreſh about me. 


2 What two Reverend Byſhops oe | 
Were thoſe that 'went on each ſide of the Queene? 

3 Stokeley and Gardiner, the one of Wincheſter, 
Newly preterr* d from the Kings Secretary: 
The other London, 

2 Heof Winceſter 
Isheld no great good lover of the Archbiſhop, 
The vertuous (Tranmere 

2 Allthe Land knowes that: To 
How ever,yet there isno great breach,when it comes 
Cranmer will finde aFriend will not ſhrinke from him. 

2 Who may that bez] pray you. 

3 Thomas Cromwell, 
Aman in much eſteeme with th'King,and truly 
Aworthy Friend. The King ha's made him 
Maiſter o'th'lewell Houſe, 
And one already of the Privy Councel!. 

2 He will deſerve more. 

3 Yes withour all doubt. | 
Come Gentlemen ye ſhall go my way, 
Which is ro'th Court.and there ye ſhall be my Gueſts: 
' Something 1 can command. As I walke thither,. - 
Ile tell ye more. | 


Both. Y ou may command usSir« Exenunt, 


CC 
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FScena Secunda. 
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Emer K atherine Dowager, ficke,dead betweene Griffuh, 
her Gentleman Yſher,and Patience 
her Womans 


Grift, How d@'s your Grace? 

Kath. O Griffith,ſicke to death: 

My Legges like loaded Branches bow to'ch Earth, 
Willing to leave their burthen:Reach a Chaire, 


| Snow(me thinkes)]I fecle a lictle exfe. 


Did't thou not tell me Gyffith,as thou lead*it me, 
That the great Childe of Honor, CardmallW o//ey. 
Wasdead? | 


| 


ee . 


Grif. Yes Madam:but Ithinke your Grace 

Out of the paine you ſuffer'd; gave no eare too't-. 

- Kath. Pre*thee good Griffth,tell me how he dy'de. 
I well,he ſtept before me happily 

For my example. |, -- 

Grif. Well,the voice goes Madam, 


| For after the ſtout Earle Northamberland 


Arreſted bimzat Yorke;and brought him forward 

As a manforely tainted;to his Anfwer, | 

He fell ſicke ſodainly, and grew foill 

He could notſithis Male. 
Kath. Alas poore man, © +, . 4 . © | 
Grif. Atlaſt, withcafie Rodes he came to Leiceſter, 


£44.% 


— 


| Lodg'dinthe Abbey;where rherevetend Abbot 


| Withall his Coventhonorably tccciv'd him; 
To whom he gave theſe words. O Father Abbot; 
An old man,broken with the ſtormes of State, 
Is come to lay his weary bones among ye: 

Gave hini a little carth for Charity. ; 

{ So went to bed; where cagetly his ficknefſe 
Purſv'd him fhill;and'threenighes afterthis, 
Aboutthe houre oftightzwhich he himſelfe - 
-Foretold ſhould be his laſt, full Repentanbe, 
Continuall Meditations, Teares,and Sorrowes, .. 
He give his Honors tothe world agen, - 

His blefled part te Heavenzand ſlept in peace. 

* Kath. Somay hereſt; ' 
His faults lye on him: - + 
Yet thus farre Griffeh,give me leaveto ſpeake him, 
And yet with Charity, He was, a man + | 
Of an unbounded (tomicke, ever ranking 
Himlſelte with Princes. One that by ſuggeſtion 
Ty'de alithe Kingdome.Symony, was faire play, 
His owne Opinion was his Law. T'th'preſence 
He would ſay untraths,and be ever double 
Both in his words,and meaning. He was never 
(But where he meant ro Ruine)pittifulls 
His Promiſes,were as he then was,Mighty : 
But his performance;,as he is now, Nothing: 
Of his owne body he was ill, and gave 
The Clergy ill example. 1 

Grif. Noble Madam: 


Mens evill manners, livein Braſſe,their. Vertues 


| We write in Water. May it pleaſe your: Highneſſe 


To heare me ſpeake his 
Kath, Yes good Griffith, 

I were malicious elle... 

rif. This Cardinall. 

Though from an humble Stocke,undoubtedly 

Was faſhion'd to much Honor, From his Cradle 

He was a Scholler,and aripe,and good one: _ 

Exceeding wiſe, faite ſpoken,and perſwading: 

Lofty,and ſowre'to them thar lov'd him not: 

But to thuſe men that ſought him, ſweet as Summer. 

And though he were unſatisfied in getting, 

(Which was a finne)yet in beitowing, Madam, 

He was moſt Princely;Ever withefle for him 

Thoſe twinnes of Learning,that herais'd in you, 

Ipſwich.and Oxford:one of which,fcll with him, 

Vnwilling to out-live the good that did it. 

The other(though unfinith'd)yer ſo. Famous, 

So excellent in Arr,and (till ſo rifing, 

That Chriſtendome ſhall ever ſpeake his Vertue. 

His Overthrow, heap'd Happinefle upon him: 

For then,and not till then, he felt himſelte, 

And found the Bleſſedneſle of beinglittles 

And to adde greater Honors to his Age 

Then man could give him;he dy'de,fearing God. 


tow? 


.- Kath. After my death,I wiſhno otter Herald, 
No other ſpeakerofmy living Actions, 


To keepe mine, Honor,from Corruption, 

But ſach an honeſt Chronicler as Griffeh.. 
Whom I moſt hated Living,thouhaft-made me 
With thy Religious Truth,and Modeſty, 
(Now in his Athes)Honor:Peace be with him. 
Patience,be neere me ftill,and ſet mefower, 

I have notlong to trouble thee. Gogd Groffith, 
Cauſe the Muſitians play me that fad note: 

I nam'd my Knell;whil't I fit meditating, 


- 
£> 
we 


A _—"—_ _—O 


PIC EC P_Y 


yw 


ie AS EI 


"_ » 


0 EET 


FW" RW 


j 


The Lifeaf King Henry the Sight... 


On that Cceleſtiall Harmony:Igotoo. 
| 14: Sadandſolerwne Muſicke. 

Grif. She is aſleepe-Sood wench; let's fit down quiet, 
For feare we wake her. Softly,gentle Patience. - 


l The Vafron. 25. Spb 
Enter ſolemnely tripping one after another, fixe Perſonages, 
clad in white Robes , wearing on ther heades Garlands of 


or Palme 5u their hands. . They firſt ({onge unto ber , then 
Dance:and at certaine (hanger, the firſtrwo hold aſpare 
Garland over hey Head , at which the other foure make re- 
verend Cmriſies. T hen the two that held the Garland, dels- 
ver the ſame to the other next two, who obſerue the ſame or- 
der in their Charges,and bolding the Garland over her head. 
Which done,they deliver tbe ſame Garland tothe laſt two: 
who lihewiſe obſerve the ſame Order. At which(as it were 
by inſpir ation) {be makes(in ber fleepe )ſignes of rejaycing ,&- 
beldeth up ber bands10 heaven. | And ſo , in their Dancmg 
vaniſh , carrying the Garland with them. The Huſicke con- 


Kath. Spirits of peace , whereare ye?Are ye all gone? 
And leave me hetre in wretchednefle, behinde ye? 
Grif: Madam, weare heere. - 
Kath. It isnovyeul call for, 
Saw ye none enterfince 1 ſlept? 
Grif. None, Madam. 
Kath. No?Saw you not even now a bleſſed Troope 
Invite me toa Banquet, whoſcbright taces FR 
Caſt a thouſandibeames upon me;like the Sun? 
They promis'd meet Happineſle, 
And brought me Garlands(Griffob)which I fecle 
I am not worthy yet to weare:I ſhall aſſuredly. 
Grif, I am moſt joyfull Madaw,ſuch good dreames 
Pofleſſe your Fancy- 
Kath. Bid the Muſicke leave, 
They arc harſh and heavy to me. 
, Pati. Doyou note 
How much her Graceisalter'd on the ſodaine? 
How long her face 1s drawne? How palc ſhe lookes, 
And of an earthy cold? Marke her cyes? 
Grif. She is going Wench. Pray, pray- 
Pat. Heaven comfort her. 
: Enter a Meſſenger. 
| CMeſ. And'tlike your Grace ——_— 
Kat. Youarca ſawcy Fellow, 
Deferve we no moreReverence? 
Grgf. Youare too blame, 
| Knowing ſhe willnot looſe her wanted Greatneſſie 
Touſeſo rude behaujour. Go to,kneele. 
Meſ. 1 humbly do entreat your Highneſſe pardon, 
My haſt made meunmannerly. There is ſtaying 
A Gentleman ſent fromthe King,to ſee you. 
| © Kath. Admithim entrance Griffub. Bar this Fellow 
Let me ne're {ec againe- Exu Heſſeng. 
Emer Lord Capuchins. 
If my ſight faile not, 
You ſhould be Lord Ambaſſador from the Emperor, 
My Royall Nephew,and yourname Capachius, 
Cap. Madam the ſame. Your Servant. 
Kath.O my Lord, _ 
The Times and Titles now arcalter'd ſtrangely 
WR me,fince firſt you knew me, 
But 1 pray you, .. 
hat is yourpleaſure with me? 


HMnſicke ceaſes. 


= —_— 


Bajes,and golden Vizards on their faces, Branches of Bayes 


-] Orlet me looſe the faſhion of a man. 


| Call in more women- When Iam dead,%good Wench, 


C *p. Noble Lady, 5 2reSÞ 

Firſt mine owne ſervice to your Grace, the next 

The Kings requeſt,thatI would viſityou, 

Who greeves much for your weaknefle,and by me * 
Sends you his Princely Commendations, 

And heartily entreats you take good comfort, 

Kaih. O my good Lerd,that comtort comes too late. 
Tis like a Pardon after Execution; 
That gentle Phyſicke given in time; had cur'd me: 

But now I am paſt all Comforts'heere, bur Prayers. 
How does his Highneſſe? 

Cap. Madam,in good health. ' | 

Kath. So may he ever do,andever flouriſh, 
WhenT ſhall dwell with Wormes;and my poore name 
Bani{ld the Kingdome, Patiewce,is that Letter 
I caus'd you write,yet ſent away? 

— No Madam, 

Kath. Sir,l moſt humbly pray you to deliver 
This tomy Lord the "ng EE 

Cap. Moſt willingly Madam. 

Kath. in which Lhave commended to bis goodneſſe 
The Modell of our chafte loves:his yorg daughter, 
The dewes of Heaven fall thicke in Bleliings on her, 
Beſceching him togive her vertuous breeding, 
She is yong, and of a Noble modeſt Nature, 
I hope ſhe will deferve well;and a little 
To love her for her Mothers ſake:that loy'd him: 
Heaven knowes how deerely. 
My next poore Petition 
Is,that his Noble Grace would have ſome pittic 
Vpon my wretched women,that ſolong 
Have follow'd both my Fortunes, faithfully, 
Of which there is not one,I dare avow 
(And now I ſhould not lye)but will deſerve 
For Vertue,and true Beauty of the Soule, 
For honelty,and decent Carriage 
A right good Husband(let him be a Noble) 
And ſure thoſe men are happy that ſhall hayc'em. 
The laſt is for my men,they are the pooreſt, 
(But poverty could never draw*cm from me) 
That they may have tnetr wages,duly paid'em, 
And ſomething overto remember me by. 
If Heaven bad plcas'd to have given melonger life 
Andable meanes,we had not parted thiis. 
Theſe are the whole Conter;ts,and good my Lord, 
By that you love the deereſt in this world, 
As you wiſh Chriſtian peace.to ſoules departed, 
Stand theſe poorepeoples Friend,and urge the King 
To do me this laſt right, | 

Cap, By Heaven I wall. 


Kath. I thanke you honeſt Lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto bis Highneſſe: 
Say his long trouble now is paſſin 
Out of this world. Tell him in death Ibleſt him 
(For ſo I will)mine eyes grow dimme. Farewell 
My Lord. Griffith farewell. Nay Patience, 
You muſt notleave me yet. I muſt to bed, 


Let me be us'd with Honor;ſtrew meover 
With Maiden Flowers,that all the world may know 

I wasa chaſte Wife,to my Grave:Embalme me, | 
Then lay me forth(although unqueen'd)yet like 

A Queene,and Daughter to a King enterre me« 

I cannomore. 


— 


—_— 


Exeunt leading Katherine, 
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Aus Quintus.Seana Prima, 


Our Reaſons layd before him,hath commanded 
To morrow Morning to the Councell Boord 

He be convented. He's aranke weed Sir Thomas, 
And we muſt root him ont. From your Afaires 


au_—_— e_— 


Enter G ardiner Biſhop of Wincheſter, a Page with a Torch 
before him,met by Sir Thomas Lovell. 


Gard. It's one aclocke Boy,is't not. 
Boy. It hath (trooke. | 
ard. Theſe ſhould be hovtesfor neceſſities, 
Not for delights: Times to repayre our Nature 
| With comforting repoſe,and not for us 


+ Whether ſo late? hw 
Lov. Came you from the King,my Lord? 
ar. i did Sir Thomas,and left him at Primero 
With the Dukeof Suffolke. 
Lov. I mutttohim too 
Before he go to bed. Ile take my leave. 
Gar. Not yet Sir Thomas Lovell;what's the matter? 
Itſeemesyou are in haſt:and if there be 
| No great offence belongs tou't,give your Friend 
Some touch of your late buſineſle: Aﬀaires that walke 
(Asthey ſay Spirits do)at midnight,have | 
In them a wilder Nature,theu the buſineſſe 
That ſeekesdiſparch by day. 
Lox. My Lord, | love youz 
1 Anddurſt commend a lecret to your care 


\ 


They fay in great Extremiry,and fear'd 
Shee'l with the Labour,end. 
Gar. The truite ſhe;goe with 

pray for heartily, thar it may finde_ > 
Good time,and live:but for the Stocke Sir Thomas, 
Iwiſhit grubb'd up now. 

Lov. Me thinkes I could TOR 
Crythe Amen,and yet my Conſcience ſayes 
Shee's a good Creature,and ſweet-Lady do's 
Deſerve our better wiſhes. 

"Gar. Burt Sir,S1r. 

Heare me Sir Thomas, y*area Gentleman = 
Ot mine owne way. I know you Wiſe,Religious, 
And let me tell you, it will ne're be well, 
"Twill not Sir Thowas Lovell,tak*t of me, 
Till Cranmzy ( romwell, her two hands,and ſhee 
'Sleepe in their Graves. 
Lov. Now Sir,vou ipeake of two 
| The-moſt remark*d ith'Kingdome:as for Cromwed, 
Beſide that of the lewell-Houſe,is made Maiſter 
O'th'Rolles,and the Kings Secretary. Further Sir, 
Stands in the gap and Trade of moe Preferments, 


Isthe Kings hand,and tongue, and who dare ſpeake 
| Oneſyllable againſt him? - 

| © Gar, Yes,yes-Sir T homas, | 
There are that Dare,and I my ſelfe have ventur'd 
To ſpeake my minde of him:and indeed this day, 
Sir(l may tell it you)T thinkeI have . 

Incenſt the Lords o'th*Councell,that he is 

(Forſo I know he is,they know he is) 

A moſt Arch-Heretique,aPeſtilence .. - | _.. 

| That does infeR the Land:with which,they moved 
Have broken with the King,who hath ſo farre 

| Given care t6 our Complaint, of hisgreat Grace. 
| And Princely Care, fore-ſceing thoſetell Milchiefes,! 


mo. 


Towaſte theſe times. Good houre of night Sir Thomas: 


Much waightier then this worke. The Queens in Labor | 


With which the Lime will. loade him. Th'Archbyſhop 


I hinder you too long:Gooed night, Sir Thomas. 
Exit Gardiner and Page. 


Enter King and ſuffolke. 
Ring. (harles, I will os no = to night, 
My mindesnot ont, youare too hard for me. 
Sf. Sir, I did never win of you before. * 
. Kovg. Bnt litle (hartes, 
Nor ſhall not when my Fancies on my play. 
Now Lovet,from the Queene what is the Newes, 
Lov. 1 could nor perſonally deliver toher - 
What you commanded me,but by her woman, 
I ſent your Meſſage, who return'd her thankes 
In the grear'ſt humblenefle,and defir'd your Highneſſe 
Mot harrily to pray for her. 
Kivg. What ſay {it thon?Ha? . 
To pray for her? W hat, is ſhe crying ont? 
Lov. So faid her woman.and that her ſuffrance made 
Almoſt each pang, death. | 
King. Alas good Lady. 
" | Saf. God fafclyquit her ofher Burthen,and 
With gentle Trayaile,to the gladding of 
Your Higneſfſe with an Heire. 
Kmg. Tis midnight Charles, 
Prythee to bed,and in thy Prayers remember 
Theeſtate of my poore Queene: Leave me alone, 
ForI muſtthinke of thac,which company 
Would not be friendly to. 
Szf.1 wiſh your Higneſſe 
A quiet niglit,and my good Miſtris will 
Remember in my Prayers. 
King. (harles good night. 
Well Sir,what followes? 
Enter Sir e Anthony Denny, 
Den. Sir,T haue bronght my Lord the Arch-byſhop, 
As you commanded me. 
Kim, Ha?Canterbury? , 
Dn. T my good Lord 
Kim. Tis true:where is he Denm? | 
Den. He attends your Highneſle pleaſure. 
Kin. Bring himto Vs, 
. Lox. This 1s about that, which the Byſhop ſpake, 
I am happily come hither, 
Enter ('ranmer aud Denny. 
King.Avoid the Gallery, 
Ha?I haveſaid. Be gone. 
Exeunt Lovell and Denny. ME 
Cran.l am fearefull: Wherefore frownes he thus? 
Tis his Aſpet of Terror. All's nor well, 
Kin. How now my Lord? 
You do deſire to know wherefore 
I fent for you. g 
Cres. It is my duty | | 
Tattend your Highneſle pleaſures 
Km, Pray you ariſe 
My good andjgracious Lord of Canterbury: 
Come, you and T-muſt walke atnrne together: 
I have Newes to tell you. 
Come,come, give me your hand. 
Ah my goodLord,I greeveat wlatT ſpeake, / 
And am right ſorry to repeat whart followes. 
I have, and moſt unwillingly of late 


——_— 


Eit ſuffolke. 
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Lov. Many good nights,my Lord, I reſt your {ervant. | 


Lovelſeemeth to ſtag. 
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Heard many greevous.'I doſay my Lord 
Greevous complaints of yop;which being 
"Have mov'd Ysand'our Councell,that you ſhall 
This Morningcome before ps,where I know 

You cannot with ſuch freedome purge your ſelfe, 
Bnt that till furthes Triall,in choſe Charges 

Which will require your Anſwer,you mult take 
Your patience to you,and be well contented = 

To make your houſe our Towre:youza Brother of us 
Ir fits we thus procced,or elſe no witneſſe 
Would come againſt you. 

(er. 1 bumbly thanke your Highneſſc, 

Andam right glad! to catch this occaſion 

Moſt throughly to be winnowed,where my Chatte 
And Corne ſhall lye aſunder. For I know 

There's none ſtandsunder more calumnious tongues, 
'ThenI my ſclte,paore man, 

Kin. Stand up,good Canterbury, 
Thy Truth.and thy Integrity is rooted 
| Inusthy Friend. Give me thy hand,ſtand up, 
Prythee let's walke. Now by my Holydame, 
What manner of man are you? My Lord,T look'd 
You would have given me your Petition,that 
I ſhould have tanc ſome paines, to bring together 
| Your ſelfe,aqnd your Accuſers, and to have heard you 
' Without indurance further. 
Cran, Moſtdread Liege, 

The good I ſtand on,is my Truth and Honeſty: 

If they thall faile, I with mine Enemies _. 

Will triumph 9're my perſon, which I waigh not, 
Being of thoſe. Yertues vacant.I tcare nothing 

Whar can be ſaid againſt me. 

Kin. Know you not 
How your ſtate ſtands 
Your Enemies are many, and not ſmall;their praQtiſes 
f beare the ſame proportion,and not ever , 

Iuſtice and the Truth o'th'queſtion carries 
The dew pred 2a with it;at what eaſe 

Might corrupt mindes procure, Knaves as corrupt 
a, kept a5 8) things have bene done. 
Yon are Potently oppos'd,and with a Malice 
| Ofas great Size. Weene you of better lucke, 
I meane in periur'd Witnefle,then your Maiſter, 
-{ Whoſe Miniſter youare,whiles heere he liv'd 
'Vpon this naughty Earth?Goto,go to, 

You takea Precipice for no leape of danger, 

Ane wooe your owne deſtruction. ; 

Cras. God,and your Majelty 

Protect mine innocence,or I fall into 

The trap is laid for me. 

Km, Beofgoodcheere, 

They ſhall no more prevaile,then we give wayto: 
Keepe comfort to you,and this Morning ſee 

You do appexrebetore them. If they ſhall chance 

In charging you with matters,to commit you; 
"The beſt perſwaſions to the contrary 
Faile not to uſe;and with what vehemency 

Th occaſion ſhall inſtru you. If intreaties 

Will render yon no remedy,this Ring 
"Deliver them,and your Appeale to us | 
: There make beforethem.Looke, the goodman weeps: 
\ He's honeſt on mine Honor. Gods bleſt Mother, 

I ſwearehe is true hearted,and a ſoule . 
None better-in my Kingdome-Get you gone, 
Anddoas 1 have bid you... | 
He ha's ſtrangledall hisLanguage in his teares, 
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!th*'world, with the whole world? 


Ext Cranmer. 


conlider'd; | Gent, withinCom 
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Lnter Olde Ladg. 
ce backe:what, meane you? 

Laay. lie not come backe,the tydingsthat 1 bring 
Will make my boldneſſe,manners. Now good Angels 
Hy ore thy Royall head,and ſhade thy perſon 
Vnder their bleſſed wings. 

Kin. Now by thy lookes 
I geſle thy Meſſage. Is the Queenedeliver'd? 

'Say I, and of a boy, | 

Laaj. I,1l my Liege; - 

And of a lovely'Boyzthe God of heaven 

Both now,and ever bleſſe her: 'Tisa Gyrle 
Promiſes Boyes hereafter. Sir, yourjQueene 
Deſires your Viſitation,and to be | 
Acquainted with this ſtranger; *tis as like you, 
As Cherry,is to Cherry. 

King. Lovell. 

Lov. Sir. | 

King. Give her an hundred Markes. | 
Ile to the Queene, Exit King. 

Lad. An hundred Markes?By this light, Il ha more, 
An ordinary Groome is for ſuch payment. 
I will haye more,or ſcold itout of him. 

Said I for this,the Gyrle was like to him?Ile 
Have more,or elſe unſay*c;:and now, while *tisho:, 
| Ile pur itto the iſſue. Exit Lady. 


th 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Cranmer, Archbyſpop of Canterbury, 


Cran. I hopeI am not too late, and yer the Gentleman 
That was ſent to me from the Councell, pray'd me 
To make great haſt. All faſt? What meanes this?Hoa? 
W ho waites there?Sure you know me? 
Emer Keeper. 
Keep. Yes z my Lord: 
But yet Icannot helpe you. 
Crane Why? h 
Keep. Your Grace muſt waight till you be call'd for. 
/ Emer Dottor Buts. ; 
Cras. So. 
Buts. This1s a Peice of Malice:I am glad 
| I came this way ſo happily. The King 


{ 


Shall underſtand1tpreſently. Exit Butt, 
(ran. Tis Buts. | 

The Kings Phyſitian,as hepaſt along 

How earneſtly he caſt hiseyes upon me: 

Pray heaven he ſound not my diſgrace:for certaine 

This js of purpoſc laid by ſome that hate me, 

(God turne their hearts, I never ſought their malice) 

To quench mine Honor;they would ſhame to wake me 

Waitelſe at doore:a follow Councellor 

"Mong Boyes,Groomes,and Lackeycs. 

But their ano 

Muſt be fulfill'd,and Iattend with patience. 


Enter the King and Buts.at a Findowe 
| above 


4588” 


Bute, lle ſhew your Sracethe ſtrangeſt ſight. 


King. What's that Bats? 
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Batre. I thinke your Highneſſe ſaw this many a day. 
Kin. Body a me: where is it? 
But. There my Lord: | 
The high promotion of his Grace of (\anterbury, 
Who holds his State at dore 'mong(t Purlevants, 
Pages,and Foot-buyes. 
Kin. Had 'Tis he indeed; 
Is this the Honour they doe one another? 
'Tis well there's one above 'em yet;I had thought 
They had parted fo much honeſty 7 
At [caſt good manners;as not thus to ſuffer 
| A manof his Place,and ſoneere our favour 
To dance attendance ontheir Lordſhips pleaſures, 
Andat the dore tooglikea Poſt with Packets: 
By holy ary (Butts)there's knavery; 
Let'em alone,and draw the Curtaine cloſe: 
'| We ſhall heare moreanon. 


A (ouncell Table brought in with Chayres and Stooles ; anti 
placed under the State. Emer Lord Chancellowr,plates bim- 
ſelfe at the upper end of the Table,on the left hand A State 
bring left void above bim,as for C anterburics Seate, Duke 

. of Sufful, Duke of N yrfolke,Surrey, Lord (hamber line, 
Gardmer , ſeat themſelves in Order on each fide. (romnel! 
at lower end, as Secretary. - 

Chan, Speake to the buſinefſe,M. Secretary; 

Why are we met in Councell? 
Crom. Picaſe your Honours, | 

The chiefe cauſe concernes his Grace of Canterbury. 
Gard. Ha's he had knowledge of it? 
(rom. Yes. | 
Norf. Who waits there? 

Keep. Without my Noble Lords? 
Gard. Yes. 
Keep. My Lord Arcſhibiſhop: 

And ha's done halte an honre ro know your 
Chan. Let him come in. 

Keep. Your Grace may enter how. 
Cranver approches the ('onneel Table. 
Char. My good Lord Archbiſhop,lm very forry 

Toſit heere at this preſent,and behold 

That Chayre ſtand empty:But we all are men 

Inour owne natures fraile,and capable ; 

Ofdur fleſh, feware Angels;out of which frailty 

And want of wiſedome;you that beſt ſhould reach us, - 

Have miſdemcan'd your ſelfe,and not a little: 

Toward the King firſt, then his Lawes,in filling ; 

The whole Realme, by your teaching & your Chaplaines 

(For ſowe arc inform'd Fwith new opinions, 
Divers and dangerous;which are Hereſies; | 
And notreform'd, miay prove pernicious. 


' Gard. W hich Reformation muſt be ſod 


= 


pleafures« 


aine to0 

My Noble Lords, for thoſe thattame wild Horſes, 
Pace'enr not in their hands to make *cth gentle; | 
Bar ftop their momheswith ftabbotn Bits & ſpurr©em, 
Tilthey obey the mannage. If wee ſuffer 
Our of onr caſineſſe and Chindiſh pity | 
Toone mans Honour ,thiscontagions ſickneſſeg 
Farewell all Phy ſicke:and what followes then? 
Commotions, uprores, with a generall Taint 
Of the whole State;as of hte dayes our neighbours,” 

The upper Germany can deerely witneffe: 
| Yet freſhly pitticd in ogr mentories. - _ 
(ran, My Lords;Hithertoginall the Progrefſe 
Both ofmy Life and Office,! have labour'd, 


e—_— 


| 
| Of thisnew SeAFyeare 


| 
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{ And the ſtrong courſe of my Authority, 

Might goe one way,and fafely;and the end 

Wasever to doe well:nor is there living, 

(I ſpeake it with a ſingle heart,my Lords) 

A man that more deteits,more ſtirres againſt, 

Both in his private Conſcience;and his place, 

Defacers of a publique ptace then I doe; 

Pray Heaven the King may never find a heart 

Withlefle A_ in it. Men that make 

Envy,and crooked malice,nouriſhment; 

Dare bitethe beſt. I'doe beſeech your Lordſhips, 

That in this caſe of Iuſtice,my Accuſers, 

Be whatthey will,may ſtand forth face to face,*; 

And rfeely urge againſt me. 
Suff. Nay,my Lord, 

That cannot be;you area Counſellor, 

And by that vertue no mandare accuſe you. (ment, 
Gard. My Lord,becauſe we have buſines of more mo- 

We will be thort with you. 'Tis his Highneſſe pleaſure 

And our confent,for better tryall of you, 

From hence you be committed to the Tower, 

Whetebeing bur a private man againe, 

You ſhall know many dare accuſe you boldly, 

More then(I feare)youare provided for. | 
Crar. Ah my good Lord of Winebeftey:T thanke you, 

You arcalwayestiny good Friend, if your will paſſe, 

I ſhall both finde your Lordſhip, Indge and Iuror, 

You are ſo mercifull. I ſee yout end, 

'Tis my undoing. Love aid meekeneſſe, Lord 


1 Become a Churchman better then Ambirion: 


Win ſtraying Soules with modeſty againe, 
Caſt none away. That I ſhallclere my ſelfe, 
Laya!l the weight ye canupon my patience, 
I make as4ittle donbt as you doe conſcience, 
In doing dayly wrongs. I could fay more, 

But reverence to your callins;makes mie modeſt. 
Gard. My Lord,myLord, you'are a Settary, ' 
That's the piaine truth;your painted glofſe diſtovers 
To men that underitand yon,wordsand weakneſſe. 
Crows, My Tordof mice, &- alittle, 

By your good fayourytoo ſhirpe;Men fo Noble, 

How ever fatty, yer ſhonld finde reſpect 

For what they have beene: "tisa cruelty, 

To load afalling man- Q * 
Gard. Good M: Secretary, 

I cry your H6noiifiherty;you may worlt 
Ofall this Table ſayf6-- andy 
(rom, Why my'Loted? 

Gard. Doe not4know-you 


ou for 4 Fayourer 

ittot found!” 

Crom, Not ſound? © | 
Gard.Notſour& Faye 7 
{rom. Wold you were halfe fohoneſt: rH 

Mensprayers then woold ſceke you; norrheir ; 
Gard: 1trall reaiethber meg 4 rvrvotog RS 

Remember your boldffe too; © 

a. This iftadtivich; 

Forbeare for ſhattiemy Lords 2 7 

Gard. I havedone, 00 0 O 
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And with no little ſtudy;that my teaching 
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| Beknowne unto tis:rareyou 


{rem. Abd, TARITIND HTO , RENE BOOE, BICHS' & 
Cher. Thetr thissfoi y wy ; eng d5agreed | 
I take it, by all voy cio That hwith, tor 1 
Yoube comriid ro: ToweraPriſbaery _— | 
here torcemattietilithe Riot x therpleaſury ©: 
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Hl. We are. | Not asaGroome:There'sſome of ye,l ſee, 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, | More out of Malice then Integrity, | 
But I muſt needs toth'Tower my Lords? Would trye him to the urmoſt, had ye meane, 

Gard, Whar other, Which ye ſhall never have while I live. 
Would you expeR? Youarc ſtrangely troubleſome: Chan, Thus farre 
' Let ſome o'th'Guard be ready there. | _ | My moſt dread Soveraigne,may it like your Grace; 
Emter the Guard. To = my tongue excuſe all, What was purpog'd 

(av. For me? Concerning his Impriſonment, was rather 
Mult I goe like a Traitor thither? (!f there be fairhin men) meant for his Tryall, 

Gard. Receive him, And faire purgationto the world then malice, 
| Andſec him fafe!'th' Tower. I''\ ſurein me. 

Cre. Stay good my Lords, Kin. Well, well my Lords reſpe& him, 

I havealitrle yer to ſay. Looke there my Lords, Take bim,and'uſe him well; hce's worthy of it. 
By vertue of that Ring, Itake my cauſe [ will ſay thus much for him,ifa Prince 

Out of the gripesof crucll men,and give it May be beholding to a Subject;I 

Toa moſt Noble Indge, the King my Maiſter. Am for his love andiervice,ſo to him. 

Cham. This is the Kings Ring. Make meno more adoe,but allembrace him; 

Sar. 'Tisno counterfcit. Be friends for ſhame my Lords:My Lord of Canterbury 

Seff. Tis the right Ring,by Heav'n:I told yeall, I havea Suite which you muſt not deny mee. | 
When we firſt put this dangerous ſtone a rowling , That 1s, a faire young Maid that yet wants Baptiſme, 
'Twold fall upon our ſclves. You muſtbe Godfather,and anſwere for her. 

Nerf. Doe youthinke my Lords Cran. The greateſt Monarch now alive may glory 
The King will ſuffer bur che little finger In ſuchan honour:how may I deſerveit, 
Of this man to be vex'd? | That am a poore and humble SubjeR to you? 

(ham. Tis now toocertaine, | Kin, Come,come my Lord, you'd ſpare your ſpoones; 
How much more is bis Life in valve with him? - | You ſhall. have two noble Partners with you : the olde 
Would TI were fairely out'on't. Ducheſfle of N grfelke , and Lady Marqueſlc Dorſet? will 

Crom. My mind gave me, theſe pleaſe you? 

In ſeeking tales and Informations ; Once more my Lord of Fischefter,l charge you 
Againſt this man,whole honeſty the Divelj ; -.: .' | Embrace,andlove this man. | 
And his diciples onely enuy at, þ 06. oy Gard. With a true heart, 
Ye blew the firethar burnes ye;now have at ye» ,. | And Brothers love I doc it. 
| | * SORT) *, Cray, Andlet Heaven 
Enter King frowning on them takes his Seateg. .. | Witnefle how deare, I hold this Confirmation. (heart, 
| Gard. DreadSov Traignee, bx 2d, 2. Kin. Good Man,thoſe joyfull teares ſhew thy trve 
How much arc we —A— Heaven,,.. 77] The common voice I ſec is verifzed 


In dayly thankesztbat gave usſucha Prince; ,, lt Ofthee,which fayes thus:Doe my Lord of Canterbury | 
| Not agely good and wile, but moſt religious: *..*.:  : » | A ſhrewdturne,and hee's your friend for ever: 


Onethat.w all obedience, makesthe Church ©, ,,. Corne Lords,we trifle time away:Llong 


The cheefe ayme of his Honour,andto ſtrengthen... - | |-To havethis young one made a Chriſtian, 
That holy duty out of deare reſpet, _ | As Thave made ye one Lords,one remaine: 
His Royall ſclfe in Indgement comes to hee , ... So I grow ſtronver,you more Honour gaine, - Zxewn. 


| The cauſe betwixther,and this great offender... ... | 
| Kin, 9 were ge —_— ſodaine Conunendations AWE: IL ces yy 
| Biſhop Wincheſter. But now.l come not). CBI - | . TM 
To heare ſuch flattery gaw.,and inmy prelences.;., . - | p) cana Tertia. 
They are toothin,and baſe to hide oftences,., 71:16 ESD 
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To me you cannot reach. You play the Spaniel, .... . ia | bad ar 

| And thinke with waggingof your-tangue to winynes, Noyſe and Twumult within: Exter Porter and bis man. 

But wharſocrethou (me for;I'm fure. 2x1 fem? ÞÞ 

1 Thou haſt a crucell Nature and a bloody. 
Good man ſit downe:Now let me.fee the proudeſk 

Hee,thatdares FR a6 wag his fig 


Fort. You'l leane your noiſe anon ye Raſcals : doe you | 


take the Court tor Pariſh Garden: ye rude Slaves, [cave 
your gaping: ||| ... REI 75.5: 

Within. Good M. Porter 1 belongtoth'Larder: 
.Por..Bclong toth'Gallowes,and be 'd ye Rogie, 
Is this a place to roate in? Fetch, mea dozenCrab-tree 
ſaves, and ſtrong ones; theſe are bur ſwitches to £21: 
Ile ſcrarch.your heads ; you mult be ſeeing Chriſtenings? 
De you looke for. Ale, and Cakes heere , you rude Ras | | 

ts 
Aas. Pray Sir be patient; 'tisas much impoſlible, 
Vanlefſe wee ſweepe'em from the dore with Cannons, 
Toſcatter'cm,as *tis tomake'em ſleepe - 
On-May»day Morning,which will never be: 
We may 1s well puſh againſt Powles as ſtirre'cm- 
Por. How got they in,and be hang'd? 
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Man, | 


; 


| Meri AlasTknow nor,how gets the Tide in? 


| 
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Asmuch agone ſound Cudgell of toure foote 
(You ſee the poore remainder)could diltribure, 


1 made no ſpare Sir. 


Port, You did nothing Sir- | 

Man. | am not Sampſon,nor Sir G _—_ Colebrand, 
To mow'em downe before me:bur it Iſpar'd any 
That had a head to hit, either young or old, 
He or ſhe,Cuciold or Cuckold-maker; 
Let me ne're hope toſce a Chine againe, 
And that I woutd not for aCow, God fave her. 

With. Do you hearc M, Porter? 

Pors. I ſhall be with you preſently, good M. Puppy. 
Keepe the dore cloſe Sirhas 

Man. What would you have me doe? 

Por. What ſhould you doe, 


| But knock?em downe by'th'dozens ? Is this More fields 
to maſter in? Or have wee ſome ſtrange Indian with the 
great Toole ,, come to Court, the women ſo beſiege tis? 


Blefſe me., -what a fry of Fornication isat dore ? On'miy 
Chriſtian Conſcience this one Chriſtening will begeta 
thouſand , 'here will be Farther , God-father , andall to- 


cther. | 
. Han. The Spoones will be the bigger Sir £ There is 
2fellow ſomewhat neere the doore,he ſhould be a Brafj- 
erby his face, for o' my conſcience twenty ofthe Dog. 
dayesnow reigne in's Noſe ; all that ſtand about him are 
under the Line , they need no other pennance: that Fire- 
Drake did I hit three times on the head , and three times 
was his Noſe diſcharged againſt mee ; hee ſtands there 
likea Morter-piece to blow us. There wasa Habberda- 
(hers Wife of imall wit, neere him , that rail'd upon me, 
till ker pinck'd porrenger fell off her head , for kindling 
ſuch a combuſtion in the State. I milt the'Metcor once, 
and bit that Woman , who crycd out Clubbes , when I 
migth ſee from farre, ſome forty Truncheonersdraw to 


| her ſuccour which werethe hope o'th'Strond where ſhe 


was quartered ; they fellon, I made good my place ;at 
length they came to th'broome ſtaffe tome , 1 defide'em 
Rill,when ſodainly a File of Boyes behind'em, looſe fhor, 
deliver'd ſuch a ihowre of Pibbles, that I was faine to 
draw mine Honour in, and lett'em win the Worke, the 
Divell was among{'em I thinke ſurely. 

Por. Theſe are the yourhs that thunder ata Playhouſe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the 
tribulation of Tower Hilt; or the Limbes of Limehouſe, 
their deare Brothers are able to endure. I have ſome of 
'em in Limbo Patrum, and thore they are like to dance 
theſe three dayes ; beſides the running Banquet of two 


Beadles,that isto come. 


Enter Lord Chamberlaine. | 
Cham, Mercy o'me:what a Multitude are heere? 
They grow ſtill too;from all Parts they are comming, 
As if we kept a Faire heere > Where are thele Porters? 
Theſe lazy knaves? Y*have made fine hand fellowes? 
Theresatrim rabble let in:are all theſe: 
Your faithfull friends o'th'Suburbs? We ſhall have 


\ Great ſtore of roome no doubt, left for the Ladies, 


Whenthey paſſe backe from the Chriſtening? 
Por. And't pleaſe your Honour, | 
Wearebut men,and what ſo many may doe, 
Not beingtorne a pieces,we have done; 
An Army cannot rule'em. 
Cha. As1 live, 


Tthe King blame me for't;Ile lay ye all 


. A. pes 


- 


1 This Royall infant, Heaven ſtiil moveabour her; 


| (But few now living can behold that goodneſle) 


By th'heeles,and ſodainly:and on your heads 
Clap round Fines for negleR.y'arelazy knaves, 
And heere yelye baiting of Bombards,when 
Ye ſhould doe Service. Harke the Trumpetsſound, 
Ttare come already framthe Chriſtening, 
Go breake among the preafle,and finde away our 
To ler the Troope paſle fairely;or le finde 
A Marſhallſey , ſhall hold ye play theſe two Moanthes, 
Por. Make way there,for the Princeſle. 
Man. You great feilow, 
Stand cloſe up,or I'e make your head ake. 
Por. Your th'Chambler,get up o'th'raile, 


Ile pecke you o're the pales elſe. Exenn., 


= 


———_—_— 


Scena Quarta. 


Emer Trumpets ſornding : Then two Aldermen, L, Maior, 
Garter, Cranwmer , Duke of Norfolke with his CMarſpals | 
Staffe, Duke of Suffelke,tws N oblemen, bearing great ſten- 
ding Bowles for the Chriſtening Guifts: Then foure Noble- 
men bearing a Canopy,under which the Dutcheſſe of Nor- 

folke , Godmother , bearing the Chilat rickly habitedin a 

Mantle , &c. Traieborne by a Lady:Then followes the 
HMarchioneſſe Dor ſet the other Godmother and Ladiet,The 
T roope paſſe once about the Stage,and Garter ſpeakers. 


Gart, Heaveq 
From thy endleſſe goodneſſeſend proſperous life, 
Long,and ever happy,tothe high and Mighty 
Princeſle of England El3zaberh, 


Flouriſh. Enter King and Guard. 


(ran. And to yonr Royall Grace,& the good Queene, 
My NoblePartners,and my ſelfe thus pray | 
All comfort, joy in this molt gracious Lady, 
Heaven ever laid up to make Parents happy, 
May hourely fall upon ye, 
Kg. Thanke you good Lord Archbiſhop: 
What 1s her Name? 
(14%. Elizabeth. 
Kits. Standup Lord, | 
Withthis Kifle,take my Blefſing:God proteRt thee, 
Into whoſe hand,I give thy Lite. 
(ran. Amen, % 
Kin, My Noble Goflips,y have beene too Prodigall, 
I thanke ye heartily:So ſhall this Lady, | 
When ſhe ha's ſo much Engliſh. 
(an Let me ſpeake Sir, 
For Heaven now bids me;and the wordsI utter, 
Let nonethinke Flattcry;for they'l finde'cm Truth. 


Though in her Cradle;yer now promitfes 
Vponthis Land a thouſand thouſand Bleſſings, 
Which Time ſhall bring to ripeneſſe:She ſhall be, 


A Patterne to all Princes living with her, 

And allthat ſhall ſucceed:Sabe was never 

More covetous of Wiſedome,and faire Vertue 

Then this pure Soule ſhall be. All Princely Graces 

That mould up a mighty Piece as this is, 

With all the Vertues thatattend the good, | 

Shall ſill be doubled on her. Truth ſhall Nurſe her, } 
Holy. 


—— 
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Holy and Heavenly thougbtsſtill Counſell her: ..' | Andlike a Motintaine Cedar,reach his branches, ( 

She ſhall be lov'd and feat'd; Her owne ſhall blefſe her; | To all the Plainesabout bim;Our Childrens Childrey \ 

Her Foes ſhake like a Field of beaten Corne, | Shallſce this,and bleſſe Heavene \ 

And hang their heads with ſorrow: | Rin Thou ſpeakeſt wonders. 

Good growes with her. = Cras, She ſhall be to the beapodtc of England, 

| In her dayes;Every Man ſhalleate in ſafety; - | Anaged Princefle;many dayesſhallſec ber, _ 
Vnder his owne Vine what he plants;and ſing And yet no day without a deed to Crowne it, 

The merry Songs of Peace toall his Neighbours: Would I had knowne no more;But ſhe muſt dye, 
God ſhall be truly knowne,and thoſe about her, She mnſt;the Saints muſt have her; yet a Virgin, 
From her ſhall read theperfe& way of Honour, A moſt unſpotted Lilly ſhall ſhe paſſe 

And by thoſe claimetheir greatneſſe;not by Bioud. To thiground,and all the World ſhall mourne her. 
Nor ſhall this peace fleepe with ber:But as when Ks, O Lord Archbithop 

The Bird of Wonder dyes,the Mayden Phoenix, Thou haſt made me now a man,never before 

| Her Aſhes new create another Heyre, This happy Child,did I get any thing. 

{ As great in admiration as her ſelfe. This Oracle of comfort, ha's ſo-pleas'd me, 

1 So ſhall ſhelcave her Bleſſedneſle to One, That when 1 am in Heaven, 1 {hall deſire 

4 (When Heaven ſhal cal her from this clowd of darknes) | To ſee what this Childdozs,andpraiſe my Maker, 

] Who,from the ſacred Aſhes of her Honour I thanke ye all. To you my good. Lord Maior, 

i} Shall Star-like riſc,as great in fame as ſhe was, Andyou good Brethren, ] am muich beholding: 

| And ſo ſtand fix'd. Peace, Plenty,Love,Truth,Terror, - | I havereceiv'd much Honour by your preſence, 

| That were the Servatits to this choſen Infant, And ye ſhall find me thankfull.Leade the way Lords, 
Shall then be his,and like a Vine grow to him; | | Ye muſtallſcethe Queene,andſhe muſt thanke ye, 

 Whereever the bright'Sunne of Heaven ſhall ſhine, She will be ficke els. This day,no manthinke 

His Honor,and the greatnzſſe of hisname, F 'Has buſineſle at his houſe;for all ſhall tay: 

Shall be,and makenew Nations. He ſhall flouriſh, This Iftle-One ſhall make it Holy-day, E xemn. 
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THE: EPILOGVE. 


[sten to one,this Play can never pleaſe | eAllthe expefied good wave bike tohegre, 
| eAll that ave heere: Some come to take their caſe, For this Play at this time is onely in 
And ſleere an A or two; but thoſe we feare ' The merciful conſtrufion of good women 
| 37 have frighted with our T rumpets:ſo tis cleare, For ſuch 4 one we ſhew' d em: If they ſmile h 
| They Lſay ts nano ht. Others to heare the City And ſay twill dee;l know withina while, 
| Abugd extreamly,and to ovy that's witty, All the beft menare onrs;for 'tis ill hap, 
' Which we have not done neither that I feave Ii whey hold ,when their Ladies bid'em clap. 
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Prologue: 


T.N Troy there lyes the Scene : from les of Greece 
Þ 7 be Princes Orgillous, their high blood chaf'd, 
JUTE Have to the Port of Athens ſent their [hippes oy ws 
Franght with the miniſters and inſtruments 
Of cruellWarre : Sixty and nine that wore 
T heir Crownets Regall, from th Athenian Bay | 
Put forth toward Phrygia, and their vow is made i 
Toranſacke Troy, within whoſe ſtrong Jmmures 
Theraviſh'd Helen, Menelaus Queene, | 
With wanton Paris ſleepes, and that's the Quarrell. 
To Tenedos they come, 
And the deepe- drawing Barkes doe there diſgorge | 
Their Warlike frautage : now on Dardan Plaines 
BY * The freſh and yet unbruiſed Greekes doe pitch 
Their brave Paillions. Priams ſix-gated City, H | 
Dardan and Timbria, Helias , Cheras, Troien, | 
And Antenonidus with maſsy Staples | | 
And correſponſine and fulfilling Bolts | 
Stirre up the Sonnes of Iroy . : | 
Now Expe#tation tickling skittiſh ſpirits, 
On one andother ſide, Troian and Greeke, 
Sets all onhazard. 4nd hither am 7 come, | 
A Prologue arm'd, but not in confidence 
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Of Authors pen, or Actors yoyce ; but ſuited 

7n like conditions, as our Argument ; 

To tell you(faire Bebolders ) that our 'Play Moy 
Leapes ore the vaunt and firſtlings of thoſe broyles, | 
Beginning in the middle : ftarting thence away , | 
To what may be digeſted ina Play : 1 
Like, or find fault, doe as your pleaſures are, | 1 
Now good, or bad,'tis but the chance of Warre: 


oe ET 
—_— 


THE TRAGEDIE OF 
Troylus and Creſsida, . 


eAftus Primus. Scena Prima. 


—_—_—_——_ 


OO — — —— 


Enter Pandaru and T royiie. 


| T roylus. ; 
All heremy Varlet, Ile unarme againe. 


F 
I, 


Da * 2g * 
2A2 That fiade ſuch cruell battell here within ? 


* Each Trojan that is mafter of his heart, 

Let him to field, Troples alas hath none» 
Pan, Will this geere ne're be mended? 
Trop. The Greekes2re ſtrong, and skilfullto their 

Fierce to their skill, andto their fiercenefle Valiant : 

But I am weaker then a womans teare : 

Tamer then ſleepe, fonder then ignorance 3 

Lefle valiant then the Virgin in the night, 

 Andskillefſe as unpractis'd infancy. 

Pax. Well, T have told you cnongh of this : For my 

art, Ile not meddle nor make no farther. He that will 

avea Cake out of the Wheate, muſt needes tarry the 

- grinding. 

Troy. Have I not tarricd ? 

Pay, Ithe grinding; but you muſt tarry the boulting. 

Troy. Have I not tarricd ? 

Panel the boulting ; bur you muſt tarry the leav*ning. 

Troy. Still have I tarricd. | | 

' © Pars. I, tothe leavening : but hecres yetin the 'word 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the 

| heatingofthe Oven,and the Baking; nay,you mult ſtay 

the cooling too, or you may chance to burne your lips. 


Troy, Patience her ſelfe, what Godddeſſe ere ſhe be, | 


Dothlefſer blench at ſufferance, then I doe : 

_. At Priems Royall Table I fit ; 

And whenfaire Cref/id comes into my thoughts, 
So (Traitor) then the comes, when ſhe is thence. 

Pan. Well: 

She look'd yeſternight fairer ,then ever I ſaw her looke, 
Or any womanelſe. 

Troy. 1 was about totell thee, when my heart, 
As wedged witha ſigh, would rive in twaine, 
Leaſt Heor, or my father ſhould perccive me : 

T have (as when the Sunne doth light a-ſcorne )- 
Buried this gh, in wrinkle of a ſmile : 

But ſorrow, that is couch'd in ſeeming gladneſle, 
Ts like that mirth; Fate turnes to ſudden ſadnefle. 


Pax. And her baire were not ſomewhat darker then | 


Helens, well goe to, there were no more compariſon be- 
 tweene the Women. But for my part ſhe is my Kinſwo- 
man,I would not(as they tearme 1t)praiſe it,but I would | 


— > } 
_—_ 


> Why ſhould I warre withoutthe wals of Troy 


(ſtrength, ' 


{ome-body had heard her talke yeſterday as 1 did; 7 jill 


_—_ 


' The Cignets Downes harſh, and ſpirit of Senſe 


' meddienor make no more xch*'matter. 


not diſpraiſe your ſiſter Caſſandre's Wit, bit=——, 
. Trez.Oh Pandarus | | tell thee Pandarw ; 

When I doe tell thee, there my hopes lye drown'd; 
Reply not in how many Fadomes deepe 

They lye indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad” 
. In Creſſids love. Thou an{wer'ſt ſheis Faire, 
Powr*{t in the open VIcer of my heart, 

Her Eyes, her Haire, her Cheeke, her Gate, her Yoyc, 
Handleſt in thy diſcourſe. O that her Hand 

(In whoſe compariſon, all whites arc Inke) 
Wrating their owne reproach ; to whoſe ſoft feizure, 


Hard as the palme of Ploughman, This thon tel'ſt me 
As true thou tel'ſt me, when I fay 1 love ber : 
But ſaying thus, inſtead'of Oyleand Baloe, 
Thoular'{t in every gafh that love hath given me. 
The Knife that madeit. 

Pan. I ſpeake no more then truth. 

Troy. Thou do'ſt not ſpeake ſo much. 


Pay, Faith, Ilenot meddle in't . Let her he as ſheis, | 


if ſhe be faire, 'tisthe better for her : and ſhe be not, ſhe 
ha's the mends in her owne hands. 
_ Troz, Good Pandarms ; How now Pandarus ? 

Par. I have had my Labour for my travell, ill thought 
on of her, and ill thought on of you; Gone betweene and 
betweene, but ſmail thankes for my labour. 

Troy. Whatart thon angry Pandarm? what withme? 

Par. Becauſe ſhe's Kinne to me, thercfore ſhe's not 
ſo faire as Helev, and ſhe were not kin to me, ſhe would 
beas faire-on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. But what 
care I ? Icarenotand ſhe werea Black<-a-Moore, 'tis all 
ONE tO INE» 

Troy. Say I ſhe is not faire? | 

Par. I doe not care whether you doe or no. She'sa 
Foole to ſtay behind her Father : Let her ro the Greekes, 
and ſo lle tell her the next time I ſee her : for my part, I 


Troy. Pandarus? 
Pan. Not Þ 
Troy. Sweet Pandarus, 
Pas. Pray you ſpeake no more to me, I willleave al 
as-I found it, andthere an end. Exit Pand. 
Sound Alarum. 


Tro.Peace you ungracious Climors,peace rude ſounds, | 


Fooles on both ſides, Helen muſt needs be faire, 
When with your bloud you daily paint her thus. 
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cannot fight uporrthis Argument ; 
4m t00 arv'd | lubject for my Sword, 
But Pavdarns : O gods | How doe you plague me ? 
[ cannot come to Celſd but by Pandar, 
And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woe, 
As ſhe 18 {tubborne, chaſt, againſt all ſuite. 
Tell me Apollo for thy D aphnes Love 
What Cre//id is, what Pandar, and what we : 
Her bed is /ndia, there ſhe lyes, a Pearle, 
| Betweene our lium, and where ſhe refides 
Letitbe cald the mild and wandring flood, | 
Our ſelfe the Merchant, and this ſayling Pavdar, 
Our doubtfull hope, our convoy and our Barke, 

Alara, Enter e/Eut4s. 

Exe, How mow Prince Troplus ? 

Wherefore not afeld ? | 

Troy. Becauſenot there ; this womansanſiver ſorts, 
For womaniſh it is to be from thence : 

What newes-e/Eneas from the field to day ? 

e/Ene, That Para is returned home, and hurt- 

Troy. By whom ©/£neas? 

e/Ene. Troplu by CMenelams 

Troy, Let Paris bleed, *tis but a ſcar to ſcornee . | 
Pary 18 gor'd with Menelaus horne.  Alarum. 

e/Ene.Hearke what good ſport is out of Towne to day. 

Troy. Better at home, jf would 1 might were may ; 
But to the ſport abroad, are you bound thither ? 

v/Ene, In all ſwift haſt. 

Troy. Come goe we then together. 

Enter Creſſid and ber man, 

(Fe. Who were thoſe went by ? 

Man. Queene Hecnba, and Heller, 

Cre. And whither goe they ? 

May. Vp tothe Eatterne Tower, | 
Whoſe height commands as ſubjeR all the vale, 
Toſce the battell ; He&or whoſe patience, 
lsasa Vertue fixt, to day was mov'd ; | 
He chiles &udromache, and ſtrooke his Armorer, 
Andlike as there were husbandry in Warre 
Before the Sunye roſe, he was harneſt light, 


Execunt, 


| | Andto the field goe's he ; where every Bower 


Didasa Prophet weepe what it forciaw, 
in Heftors wrath. 
(re. What was his cauſe ofanger ? 
Oar. The noiſe goe's this ; 
Thereisamong the Greekes, | 
ALord of Troyan blood, Nephew to Hetlor, 
They call him 4jex. 
Cre. Good ; and what of him ? | 
Mar They ſay he isavery man per /* and ſtands alone. 
Cr. Sodocall men, unlefle they are drunke,ficke,or 
lave nolegges. x ; 
| Han, This man Lady, hath rob'b many. beaſts of their 
particular additions, he is as valiantas the Lyon, churlith 
[ 8the Beare, low as the Elephant : a man into whom 
 Iature hath ſo crowded humors, thathis valour is cruſhe 
| ito folly, his folly ſauced with diſcretion : there is no 
wanhatha vertue, that he hath not a glimpſe of, nor a- 


| mananattaint, but hecarries ſome {laine of it. Heis 


melancholy without cauſe and merry againſt the haire,he 
the joynts of every thing, but every thing ſa out 


uſe ; or purblinded Ares, all eyesand no ſight. 


Cre, But how ſhouldthis man that makes me ſmile, 
Wake Heftor angry ? 


a... 


Dad 


Joynt, that he is a gowty Briarens, many hands and | 


tell and Rrooke him down, the dildaine & ſhame wheie- | 
of, hath cver ſince kept H:Aor faſting and waking. 


of? good morrow Alexander:how doe you Cozen? when 
wereyou at Illium ? | 


Hetter ati:1'd and gone ere ye came toIllium? Helen was 
not up ? was ſhe ? 


about him today I cantell them that,and there's Troy/us | 
will not come farre behind him, let, them take heede of 
Troylas ; I can tellthem thar roo. 


T roylus 1s the better man of the two. 


know a man if youſee him ? 


For Iam lure he is not Heer. 


himſelfe; well, the gods are above, time muſt friend or |} 
end : well Trop{as well,I would my heart were in her bo- 
dy ; no, Hefor is nota better man then Troylur. 


ther tale when th'others come too'c : Heer ſhall not 
have his will this yeere. 


ſwore th*cther day,that Trop{zs for a browne favour(for 
ſo *tis I muſt confeſſe) not browne neither. 


Han. They lay he yeſterday cop'd Hedtor in the bat- 
- 


: Emer Pandarns. 
Cre. W hocomes here ? | 
A1an. Madam, your Vncle Pandarus. 
Cre. Hefors a gallant man. 
Man. As may be inthe world Lady. 
Pas, What's that ? what's that ? 
(re. Good morrow Vnckle Pandaras. 
Pan,Good morrow Cozen {Teſſid: what doe you talke 


Cre. This morning Vncle. 
Pas. What were you talking of when I came? Was 


Cre. Hetlor was gone, but Heflen was not up. 

Pan, Eencſo; Heftor was ſtirring early. 

Cre, That were we talking of, andof his anger: 

Pan, Was he angry ? 

Cre. So he ſayes here. 
Pan. True he was ſo; I know the cauſetov, heele lay 


Cre, Whatis he angry too? 
Pan. Who Troylus ? 


Cre. Oh [apiter ; there's no compariſon. 
Pan What not betweene Troj/rs and Heftor ? doe you 


Cre, I, if I ever ſaw him before and knew him. 
Pan, Well I ſay Trozlus 1s Trogir, 
Cre. Then you fay as1 fay, 


Pan. No nor Hettor is not Troylssin ſome degrees. 
(re *Tis jutt, rocach of them heis himſelfe. - 

Pax. Himfelfe? alas poore Troj{xs I wauld hewere. 
(re. So he is. | 

Pan, Condition I had gone bare-foote to India. 
Cre. Heis not Hettor. | 

Pas. Himſelfe ? no? he's not himſelfe, would a were [| 


| 
* Cre. Excuſe me, 
Pax, He is elder. 
Cre, Pardon me,pardon me. | 


Pan. Th'others not come root, you ſhalltell meano- 


Cre. He ſhall notneede it if he have his owne, 
Pax. Nor his qualities. 

Cre. No matter- | 
Pax. Nor his beauty. | 
(fre. 'Twould not become him, his own's better. | 
Pan. You have no judgement Neece ; Helles her ſelfe | 


Cre. No, but browne. 

Pan, Faith toſay truth, browne and not browne. 

(te. Torſay the truth, truc and nottrue. + .. | 
Pax. Sheprais'd his complexionabove Par. 

{7re. Why Pars bath colour inough. 

Pax. So-he has. .. 58 17%; 
Cre. Then Troyl#s ſhould have too much,if ſhe prais'd 
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him above, his complexionis higher then his,he having 


praiſetora good complexion. I had as lieve Helens gol- 
den tongue had commended Troylzs for a copper nolce 

Pan. I ſweare to you, 

I thinke Helen loves}him better then Pars. 

Cre. Then ſhe's a merry Greeke indeed. 

Pas. Nay I am ſure ſhe does, ſhe came tohimtH'other 
day into the compaſt window, and you know he hasnot 
palt three or fourc haircs on his chinne. ; 

Cre. Indeed a Tapſters Arichmetique may ſoone bring 
his particulars therein, to atotal'. — 

Fand. Why he is very yong, and yet will he within 
three pound lift as much as his brother Hettor. 

. Cre. Is he ſo young a man, and fo old alitte* ? 

Pan. But to proove to you that Hellen loves him, ſhe 
came and puts me her whice handto his cloven chin, 

(Fre. Ianohaye mercy, how came it cloven? 

Pax. Why, you know 'tis dimpled, 


| Tthinke his {inyling bccomes him better then any man in 


all Phrigia. 

Cre. Oh hc ſmiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Cre, Oh yes, and 'twere a clow'd in Antumne. 

Pas. W hy goe to then, but to prove to you that Helen 
loves Troplim. 

Cre, Troylus will ſtand to the 
Proofe, if youle proove it ſo. 

Par. Troylm? why heeſteemes herno more then I e- 
ſteeme anaddlc egge. 

Cre, If you love an addle egge as well as 'you love an 
idle head, you would cate chickens !th'ſhe!i. | 

Pas. I cannot chuſe but laugh tothinke how ſhe tick- 
ld his chin,indeed ſhe has a maryel!'s white hand I muſt 
needs confeſle. 

Cre. Without the racke. 

Pan, And ſhe takes upon her to ſpye a white haire on 
his chinne. 

Cre. Alas poore chin? many a wart is richer, 

Pard. Butthere was 1uch laughing, Queene Hecuba 
laught that her eyes ran ore. 

Cre. With Milſtones. 

Pan. And Caſſazxaralaught. 

Cre. But there was more temperate fireunder the pot 
of her eyes: did her cyes run ore too ? 

Pan, And He@or laught. 

Cre, At what was all this laughing ? 

Pand. Marry atthe white haire that 
T rojtes chin. 

Cre. And Chad bcene a grecne haire, I ſhould have 
laught too. 

Paud, They laught notſo much at the haire, as at his 
pretty anſwer. 

Cer. What was his anſwer? 

Pay. Quoth ſhe, here's but two and fifty haires on 
your chinne ; and oneof them is white. 

Cre. This is ber queſtion. 

Pand, That'strue, make no queſtion of that : two and 
fifty haires quoth hee;and one white, that white haire js 
my Father, andail the reit are his Sonnes. Trpirer quoth 
ſhe, which of thele hairesis Paris my husband > The 
forked one quoth he,pinckt outand giveit him:but there 
was ſuch laughing, and Hellez ſo bluſhr, and Pars ſo 
chaft, andallthereſt ſolavght, thar it paſt. 

Cre. Solet it now, 

For is has beene a greatwile going by. 


Felien ſpied on 


colour enough, and theother higher, is too flaming a | 


' Pax. Well Cozen, 
Itold you athing yeſterday, thinke on't. 

Cre. So Idoe, 

Pand. Ie be ſworne *tis true, he will weepe you an 
*twere a man borne in Aprill. Sound arareate, 

(Ce. And Ilef, pringup'in his teares, an*twerea nettle 
againſt May. | 

Pan. Harke they are commingfrom the field, ſhall we 
ſtand up here and fee them, as they paſſe toward Illium? 
good Necce doe, ſweet Neece Crefſi2a. 

Cre. At your pleaſure. 

Len, Heere, heere, here's an excellentplace, herewe 
may ſee molt brayely, lie tell you them all by their names, 
as they paſſe by, but marke 7roylzs above the reſt. 

Enter e/Eneas. 

Cre. Speake not ſolow'd. 

Pan. That's e/£neas, is not that a brave man, he's one 
of the towers of Troy I cantell you, but marke Trolm, 
you ſhall ſee anon. | 

Cre. Who's that? Enter Antenor. 

Pan. That's Antenor, be has a ſhrew'd wit 1 can tell 
you, and he's a man good inough, he's one 0'th ſoun- 
deſt judgement in Troy whoſoever, and a proper man of 
perlon: when comes Troplus ? Ie ſhew you Tropluanon, 

if he ſee me, you ſhall ſee him nodat me, 

Cre. Will he give you the nod? 

Pax. You ſhall ſee. 

Cre Tt he doe, the rich ſhall have more. 

Emer HeFtor. 
| Dau. That's He&or, that, that, looke you,that therc'sa 
fellow. Goe thy way Heftor,there's a brave man Neece, 

O brave Hefor | Looke how he lookes ? there's a coun- 
tenance; iſt not a brave man 7 

Cre. O brave man ! 

Pan, Isa not? It does a mans heart good,lcoke you 
whar hackes are on his Helmet, looke you yonder, doc 
you ſee? Lookeyou there? There's no jeſting,/aying on, 
tak't off,, who will,as they ſay, there be backes. 

(fe. Be thoſe with ſwords ? 

Enter Par. 

Paz. Swords, any thing he cares not, and the divell, 
come to him, it's all one, by Godslid it does ones heart 
good. Yonder comes Par, yonder comes Paris: looke 
yee yonder Neece, iſt nota gallant man too, iſt not? Why 
' this is brave now : whoſaid he came hurt home to day? 
He's not hurt, why this will doe Helens heart good 
now, Fa ? Would I could ſee 7; ropim now,you {hall Tro- 
{144 aNON» ; 


Cre. Whoſe that ? 
Enter Hellenn:. 


Pas, That's Hellenu,1 marvel where Troplm is,that's 
Helens, I thinke he went not forth to day: that's Her 
lens. 

Cre, Can Hellenus fight Vncle ? 

Par. Hellenu no : yes heele fight indifferent well, 1 
marvell where Trop/ws ; harke , doe you not heare the 
people cry Troyime ? Hellenrs is aPriclt. 

Cre. What ſneaking tcllaw co mes yonder ? 

Enter Trojlius 

Pax. Where? Yonder ? That's Diephobus, *Tis Troj- 
lus | There's a man Neece,hem; Brave 7 repre the Prince 
of Chivalry. | 

Cre. Peace, for ſhame peace. 

Pand. Marke him, note him : O brave Trey{: looke 
well upon him Neece,looke you bow his Sword is blou- 


died,and his Helme more hackt then Hefors,and how he | 
9 lookes 
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lookes, and how he goes, O admirable youth ! he ne're Sonet. Enter Agamemnon, N eftor, Viyſſes, Gr 
law three and twenty. Goe thy way Tropias, goe thy | azs, Menelam, with ethers. ; 
way,had Ta ſiſter were a Grace,or adaughter aGoddefſe, | Agar. Princes: 
he ſhould take his. choyce. O admirable man ! Pars ? | Whatgriefe hath ſet the Iaundieson your cheekes? 


| Paris is durt to him; and 1 warrant, Helen to change, The ample propoſition that hopes makes 


would give money to boot. Inall defignes, begun onearth below 
. | Faylesin the promitt largencfſe : checkes and diſaſters - 
Enter common Souldicrs. Grow in the veines of actions higheſt reard. 
As knots by the conflux of meeting lap, 
Cre, Heere comemore. Infe& the ſound Pine, and diverts his Graine 


Pax. Aſles, fooles, dolts, chaffe and bran, chaffe and | Tortive and errant-trom his courſe of growth. 
bran; porredge after meat. I could live and dye i'tlreyes | Nor Princes, is ic matter new to us, 
of Troplis. Ne're looke,ne're looke;the Eagles are gone, | Thar we come ſhort ofour ſuppole ſo farre, | 
Crowes and Dawes,Crowes and Dawes: [ had rather be | T hat after ſeven yeares fiege, yet Troy walles ſtand, 
fuch a man as Troy/us, then Agamenmor, andall Greece. | Sith every action that hath gone before, 
\ Creſ: There is among the Greckes Achilles, a better, | Whereof we have Record, triall did draw 
man then Tro/us. Bias and thwart, not anſwering the ayMe , | 
Pan. Achilles? a Dray-man,a Porter, a very Camell. And that unbodied figure of the thought | 
I Oe Well, well... ; a | That gave*c ſurmiſed ſhape, Why then (you Princes) 
Pan, Well, well 2 Why have youany diſcretion? have | Doe you with checkes abaſh'd, behold opr workes, 
youany eyes?Doe you know what a man is?Is not birth, | Andthinke them ſhame, which are (indecd) nought elſe 
| beauty, good ſhape, diſcourſe, manhood, learning, gen- | Butthe protraQtive trials of great Tove, | | 
teneſle, vertue,”youth, liberality,and lo forth: the Spice, } To finde perfiſtive conſtancy in men ? | | 


and falt that ſeaſonsa man ? The fineneſſe of which Metrall is not ſound 

Cre, T, a minc'd man,and then to be bak'd withno Date | In Foytuneslove : for then, the Boldand Coward, | 
inthe pye, for then the mans dates out. The Wiſe and foole, the Artiſt, and un-read, | 
' Pan, Youare {uch another woman, one knowes not | The hard and ſoft, ſeeme all atin'd, and kin. 3 't 
& what ward you lyc. - But in the Wind and Tempelt of her frowne, | | 


Crſ: Vpon my backe, to defend my belly zupon my | Diſtinction witha lowd and powrefull fan, 
wit, to defend my wiles; upori my ſecrecy, ro defend | Puiting atall, winrowes the lightaway ; | | 
mine honeſty ; my Maske, to defend my beauty,and you | And what hath maſle, or matcer by it ſelke, - | | 
todefend all theſe: andatallthele wards L[ lye,ata thous | Lies richin Vertue, and unmingled. | 
ſandwatches. ; Neſ#. With due Obſervance of thy godly ſeat, 

Paw, Say one of your watches. | Great Agamemmnen, Netor ſhall apply 

Cre. Nay le watch you for that, and that's one of | Thy latett words. | | 
the checfeſt of them too ; if I cannot ward whatI would | In the reproote of Chance, ' 3h 
not have hit, I can watch you tor telling how I tookethe | Liesthe true proofe of men; The Sea being ſmooth, 
blow, unlefle it iwell pait hiding, and then is paſt wat- | How many ſhallow bauble Boates dare ſaile | 


ching, | Vpon herpattent breſt, making their way | 
| % Enter Boy. With thole of Nobie bulke? if 
| Burt let the Ruthan Boreas once enrage i 
| Pas. Your areſuch another. | The gentleThers, andanon behold 
| Boy. Sir, my Lord would inſtantly ipeake with you> | The itrong ribb'd Barke through liquid mountains cnt's 
Pan. WW here ? Bonnding betweene the two moyſt Elements 
| Bey.. At your owne houſe. Like Perſeus Horſe» Where's then the ſawcy Boate, 
Par, Good Boy tell him1 come, Idoubt he be hurt. | W hoſe weake untimber'd ſides but even now | 
Fare ye well good Necce. Co-rival'd Greatnefle ? Either to harbour fled, 
 Creſ. Adicu Vnkle. Or made a Toſte for Neptune. Evenſo, . - | 
| Pan, Ile be with you Neece by and by. Doth valours ſhew, and valours worth divide'* | 
| (re. To bring Vnkle. In ftormes of Fortune. | | | 
Pas. I,a token from Troy/me. | For, in her ray and brightneſſe, __ | 
Cre. By the ſame token, you are a Bawd. Exit Pand. | The Heard hath more annoyance by the Brize 
' Words, vawes, gifts, teares, andloves full {acrifice, Then by the Tyger : But, when the ſplicting winde 
He offers in anothers enterprile : Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oakes, 
| But more in Trop{us thouſand fold I ſec, And flyes fled under ſhade, why then 51 | 
: Then in the glafſe of Pandar's praiſe may be ; The thingof Courage, | | 
Yet hold T off. Women are Angels wooing, Asrowz'd with rage, with rage doth ſympathize, | 
Things won are done, the ſoules joy lyes in doging: | And withanaccent tun'd in ſelte-ſame key, ” 
That ſhe belov*d, knowesnought, that knowes not this; | Retyres to chiding Fortune. 
nprize the thing ungain'd, morethen it 1s. Viifs Agamemnon. | 
ſhe was never yet, that ever knew - | Thou grear Commander, Nerve, and Bone of Greece, 
Lovegoe ſo ſweet, as when deſire did ſue : - Heart of our Numbers, ſoule, and onely ſpirit, 
| fore this maxime out of love I teach ; In whom the tempers, andthe mindes ofall_ _ | 
e " eAtchievement, 1 command : ungain'd, beſeech, | Should be ſhutup ; Heare what Wiſer ſpeakes; ES 
- That though ay hearts Contents firme love doth beare, | Beſides th'applauſe and approbation oa 
e Nothing of that ſhall from mine cyes appeare. Exit. | The which (molt mighty) for thy place and may, ed 
. ET... -- _ Fl n 
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And thou moſt reverend for thy ſtretcht-our life, 

1 giveto both your ſpecches : which were ſuch, 
As Agamenmonand the hand of Greece | 
Should hold up high in Brafle : and ſuch againe 

As venerable Nefor (hatch'd in Silver) 

Should with a bond of ayre, ſtrong as the Axletrce 
On which the Heavens ride, knit all Greckes cares 
To his experienc'd tongue: yetlet it pleaſe both 
(Thou Great, and Wile) to heare Flſſes ſpeake. 

Aga. Speake Prince of [thaca, and be't of leiſc expect ; 
Thar matter needleſſe of importleſſe burthren 
Divide thy lips : then we are confident 
When ranke Therftesopes his Maſticke jawes, 

We ſhall heare Muſicke, Wit, and Oracle. 

Viif. Troy yet upon his baſis had beenie downe, 
And the great Hetfors {word had lack'd a Maſter 
But for theſe inſtances. 

Theſpecialty of Rule hath beene negie ted ; 
And looke how many Grecian Tents do ſtand 
. | Hollow upon this Plaine, ſo many hollow Factions. 

- When that the Generall is not like the Hive, 
To whom the Forragers ſhall all repaire, 
What Hony is expected? Degree being vizarded, 
Th'unworthieſt ſhewes as fairely inthe Maske. 
The Heavens themſelves, the Planets, and this Center, 
Obſerve degree, priority, and place, 
Infiſture, courſe, proportion, teaſon, forme, 
Oitice, and cyſtome;, in all line of Order :; 
And thercfore 1$the glorious Planer Sol 
In noble eminence, enthron'd and ſphcar'd a 
Amid ſtthe other, whoſe med'cinable eye 
Corres the ill Aſpe&s of Planets evill, 
And pofts like the Command'ment of a King, 
Sans checke, to good and bad. But when the Planets 
In evill mixture to diſorder wander, 
W hat Plagues, and what portents, what mutiny ? 
What raging of the Sea? ſhaking of Earth ? 
Commotion 1n the Windes? Frights, changes, horrors, 
Divert, and cracke, rend and deracinate 
Theunity, and married calme of States 
Quite from their fixure ? O,when degree 1s ſhak'd, 
(Whichisthe Ladder to all ighdetignes ) 
Theenterprize is ficke. How could Communities, 
Degrees in Schooles, and brother-hoods in Cities, 
Peacefull Commerce from dividable ſhores, 
The primogenitive, and due of Byrth, 
Prerogative of Age, Crownes, Sceptcrs, Lawrels, 
(But by degrce) {tand in Authentique place ? 
Take but degree away, un-tune that ſtring, 
And hearke what Diſcord foilowes : each thing meets 
In meere oppugnancy. The bounded Waters, 
Should lifetheir boſomes bigher then rhe Shores, 
And make a ſoppe of all thisfolid Globe : 

Strength ſhould be Lord of imbeciliry, 

And the rude Sonne ſhould itrike his father dead : 
Force ſhould be right, or rather, right and wrong, 
(Betweene whole endleſic jarre, ju rd ice reſides ) 
Should looſe their names, and fo ſhould juſtice too. 
Then every thing includes itſelfe in Power, 

Power into Will, Will into Appetite, 

And Appetite (an univerſall Wolfe, 

So doubly ſeconded with Will,and Power } 

Mnſt make perforce an univerfail prey, 

And laſt, cate up himſelfe. 

Great Agamenmon; 

This Chaos, whendeeree is ſuffocate, 


— 
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| Makes factious Feaſts, railes on our ſtare of Warre 


Followes the choaking : 

And this negleionoft Degree, is it 

That by a pace goes backward ina purpoſe 
It hathto climbe. The Generall's diſdain'd 
By him one ſep below ; he, by the next, 
That next, by him beneath : ſoevery tep 
Examplce by the firſt pacethatis ſicke 

Of his Superiour, growes to an envious Feaver 
Of pale, and bloodleſſe Emulation. 

And tis this Feaver that keepes Troy on foote, 
Not her owne finewes. Toenda tale of length, 
Troy 1a our weakenefle lives, not in her ſtrength. 

Ne/. Moſt wilely hath Yoſſes here diſcover'd 
The Feaver, whereof all our power is ſicke. 

Age. The Nature of the ſickenefle found (Fhſes) 
Whatisthe remedy ? 

Ui. The great Achiftes, whom Opinion crownes, 
The finew, andthe forc-hand of our Hoſte, 
Having his carefull of hisayery Fame, 

Growes dainty of his worth, and inhis Tent 
Lyes mocking our defignes. With him, Parrochy, 
Vpon alazy Bed, the live-long day 

Breakes ſcurrill Teſts, 

And with ridiculous and aukward ation, 
(Which Slanderer, he imitation call's) 

He Pagcants us. Sometime great Agamenmon, 
Thy topleſſe deputation he puts on ; 

Andlikea ſtrutting Player, whole conceit 

Lies in his Ham-ſtring, and doth thinke it rich 
To heare the woodden Dialogue and ſound 
'Twixt his ſtretcht footing, and the Scaffolage, 
(Such to-be-pitted, and ore-reſted ſeeming 

He atts thy Greatnefle in :) and when he ſpeakes, 
Tislike a Chimea mending- Withtearmes uniquar', 
W hich from the tongue of roaring T yphon dropt, 
Weund ſeeme Hyperboles. Ar this fuſty ſtuffe, 


| Thelarge Achille: (on his preſt-bed lolling) 


From his deepe Cheſt, laughes out alowd applauſe, 
Cries excellent, 'tis Agamernon juſt. 
Now play me Ne#or ; hum, and ſtroke thy beard 
As he, being dreſt to ſome Oration , 
That's done, as neere as the extreameſt ends 
Ofparalels ; as like, as Vu/canand his wife, 
Yet good Achilles {till cryes excellent, | 
'Tis Ne#tor right. Now play him (me) Patrocl#, 
Armingtoanſwer ina night-Alarme, 
And then (forſooth) the faint defects of Age 
Muſt be the Scene of myrth, to cough, and ſpit, 
And with apalſie fumbling on his Gorget, 
Shakein and out the River : and atthis (port 
Sir Valour dies ; cries, O enough Patrocl:, 
Or, give me ribs of Steele, I ſhall ſplitall 
In pleaſure of my ſpleene. Andin this faſhion, 
All our abilityes, gifts, natures, ſhapes, 
Severalls and gcnerallsof grace exaRt, 
Atchievments, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the field, or ſpeech for truce, 
Succeſle or loſle, what is, or isnot, ſerves 
As ſtuffe for theſe two, to make paradoxes. 

Neft. And inthe imitation of thee twaine, 
W ho (as Vlyſſes ſayes) Opinion crownes 
With an Imperiall voyce, many are infe& : 
Ajax is growne ſelfe-will'd, and beares his head 
In ſucha reyne, 1n full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles, and keepes his Tent like him ; 
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Bold asan Oracle, and ſets Therfres 

Aflave ( whoſe Gall coines flanders like a Mint,) 

To match us in compariſons with durt, 

{ To weaken and diſcredit our expoſure, 

How ranke foever rounded in with danger. 
Ulyſc They taxe our Policy, and call it Cowardice, 

Count Wiſedome as no member of the Warre, . 

| Fore-ſtall prefcience, and elteeme no age 

But that of hand : The ſi1ll and mentall parts, 

That doe contrive how many hands ſhall ftrike 

When fitncfle calls them on, and know by meaſure 

Oftheir obſervant toyle, the Enemies watght, 

Why this hath not a fingers dignity : 

They callthis Bed-worke, Mapp'ry,Cloſſet-Warre ; 

So that the Ramne that batters downe the wall, 

For the great ſwing and rudencfle of his polze, 

They place before his band that made the Engine, 

Orthoſc that with the fineneſle of their ſoules, 

By Reaſon guide his execution. 

Neſt. Let this be granted, and Achilles horſe 

Makes many 7 herrs tonnes. 
eAga. What Trumpet ? Looke Aenelaws. 
Cen. From Troy. Enter /Entas. 
Aga. Whar would you tore our Tent ? 
e/Ene. Is this great eAgamemmons Tent, I pray you 
eApa. Even this, | 
/Ene. May one that is a Herald,and a Prince, 

Doe a faire meſſage to his Kingly cares ? 

Aga. With ſurety ſtronger then eAchillecarme, 

*Fore all the Greckiſh heads, which with one voyce 

Call «Agamemnen Head and Generall. 

Are, Faireleave, and large ſecurity. How may 

Aſtranger to thoſe moſt lmperiail lookes, 

Know them frofn cyes of other Mortals? 

Aga. How? 
e/Enes. I ; I aske, that I might waken reverence, 

And on the cheeke be ready with a bluſh 

Modeſt as morning, when the coldly eyes 

The youthtfull Phoebus ; 

Which is that God in oifice guiding men ? 

Which is the highand mighty eAgamenmon. 

efpa. This Troyan ſcornes us,or the men of Troy 
Are ceremontous CourticCrs. 
ene, Courtiersas free, as debonnaire ;unarm'd, 

As bending Angels : that's their Fame, in peace : 

But when they would ſceme Souldiers, they have galles, 

Good armes,firong joynts,true ſwords,and /oves accord 

Nothing fo fuil of heart. Bur peace c+£neas, 

Peace Troyan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 

The worthinefle of praiſe diſtaines his worth : 

If that he prais'd bimſclte, bring the praiſe forth, 

What the repining enemy commends, 

That breath fame blowes,that praiſe ſole pure tranſcends 
e-ga. Sir, you of Troy, call you your ſelfe e/£nea? | 
e/Ene, I Greeke, that 1s my name. + . 

Aga. Whar's your aftayre I pray you? - 

| e£ne. Sir pardon, "tis for Agamenmons cares. 

| F274. He heares nought privatly 

, That comes from Troy. 
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£ne. Nor I from Troy come not to whiſper him, 
Thringa Trompet toawake hiscarey 
Tofet his ſence on the attentive bent, 
| Aud then toſpeake. | 
' Apa. Speake frankely asthe winde, 
| It is not Agamenmons fleeping houre ; 


| Hetels thee ſo himſelfe. 
e/Exe. Trumpet blow loud. 
Send thy braſſe voyce through all theſe lazy Tents, 
Andevery Greeke of mettle, let him know; 
What Troy meancs fairely, ſhall be ſpoke alowd. 
T he Trumpets ſound. 
We have great Agammmnos, heere in Troy, 
A Prince calld He for, Priam is his Father : 
W ho in this dull and long-continew'd Truce 
Is ruſty growne, He bad me take a Trumpet, 
And to this purpoſe ſpeake : Kings, Princes, Lords, 
Ifthere be one among't the fayr'lt of Greece, 
That holdshis Honor higher then his caſe, 
Thatſeckes his praiſe,mwrethen he fegres hisperill, 
That knowes his Valour, and knowes not his feare , 
That loves his Miſtris more then in confeſſion, 
(With truant vowes to her owne lips he loves ) 
And dare avow her Beauty, and her Worth, 
In other armesthen hers : to him this Challenge. 
Hettor, in view of Troyans, and of Greekes, 
Shall make ir good, or doe his beſt to doe it. 
He hath a Lady, wiſer, fairer,truer, 
Then ever Greekedid compaſle in hisarmes, 
And will to morrow with his Trumper call, 
Midway berweene your Tents, and walles of Troy, 
Torowze a Grecian that istruein love, 
If anycome, Hettoy ſhall honour him; 
If none, he'll ſay in Troy when he retyres, 
The Grecian Dames are ſun-burnt; and not worth 
The ſplinter of a Lance :Even ſomuch. :  .. 
Aga. This ſhall be told our Lovers,Lord e/£xeas, 
If nune of them have ſoule inſ{uch aking, | 
We letrthem all at home : But weare Souldiers, 
And may that Souldier a meere recreant prove, . 
That meanes not, hath not,or isnot in love : 
If then one is, or hath, or meanesto be, 
That one meets Hettor, if none, Hebc he. 
Nef. Tell him of Neftor, onethat was a man 
When He#tors Grandfire ſuckt; he is old now, 
Bur if there be not in our Grecian.mould, . - 
One Noble man, that-hathane ſparke of fire- 
Toanſwer for his Love; tell him from me,: 
He hide my Silver beard ina Gold Beaver, _ 
And in my Vantbrace put this wirher*d brawne, 
And meeting him, willtelthing charmy Lady. -/ 
Was fayrer then hisGrandame; andaschaſte 
As may be inthe world: his youth in flood; -- /- 
Ile pawne this truth with my three:dropt of bidod, 
e/Ene, Now heavens forbid 
Viiſs Amen. my 
eAga, Faire Lord e/Eneas, 7110! © 
Let me touch your hand : iv (brit; 265 
Toour Pavillion ſhall Tleade youtirdz:; qÞ ::: 
Achilles ſhall have wordi'of thisimenty >! ©. 1 2-4: 
So ſhall each Lord of Greece frodyFentto Tent; - 
Your ſelfe ſhall Feaſt with us befivreyougoe, i! | 
And finde the welcome of a Noble Foe ..: 
—, CManmntVliſſes and NigHtr. 
* Viife Neſtor. i 6! SS: 
Neſs W bat fayes Viyſen 
Vhſ. T have a young conception in my 
Bey 
Nef. What i&t? 
Ul. This'tis,: - 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots :the 
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In.ranke Achilles, muſt or now be cropt, | Yetgoe we under our opinion ſtill, 
Or (ſhedding ) breed a Nurſery of like evill That we have better men. But hit or miſſe. 
To over-bulke usall. | Our projedtslife this ſhape of ſence afllumes; 
Neff. Well, and how ? ax iniploy'd, pluckesdowne Achiltes Plumes. 
Yb: This challenge that the gallant Heftor ſends, Neſt. Now T/yſſes, I begin to relliſh thy advice, 
How ever itisſpred in generall name | , AndI will giveataſte of itforthwith 


Relates in purpoſe onely to Achilles. To Agamemnon, goe we to him ſtraight z 
Neft. Thepurpoſe is perſpicuousevenas ſubſtance, | Two Curres ſhall tame each other, Pride alone 


W hoſe grofleneſle little charraters of amime up, . Muſt tarre the Maſtiffes on, as*rwere their bone. Exeun, 

And inthe publication make no ſtraine, ; Enter eA»x, and Therſues. | 

But that Achilies, were his braine as barren Aja. Therſites ? 

As bankes of Lybia, though (Apollo knowes) Ther. Agamemnon, how if he had Biles (full) all over 

'Tis dry enough, willwith great ſpeede of judgement , generally, 

I, with celerity, finde' HeFors purpole ea. Therſites ? : 

Pointing on him- ; . Ther. Andthoſe Byles did runne, fay ſo; did not the 
Ulf. And wake him to the anſwer, thinke you * Generall run, were not that a botchy core ? 
Ne#.Yes,'tis moſt meet ; whom-may you elle oppoſe | Aja. Dogge. 

That can from Hefor bring his Honor oft, Ther.T hen there would come ſome matter from him: 

If not Achilles; though'tbe a ſportfull Compate, I fce none now. 

Yet in this triall, much opinion dwels, £ja.Thou Bitch-W olfcs-Sonne, canſt thou not heare? 

For heere the Troyaxs taſte our deer'lt repute Feele then. Strikes hin, 

With their fin'ſt Pallate : and truſtro me Yyſſes, Ther, The plague of Greece upon thee thou Mungrell 

Our imputation ſhall be oddely poiz'd beefe-witted Lord. 

 Inthis wilde a&ion. For the ſucceſle 1a. Speakethen you whinid'ſt leayenſpeake, I will 
( Although particular) ſhall give a ſcantling beare thee into handſomneſle. | | 
{ Ofgood or bad, unto the Grnerall : _ Ther, T ſhall ſooner raile thee into wit and holineſle: 

And in ſuch Indexes, although {mall prickes bur Ithinke thy horſe will ſooner con an Oration, then 

To their ſubſequent Volumes, there 1s ſcene thou lcarne a prayer without booke: Thou canſt firike, 

The baby figure: ofthe Gyant-maſle canit thou ? Ared Murren o'ththy Iadestrickes. 

Of things to come'at large» It 1s ſuppos'd, c | ev. Toads ſtool, lcarne me the Proclamation. 

| He thatmeets Hefor, iflues from our choyſe Ther. Doeſt thou thinke 1 have no ſence thou (irik 
{ And choyſe being mutuall acte of all our ſoules, | Aja. The Proclamation. (methus? 
Makes Merit her cle&ion, and doth boyle | - Ther. Thouartproclam'd a foole, Ithinke. 
| As 'twere;from forthugsall :a mandiſtill'd | Aja. Doe not Porpentine, doe not :thy fingers itch. 
| Out of our Vertues:;- who miſcarrying, 1 #7. Ther, 1 would thou didit itch from head to foot, and 
| What heart from hence receives the conq'ring part I had the ſcratching of thee, I would make thee thcloth- 
{| Fo ſtcelea ſtrong opinion to themſelves ſont ſcab in Greece. 
 # W hich ecntertain'd, Limbesarc his inſtruments, Aja. I fay the Proclamation. 
| In nolefſe working, then are Swords.and Bowes Ther, Thou grumbleſt and raileſt every houre on 4- 
Dire&iveby the. Limbes-. | | | chi/les,and thou artas full of envy at his greatneſſe,as Cer- 
T YZ. Givepardon:to y ſpeech: berme IS at Proſerpina's beauty-1,that thou bark'ſt at him. 
| Therefore *tis meet, 4cinbes meet not Hector : | Aja. Miltreſſe Ther ſites. 
| Let us (like Merchants) ſhew our fowleſt Wares, Ther. Thou ſhould'it ſtrike him, 
] And thigkeperchanetthey'll ſell: if nor, { Aja. Coblofe. 
1 The lofter, of chebangy yer roſhew, { Ther. He wouldpunthee into ſhivers with his fiſt,as 
{ Shall ſhew the bertef;3Doe not conſent,  .{ a Satlor breakesabisket, | 
| That ever Helharand Hehilles mecte:: = : Aja. You horſon Curre. Ther, Doe, doe, 
4 For bbthour Hougnrz and our. Shame 1n this, Aja. Thou ſtool for a Witch, 
41 Are wo ſtrange Followers. Ther. 1, doe, doe, thou ſodden-witted Lord:thouhaſt 
1 - Ngf.If{ce them not with my old eyes: whatare they? | no morebraine then I have iu mine elbowes : An Afinico 
i} Yi. What gloryour eAchittes ſhares from Heffor, may tutor thee. Thou ſcurvey valiant Af, thou art here 
'] (Were henot proudJyee all ſhould weare with him : but to threſh Troyans, and thou art bought and fold a- 
| yisrapaiyoicnty 2: ! |... mong thoſe of any wit, hke a Barbarian ſlave, ]f thou ulc 
xteppatch io Aﬀticke Sunne, to beat me, I will beginatthy heele, and tell whatthou 
| 2 hs rideandfalt foorne of his cyes, art by inches, thou thing of no bowels thou. 
peHetbathnice.. Ihe were foyld, Aja. Youdogge. 
Yhy then we didsbr-maine opinton cruſh Ther. You ſcurvy Lord. 
| Tn taint of our beſt age. No, makeaLott'ry, Aja. You Curre. 
And by deviceletblockiſh 4jax draw Ther. Mars his Ideot: do rudeneſle, doe Camell,do,do- 
The ſort to fight with Hefor :* Among our ſelves, | Enter «Achilles, and Patroclus. | 
Give hip Allowance as the worthicr man, | | Achil.Why how now 41ax ? wherefore do you this? 
| For that will phyſickethe great Myrmidon | How now T herfites? what's the matter man ? 
Whobroyles in lowd applauſe, and make him fall | Ther. You ſee him there, doe you ? 
{| His Creſt, that prouder then blew Iris bends. | eAchil. 1, what'sthe matter. 
| If thedull brainleſe. Ajax come ſafe off, | Ther. Nay lookeupan him, 
Wee'll dreſſe him up.invoyces : if he faile, _ - | | Achil. So 1doe : what's the matter ? awd 
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Ther. Nay but regard him well. 

Achil, Well, why I doeſo. 

Ther. But yet you looke not well upon him : for who 
ſome ever you take Him to be, he is Ajax. 

Achil. 1 know that foole. 

Ther. I, but that foole knowes not himſelfe. 

Ajax. Therefore I bcate thee: ; 

Ther.Lo, lo, lo, lo, what madicums of wit he utters:his 
evaſions have cares thuslong. I have bobb'd his Braine 
more then he has beate my bones : I will buy nine Spar- 
rowes for a peny,and his Piamater is not worth the ninth 
partof a Sparrow: This Lord ( Achilles) Ajax who weares 
his wit in his belly and his gatces in his head, Ile tell you 
what I {ay of him. 

Ackhil, What ? 

Ther. I ſay this Ajat—— 

Achil. Nay good 4jax. 

Ther. Has not ſo Much wit. ——— 

Achil* Nay I muſt hold you. 

Ther. As will ſtop the cyc of Helens 
he comes to fight. : 

Achil. Peace toole. 

Ther. I would have peace and quietneile, bucthe foole 
will not : he there, that he, looke youthere. 

Ajax. O thon damn'd Curre, Iſhall=— 

Achit. Will youſet you wit toa Fooles ? | 

Ther, No I warrant you, for a fooles will ſhame it. 

Pat. Good words Ther/ites. 

Aciil, What's the quarreli? | 

Ajax. I bad thee vile Owle, goelearne me the tenure 
of the Proclamation, and he railes upon me. 

_ Ther. Iſerve theenot. 

Ajax, Well, goe to, goc to. 

Ther, I ſerve heere voluntary. 

Achit, Your laſt ſervice was ſufterance, 'twas not vo- 
luntary, no man'ts beaten voluntarys 4jax was heerethe 
voluntary, and youas under an Imprefle. 

Ther.E'ne ſo, a great deale of your wit toolyes 1n your 
ſinnewesgor elſe there be Liars: Hefor (hall have a great 
catch, if he knocke out cirher of your braines, he were 
as good crackea fuſty nut with no kernell. 

Achil. W hat with me too Therſfires? _,,. £28 
Ther. There's,Ulyſſes, and old Neſtor, whoſe Wit was 
mouldy ere their Grandfirs had nailes on their toes, yoke 
youlike draft-Oxen, and make you plough up the waire, | 
Achil. W hat ? what ? 

Ther, Yes goc iooth,;to Achilles, to Ajax, tOmmn— 
Ajax, I ſhail cut out your tongue. 

Ther. 'Tis no maticr, I ſhall ſpeake as much as thou 
afterwards. SE I 

Pat. No more words Therfites. ' . ME 
Ther. 1 will hold my peace when Ac#iHes Brooch bids 


Need whe whom 


Achit. There's for you Pairoclus. 

Ther. IT willſee you hang'dlike Clotpolesere I come . 
any more to your Tents; I will keepe where there 1s wit 
ſtirring, and leave the faction cf tooles. Exit. 
Pat. A good ridda:1ce, £6 5 
Achil.Marry this Sir is proclaim'd through al our hoſt, 
That Hefor by the fift houre of the Sunne, . 

Will with a Trumpet, *ewixt our Tentsand Troy 
Tomorrow morning call ſome Knight ro Armes, 

That hath a ſtootagke, and ſuch a one that dare 

Maintaine I know not what :'tis traſh. Farewell. 

Ajax. Farewell? who ſhall anſwer him ? M 
Achil. 1 know not, 'tis put to Lottry : otherwiſe 


ets 
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| Isled on inthe condut of my will ; 


— 


He knew his man. 
AjJa.O meaning you, I will goclearne more of it. Exit, 
Enter Priam, Heftor, Troplus, Paris, and Helewus. 

Pri. After ſo many houres, lives, ſpeeches ſpent, 
Thus once againe ſayes NeFor from the Greekes; 
Deliver Helen, andail damageelſe 
(As honour, lofle of time, travaile, expence, 

Wounds, friends, and whatelſe deere that is conſum'd 
In not diigeſtion of this cormorant Warre) 
Shall be ſtroke off, He&er, what fay you too't. 

Hef. Thoughno manlefler fearesthe Greekesthen T1, 
As farre as touches my particular': yet dread Priam, 
There is no Lady of more ſofter bowels, 

More ſpungy, to ſucke inthe ſenſe of feare, 

More ready to cry out, who knowes what tollowes 
Then Heftor is : the wound of peace is ſurety, 
Surety {ecure $ but modeſt doubt is cal'd 

The Beacon of the wiſe: the tent thatſcarches 
To'th'*bottome-of the worſt. Let Helen goe. 

Since the firſt ſword was drawne about this queſtion, _. 
Every tythe ſoule *mongſt many thouſand diſmes, 
Hath beene as'deere as Helen: I meane of ours: 

If we have loft to many tenths of ours 

To guarda thing not ours, nor worth to us 

(Bad itour name) the valew of oneten ; 

W hat merit's in that reaſon whichdenies 

The yeelding of her up? 

Trey. Fye, fie, my Brother ; 

Weigh you the worth and honour of aKing 

(So great asour dread Father) ina Scule 

Ofcommon Ounces ? Will you with Counters ſumme 
The paſt proportion of his infinite ? 

And buckleina waſte moſt fathomteſle, 

With ſpannesand inches ſodiminutive, 
As feares and reaſons? Fye for godly ſhame? 

Hel. No marvell though you bite ſo ſharpe at reaſons, 
You are empty of them, ſhould not our father 
Bearethe great ſway of his 2ffaires with reaſons, 
Becauſe your ſpeech hath none that tells him ſo? 


Troy, Youare for dreamesaund flumbers brother Prieſt, | 


You furre your gloves with reaſon: here are 
You know anenemy integds you harme, 
You know, a {word imploy'dis perillous, 
And reaſon fiyes the object of all harme, 
Who marvels then when Helen beholds 
A Greciah and his ſword, if he doe fer 
The very wings of reafon to his heeles ; 
Or ltke a Starre diforb'd. Nay, if we talke of reaſon, 
And filyelike chtaden Mercury from Iove, 
Let's ſhut our gates and \lcepe : Manhood and Honor 
Shold have hard hearts,would they bar fat their thoughts 
With this cramm'd reaſon: reatqnand reſpec, 
Makes Lovers pale,and luſtyhood deje&, 

Hett, Brother, ſhe is nut worth 
What ſhe doth coſt the holding, 

Troy. What's aught, but as'tis valew'd ? 

Hef. But value dwels not in particular will, 
It holds his eſtimate and dignity 
As well, wherein *cis precious of it ſelfe, 
As inthe prizer : 'Tis made Idolatry, 
To make the ſervice greaterthen the god, 
And the will dotes that 1s inclineable 
To what infeciouily itſelfe affects, 
Without ſome image of tHaffeted merit. - 

Troy. I take today a Wite, and my eletion 
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Of Will; and Judgement. How may I avoyde 

(Although my will diſtaſte what ir elected) 

The Wife Ichoſe, there can be no evaſion 

Toblench fromthis, and to itand firme by honour. 
We turne not backe the Silkes upon the Merchant 

| | When we haveſpoyt'd them; nor the remainder Viands 

We doe not throw in anreſpective place, 

Becauſe we now ate full, It was thought meecte 

Pae#is ſhould doeſome vengeance on the Greekes ; 

Your breath of full confent bellied his Sailes, | 

The Seas and Windes (old Wranglers) tooke a Truce, 

And did him fervice; he touch'd the Ports deſir'd, 

| And for anold Aunt whom the Greekes held Captive, 

' He brought a Grecian Queen, whoſe youth & frethneſle 

' Wrinkles Apolloes,and makes ſtale the morning. 

| Why keepe we her ? the Greeciaps keepe our Aunt : 

| Is ſhe worth ing? Why ſhe is a Pcarle, 

' Whoſe price hath launch'd above a thouſand Ships, 

' And turn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants. 

| If you'llavouch,twas wiledome Pars went, 

(As you muſt needs, for youallcride, Go, goe:) 

' If you'll confefle, he brought home Noble prize, 

(As you muſt needs, for youall clapt your hands) 

And cride ineftimable; why doe you now 

The iſſue of your proper Wifedomes rate, 

And doea deed that Fortune never did? 

Begger the eſtimation which you priz'd, 

Richer then Sea and Land ? O Theft molt baſe ! 

That we have ſtolne what we doe feare to keepe. | 

But Theeves unworthy of a thing ſoſtolne, 

| That in their Country did them that diſgrace, 

We feare to warratit in our Native place. 
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Enter Caſſandra with her haire about 
EAT ES» 

af. Cry Troyans,cry. 
7 W ba noyſe? what ſhreeke is this ? 
Troy. *Tis our mad fiſter, I'doe know her voyce. 
Caf. Cry. Troyans. 
Hee. It is Caſſandra. 
Caſe. Cry Troyanscry ; lend me ten thouſand eyes; 
And I will fill them with Prophericke tcares. 
Hee, Peace ſiſter, peace. 
Caf. Virgins, and Boyes ; mid-ageand wrinkled old, 
| Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry, 
| Adde to my cla nour : let us pay betimes 

A moity of that maſſe of moane to come. 

Cry Troyanscry,practiſe your eyes with teares, 

Troy muſt not be, nor goodly lliion ſtand, 

Our fire-brand Brother Pars burnes us ail. 

Cry Troyans cry, a Heles and a woe z 

Cry, cry, Troy burnes, or clfc let Hele goe. Exit. 
| Hee. Now youthfull Troylus, doc not theſc hie ſtrains 
Of divination in our Siſter, worke 

Some touches of remorſe ? Or is you bloud 
So madly hot, that no diſcourſe of reaſon, 

Nor feare of bad ſucceſſe ina bad cauſe, 
| Can qualifie the ſame? 
Troy. Why brother Hettor, 
' We maynot thinkethe juſineſſe of eachate 
Such, andnoother then event doth forme ir, 
Nor once dejedt the courage of our minds ; 
Becauſe Caſſardre's mad, her brainſicke raptures 
| Cannot diſtaſte the goodnefſe of a quarrell, 


| nn , 


raw, 


; Where Helen is the ſubje&t. Then (I ſay) 
Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The worlds large fpacescannor paralell; 
Hett, Partand Trojlas, you ws both ſaid well: 

And on the cauſe and queſtion now in hand, 

Have gloz'd, but ſuperticially ; not much 

Vnlike young men, whom eAri#otle thought 
Vnofit to heare Morall Philoſophy, 

The Reaſons you alledge, doe more conduce 
Tothe hot paſſion of diſtemp'red blood, 

Then to make up a free determination 

Twixtrightand wrong : For pleaſure, and revenge, 
Have cares more deafe then Adders, to the voycc 
Ofany true deciſion. Nature craves 

All dues be rendred to their Owners ; now 

W hat ncerer debt in all humanity, 
Then Wife isto the Husband ? If this law 


| Of Nature be corrupted through affection, 


And that great mindes of partiall indulgence; 


| Totheir benummed wilis reſiſt the ſame, 
| There is a Law incach well-ordred Nation, 


To curbe thoſe ragingappetites that are 
Moſt diſobedient and refratory. 

If Helenthen be wife to Sparta's King 

(As 1t is knowne ſhe is ) theſe Morall Lawes 
Of Nature, and of Nation, ſpeakealowd 
To haue her backe return'd. Thus to perſiſt 
In doing wrong, extenuatesnot wrong, 


| But makes it much more heavy. Hefors opinion 


_—_—_@___ 
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{1sthis in way of truth : yetnere the leſle, | Achil. Where, where,art thou come ? why iny cheeſe, | 
|My ſpritely brethren, Ipropendto you | ( Wy digeſtion, why haſt thou not ſerv'dthy ielfe imromy 

[ Ia reſolution to keepe. Heles {till ; | Table, ſo many meales > Come, what's Agamemnon ? | 

| For*tis acauſe thar Fark no meane dependance, . | Ther, Thy Commander Achilles; then tell me Patro- 

| VYpon our joynt and ſeverall dignities. clus, what's Achilles ? 


Troy. Why ? there you toutht the life of our deſigne : | Parr, Thy Lord Therfres : then tell me 1 pray thee; 


Were it notglory that we more affected; To what's thy ſeife? | EG «ALA ISE'Þ 

Then the pertormance of our heaving ſplecnes, Ther. Thy knower Patrotlue : then tell me Patrocims | 

I would not wiſh.a drop of Treianblood,. what artthou? | 2215) 

Spent more in her defence. But worthy Hefor, Patr. Thou maiſt tell that know'lſt. 

She is a theame of honor and renowne, | Achil. Ocell, tell. | ID. 

Afpurre tovaliantand magnanimous deeds, Ther.1le decline the whole queſtion: Agamemnon com» | 

Whoſe preſent courage way beate downe our foes, | mands Achilles, Achilles is my Lord,I am Parrothu knows 

And fame in time to come canonize us. = er, and Patroctu is a toole, 

For I preſume brave Hefor would not loſe | OPatro, Youraſcall., DIE 

Sorich advantage of a promi{'d glory, Ther. Peace foole, I have not done: | | 

As ſmiles upon the fore-head of this action, eAchil. He is a priviledg'd man, proceede T her/ires. | 

For the wide worlds revenew. Ther. Agamemnon isa toole, Achilles is a foole, There 
Hef. T am yours, | {res is a foole, and as aforeſaid; Patrocius is a toole. 

You valtant oE-tpring of great Priamus, Acbil, Derive this : come ? | | 

I have a roiſting challenge ſent among'ft . Ther. Agamemmnen isatoole to offer to command A- 

The dull and fa&tious nobles of the Greekes? chilles, Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Agawemmon, 

Will ftrike amazement to their drowſie ſpirits, | Therfites is a foole to ſerve ſuch a foole: and Parrolws ia 

I was adyertiz'd, their Great generall ſlept, | foole poſitiuc. 

Whilſt emulation inthe army crept : Patr. Whyam I a foole? 

This I preſume will wake him. E teat. | 


| | Enter Agam:mmon, Viiſſes, Neffor , Diomede;, 
Enter Therſites ſlut. Ajax, and (haltas, | 
Now now Ther fires? what loſt in the Labyrinth of thy | | ES. þ £554, 
fury ? ſhall the Elephant Ajax carry it thus? he beares Ther. Make that demand to the Creator, it ſuifiſes me 
mc, and I raile at him : O worthy fatisfa&ion, would it | thou art. Looke you; who comes here ? | 
were otherwiſe : that I could beate him, whilſt heraild | chil. Parroclus, Ile ſpeake with no body : comein 
at me: Sfoote, le learne to conjure and raiſe Diyels, but | with me Theres. Exit. 
Ile ſee ſome iſlue of my ſpitefull execrations. Then ther's | Ther. Heere is ſuch patchery, ſuch jugling, and ſuch 
Achilles,a rare Enginer:If Troy be not takentilltheſetwo | knavery : alithe argument is 4 Cuckold and a Whore, a 
undermine it, the wals will ſtand till they fall of them- | good quarrell ro draw emulations tations, and bleed to 
ſelves, O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget | death upon : Nov thedry Sarpego onthe ſubje&, and 
that thou art /ove the King of gods : and Mercnry, loole | Warre and Lechery confound all. 
a the Serpentine craft ef thy Caduceus,it thou take not efgam, Whereis eAchilles ? 
& {that little little lefle then little wit from them that they Pair, Within his Tent, bur ill difpoſ'd my Lord. 
Ft þave, which ſhort-arm'd ignoranceit {elfe knowes,is ſo | efgam. Let it be knowneto him that we are here x 
* pundant ſcarſe, it willnot in circumvention deliver a | He ſent our Meſſengers, and we lay by 

| By from a Spider ,without drawing the mailic Ironsand | Ourappertainments, viſiting of him: ——_ | 
cutting the web : after this, the vengeance on the whole | Let him be told of, leaſt perchance he thinke 
Camp, or rather the bone-ach, for that me thinkes is the | We dare not movethe queſtion of our place, | 
curſe dependant onthoſe that warre for a placket.I have | Or know not what we are. 
laid my prayers and divcil, envy, fay Amen: What ho? Pat. I ſhall ſo ſay to hims 


—_— 


my Lord Achilles ? UVhiſ. We ſaw him at the opening of his Tent, 
He is not ſicke. 
Enter Patroclus, HAia, Yes, Lyon ſicke, ficke of a proud heart:you may 
_ Paty. Who's there 2 Therfires. Good Therfites come | call it Melancholly if you will favour the man; butby my | 
In and raile. head,'tis pride; but why,why,let him {fow us the cauſe? 


Ther, If I could have remembred a gwlt counterfeit, | A word my Lord, 
thou would'ſt not haveſlipt out of my contemplation, Neſ. What moves Ajax thusto' bay at him ? 
but it is no matter,thy ſelfe.upon thy ſelſe. The common | Uhſ. eAchiles hath inveigled his Foole from him. 
curſe of mankind, folly and ignorance be thine in great | Neſs Who, Therfres. 
revenew;heaven bleſſe thee from a'Tutor,and Diſcipline Viiſe He. | 
come notneere thee, Let thy blod be thy direction till Neſf. Then will e4jax lacke matter,if he have loſt his 
thy death, then if ſhe that layes thee out ſayes thou art a | Argument. | 9.4 


fare coarſe, Ile be {worne and ſworne upon't ſhe never Yhſ. No, you ſee he is hisargument thif has his argu- 
ſhrowded any but Lazars, Amen. Wher's Achilles? | ment Achilles, WE £0644 of >. Þ 
Patr. What artthou devour? waſt thou ina prayer ? Nef. All the better, their fra&ion is more our wiſh 
Ther. I, the heavens heare me. .. | then their faction ; but it was a ſtrong counſel thar a 
Enter Achilles, Foole could diſunite, = of 
Achiel. Who's there ? Viif: The amity that wiſedome knits not; folly may 
Parr. Therſites, my Lord. eaſily ynties Enter Patroelus.. 1 
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Here comes P arrecias. | | In will peculiar, and infelfe admiſſion. | 
«Ne. No Acbilleswith him ? TE eAga. Why, will he not upon our fairerequeſ}, 
Pf. The Elephant hath joynts,but none for curteſie; | Vntent his perſon, and ſhare the ayre with us? | 


— 


His legges are legges for neceflity, not for flight« Vif: Things ſmall as nothing, for requeſts: ſake: one! 
Patro, pers, ce meſay,he he much ſorry : He makes important ; poſſeſt 'heis with greatneſle, : | 
If any thing more then your ſport and pleaſure, And ſpeakes not to himſclfe;but with a pride 
Did move your greatneſle, and this noble State, That quarrels at ſelfe-breath: Tmagin'd wroth 
To<all upon him z he hopes it.is no other, | Holds in hisbloud ſuch ſwolne and hor diſcourſe, 
But for your health,and your diſgeſtion ſake ; Thar twixt his mentall and hisaQive parts, 
Anafter Dinners breath. | Kingdom'd Athiller in commotion rages, 
Age. Heare you Parroclu : And batters gainſt ir ſelte ; what ſhould I fay # 
We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers : He is fo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it, 
But his cvaſion wing'd thus ſwift with ſcorne, Cry no recovery. 
annot outflye our apprehenſions. Aga. Let Ajaxgoeto him, —— 
Much atrribute he hath, and much the reaſon, .  * Deare Lord, goe you and greete him in his Tent ; 
| Why weaſcribe ittohim, yer all his vertucs, 11s faid he holds you well, and will beled 
(Not vertuouſly of his owne partbeheld) At your requeſta little from himſelte. 
Doe in our eyes,. begin toloſe their gloſle ; Fiif. O Agamenmon, let jt not be {0. 
And like faire Frait 1n an unholſome diſh, Wee leconlecrate the ſteps that 4jax makes, 
Areliketo rot untaſted ; goc andtell him, + When they goe from Achilles ; ſhall the proud Lord, 
Wecaome to ſpeake with him ; and you ſhall not finne, - T batbaſies his arrogance with his owne ſcame, 
If zoudoe ſay, we think him over proud, And never ſuffers matter of the world, 


And-under honeſt : in{elfeaſſumption greater (felfe. | Enter his thoughts : ſave ſuch as doe revolue 
' Then in the note of indgement : and wortkier then him- | And ruminate himſelfe, Shall he be worſhipt, 


{| Heretends the ſavage ſtrangenefie he puts on, Of that we hold an Idoll, more then he? 
4s py the holy Rrength of their command : No, this thrice worthy and right valiant Lord, 
| And under write inan obſerving kind | Muſt not ſo ſtaule his Palme, nobly acquir'd, 


His humorous predominance, yea watch Nor by my will aſſubjugate his merit, 


Hispettiſh lines, his ebs, his owes, as if As amply titled as Achilles is : by going to Achilles, 
{ The paſſageand whole carriage of this ation | Thar were to enlard his fatalready, pride, 
Rode on.his tydes Goe tell him this, aid adde, And adde more Coſesto Cancer, when he burnes 
That if he over-hold his price ſo much, With entertaining great Hiperio. 
Wee'll none of him ; but let himylike an Engin This L. goe to him ? ſuper forbid, 
Not portable; lye under this report. And fay in thunder, Achiles goe to him. 
Bring ation hicher, this cannot goe to warre-: | Net, O this is well, he rubs the veine of kim. 
ARticring Þwarfe, we doc allowance give, Dio. And how his filence drinkes up thisapplauſe. 
Beforealleeping Gyant : tell him ſo. ; Aja. If Tgoerohim, with my armed fiſt, Ile paſh him 
Pat. I ſhall, and bring his anſwer preſently. | orethe face. _ * : ; | 
Aga. In ſecond voyce wee'll not be ſatisfied, * Aga. O no, you ſhall not oe. 
We come to ſpeake with him, Yiſes enter you. Aja. Anda be proud with me, ile pheſe his pride: let 
| : Exit Vhiſſes. me gocto him. | 
Ajax. What is he nore then another ? Fi. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrell. 
Aga. No more then what he thinkes he is. Aja.” A paultry inſolent fellow. 
Ajax. Is heſo much, doe you not thinke, he thinkes Neft. How he deſcribes bimſcife. 
himſelfe a better man then I am ? Aja. Can he not be ſociable? 
| ga. Noqueltion. Viiſ. The Raven chidcs blackreſle. 


Ajax, Will you ſubſcribe his thought, and ſay he'is ? A ja. Ile let his humors blood. 
Aga.No, Noble Ajax, youare as ſtrong, as valiant, as Aga. He will bethe Phyſitian that ſhonld be the pa 
wiſe, no leſſenoble, much more gentle, and altogether | ticnr. 


more tractable. Aja. And all men were a my minde. 
| 4jaxe Why ſhould a man be proud ? How doth pride | ©4{. Wit would beour of faſhion. 
grow ? I know not what it 18. Aja. A ſhould not bearc it ſo, a ſhould cate Swords 


Aga. Your mind is the cleerer Ajax,and your vertues | firſt : ſhall pride carry it ? 
"the bus that is proud,cates up himſelfe;Pride is his Neſt. And*cwould,you'ldearry halte. 
| owne Glafſe,his owne trumpet, his owne Chronicle,and Utlſ.A would, have ren ſharres. 
whatever praiſcs it {elfe but in the deed, devoures the Aja. I will knede him, lie make him ſupple, he'snot 
deede inthe praiſe, yet through warme. 
7 Þ Enter Viyſfes. | Ne#, Force him with praiſes, poure jn, pourein : his þ 
Ajax. T doe hate a proud 1nan,as I hate the ingendring | ambition isdry. 


—_— _— 


of Toades. . _ Yi. My L. you feede too much on this diſlike. 
Nef. Yethe loves himſelfe: ist not ſtrange? N e#. Our noble Generall, doe not doe fo. 
-f Ybſ. Achilles will not tothe field to morrow, | Dio. You muſt prepareto fight without Achilles, | 
Apa. What's his exculc ? | Ub/. Why, tis thisnaming of bim doth him harme- 
Vii. Hedothrelye on none, Heere is a man, bur 'tis before his face, 
But carrieson the ftreame of his diſpoſe, I will be filent. 
| FFikour obſervance or reſpet otany, Neſt. Wherefore ſhould you ſo? be 
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| wo *know the whole world, he 1s as valtant- . 
Aja, A horſondog,that ſhall palter thus with us, would 
he werea Treiave 101-29 TRIEGT 
Nef#. Whata vice were it in A34x how — 
Yi. Tfhe were proud. 
Dio. Or omar ng of praiſc« 
Uh, I, or ſarly borne. | 
v4 Or Gan, orſelfe affected. _ 
[Thank the heavens L,thou art of ſweet compoſure; 
Prayſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee ſucke : 
Fime be thy Tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all erudition ; 
But he that diſciplin'd thy armesto fight, 
Let Mars devide Eternity in twaine, 
And give him halfe, and for thy vigor, 
Bull-bearing 45/o his addition yeelde | 
Tofintiowie 45x : I will not praifethy wiſedome, 
Which like a bourne, a pale, a ſhore confines 
Thy ſpacious and dilated parts ; here's Ne#tor 
Inſtructed by the Antiquary times : 
He muſt, he is, he cannot but be wite. 
But pardon Father Neſtor, were your dayes 
As greene aseMiax,and your braine ſo temper'd, 
You ſhould not have the cminence of him, 
But he as Aiax. 
Hie. Shall I call you Father ? 
Ulf. I my good Sonne. 
Dis, Be rul'd by him Lord e54x. 4-5 
Yif. There is notarrying here,the Hart Achilles 
Keepes thicker : pleaſe it our Generall ; 
Tocall together all this {tate of warre, 
FreſhKings are cometo Troy ; to morrow 
We muſt with all our maine of power ſtand faſt : 
And here's a Lord, (come Knights frem Eaſt ro Welt, 
Andcull their flowre,) Aiax ſhall cope the beſt. 
Ag. Goe weto Countaile, Ict Achilles ſleepe ; 
Light Botes may faile ſwift, though greater bulkes draw 
dcepe. Exennt. Anſicke ſounds within. 


Enter Pandarus and a Servant. 

Tan, Friend, yon, pray youa word : Doe not you fol- 
low the yong Lord Paru? 

Fe. I ſir, When he gocs before me. 

Fan, You depend upon him meane ? 

der, Sir, I doe depend upon the Lord. | 

Par. You depend upon anoble Gentleman : I muſt 
tedes praiſe him. 
gr. The Lord be praiſed: 
Pa. You know me,tloe you not ? 
Ser, Faith fir, ſuperficially. | 
Pa, Friend know me better, I am the Lord Pandarm. 
Ser, I hope I ſhall know your honour better. 
Pa. 1 doe deſire it. | 
Ser. You arc in the ſtate of Grace ? | 
Pa. Grace, not ſo friend, honour and Lordſhipare my 
tile: Whar Muſique is this ? 

Ser. T doe but partly know fir : it is Muſicke in parts. 
Pa. Know youthe Muſitians. 
Ser. Wholly fir. 

Pa. Who play they to 2 | 

Ser. Tothe hearers fir. . | 

Pa. At whoſe pleaſure friend ? ow 

Ser. At mine fir, and theirs that love Muſicke. 

Pa. Commatid, I meane friend, 
Ser, Who ſhall I command fir ? 


PPES_ 
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Par. I ſpies 


Pa.Friend,we underſtand not one another +1 am too 


courtly, and thouart too cunning. At whoſe- requeſt doe 
theſe men play ? 


Ser. That's too't indeede fir : marry fir,at the requeſt |. 


of Paru my L, who'sthere in perſonzwith him the mor- 
ra nexgas » the heatr blood of beauty , loves inviſible 
oule. | 


Pa. Who? my Colin refſida. 


Ser, No, fir, Helen , could you not finde out that by 


her attributes ? 

Pa. It ſhould ſeeme fellow , that thou haſt not ſeen the 
Lady Crefſida. I come to ſpeake with Paris from the 
Prince Troy{zs : 1 will makea complementall affaultupon 
him,for my buſineſſe ſeethes. , 

Ser. Sodden buſincile, there's a ſtewed pliraſe indeede. 


Enter Parts and Helena. 


Parn.Fairc be to you my Lord,and toall this faire con- 
pany : faire defires inall taire meaſure fairely guide them, 
eſpecially to you faire Queene, faire thoughts bee your 
faire pillow. 

Hel. Deere L. youare full of faire words. 

Pan. Youlpeake your faire pleaſure ſweet Queene : 
fairc Prince, here is good broken Muſicke. - 

Par. You have broken it cozen : and by my life you 
{hall make it whole againe, you ſhall peece it out with a 
peece of your performance. N1, he is full of harmony 

Pan, T ruely Lady no. 
Hel. O fir. 5 | 

Pan. Rude inſoorh, in good ſooth very-rude. 

Paris, We'l ſaid my Lord : well, you fay foin fits, 

Pan. I have bulineſle to my Lord, deere Queene : my 
Lord will you vouchſate me a word ? 

Hel. Nay, this ſhall not hedge us our, weele heare you 
{ing certainely. | 

Par. Well fweete Queene youare pleaſant with mee; 
bur, marry thus my Lord,my deere Lord,and moſt eſtec- 
med friend your brother Treplus. 

Hel. My Lord Pandarm, hony iweete Lord, 

Pan. Go toſweete Queene, goe tO. 

Commends himſclte-moit affectionately to you. 

Hel. You ſhall not bob us out of our melody : 
If you doe, our melancholly upon your head., 

Pan. Sweets Queene, fweete Queene, that's a ſweete 
Queene I fauh— | | 

Hel. And to makea ſweet Lady fad,is a {owre offerices 

Pan, Nay, that ſhall nor ſerve your turne, that ſhall it 
not intruth la, Nay, I care not for ſuch words, no, no. 
And my Lord he defires.you,that if the King call for him 
at Supper, you will make this excuſe. 

Hel. My Lord P andarus? 

Pan. What ſayes my ſweete Queene, my very, very 

ſweete Queene ? | 
Par. Whatexploit's in hand, were ſups he tonight ? 
Hel. Nay but my Lord ? | 
Pan, What ſayes my ſweete Queene ? my coZen will 
fall out with you. | 
Hel. You muſt not know where he ſups. 
Pan. With my diſpoſer (reſſide. | | 

Pan. No,no; no ſuch matter,you are wide,come your 
diſpoſer is ficke- . -- 

Par. Well, lle make cxcuſe. + 

Pan. 1 good my Lord - why ſhould you fay (ref/ida? 
no, your poere diſpoſcr's ſicke. 
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Pax. You ſpice, whatdoe you ſpice? come, give mean 
Inſtrument now fweete Queene . 

Hel. Why this is kindly done ? : 

Pax. My Neece is horrible in love with athing you 
have ſweet Queene. 

Hel. She ſhall have it my Lord , ifitbe not my Lord 
Part. 

Pand, Hee? no ſhcele none of him, they two are 
twaine. 

Rel. Falling in after falling out ,may make them three. 

Pax. Come, come, Ile heare no more of this, Ile ſing 
you a ſong now. | 
_ Hel. 1,1, prethee now : by my troth ſweet Lord thou 
haſt a fine fore-head. 

Pan. I you may, you may. , 

Hel. Let thy ſong belove : thislove will undoe us all. 
Oh Cmpid, Cupid, Capid. 

Pax. Love ? I thit it ſhall yfaith. 

Par. 1, good now love, love, nothing but love. 

av. In good troth it begins ſo. 


Love, love, nothing but love, ſtill more - 
For O loves Bow, 

Shootes both Brcke and Doe : 

The Shaft confonnds not that it wounds, 
But tickles Fill the ſore : 

Theſe Lovers cry, oh hothey aye ; 

Tet that which ſeemes they wound to kl, 
Doth turne oh ho, to ha ha he - 

So dying love tres ftill, 

O ho:a while, butha ha ba ; 

O ho grones ont for ha ha ha==hey ho. 


Hel. Inloveyfaith tothe very tip of thenoſe. 

Par.He cates nothing but doves love, and that breeds 
hotbloud, and hot bloud begets hotthoughts, and hot 
thoughts beger hot deedes, and hot decdes is love. 

Pay. Is this the generation of love ? Hot bloud, hot 
thoughts, and hot decdes,why they are Vipers,is Love a 
generation of Vipers? 

Sweete Lord whoſe a field to day ? 


Par. Hettor, Deiphobus, Helen, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Trey. 1 would faine have arm'd to day , bur 


my Nell would not have it ſo. 
How chancc my brother Troy/zs went not ? 


Hel. He hangs thelippe at ſomething ; yon know all 


Lord Pandarm ? 


Pan. Not I hony ſweete Queene: I long to heare how 


they ſped to day : | 
Youle remember your brothers exculc ? 
Par. Toahayre. 
Pas. Farewell ſweete Queene. 
Hel. Commend me to your Neecc. 


Pan. I will ſweete Queene. Sound aretreat, 


Pay. They're come from hielde : let us to Priams Hall 
Togreete the warriors. Sweet Helen, TI muſt wooe you, 


To helpeunarme our Hefor : his ſtubborne buckles, 
With theſe your white enchanting fingers toucht, 
Shall more obey then to the edge of Steele, 

Or force of Greekiſh ſivewes, you ſhall doe more 
Then all the Iand Kings, diſarme great Hettor, 


Hel. *Twill make us proudto be your ſervant Pars: 


Yea what he ſhall receive of us in duetie, 
Gives us more palme in beauty then we have : 
Yeaoverſhines our ſelfe. 

Sweete abeve thought llove thee. 


Exennt. 


| 


| 


Like a ftrange ſoule upon the Stigian bankes 


Enter Pandarus and Tromins Man. 
Pan. How now, where's thy Maſter , at my Cov, 
Creſſidas? b y 2 y Conzen 
 Han,Nofir, he ſtayes for youto condut himthithe, 
Enter T roylus. | , 
Pan.O here he comes : How now, how now? 
Troy. Sirrawalke off. 
Pan. Have you ſeene my Couſin ? 
Troy. No Pandarns: Italke abont her doore 


Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charos, 

And give we ſwift tranſportarnccto thoſe fields 

WW here I may wallow in the Lilly beds : 

P ropos'd torthe deſerver. O gentle Pandarys, 

From (pid; ſhoulder plucke his painted wings, 

And fiyc with meto Cre/7id. 

Fan. Walke here ith'Orchard,Ile bring her ſtraight, 

Exiu Panaargs. 

Troy. Iam giddy; expeRation whirles meround, 
Th' imaginary reliſh is ſo ſweete, | 
T hat it inchants my ſence : what will it be 
W hen that the watry pallats taſte indeede 
Loves thrice reputed NeRtar ? Death I feare me 
Sounding deſtruction, or ſome joy too fine, 

Too ſubule,porent, and roo ſharpe in {\weetneſſe, 
For the capacitic of my ruder powers; 

I feare it much, and 1 doe feare beſides, 

ThatI ſhall loote diſtinRion in my joyes, 

As doth a battaile, when they charge on heapes 
Thc cnemy flying. Enter Pavndarus, 

Pan. Shce's making her ready ,ſheele come ſtraight;you 
m::!{t be witty now ſhe does ſo bluſh & terches her winde | 
10 (hort.as if ſhe were fraid witha ſprite:zllc fetch herit 
15 che pietticit viilaine,ſhe terches her breath ſo ſhort a5 1 
new taa® Sparrow, Exu Para. 

Trey. Evenlucha paſſion doth embrace my bolome : 
My hcarr beatcs thicker then a feavorous pulle, 

AndaJl my poiyers doe their beſtowing looſe, 
Like vailaiage at unaiyarres encountring 
The eye of Majeſty. 
Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. | 

Pas. Come, come, what neede you bluſh ? 

Shameg babie; here ſhe is now, {weare the oathes now 
to her,thar you have ſworneto me. V hat are you gone 4- 
gaine, you muſt be watcht ere you be made tame , mult 
you ? come your wayes,come your wayes, and youdraw 
backward weeleput you ith files: why do you not ſpeak 
to her? Comedraw this curtaine, & let's ſee your pifture- 
Alaſſe the day, how loath you are to offend day light? and 
*twere darke you'ld cloſe ſooner, So,fo, rub on,and kiſle 
the miſtrefle ; how now, a kiſſe in fee-farme? build there 
Carpenter; the ayre is {\weete. Nay,you ſhall fight your 
heartsoutere I part you. The Faulcon, asthe Terccll,tor 
allthe Ducksith River : go to, go to. 

Trey. You havebereft me ot all words Lady. 

Par. Words pay nodebrs; give her deedes : but ſheele 
bereave you 'orh* deeds too, if ſhee call your aQtivity N 
queſtion; what billing againe ? here*sin witneſle where- 
of the Parties interchangeably, Come in,come in, llego 
geta fie. Exit Pand, 

Creſ. Will you walke in my Lord ? 
Troy. O Cr:ſſida, how often have I wiſht me thus ? 
Creſ. Wiſh: my Lord ? the gods grant? O my Lord. 


Troy. What ſhould they grant? what makes this pret- | 


ty abruption ; what too curious dreg eſpies my ſweet La 


dy in the fountaine of our loye ? 
| (' reſe More 
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reſ. More dregs then water, if my tearcs have cycs. 
| <> Feares x5 divels of Cherubins, they never ſee 
w—_ Blind feare,that ſecing reaſon leads, findes ater 
footing, then blinde reaſon, ſtumbling without feare : to 
feare the worlt, oft cures the worſe. 

Troy. Oblct my Lady apprehend no feare, 

Toall (»pids Pageant there is preſented no monſter. 

Creſ. Nor nothing monſtrous neither ? 

Troy. Nothing bur their undertakings, when we vow 
to weepe ſeas, live in fire,cate rockes,tame Tygers, think- 
ing it harder for our Miſtreſſe to deviſe impolition 
inough, chen for us to undergoe any ditficultic impoſed. 
This1s the monſtruoſitie in love (Lady, ) that the will 1s 
infinite, and the execution confin'd; that the deſire 15 
boundlefle, and the act a (lave to limit, 

Creſ. They ſay all lovers ſweare more performance 
then they are able , and yer reſerve an abiliry that they 
never performe:vowing more then the perfection of ten; 
and diſcharging leſſe then the tenth part ofone. They 
that have the voyce of Lyons, and the a& of Hares: are 
they not monſters? | RS 
_ Troy. Are there ſuch? ſuchare not we : Praiſe usas we 
aretalted ,allow us as we prove : our head ſhall goe bare 
till meric crowne it : no perfe&tion in reverſion ſhall have 
apraiſe in preſent : wee will not name deſert before his 
birth, and being borne his addition ſhall be humble : few 
words to faire faith. Troy/us ſhall be ſuch to Creſſid, as 
what envy can ſay worſt, ſhall be a mocke for his truth ; 
and what tcuth can ſpeake trueſt , not truer then Troy- 
bus. . 

(eſs Will you walke in my Lord? 


Enter Þ andarus. 


yet 2 

Creſ. Well Vnckle , what folly I commit , I dedicate 

to you. 

'Par. I thanke you for that : if my Lord get a Boy of 

jou, youle give him me: betrue to my Lord, he flinch, 

chide me tor it, x | 

Troy, You know now your hoſtages: your Vnckles word 

and my firme faith. | . 

Pay, Nay, Ie give my word for her too: our kindred 

thoughthey be long erc they arewooed ,' they are con- 

ſantbeing wonne : they are Burres Icantell you,they'le 

ſticke where they are throwne. 

(ref. Boldneſſe comes to me now , and brings mee 
rt; Prince Troy/m,l have loy'd you night and day,for 

many weary moneths. , ; 

Troy. Why was my (re//idthenſo hard to win ? 

Creſ. Hard to {ceme won : but I was won my Lord 

With the firſt glance that ever: pardon me, 

If I confeſſe much you will play the tyrant : 

Ive you now, but not till now ſo much 

ButT might maſter it; in faith lye: . _ 

My thoughts were like unbrideled children,growne 

Too head-ſtrong for their mother : ſee we fools, 

Why have I bfab'd? who ſhall be true to us - 

When we are ſo unſecret to our ſelves? 

But though I lov'd you well, I wooed you not; 

And. yet good faith I wiſht wy ſelfe a man ; 

Or that the women had mens priviledge 

Of ſpeaking firſt. Sweet, bid me bold my tongue, 

Forinthis rapture I ſhall ſurely ſpeake 

Thething 1 ſhall repent : ſec, ſee, your filence 

Comming in dumbneſſe, from my weakeneſſedrawes 


Pax, What bluſhing ill? have you not done talking | 


| Vpbraid my falſchood,when they'ave ſaid asfalle,'': > 


| My ſoule of counſell from me. Stop my mouth. 
| Trey. Andfhall, albeit ſweete Muſicke iflues thence. 
Pax. Pretty yfaith. # Nt 
— (ref: My Lord I doe beſeech you pardon me, 
Twas not my purpole thus to beg a kifle : 
Iamaſham'd; O Heavens, what have I done ! 
For this time will I take my leave my Lord. 
Troy. Your leave {weet Creſſid ? | 
| Pas. Leave! and you take leavetill to morrow mor- 
ning. 
Creſ. Pray you content you. 
Troy. What offends you Lady ? 
Cre/. Sir mine owne company: 
Troy. You cannot ſhun your ſclfe. 
Cre/, Letmegocandrry : 
| havea kindeof ſelfe reſides with you : 
But an unkinde ſelfe, thar it ſelfe willleave;, 
Tobe anothers foole. Whereis my wit? 
I would be gone : I ſpeake I know nor what. 


Troy. Well know they whact they ſpeake , that ſpeake 
lo wiſely, 


And fell ſo roundlycoa large confeſſion, 

To Angle for your thoughts : bur you are wile, 

Or elſe you love not: for to be wiſeand love, 

Exceedes mans might, thatdwels with godsabove: 
Troy. O that I thought it could be in a woman : 

And if it can, I will preſume in you, | 

Tofcede for 2ye her lampeand flames of tove, 

To keepe her conſtancie in plight and youth, 

Out-living beauties outward, witha mijnde 

That doth renew ſwifter then blood decaies : 

Or that perſwaſion could but thus convinge me, 

That my integritic andtruth royou, *';, - 

Might be affronted withthe matchand waight 

Ottuch a winnowed puritie in love : 

How were Ithen up-lifted ! but alas, 

I am as true, astruths fimplicitie, 

And ſimpler then the infancie of truth. 

Creſ. Iathat Ile warre with you» 

Troy. O vertuous fight, y 7itve2] 

When right with right wars, who ſhall bemoſt right? 

True ſwaines in love, ſhall in the world to come 

Approvetheir truths by Tropime when their rimcs, 

Full of protelt, of oath and big compare 

Want {miles: truth tir'd with iteration, 

As true as ftcele, as plantgge torhe Moone 3 

As Sunne to day, as Turtle to her mate: 

As Iron to Adamant : as Earth to th' Center z 

Yet after all comparitons of truth, 

(Astruthsauthenticke author to be cited) 

Astrue as Troyls, ſhall crowne up the Verſe, 

And ſanRificthe numbers, -. Kr 31 

(re/- Prophet may.you be : Yr 

If [ be falſe, or ſwervea haire from'truth; [ 160 

When time is old and hath forgot ieHfelte ; | 1 7 1! 1 


And blinde oblivion ſwallow'd Cities up: /-” gl 
And mightie Statescharacterleſſe are grated . | nat) 
Toduſtic nothing ; yet let memory, '- 4 7 1214 7 | 
From falſe to falfe, among falſe Maides.in love; | 


As Aire, 3s: Water,as Winds, as {andie carth;. 


| As Foxeto Lambe ;as Wolfeto Heifers Calle; -/ ti 2 | 


Pard to the Hinde, or Stepdameto het Sanne 3 +++: 4+ 7 


_—_ 


Creſ. Ferchance my Lord,I ſhew more craftthenlove, | 


4 


When water-drops have worne the ſtones of 73 roy! WW 4 
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Yea, let them ſay, to ticke the heart of falſchood,/; 1» 1 | 
| b b. 2 "As 
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 Ofttigve you (often have you, thankest 


1 Whar he 


As falſe as Crefſid. 


Pand, Go to, a bartaine made : ſcale it , ſeale it, Ile 

bethe witneſle,here I hoid your hand : here my Couſins, 

ifever youprove falſe one toanother, ſince I have taken 
ſuch paines to bring you together, let all pitrifull goers 

berweene becal'd tothe worlds end after my name: call 
them all Panders ; let all conſtant men be Treyiuſſes, all 

falſe women (reſſias, and all brokers betweene,Panders : 

ſay, Amens. 

Troy. Amen. 

(reſſ- Amen. 

Pan. Amen. : 
Whereupon I will ſhew you a Chamber, which bed,be- 
cauſe it ſhall not ſpeake of your prettie encounters, preſſe 
it to death : away. ION 
And Cwpid grant all tong-tide Maidens heere, | 
Bed, Chamber,and Pander,to provide this geere. Exemnt 


Enterr V lyſſes, Diomeaes, Neftor , Agamemnon, 
| Menelaus and Calcas. 


Cat. Now Princes for the ſervice I havedone you, 


Th'advantage of the time prompts mealoud, 


To call for recompence : appeare it toyour minde, 
That through the ſight 1 beare in things to love, 

'T have abandon'd Troy, left my poſſeflion, 

Incur'd a Traytors name, expes'd wy {clfc, 

From certaineand poſlcti conveniences, 

To doubtfull fortunes, ſequeſtring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, cuſtome and condition, 
Mate tame, and-moſt familiar to my nature : 

And here todoe you ſervice am become, 


| Asnew into the world, ſtrange,unacquainted- 


I doe beſeech you, as'in way of taſte, 
To give me now alittle benefit : 

Out of thoſe many regiſtred in promiſe, 
Which you ſay, live to come in'my 


eAgam, What would'ſt thou of us Troyan? make 


| demand? 


Cal. You have a Troian priſoner, cal'd Authenor, 
Yeſterday tooke : Troy holds him very deete. 


cfore) 
Deſir'd my Cref/id mright greatexchange- 
Whom Troy hath ſtilldeni'd : bat this Antheror, 
I know is ſucha wreſt in their affaires, 
That their negotiations all muſt ſlacke, 
Wanting his mannage :'and they will almoſt, 
Give usa Prince of blood, a Sonne of Pricm, 
Inchange of him. Let him be ſent great Princes, 
And he ſhall buy my Daughter : and her preſence, 
Shall quice ſtrike offatl {ſervice I have done, 
In moſt accepted paine. | 

ega. Ict Deo beare him, 

And bring us Creſ/id hither : {cas ſhall have 


82 570 rg 
Furniſh you taicely forthisenterchange ; 

Wide | - CEC Roo Getrow | 
Beanſwer'd inhis challenge... eFjax'is ready... 
Ds. This ſhall Tandertake; and*is a burthetn 

| Which Iam proud tobeare. : Exit 
| Ea Bt canoe) \trmaarter treny z 
Pleaſe it our Generallito paſſeRtaneely by himz- -* 
ora > 
Lay negligent:and 0ſs regard apoh im; ( 
I will come aft, Yis like hee'tqueſtion me, + 7 
, -ESES LEES 5.x  - + eI2 - 2 
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Why ſuch unplaufive eyesare bent? why turn'd on him > 
If ſo, I have Gerifion medicinable, Noe os 
To uſe betweene your ſtrangeneſle and his pride, 
W hich his owne will ſhall fave deſiretodrinke ; 
It may doc good, pride hath no other glafſe 
To ſhow it tele, but pride: for ſupple knees, 
Feede arrogance, and arc the proud mans fees. 
Agar. Weele execute your purpoſe, and put on 
A forme of ſtrangeneſle as we paſſe along, 
So doe each Lord, and cither greete him not, 
. Or elſe diſdainfully, which ſhall ſhake him more, 
Then ifnot lookt on. I will leade the way: 
eFchil. What comes the Generall to ſpeake with me? 
You know my minde, Ile fight no more 'gainſt Troy, 
Aga. What ſayes Achilles, would he ought with us? 
Neſs Would you my Lord ought with the Generall? 
Achil, No. 
Neſ. Nothing my Lord. 
eApa. The better. 
Achil, Good 'day, good day. 
Aer. How doe you ? how doe you ? 
Achi. Whatdocsthe Cuckold {corne me ? 
eAjeax, How now Patrochu? 
Achil, Good morrow Ajax? 
efjax. Ha. | 
Achil, Good morrow. - 
Ajax, I, and good next day t00. Exeunt. 
A chil. W hat meane theſe fellowes ? know they not 
Achilles? 
Patr, They paſſe ſtrangely: they were us'dto bend, 
Tolſend their ſmiles before them to Achilles - 
To comeas humbly as they us'd tocreepe to holy Altars, | 
efcbil, Whatam I poore of late? 
"Tis certaine, greatneſle once falne out with fortune, 
Muſt fall out with men too : what the declin'd is, 
He ſhall as ſoone reade inthe eyes of others, 
As feele in his owne fall : for menlike butter-fiies, 
Shew not their mealie wings, but to the Summer ; 
And not a man for being fimple man, 
Hath any honor ; but honor'd by thoſe honours 
That are without him ; as place, riches, favour, 
Prizes of accident, as oftag merit : 
Which whenthey fall (as being ſlippery ſtanders) 
The love that leand on them as ſlippery too, 
Dorh on plucke downe another, 8nd together 
Dye inthe fall, But 'tis not ſo with me ; 
Fortune and I arc friends, I'doe cnjoy 
At ample pointallthat I did poſleſle, 
Save theſe mens lookes : who do methinkes finde out 
Something not worthin me ſuch rich beholding, 
As they have often given. Here is Viiſes, 
lie interrrupt his reading : how now UViſſes? 
Viiſ. Now great Ther Sonne. 
eAchil. What are you reading ? 
Uk. A ſtrange fellow here 
| Writes me, that man, how dearely ever parted, 
How much in having, or without, or in, 
Cannot make boaſt to have that which he hath ; 
Nor feeles not what he owes, but by reflection : 
As when his vertues ſhining npon others, 
| Heatethem,and they retort that heate againe 
To the firſt giver« 647} 
Acbit. This is not ſtrange Vhiſſes : 
The beautie that is borne here in the face, 
The bearer knozwes not, butcommends it ſelfe, 


__ & 


Notgoing from it felfe': but eye to eyc oppos'd, 
Fo | Salutes 
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Falutes each other with each others forme. 
For ſpeculation turnes nottoit ſelfe, 


Till it hath travail'd and is married there 
| Where it may fec it ſelfe;this is not firange at all. 


Ut. Idoe not ftraine it at the poſition, 
Itisfamiliar ; but atthe-Authors drift, 
Who inhis circumſtance, exprefly proves 
That no man is the Lord of any thing, 
(Though inand of him there is much confitting, ) 

Till he communicate his parts to others: | 
Nor doth he of himſelfe know them tor ought, 
Till he behold them formed in th' applauſe, 
Where they are extended: who likean arch reverd' rates 
The voice againe ; or like a gate of iteele, 
Fronting the Sunne, receivesand renders backe | 
His figure, and his heate. I was much raptinthis, 
And zpprehended here immediately 
The unknowne Ajax ; 
Heavens whata man is there 7 a very Horſe, (are 
That has he knowes not what Nature, what things there 
Moſt abje&in regard, and deare in uſe. 
What things againe moſt deere in the eltceme, 
And poore in worth : now ſhall we ice to morrow, 
Anat that very chance doth throw upon him ? 
Ajax renown'd ? O heavens, what ſome men doe, 
While ſome men leave to doe |! 
How ſome men creepe in skittiſh fortunes lull, 
Whiles others play the Ideots 1n her eyes : 
How one man eates into anothers pride, 
While pride is feaſting in his wantonneile 
Toſee theſe Grecian Lords ; why, even already, 
They clap the lubber e4jax on the ſhoulder, 
Asif his foote were on brave Hecters brelt, 
And great Troy ſhrinking, 
eAchi, I doc belceve it : 
For they pali by me, as miſers doe by beggars, 
Neither gave to me good word, uor good looke - 
What arc my deedes for got ? | 

Vif. Time hath (my Lord) a walletat his backe, 

Wherein he purs alines for oblivion : 

A great {iz'd monſter of ingratitudes : 

Thoſe {craps are good deedes palt, 

Which are devour'd as faſt as they are made, 

Forgot as ſoone as done; perſeverance, deere my Lord, 
Keepes honour brightz&o have done, 1sto hang 

Quite out of faſhion, Ike a ruſtic male, 
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Inmonumentall mockrie: take the inſtant way, 


For honor travels in a {traightio narrow, 

Where one but goes a breaſt, keepe then the path : 

Forewulation hath a thouſand Sonnes, 

That one by onepurſue ; if you give way, 

Or hedge aſide from the dire forth right : 

Like toan entred Tyde, they all ruſh by, 

Andleave you hindmoft ; 

Or likea gallant Horſefalne in firſt ranke, 

Lye there for pavementto the abje, neere 

Ore-run and trampled on: then what they doe in preſent, 

Though lefle then yours in paſt, muſt ore-top yours : 

Fortime is like a faſhionable Hotte, 

That ſlightly ſhakes bis parting Gueſt by th* hand; 

And with bis armes out-ſtretchr, as he would flve , 
raſpes in the commer : the welcome ever ſmiles, 


| And farewels goes out {ighing : Olet not vertuc ſeeke 


Remuneration for the thing it was : for beautic, wir, 
Highbirth, vigor of bone, deſert in ſervice, 
Love, friendſhip, charity, areſubjecs all 


LR 
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To envious and calumniating time 8 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin : 
Thatall with one conſent praiſe new borne gaudes, 
Though they ace made aud moulded of things paſt, 
And goe toduſt,that is alittle gilt, 

More laud then gilt oreduſted. 

The preſent eye praiſcs the preſent objc& : 

Then marveile not thou great and compleat man, 
Thatallthe Grecees begin to worſhip Ajax ; 

Since things in motion 'gin to catchthe eye, 
Then what not itirs: the cry weat out on thee, 
And {till tt might, and yet it may againe, 

If thou wonldit not entombe thy {clfe alive, 

| And caſe thy reputation in thy Tent ; 


| But our great 44x bravely beate downe him. 


*. 


W hoſe glorious deedes, butin thele fields of late, 
Made emulous wiſſions 'mongſt the gods themſelves, 
And drave great Mars to fation. 
Achil, Of this my privacie, 

I have ſtcong reaſons. 

Vis. But *gainlt your privacie, 
The reaſons are more potent and heroycall : 
Tis knowne Achilles, that youare in love 
With one of Priams daughters, 

Achil. Ha? knowne? 

Vii: Is that a wonder ? 
The providence that's in 4 watchfull State, 
Knowes almolt every graine of Plutoes gold ; 
Findes botrome in th*uncomprehenſive deepes; 
Keepes place with thought; and almolt like the gods, 
Does thoughts :nvaile in their dumbe cradles ; + 
Thcreis a myſterie (with whom relation 
Durit never meddle ) in the ſoule of ſtate ; 
Which hath an operation more divine, 
Then breath or pen,.can give expreflure to ; 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perte*tly 15 ours, as yours, my Lord. 
And better would it ft eHchilles much, 
Tothrow dowuc Hettor then Polixena, 
But it muſt grieve young P#rhw now at home, 
W hen tame ſhail in. her land ſound her trumpe ; 
Andall the Gree«iſh Girles ſhall tripping ſing, 
Great #eltors tilter did Achilles winne ; 


Farewell my Lord : 7 as yaur lover ſpeake ; 
The foole ſlides ore the 1ce that you ſhould breake. 
Parr. Tothis effect Achiles have I mov'd you; 
A woman impudent and mannith growne, 
Is not more loth'd, then an effeminate man, 
In time of action : I tand condemn'd for this ; 
They thinke my little ſtomacke tothe warre, 
And your great love to me, reſtraines you thus : 
Sweete, roule your ſeife ; and the weake wanton Cupid 
Shall from your necke unlooſe his amorous fould, 
Andliice adew-drop from the Lyons mane, 
Be ſhooke to ayrie ayre. 
Achitl. Shall 4jax tight with He&or? 
Parr. I, and perhaps receive much honor by hims 
Achit. 1 {ee my reputation is ac take, 
My fame is ſhrewdly gored. 
Patr, O then beware : 
Thoie wounds heale il, that men doe give themſetyes : 
Onantion to doe what is neceflary, 
Scalesa commiſſiontoa blanke of danger, 
And danger like an agueſubtly taints 
Even then when we fit idely1n the ſanne. 
Achil, Goe call Therftes hither (weet Patrocim, 
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Ic ſend the foole to A4jer, and deſire him 
T'invite the Troyan Lords after the Combat 
Toſee us bereunarm'd : I have a womans longing, 


| An appetite that I am ficke withall, 


| 


To ſce great Hefor in the weedes of peace; Enter Ther/?. 
Toralke with him, and to behold his viſage, 
Even to my fullof view. A labour-ſav'd. 

Ther, A wonder. 

Achil. W hat? 

Ther, Ajax goes up and dowrie the field, asking for 


' himſelfe. 


Achlt, How ſo ? 
Ther, Hee mult fight ſingly to morrow with Heer, 


' and is ſo prophetically proud ofan heroicall cudgelling, 


that he raves in{aying nothing. 
Achil. How can that be? 
Ther. Why he ſtalkes up and downe like a Peacock, a 


' ride and a ſtand: ruminates like an hoſtefle,that hath no 


Arithmetique but her braine to ſer downe her recko- 
ning: bites hislip with a politique regard,as who ſhould 
ſay, there were wit in his head and twoo'd out ; and ſo 


| there is : bur it lyesas coldly in him , as fire inaflint, 


which will not ſhew without knocking. The mans un- 
done for ever; for if Hey breake not his necke 1'th' 
combat , heele break'r himſclfe in vaine-glory. Hee 
knowesnotme : I faid, good morrow «4jax ; And hee 
replyes, thankes 4gamemnon, What thinke you of this 
man, thattakes mx for the Generall ? Hee's growne a 
very land-fiſh , languageleſſe, a monſter : a plague of 
opinion, a man may weare it on both {ides IIke a leather 
Jerkin. | 

eAchil. Thou muſt be my Ambaſſador to him Ther/res. 

Ther. Who, I : why, heele anſwer no body : he pro- 
feſſesnot anſwering; ipeaking is for heggers : he weares 
his tongue in's armes :I will put onhis preſence ; let Pa- 
trecius make his demandsto me , you ſhall ſee the Page- 
ant of Ajax. 

Achit. To him Patroclus; tell him, I humbly defire the 
valiant 4jax, te invite the moſt valorous Hettor,to come 
unarm'd tomy Tent,and to procure fafe condudt for-his 


| perſon, of the magnauimieus and moſt illuſtrious,fixe or 
 Seaven times honour'd Captaine, Generall of the Grecian 
Armie Agamemnon, &ce doe this. 


Patro. Tove bleſſe great eAJax- 

Ther* Hum. 

Patr. I come fom the worthy Achilles. 

Ther, Ha ? 

Patr, Who moſt humbly deſires you to invite Hefor 
to his Tent. 

Ther, Hum. 

Patr. And to procure ſafe conduft from Agamemmen, 

Ther, Agamemnon ? . 

Patr. I my Lord. 

T her. Ha? 

Patr. What ſay you too'ts 

Ther. God buy you with all my heart. 

Petr. Your ire ſir. | 

Ther. If to morrow bea faire day,by eleven a clocke 
it will goe 01e way or other; howſoever;he ſhall pay for 
me ere he has me. 
., Parr, Your anſwer fir. | 

Ther. Fare you well with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther. No, but he's out atune thus: what muſicke will 


'| bein when Heftor has knockt ont his braines, 1 know 


not : but I am {ure none,unlefle the Fidler Apollo get his 


- 


ſinewesto make catlings on. 


Achit. Come , thou fhalt beare a Letter to him 


ſtraight, 


T her. Let me carry another to his Horſe; for that's the 


more capable creature. 


Achil. My mindeis troubled likea Feuntaine ſtir'd ; 


And I my ſclfe ſee not the bottome of it. 


Ther,\W ould the Fountaine of your minde were cleere 


againe, that T might water an Aſſe atit - 1 had 


Ticke in a Sheepe, then ſucha valiant ignorance. 


Enter at one doore &/Eneas with a Torch, at another 
Pars, Deiphobus, eAnthenor,Diomed the 


Grecian, with T orches. 


Patr. Sec hoa, whois that there ? 

Desph. It is the Lord »/Entase 

e-Ene. Is the Princethere in perſon ? 
Had I fo good occaſion tolye long 


As you Prince P ar, nothing but heavenly buſineſle, 


Ee es. 


rather be q 


Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 


Diom. That's my minde too: good morrow Lord 


eEneas. 


Pay, A valiant Greeke «/Eneas, take his hand, 


Witnefſe the proccfſe of your ſpecch within ; 
You told how Diomed, in a whole weeke by 
Did haunt you in the Field. 

e-Zne. Health to you valiant fir ; 
During all queſtion of the gentle truce : 


But when I meete you arm'd, as blacke defiance, 


As heart can thinke, or courage execute. 
Diom. The one and other Diomedembraces 
Our blouds are now in calme ; and ſo long heal 
But when contention, and occaſion meete, 
By Tove, Ile play the hunter for thy life, 
W1th all my force, purſuite and pollicy, 


e£ne, Andthou ſhalt hunt a Lyonthat will t'yc 
With his face backward, in humaine gentlenefle ; 


Welcome to Troy ; now by 4nchier life, 
Welcome indeede : by Venus hand I ſwearcy 
No man alive can love in ſach aſort, 

The thing he meanes to kill, more excellently. 


* Dim. Welimpathize, Jove let e/Encas live 


(Ifro my {word his fate be not the glory) 
A thouſand compleat courſes of phe Sunne, 
But in mine emvleus honor let hifn dye : 


With every joynt a wound,and that to morrow- 


e/Ene, We know each other well, 


Dio. Wedoe, andlong to know eachother worſe. 
Par. This is the moſt, deſpightful'ſt gentle greets; 


The nobleſt hatefulllove, that ere I heard of. 
W hat bufineſſe Lord ſocarly ? 
e/£ue.I was ſent forto the King; but why, I 


Par.His purpoſe meets youzit was to bring this Gree 


To (alche*s houſe : and there torender him, 
For the enfreed Anthenor, the faire Creſſtd : 
Eets have your company ; or if you pleaſe, 


| Hafte there before us, I confantly doethinke 
(Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge) 


My brother Troy/w lodges there to night. 


Rouſe him, and give him note of our approach, 


With the whole quality whereof, I feare 
We ſhall be much unwelcome; 
e/Ene. That I afſure you: 


!T7oy/u4 had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 


Then Creſidborne from Troy. 
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Par. There is no helpe: _ : : 
The bitter diſpoſition of the time will have it ſo 
On Lord, weele follow you. LA es 

e/Ane.Good morrow all. . E xit e/Enea 

Par. And tell me noble Diomed; faith tell me true, 
Eyen in the ſoule of found good fellowſhip, 

Whoin your thoughts merits faire Helen moſt? 
My ſelfe, or MMenelans ? | 

Diem. Both alike. | 
He merits well to have her, thzt doth ſeeke her, 

Not making any {cruple of her ſoylure, 

"With ſach a hell of paine, and world of charges 

And you as well to keepe her, that defend her, 

Not pallating the talte of her diſhonour, 

Wirhſuch a coſtly loſſe of wealth and friends e 
 Helike a puling Cuckold, would drinke up 

Thelees and dregs of a flat tamed peece : - 

Youlikea letcher, out of whoriſh loynes, 

Are pleal'd to breede ont your inheritors : 

Both merits poyz'd, each weighs no lefſe nor more, 
Buthe as he, which heavier fora whore. 

Par. Youare too bitter to your country-WOman. _ 

Dis. Shee's bitter to her country : heare me Pars, 
For every falſe drop in her baudy veines, 

AGrecians life hath ſunke : for every ſcruple 

Of her contaminated carrion weight, 

ATroian hath beene ſlaine. Since ſhe could ſpeake, 

She hath not given ſo many good words breath, 
As for her Greekes and Troians ſuffred death. 

Par. Faire Diomed, you doe as chapmen doe, 
Diſpraiſe the thing that you deſire to buy : 
Butrwe in ſiience hold this vertue well ; 

'Weele not commend, what we intend to ſell, 
Here lyes our way. Exeunt. 
Enter Troylts and Creſſida. 


Troy. Deere,trouble not your ſelfe : the morne is cold. 
Creſ; T hen tweet my Lord, Itecall my Vnckle down; 
He ſhall unbolt the Gates. 
Trey, Trouble him not : 
Tobed, to bed ; {leepe kill thoſe pretty eycs, 
And give as ſoft attachment to thy ſences, 
As Infants empty of all thought. 
Creſ, Good morrow then. 
Troy. Iprithee no bed. 
Cre, Are you a weary of me ? 
Troy. O (eſſida! but rhat the buſie day 
Wak't by the Larke, hath rouz'd rhe ribald Crowes, 
And dreaming night will hide our eyes no longer : 
I would not from thee. 
(ref. Night hath beene too briefe. & ſtayes, 
Troy. Beſhrew the witch ! with vencmous wights ſhe 
As hidiouſly as hell $ bnt flies the graſpes of love, 
With wings more momentary, ſwifter then thought : 
 Touwill catch colde and curſe me. 
Creſ. Prithee tarry, you men will never tarry ; 
O fooliſh [re/7d, I might have till held of 
Andthen you would bave tarried. Hearke ther's one up. 
Pand. within, W hat's all the doorxes open here ? 
Troy, It is your Vnckle. Enter Pandarus, 
(ref. Apeltilence on him: now will he be mocking : 
{ſhall have ſucha life 
Pan, How now, how now? how goe maiden-heads ? 
Heare you Maide : wher's my cozin(reſſia? 
(Teſ.Go hang your ſelf, you naughty mocking Vnckle ; 


'* 2 


You bring me todoe—and then you floute me too, 

Pas, Todo what ? to do what ?let her ſay what ; 

W hat have I brought you to doe? | 

Ceſ. Come, come, beſhrew your heart ; youle nerebe 
good, nor ſuffer others. 

Pan.Ha,ha : alas poore wretch : a poore Chipochia,haſt 
not ſlept tonight? would henot( a naughty man) let it 
{lcepe: abug-beare take him. One knocks. 

Cre/. Did not 1 tellyou? would he were knockr ith' 
head. Who's that at doore? good Vncke gae and ſee. 
My Lord, come you againe into my Chamber : 

You {mile and mocke me, as if I meant naughtily. 

Troy. Ha, ha. | 

Cre. Come you are deceiv'd,] thinke of no ſuchthing. 
How earneſtly they knocke: pray you come in. Knocke. 
I would not for halfe Troy have you ſcene here. Exeunt. 

Pan. Who's there? what's the matter? will you beate 
downe the doore ? How now, what's the matter ? 

ene. Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 

Pan. Who's there,my Lord e/Eneas? by myrtroth I 
know you not : what newes with you ſo carly 2 

Ene. Is not Prince Troytwus here ? 

Pan, Here? what ſhould he doe here ? 

e-£ne. Come he is here,my Lord,doe not deny him : 
It doth import him muchto ipeake with me. 

Pan, Is he here ſay you ?*cis more thanT know, Ile be 
{worne ; For my owne part I camcin late : what ſhonld 
he doe here ? 

eExe. Who, nay then : Come, come, youle doe him 
wrong, ere yare ware ; yOule beſotruerohim, to bee 
falſe to him : Doe not you know of him, bur yet goe fetch 
him hither, goe. 


| Enter T roylus. 

Trey. How now, what's the matter ? 

e/£ne. My Lord, I ſcarce haveleiſure tofalute you, 
My matter 1s fo raſh : there is at band, 
Pars your brother, and Deiphobus, 
TheGrecian Diomed, and our Anthenor 
Deliver'd tous, and for him forth-with, 
Erethe firlt ſacrifice, within thjs houre, 
We mult give up to Diomedes hand 
The Lady Creſſida. 

T roy. Is it conciuded {o? 

Ene, By Priam, an the generall ſtate of Troy, 
They are at hand, and ready to aftect it, 

Troy. How may atchievements mocke me; 
I will goc meete them : and my Lord e/£neas, 
We met by chance : you did not find me here. 

e/Ene. Good, good, my Lord, the ſecrets of nature 
Have nct more gift intaciturnity. Exeunt, 


Enter Panaarus and Creſſid. 
Pan. Is't poſlible ? no ſooner got but loſt : the divell 
take eAnthenor ; the yong Prince will goe mad : a plague 
upon Anthenor ; I would they had brok's necke. 
Creſ. How now 2 what's the matter 2 who was heere? 
Pas, Ah, ha! | 
Creſ.W hy ſigh you.ſo profoundly ? where's my Lord? 
gone ? tell me {weet Vnckle, what's the matter ? 
Pan, Would I were as deepe under the earthas I am 
above. 
(re/. Othe gods! what's the matter > _ 
Pas,Prethee get thee in: would thon hadſt ne're been 
borne; I knew thou would'ſt be his death.O poore Gen- 
tleman : aplague upon Anthener, 


© Creſ. . 
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{eſ. Good Vnckle I beſeech you, on my knees, I be- 


Pan. Thou muſt be gone wench, thou muſt be gone; 
thou art chang'd for Antheror ; thou mult to thy Farher, 
and be gone from Troylus : "twill be his death : 'twill be 
his baine, he cannot beare it. : 

Creſ. O you immoxtall gods ! I will not got. 

Pau, Thou mult. 

Creſ. I will not Vnckle : I have forgot my Father: 

I know no touch of conſanguinitie : 

No kin, no love, no bloud, no ſoule, ſo neere me, 

As the ſweet Trepius : O you gods (divine ! 

Make Cre//ids name the very crowne of falſhood ! 

If ever ſhe leave Troylw : time, and death, 

Doto this body whatextremitie you can; 


Is asthe very Center of the carth, 

Drawing all things to it. I will goe m and weepe- 

Pan. Doe, does 
Creſ. Teare my bright hairc, and ſcratch my praiſed 


cheekes, 
Cracke my cleere voyce with ſobs, and breake my heart 


With ſounding T709/#s. I will not goe from Troy. Exemnte 


Emter Parts, Troylus, e/Eneas, Deiphobus, An- 
thenar and Diomeaes. 


Par. It is great morning,and the houre prefixt 
Of her deliverie to this valiant Greeke 

Comes faſt upon : good my brother Troylwe, 
Tell you the Lady what ſhe 15 to doe, 


| And haſt her tothe purpoſe. 


Troy. Walke in to her houſe: 
Te bring her to the Grecian preſently ; 
And to his hand , when I deliver her, 
Thinke it an Altar, and thy brother Troy! 
A Prieſt, there offring to it his heart. 
Par. I know what 'tis tolove, 
And would, as I (hall pitty, 1 could helpe. 
Pleaſe you walke in, my Lords. Exennt, 
Enter Pandarus and Creſſid. 
Pan. Be moderate, be moderate, 
(reſ. Why tell you me of moderation? 
The gricfe is fine, tull perfe& that I taſte, 
Andno lfleina ſenſcas ſtrong 
As that which cauſeth it. How can I moderate it? 
If I could temporiſe with my afteQion, 
Or brew it-to a weake and colder pallat, 
Thelike alaiment coald I give my gricfe : 
My love admits no qualifying crofle: Enter Troylus 
No more my griefe, in tuch a precious loſle. 
Pas. Here,here, here, he comes, a ſweet ducke. 
Creſ. O Troylt:,Trozl | 
Pan, What a paire of ſpectacles is here ? let meem- 
brace too: oh heart, as the goodly ſaying is; O heart,hea- 
vic heart, why fitreſt thou without breaking? where he 
anſwers againe ; becauſe thuu canſt rot eaſe thy ſmart by 
friendſhip,nor by ſpeaking:there was never a truer rime; 
letus cait away nothing, Hoe we may live to have neede 
of ſucha Verſe: we ſee it, we ſee it : how now Lambs ? 
Troy. Creſſid: Ilovethee info ſtrange apuritic; 
That the bleſt gods, as angry with my fancie, 
More bright in zeale, then the devotion which 
Cold lips blow.to their Deities - take thee rrom me. 
Creſ: Have the gods envie? 


| Bid them have patience : ſhe ſhall come anon- 


or my heart will be blowne up by the root. 


Pax. I,I,I,I,*tis too plainca caſe. 
Cre/. And 181t true, that I muſt goe from Troy > 
Troy. A havefull truth. 
Creſ. What, and from Troy/us too ? 
Trey. From Troy, and Tropime. 
Creſ: 1ſt poſſible ? 
Trey. And ſodainely, where injuric of chance 
Purs backe leave-taking, juſtles roughly by 
All time of pauſe ; rudely beguiles our lips 
Of allrejeyndure : forcibly prevents 
Ourlockt embraſures ; ſtrangiesour deere vowes, 
Even in thebirthofour owne laboring breath. 
We two that with ſo many thouſand ſighes 
Did buy each other, muſt poorely ſcll our ſelves, 
With the rude brevitie and diſcharge of our 
Injurious time ; now witha robbers haſte 
Crams his rich theeverie up, he knowes not hoy, 
As many farewels as be ſtars in heaven, 
With diſtin breath, and conſign'd kiſſesto them, 
He fumbles npalooſe adiew : 
And ſcants us with a ſingle famiſht kiſle, 
Diitaſting with the ſalt of broken teares, Evter «/Enear, 
e-Eneas within. My Lord, is the Lady ready ? 
Troy. Hearke, you are calt'd : ſome ſay the genius fo 
Cries, cometo himthat inſtantly muſt dye. 


Pan. Where are my teares? raine, tolay this winde, 


Cye/. I muſt then to the Grecians? 

Troy. Noremedy. 

(ref. A wofull Creſſid'mong'ſt the merry Greckes. 
Troy, When ſhall we ſecagaine ? 

| Heare me my love ; be thou but true of heart. | 
Creſ. Itrue? how now? what wicked deeme is this 


Trey. Nay, we muſt uſe expoſtulation kindly, 
I ſpeake not, bethou true, as fearing thee : 
For I will throw my Glove to death himſelfe, 
Bur bethou true, ſay I, to faſhion in 
My ſequent proteſtation : be thou true, 
Creſ« O you ſhall be expoſ'd, my Lord to dangers | 
As1nfinite, as imminent : but Ile be true. 
Weare this Sleeve. 
Creſ. And you this Glove. 
Troy. 1 will corrupt the Grecian Centinels, 
To give theenightly vifitation. 
Cref. O heavens: betrue againe ? 
Troy, Heare why 1ſpeake it; Love : 
Their loving well compot'd, with guiftof nature, 
Flowing and ſwelling ore with Artsand exerciſe : 
Alas, a kinde of godly jealouſie ; 
Which I beſeech you call a vertuous ſinne : 
Creſ, O heauens,you loue me not ! 
Troy. Dye a villaine then : 
So mainely as my merit : I cannot ſing, 
Nor heele the high Layolt : nor ſweetentalke : 


For it 1s parting from ns : 
That there's no maculation in thy heart : 
AndI will fee thee. 
Troy, And Ile grow friend g—_— ; 

W hen ſhall I ſee you? 

Bur yet be true. 

The Grecian youths are full of qualitie, 
How novelties may move, and parts with perſon. 
Makes me affraid. 

In this I doe not call your faith in queſtion 

Nor play at ſubtill games ; faire vertues all; 


To | 
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Parry 


Towhich the Grecians are moſt promptand pregnant : 
But I can tell that incach graceof theſe, 
There lurkes a ſtill and dumb-difcourſive divell, 
That tempts moſt cunningly : but benot tempted, 
{reſ. Doe notthinke 1 will : 
; Troy.No,but ſomething may be 
And ſometimes we aredivels to our elves, 
When we wil temprt the frailrtie ofour powers, 
Preſuming on their changefull potencie; 
AEneas within, Nay, gocd my Lord? | 
Troy, Come kiſle, and let us part. 
Paris within. Brother Troylns ? 
Troy, Good brother cowe you hither, 
And bring e/Eneas and the Grecian with you 
Creſ. My Lord, will you be true? 
| Troy, Who I? alas it igmy vice, my fault : 
Whiles other fiſh with craft for great opmnion, 
I, with great truth, catch meere {implicitic; | 
Whil't ſome with cunning guild their copper CLOWNes, 
With truth and plainnefle I doe weare mine bare. 


Ext. 


Emerthe Greekers 
Feare not my truth; the morrall of my wit 
Is plaineand true, ther's all the reach oft. 
Welcome fir Diomed, here is the Lady 
Which for Anteney, we deliver you- 
Atthe port (Lord) Ile give her to thy hand, 
And by the way poſleſſe thee what ſhe 1s. 
Entreate her faire ; and by my ſoule, faire Grecke, 
Ifere thou ſtand at mercy of my Sword, 
Name Cre//74, and thy life ſhall be as ſafe 
As Priamz is in Illion ? | 
Diom. Faire Lady (7eſvid, 
Sopleaſe you, ſavethe thankes this Prince cxpects : 
Theluftre in your eye, heaven in your cheeke, 
Pleades your faire viſage, and to Diced 
You ſhall be miltreſſe, and command him wholly. 
Troy. Grecian, thou dolt not uſe me courtcouſly, 
Tofhame the ſeale of my petition towards, | 
Ipraifing her. I tell thee Lord of Greece: 
She is as farre high ſoaring o're thy praiſes, 
ASthou-unwortby to be cal'd her ſervant : 
I charge thee uſe her well, even for my charge : 
For by the dreadfull Pluto, if thon doelt not, 
(Though the great bulke Achiles be thy guard) 
lle cut thy thy throateg 
Diem. Ob be not rfbv'd Prince Troylue ; 
Let me be priviledg'd by my place and meſlage, 
Tobe a ſpeaker free 5; when I am hence, 
lleanſwer to my luſt :and know my Lord ; 
Ile nothing doe on charge: to her owne worth 
She ſhall be priz'd : butchat you ſay be't ſo; 
lle ſpeake it in my ſpirit and honor, no, | 
Troy, Cometo the Port. lle tell thee Diomed, 
This brave, ſhall oft make thee to hide thy head : 
Lady, give me your hand, and as we walke, 
To our owne ſelvesbend we our needefull ralke. 
Sound Trumpet. 
Par. Harke, Hedtors Trumpet: 
ne, How have we ſpent this morning 
The Prince muſt thinke me tardy andremifle, 
That Cwore to ride before him in the field. ? $22 2686 
Par.” Tis Trojtzs fault ; come,come, to field with him. 
Exennt. 
Dio. Letus make ready ſtraight. ; 
e/Ene.Yea, with a bridegroomes trelh alacritic 
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done that we willkiot: 


——_———— 


— 


Let us addrefſe to tend on He&ors heeles : 
Theglory of our Troy doth this day lye 
On his faire worth, and ſingle Chiyalry. 


Enter Ajax armed, F chilles, Patroclus, Agamennon, 
Henelars, Viſſes, N eter, Calcas,c. | 


Aga. Hereart thou in apointment freſh and faire 
Anticipating time. With ſtarting courage, 
Give withthy Trumpet alowd note to Troy 
Thou dreadfull ej«x, that the apparled aire 
May plerce the head of the great Combatant, 
And hale him hither. 
4. Thou, Trumpet, ther's my purſe ; 
Now cracke thy lungs and ſplit thy feaſen pipe : 
Blow villaine, till thy ſphered Bias cheeke 
Out- {well the collicke of puft eZquilen : 
Come; {tretch thy cheſt, and letthy eyes ſpout bloud ; 
Thou bloweſt for Heftox. 
Ui. No Trumpet anſwers. 
Achil, *Tis but cariy dayes, Enter Dio.Creſ. 
Aga. Is not young Diomed with ( «lcas daughter Þ 
Vi. *Tis he, Iken the manner of his gate, 
He riſes on the toe : that ſpirit of his 
In aſpiration lifts him from the earth. 
Aga. Is this the Lady (reſvid ? 
Deo, Even ſhe. 
: Ae Molt deerely welcome to the Greekes , ſweete 
ady. 
Neſt. Our General! doth ſalute you withakifle. 
Yhf. Yet is your kindenefle but particular; 'twerebet- 
ter ſhe were kiſt ingenerall. 
Ne. And very courtly counſcll: Ile begin. So much 
for A\ e#tor. 
Achil, letake that winter from you lips: faire Lady 
Achilles bids yeu welcomes; 
CMene. I had good argument for kiſſing once. 
Patro. But thar's no argument for kiffing now; 
For this pop'r Pars in his hardiment. 
Viif. Oh deadly gall,and theame of all our ſcornes, 
For which we looſe our heads, to gild his hornes. 
Patro. The firft was AMentlaw kiile, this mine 3 
Patroclua kiſſes you. 
Mene, Ohthis istrim. 
Patr. Pars and I kiſſeevermore for him. 
Men. Ile have my kifle fir : Lady by your leave. 
Cre/- In kifling doe yourender, or receiye. 
Patr, Both take and give. 
Creſ. lle make my match to live, 


| The kiſſe you take is better then yougive : therefore no 


kiſle. 
CMene. Ile give you boote,lle give youthreefor one, 
o You are an odde man, give even, or give none» 
exe. An odde man Lady, every man is odde. 
© Creſ. No, Parwisnot ; for you know 'tis true, 
That you are odde, and he is even with you, 
Mene You fillip me a'th' head. 
Creſe No, Ile be ſworne. | 
715. It were no match, your naile againſt his horne : 
May I ſweet Lady bega kiſle of you ? 
Creſ. You may. | 
Vii: 1 deedeſire it, 
Creſ, Why begge then? _. $ 
Visſ. Why then for Yenns ſake, give mea kiffe : 
When Helen is a maid againe, and his 
{reſ: Tam your debtor, claime it when 'tis due. 
Vliſ. Never's 
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Vhyf. Never's my day, and thena kifle of you. 
Diem. Lady a word, Ile bring you ro your Father. 
eff, A woman of quicke ſence. 
Viyſ. Fie,fie, upon her : | : 
Ther's language in her eye, her cheeke, her lip; 
Nay, her taote ſpeakes, her wanton ſpirites looke out 
| Atevery joynt, and motive of her body : 
Oh theſe encounters ſoghb of tongue , 
That givea coaſting welcome ere 3r comes 3 
And wide unclaſpe the tables of their thoughts, 
Toevery tickling reader : ſet them downe, 
' For ſluttiſh ſpoyles of opportunitie ; 
And daughters ofthe game. Exennt. 
Emter all of Troy, Hector, Paris, «/Eneas, Helenns, 
and eAtrendants. 
All. The Troians Trumper. 
eAga. Yonder comesthe troope- 
e/£ne, Baile all you {tate of Greece : what ſhall be done 
To him that vi&orie commands ? or doe you purpoſe, 
A viRor ſhall be knowne : will you the Knights 
Shall tothe edge of21l extremitie 
Purſue cach other ; or ſhall be devided 
By any voice, or order of the field : Hettor bad aske ? | 
' Aga. Which way would Hettor have it ? 
e/Ene, He cares not,hee'le obey conditions, 
Age. "Tis done like Hedtor, but ſecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deale diſpriſing 
The Knight oppos'd. 
e/Ene. If not Achilles fir , what is your name? 
\ Acbil. If not Achilles, nothing. ; 
e/Ene. Therefore eAchilles; but what cre, know this, 
Inthe extremity of great and little: 
Valour and prideexccll themſelves in Hefor; 
The one almoſt as infinite as all; 
/Theother blanke as nothing: weigh him well: + 
And that which lJookes like pride, is curtefie : *- 
| This 4jax is halfe made of Hefors bloud , 
Inlove whereof, halfe He&or ſtayes at home : - * 
Halfe heart, halfe hand, halfe He&or, comes to ſecke 
This blended Knight, halfe Troian, and halfeGreeke. 
Achil, A maiden battaile then ? Ol perceive you. 
eFca. Here is fir, Diomed : goe gentle Knight, 
| Stand by our Ajax : as you and Lord e/Eneas 
| Conſent upon the order of theirfight, 
Sobe it ; either to the uttermoſt, 
Orelſea breach : the Combatants being kin, 
Halfe ſtints their ſtrife, before their ſtrokes begin. 
Viyſ: They are oppos'd 2lready, 
Age. What Troian is that ſame that lookes ſo heavy ? 
Vii. The youngeſt Sonneof Priam ; 
And a true Knight ; they call him 770p/us ; 
Nor yet mature,yet matchleſſe, firme of word, 
Speaking in deedes,and deedelefle in his tongue ; 
Not ſoone provok't, norbeing provok't, ſoonecalm'd ; 
His heart and hand bothopen, and both free 
For what he has, he gives ; what thinkes, he ſhewes; 
Yet gives henottill judgement guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifiesan impaire thought with breath : 
Manly as He@or, but more dangerous ; 
For Heer in his blaze of wrath ſubſcribes 
To tender objz&s ; bur he, in heate of a&ion 
Is more vindicative then jzalous love. 
They call him'Trey{ ; and on him ere, 
A ſccond hope,as faircly builr as. HeQor. 
Thus ſates e£xeas, one that knowes the youth, 
Evento his inches : and with private ſoule, 


\ 
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ee, | 


Did in great Illion thus tranflate him tome. Ale my, 
Aga. They are inaction. 
NeFt. Now Ajax hold thine owne. 

Troy, Helter, thou ſleep'ſt, awakethee. 
Aga. His blowes are weldiſpos'd there Ajax. tripe, 
Diwom. You muft no more. Ceaſe, 


e/Ene. Princes enough, ſopleaſe you. 
Aja, Iam not warme yet, {ct us fight againe, 
Diom. As Heflor plealcs. 
Fett, Why then will I no more ; 
Thouartgreat Lord, my Fathersſiſters Sonne ; 
A couſen german to great Priams ſecede : 
The obligation of our bloud forbids 
A gorie emulation*twixt us twaine : 
Werethy commixion, Greeke and Trojan fo, 
That thou covld'ſt ſay, this hand is.Grecianall, 
And this 1s Troian ; the ſinewes of this Legec, 
All Grecke, and this all Troy : my Methers bloud 
Runs on the dexter cheeke, and this fniſter 
Bounds in my fathers: by [ove multipotent, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not bearefrom me a Greekith member 
Wherein my ſword had not impreflure made 
Of our ranke feud : butthe juſt gods gainſay, 
That any drop thou borrwd'ſt from thy mother, 
My facred Aunt, ſhould by my morrtall Sword 
Be drained. Let me embrace thee A;ax: 
By him that thunders, thou haſt luſty armes 3 
He?tor would havethem fallupon him thus, 
Cozen,all honor to thee. 
Aja, I thanke thee H: for: 
Thou art too gentle, and too freea man : 
I came to kill thee Cozen, and beare hence 
A great addition, earned inthy death. 
Hett. Not Neoptolemus ſo mirabie, 
On whoſe bright creſt, fame with her lowd'ſt (O yes) 
Cries, This is he ;could promiſe tohimſclte, 
A thought of added honor, torne from Heer. 
eEne. There is expeRance here from boththe ſides, 
Vhat further you will doe? 
Hetl, Wee anſwere it: 
The iſſue is embracement : ex, farewell, 
Ajax, 1f I might in entreatics finde ſucceſle, 
Asſc1d ] have the chance ; I woulddeſire 
My famous Couſin toour Grecian Tents. 
Diem, *Tis Agamemnons wiſh, and great Achilles 
Doth leng to ſee unarm'd the yalignt Hector. 
Fee. e/Eneas, call my brother TYoylas to me : 
And ſignifiethis loving enterview 
To the expeRors of our Troian part : 
Defirethem home.” Give me thy hand, my Couſin: 
I will goe cate with thee, and {ce your Knights: 
Emer Agamemmon and the reit. 
Aja. Great Agamemnon comes to mecte us here. 
Hec. The worthieſt of them, tell me name by nam: 
But for Achilles, mine owne ſerching eyes 
Shall finde him by his largeand portly ſize, 
Aga. Worthy of Armes : as welcome as to one, 
That would be rid of ſuch an enemy. 
But that's no welcome : underſtand more cleere 
W hat's paſtand what's to come, is ftrew'd with huskes 
And formeleſſe ruine of oblivion : 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely fromall hollow bias drawing : 
Bidsthee with moſt divine integritie, 
From heart of very heart, great Hector welcome. 
Hee, Ithanke thee moſt imperious Agemenmnor- 
| Age M73 
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' Aga, My well-fam'd Lord of Troy, no lefle to you. Achil. Behold thy fill. 
' An. Let meconfirme my Princely brothers greeting, | Hee. Nay, I have done already. 
' You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither, Achil. Thou are too breefe, I will the ſecond time, 
' Hi, Whom muſt weanſwer? AsI would buy thce, view thee; limbe by limbe. 
' Ante; The Noble Menelars. Hee. Olikea booke of ſport thow'lt reade me ore : 
' Hefl, O, you my Lord, by Mars his gauntlet thanks, | But there's more in me thenthou underſtand'ft. 
"Mocke not; that i affet th' untraded Oath, . Why doeſt thou ſo oppreſſe me with thine eye? 
Your quondamn wife (weares ſtill by Feaws Glove Achit. Tell me you Heaveas,in which part of his body } 
Shee's well, but bad me not commend her ro you. Shall I deſtroy him ? Whether there, orthere;or there, 
'Men.Name her not now fir, ſhe's a deadly Theame, Thar I may give the locall wound a name, 
Hec. O pardon, I offend. : And make diſtin& the very breach, where-our 
Ne#. Thave (thou gallant Troyan) ſcene thee oft Hectors preat ſpirir flew, Anſwer me heavens, 
Labouring for deitiny, make cruell way Hee. It would diſcreditthebleſt gods, proud man, 
"Through rankes of Greekiſh youth: andT have ſeenthee | To an{wer fucha qreſtion : Stan4 againe ; 
Aghot as Perſens, ſpurre thy Phrygian Steed, Think'ſt thouto catch my lite fo pleaantly, 
And ſeene thee ſcorning forfeits and ſubduments, As to prenominate in nice conjeRure | 
When thou haſt hung thy advanced ſword 1th' ayre, W here thou wilt hit me dead? 
Notletting it decline onthe declined! =. Achil. I tell thee yea. 
That I haue ſaid unto my ſtanders by, Hee, Wert thou the Oracle to tell meſo, 
Loc Iupiter is yonder,dealinglitcs” Id not beleevethee : henceforth guard thee well, | 
And I have ſcene thee paulc ,and rake thy breath, For Ile not kill thee there, nor there,nor there, 
When that a ring of Greekes have hem'd thee in, But by the forge that ſtychicd Mars his helme, | 
Like an Olympian wreſtling. This have I ſeene, Ile killthee every where, yea, ore and ore. | 
But this thy countenance (it1ll Iocktin icele) You w1ſelt Grecians, pardon me this bragge, 
I never ſaw till now. I knew thy Grandlire, His infotence dravwes folly from my lips, 
| And once fought with him; he was a Souldier good, But Ile endevour deeds to match theſe words; 
But by great Mars( the captaine of us all,) Or maylI never | 
Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee, Atax, Do not chafe thee Cofin ; 
And (worthy Warrior) welcometo our Tents, Andyou Acbiltes, letthicſe threats alone 
e/Ene. "Tis the old Neſtor. | ' | Tillaccident, or purpoſe bring youtoo'r. | 
Bert. Let me embrace thee good old Chronicle, You may have every day enough of Hector 
That haſt ſo long walk'd hand in hand with time ; If you have ſtomacke. The gcnerall ſtate I feare, 
Moſt reverend N effor, I am glad to claſpe thee. Can ſcarſe intreat you to-be odde with him. | 
Ne. I would my armes could watch thee in conterition Hes, I pray you let us ſee you inthe ficld, 
As they contend with thee in courtelie. We have had pelting Warres fince you refus'd 
Hee. 1 would they could. The Grecians cauſe. 


Nef. Ha? by this white beard I'Id fight with thee to | Achil. Doſt thon intreat me Hector? 
morrow. Well, welcom, welcome : I have ſcen the time, | To morrow do I meere thee fellas death, 


Ulf. I wonder now, how yonder City ftands, To might, all Friends. 
When we have here her Baſc and pillar by us. Hec. Thy hands upon that match. 
Hee, I know your favour Lord Viyſſes well. Aga. Firlt, all you Peeresof Greece go to my Tent, 
Ah fir, there's many a Grecke and Troyan dead; There in the full convive you : Afterwards, 
Since firſt T ſaw your ſcHfe, and Di2med As Hectorsleaſure, and your bounties ſhall 
InIllion , on your Greckiſh Embaſſies. Concurre together, feverally intreat him. | 
*Vhſ. Sir, I forctold you then what would enfue, Beate lowd the Taborines,let the Trumpets blow. 
My propheſie is but halte his journey yer; That this great Soaldier may his welcome know-Exennt. 
or yonder wals.chat partly front your rowne, _ Trey. My Lord Ulyſſes, tel} me 1 betcech you, | 
Yond Towers, whoſe wanton tops do buſle theclouds, | In what place of the Field doth Caſcas keepe ? | 
Maſt kifſe their owne teet. Ulyſ. At Menelaus Tent, molt princely Zroplns, 
Hee, T mult notbeleeve you : There Dzomeddoth teatt with him to night, | 
There they ſtand yet : and modeſtly T thinke, Who neither lookes on heaven, nor on earth, 
The fall of every Prygian ſtone will colt But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
Adrop of Grecian blood : the end crownes all, On the faire (refs. | 
And that old common Arbitrator, Time, Troy. Shall I ({weet Lord) be bound tothee ſo much, 
Wil one day end its After we part from Agamemnens Tent, | 
Vl: Soto him we leaveit. Tobring me thicher ? 
Moft gentle, and moſt valiant Hector, welcome ; Viz. You ſhall command me fir: 
After the Generall, I beſecech you next As gentle tell me, of what Honour was 
 Tofeaſt with me, and ſee me at wy Tent, This (7eſ/ida in Troy, had ſhee no Lover there 
Achil, T ſhall foreſtall thee Lord Y'iyſſes, thou : That walles her abſence ? | 
Now Hector I have fed mine eyes on thee, Troy. O ſir, te ſuch as boaſting ſhew their ſcarres, 
I have with exact view perus'd thee Hecter, A mocke isdue : will you walke on-my Lord? 
And quoted joynt by joynits Shc was belov'd, ſhe lov'd; ſhe is, and dooth. | 
Hee. Is this Achilles? But ſtill ſweet Love 1s food for Fortunes tooth. Exexnr. 
Achil, Tam chiles. , Enter Acilles, and Partroclas, - 12 
Hee. Stand faire I prythee, let me looke on thee. Achil. Ile heat his blood with Greekiſh wine _ 8 
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Which with my Semirar Ile coole to merrow : 
Patroclus, It us Feaſt him tothe hight. 

Pat, Heere comes Therfres.: Enter Therſnes, 

eZchil, How now, thou core of Envy ? | 
Thou cruſty batch of Nature, what's the newes ? 

Ther. Why thou picture of what thou ſeem'ſt ,6-1doll 
of Ideot-worlſhippers, here's a Letter for thee. 

' Achil. From whence, Fragment ? 

Ther. Why thou full diſh of Foole, from Troy 

Par, Who keepes the Tent now ? 

Ther. The Surgeons box, or the patients wound. 

Parr. Well-ſaid'adverſity,and what need theſe tricks? 

Ther, Prythee be filent boy, I profit not by thy talke, 
thou artthought t obe Achilles male Varlot. 

Patro, Male Variot you Rogue ? What's that? 

Ther. Why his maſculine Whore. Now the rotten 
diſcaſes of the South, guts-griping Rupturcs, Catarres, 
Loades a gravell ith? backs, L-thargics, cold Palhes, arid 
the like,take and take agaiue, ſuch prepoſterous diſcove- 
ries. 

Pat. Why thou damnable box of envy thou , what 
mear'ſt thou to curſe thus? 

Ther. DoI curſe thee ? 

Patr. Why no, you ruinous But , you whorſon indi- 
ſ{tinguiſhable Curre. 

Ther. No? why artthou then exaſperate , thou idle, 
immateriall skeine of Sleyd filke ; thou greene Sarcenct 
flap for a ſore eye, thou roſſell of a Prodigals purſe thon: 
Ab how the poore world is peſtred with tuch water-flies, 
diminutiues of Nature. 

Pat. Ont gall. 

Ther, Finch Egge- 

Ach. My {ſweet Patroclas, I am th' warted quite 
From my great purpote in to worrowes battcll : 


| Heere is a Lecter from Queene Hecnbe, 


A token from her daughter, my taire Love, 

Both caxing me, and gaging meto keepe 

An Oath that I have tiyorne. 1 wall not breake it, 

Fall Greek, faile Fame, Honor or go, or ſtay, 

My mator vow lyes heere ; this Ile obay : 

Come, come Therfires, heipe to trim my Tent, 

This night in banquetting muſt all be ſpent. 

Away Patrocluz. Exit. 
Ther. With to much bloud, and too little Brain,theſe 

two may run mad: but if with roo much braine, and too 

little blood, they do, Ile be a curer of madmen. Heere's 

Agamemnen, an honeſt tellow enough, and one that loves 

Quailes, but he has nat to much Braineas care-wax ; and 

the goodly transformation of lupiter there his Brother, 


the Bull, the primative Statue , and oblique memoriall of 


Cuckolds, atbrifty ſhooing-horne inachaine , hanging 
at his Brothers legge,to what forme but that he is,ſhould 
witlarded with malice,and malice forced with wit,turne 
him to : to an Aﬀe were nothing, hee is both Aﬀe and 
Oxe; toan Oxe were nothing, hee is both Oxe and Aﬀle : 
to be a Dogge, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toade, a Li- 
zard, an Owle, a Puttocke, or a Herring without aRoc, 
I would not care : but to be Menelars, I would conſpire 


{ againſt Deſtiny. Aske menot what I would be, if I were 
| not Therſies : for I carenot to bee the lowſe of a Lazar, 


{oI were not Merelars. Hoy-day ſpiritsand fires. 
Enter Heitor, Ajax, Agamemnen, V lyſſes, Ne- 
for, Diomed, with Lights. 
Aga. Wego wrong, we go wrong. 
Ajax. Noyonder 'ris, there where we ſee the light. 
Hef. Itrouble you. 


Ajax. No, not a whit. 
Enter Achilles, 

Vi: Hecre comes himſclfeto guide you ? 

Achil. Welcome brave Heer, welcome Princes all. 

Agam, So now faire Prince of Troy,]1 bid goodnight 
Ajax commands the guard totendon you. ; 

Hett. Thanks, and goodnight tothe Greeks general] 

Her, Good night my Lord. 

Hef, Goodnight ſweet Lord Meneleus. 

Ther. Sweet draught : ſweet quoth-a? ſweet finke 
{weet ſure. | ; 

Achil, Goodnight and welcom, both at once, tothoſe 
thar go, or tarry. 

Aga, Goodnight. | 

Achil. Old Neſtor tarries,and you too Diomed, 
Keepe Heftor company an houre, or two, 

Dre. I cannot Lord, I have important buſineſſc, 
The tide whereof is now, goodnight great Hettor, 

He&. Give me your hand. 

Fly. Follow his Torch, he goes to Chatcas Tent, 
Ie keepe you company 

Troy. Sweet {ir, you honour me, 

Hef. And ſo good night. 

Achil. Come, come, enter my Tent. 

Ther, That fame Diemed's a falſe-hearted Rogue , a 
moſt unjuſt Knave ; I will no more truſt him when hee | 
lecres,then I will a Serpent when he hifles : he wiilſpend 
his mouth &promie,like Brabler the Hound; but when 
he performes, Aſtronomers foretcllit, that it is prodigi- 
ous, there will come {ome change : the Sunne borroges 
of the Moone when Diomed ixcepes his word, I will a 
ther leave to ſee Heftor, then not to dogge him: they fay, | 
he keepesa Troyan Drab , ane uſes the I raitonr Chales 
his tent. Ile after ——o Noching bur Letcherie ? All 
incontinent Varlets. £ xemt, 


_—— 


Enter Diomed, 

Dto.Whatare you up here ho? ſpeake ? 

Chal. Who cals? 

Dio. Diomed,Chalcas(T thinke wher's you Daughter? 

( hal. She comes to you. 

Enter Troylus and Uliſes. 
Ub. Stand where the Torch may not diſcover us. 
Enter (eſſid. 

Troy. (reſjidcome forth to him. 

Dio, How now my charge? 

Creſ.Now my ſweet gardian:hearkea word with you. 

Troy. Yea,(o familiar? 

Vi. She will ſing any man at firlt fight. 

Ther. And any man may finde her, if he can take her 
life : ſhe's noted. 

D#o. Will you remember ? 

Cref. Remember ? yes. 

Die. Nay ,but doc then; ana let your minde be col- 
pled with your words. 

Troy. Whar ſhould ſhe remembers ? 

Vliſ. Liſt ? | 

Creſ. Sweet hony Greek, tempt me no more to folly: 

Ther, Roguery. ; 

Dio, Nay then; 

Creſ: lle tell you what. 

Dee. Fo, fo, come teli2 pin, you are a forſworne— 

Creſ. In faith 1 cannot; what would you have me do? 

Ther. A jugling tricke, to be ſecretly open. 

Dio. What did you ſweare you wonldbeſtow on me? 

Cre. T prethee doe not hold me to mine cath. 
Bid me doe any thing but that ſweer Grecke. 


On D__ 


Exim, | 


6c. 


Die. Good | 
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"Dio.Good night. 


- Creſ. Diomed. 


01 wil breake out. 


Ul/;: Come,come. 


Vii. My Lora. 


Dio, Whoſe was t? 


D1e.1 ſhall haxe it, 
Creſ: What,this? 
Dio. 1 that. 


AsI kifſe rhee. 


I— 


' Troy. Hold patience. 
' - Jliſ-How now Troian? 


Troy, I will be patient, out 
| Cref: Yon looke upon that Sleeve?behold it well: 
He lov'd me:O falſe wench:give't me againe. 


Trey. She ſtroakes his checks 


, 


| | Dio. Nay,due not ſnatch it from me. OE 
| _ Creſ.He that takes that,takes my heart withall. 


Dio. No,no,good night:Ile be your toole no more. 
Troy. T hy becter mult. | 
{Feſ. Hearke one word in your care. 
Trey. O plague and madneſle! 
Ubſ. You are moved Prince,let us depart I pray you, 
| Leſt your diſpleaſure ſhould enlarge it {elite 
To wrathfull rearmes:this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly: 1 beteech you goe* 
Trop. Behold, pray you. 
Ukſ. Nay, good my Lord goe off: 
Youflow to great diſtration:come my Lord? 
Troy. | pray thee (tay? 
Viiſ. You have not patience,come. 
Troy. I pray you ſtay?by hell and all hells torments, 
I will not ſpeake a word. 
Die. And fo good night. 
' (Fel; Nay,bus youpart in anger. 
+ Trop. Dorh that gricve thee?O withered truth! 
Vf. Why,how now Lord? 
Trey. By Jovel will be patient. 
_ Creſ. Gardiam? why Greeke? 
| | -- Dio, Fo,fo,adew,you palter. ; 
|. Creſ« In faith I doe not:come hither once aguine. 
#7. You ſhake my Lord at ſomething;will you goe? 


Troy. Nay ſtay,by [ove will not ſpeake a word. 

There is betweene my will,and all oftences, 

Aguard of patience; tay alittle while. FD 

' Ther, How the divell Luxury with his fat rumpe and 
Potato finger,tickles theſe together-frye lechery,frye, 
Do. But will you then? 

(ref. In faith 1 will goe;never truſt me elſe. 

Dio, Give me ſome token for the ſurety of its 

(ref. le fetch you one. 

Uli. You have iworne patience. 
| Troy, Feare me not ſweete Lord. 
I willnot be my {clfe,nor have cognition 
Of what I feelc:1am all patience. 
Ther.Noiw the pledge,now,now,now. 
Creſ. Here Dremed,keepe this Sleeve. 
Troy. O beauty ! where is thy Faith? 


Enter Creſſid. 


wardly I will. 


Creſ. It 1s no matter now I have't againe. 
I will not mecte with you tomorrow nigh:: 
[prythee Dromed vilite me no more, 

Ther, Now ſhe barpens: well faid W 


hetſtone; 


Creſ. O all you gods $O pretty,pretty pledge; 
Thy Maiſter now lies thinking in his bed _ 
Ofthee and me,and fighes,and takes my Glove, 
And gives memoriall dainty kiſſes to it; 


| Die. I had your heart before,this followes it. 
Troy. I did ſiveare patience. 

Creſ.You ſhallnot have it Diomed:faich you ſhall nor 
Ile giue you ſomething elle, | 

Dze. I will have this:whoſe was it? 

Cre/. It is no matter. 

Dtzo. Come tcll me whoſe it was? 

Cref. Twas one that lov'd me better then you will, 
Put now you have it, take it. 

Dio. Whole: was it? 

Cre/. By all D#anas waiting women yonder, 
And by her {clfe,I will not tell you'wboſe. 

Dwe. To morrow will weareit on my Helme, 
And grieve his lpiric that daresnot challenge it. 

Tro. Wen thouthe divell,and wor'ſt it onthy horne, 
It ſhould be challeng'd. | 

Creſ. Well, well,tis done;tis paſt;and yet it is not: 
I will not keepe my word. 

Dio. Why then farewell, 
Thou never ſhalt mocke Diomed againe. 

(ref: You ſhalrnor goc:one cannot ſpeake a word, 
Bur it ſtrair itarts you. 

Die. 1 doenotlit ethis fooling. 

Ther. Nor I by Plate: but that that likes not me, plea- 
ſes me beſt. 

Dio. W hat ſhall I come?the houre. 

Creſ. I, come:O Jove! doe,come:1 ſhall be plagu'd. 


Cref. Good night ? I prythee come: 
Trojlustarewelldone eye yetlookes on thee, 
But with my heart,the other cye,doth ſee- 


Ah poore our ſexc;this fault in us I finde: 
The errqur of our e5e,directs our minde. 
W hat errour leads,mult crre:O then conclude, 
Mindes ſwai'd by eyzs,are full. of turpitt;de. £xit. 
Ther. A proofe of {trength ſhe could not publiſh more; 
Vnleſle ſhe fay,my minde1s now turn'd whore. 
Ul. AF's done my Lord. 
Troy. It is. 
Vf. W hy ſtay we then?. -.. 
T roy. To make arccordation to my ſoule 
Of every ſyllable that hece was ſpoke; 
But if | tell how theſe two did coact; 
Shall I not lie, in publiſhing a truth? 
Sith yet there is a credence 1n my heart: 
An eſperancc fo obſtinately ſtrong, 
T hat doth invert that xett of eyes and eares; 
As if thole organs had deceptious fun4ions, 
Created onely to calumaiate. 
Was (reſſd here? 
UVhſc 1 cannot conjure Trojan, 
Troy. She was not lure. 
Vti{. Moſt ſure ſhe was. 
Tror. Why my negation hath notaſte of madneſſe? 
Yhſ. Nor mine my Lord: Crefſid was here but now. 
Troy, Let 1t not be beleey'd for womanhood: 
Thinke we had mothers;doe not give advantage 
To ſtubborne Criticks,apt without a theame 


Do. Farewell till then. Ex. \ 


| 


For deprayation,to ſquare the generall ſex _ 

By Creſsids rule-Rather thinke this not (5 eſ5id. | 

Yiif. What hath the done Prince,that can foyle our 
mothers --. CAT DE: | 

Troy. Nothing at all, unleſſe that this were ſhe.. 

Ther. Will he ſwagger k:tmſelfe out. on's owne eyes? | 

Troy. This ſhefno,this ts Diomeds Creſrida: 


If bequty have aſoule,this 1s nor ſhe: .' | 
bb If! 
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If foules guide vowes;if vowesare ſantimony; 
If antimony be the gods delight; 

If cherebe rule in uniry it ſelte, 

This is not ſhe: O madncſle of diſcourſe! 

Thar cauſe ſets up, with;and againſt thy ſelfe, 
By foule aathorirty:where reaſon can revolt 
Without perdition,and lofle afſume all reaſon, 
Without revolt. This is,and is not Creſſid: 
Within my ſoule,there doth conducea fight 
Of this ſtrange nature,that a thing inſcparate, 
Divides more wider then the skie and earth: 
And yet the ſpacious bredth of this diviſion, 
Admits no Orifece for apoint as ſubtie, 

i As Ariachner broken woote to enter: 
Inſtance,O 'inftance!{trong as P /xroes gates: 
Creſſidis mine,tied withche bonds of heaven; 
Inſtance O or mne naty, as heaven it ſelfe: 

The bonds of heaven are 

And with another knot five finger ried, 

The fractions of her faith,orts of her love: 

The fragments, ſcraps,the birs,and greacy reliques, 
Of her ore-caten faith,are boand co Diomed. . _, 


ipt,diffolv*d, and loos'd: 


* Us/.May worthy Troy/zs be halfe attached © 


With that which here his paihon doth exprefle? 


Troy. | Greeke,and that ſhall be divulged well 


In Characters,as redas Afars his heart 

Inflam'd with Yewzs;never did yong man fancy 
With ſocternall and fo fixt a {oule- 

Hearke Greek:agmuchas 1 doe Creſſidalove; 

So much by weight, hate I her Doomed, 

That Steeve is mine,thar hecle beare in bis Helme: 
Were it a Caske compos'd by Yulcars $kill, 

My Sword ſhould bite ir:Not the dreadfull ſpout, 
W hich Shipmen doe the Hurricano call, 
Conftring'd in maſſe by the almighty Fenne, 
Shall dizzic with more clamour Neptunes eare 

In hisdiſcentzthen ſhall my prompted ſword, 
Falling on Dromed. 


Ther. Heeletickle it for his cqneupy 
Troy. © Creſſid! O falſe Creſſid | falſe, falſe, falſe: 


Letall nntraths ſtand by thy Nained name, 
And theyle ſeeme glorious. 


Vi. O containe your ſelfe: 


Your paſſion draweseares hither. ' 


| Enter e/Eneals 
En. 1 have becne ſeeking you this houre my Lord: 


He for by this is arming him in Troy. | 
efiax your Guard, ftales tro conduct yon home. 


Troy. Have with you Prince: my curtcous Lord adew: 


. Farewell revolted faire: and Diomed, 


Stand faſt,and weare a Caltle on thy head. 
Vt. Tle bring you to the Gates. 
Troy. Acceptdiſtrated thankes. 
Exeunnt T' ojlns,/Eneas.and Viyſſes. 
Ther. Would I could meete that roague Diomed , 1 


would croke like a Rayen : I would bode, I would bode: 
Patroclss will giree'any thing forthe intelligence of 


this whoretthe Parrot will nor do more foran Almond, 
then he for a commodious drab : Lecheryechery, ſtill 
warres andlechery,nothirgelſe holds faſhion, A burning 


divell. take they, ' | Exit. 

_ Enter Hellor and Andromache. 
And. When'wasmy Lord ſo'much angentlytemper'd, 
To ſtop his cares igainſt admoniſhment? | -- 
Vnarme,vimarme;and U6cnor'fight to day. 


Hef.Y ou traine me to'effendyon:get you gone. 
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By the everlaſting gods, Ile goc. 
And, My dreames will ſure prove ominous to the day 
Heet, No more I ſay. Enter (aſſandra, 
Caf. Where is my brother Heftor? 
e2na.Here (iſter,arm'd,and bloudy in intent: 

Comfort with mein loud and deere petition: 

Purſue we himon knees:for I have dreampt 

Of bloudy turbulence;and this whole nighr 

Hath nothing beene bur ſhap.es,2nd formes of ſlaughter, 
(of. O, tis true. 

Het. Ho? bid my Trumpet ſound. 
Caſ. No notes of fally,tor the heavens, ſweet brother. 
Hef. Begon 1 fay:the gods have heard me ſ\veare, | 
Caf. The godsare deate to hot,arnd pezviſh vow: s; 
They are polluted cffrings,moreabhord 
Then ſpotted Livers 1a the ſacrifice. 
eng. O be perlwaded,doc nor count it holy, 

To hurt by being juſt;itis as lawfull: 

For we would count give much toas violent thefts, 

And rob in the bchaite of charity, 

Caſ. It is the purpoſe that makes ſtrong the vouwe; 

But vowes to every purpole mult not hold: 

Vnarme {weete Hettor, 

Het. Hold you (till I ſay; 

Mane honour keepes the weather of my fate: 

Life every man tolls deere, but che deere man 

Holds honor faite more precious-deere,then life. 

Enter Troylus. 
How new yong manfmean'ſt thou to fight to day? 
Ard. (aſſanara, call my fathcr to perſwade. 
Exit Caſſandra, 
Het. No faith yong Treylus ; doffe thy harnefle youth; 

I am to dayiih 'vaine of Chivalry? 

Ler grow thy Sinews tiil their knots be ſtrong; 

And tempt nor yet the bruſhes of the warre. 

Vnarmetnee,goe,and doutt thou not brane boy, 


— 


le ſtandto Gay, torthee,and me,and Troy. 


Troy. Bro:her,you have a viceof mercy in you; | 
W hich verter fi.sa Lyongthen a man. | 

Hef. W hat vice is thai?good Troyins chide me for it. | - 

Trey, When many times the captive Grecian tals, 
Even inthe fanne and winde of your faire Sword: 
You bid them rife, and live. 

Bet. O tis faire play. 

Troy. Fooles play,by heaven Fetter, 

Fee, How row?how nowe 

Trey. For th*.ove of all thegods | 
Ler's leave the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers; 
And when we have our Armors buckled on, | 
The venom'd vengcance ride upon our ſwords, 
Spur them to ructull worke,reinethem from ruth. 

Het. Fi: ſavage, fic. | 

Troy. Hector,thcn tis warres, 

Bec. Troyins,1 would not bave you fight today. 

Trey. Who ſhould wich-hold me? 
Not fate,obedience,nor the hand of Mars, 
Beckning with fiery trunchion my retire; 
Not Preamnus,and Hecauba on knees; 
Their eyes orc-galled with recourſe of tcares; 
Nor you my brother,withyour true ff(yord drawre 
Oppos'd to hinder me,ſhould top my way: 
But by my ruine. 
Enter Priam and Caſiandra. 

Cal. Lay hold upon him Priam,hold kim faſt: 
He is thy crutch;now ifthou looſe thy ſtay, 
Thou on him'kkaning,andall Troy on thee, 
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Fllall together. 


* Priam.Come Hefor,come,goe backe: Emer Therſites in eKcar ſion, 


Thy wife hath dreampt:thy mother hath had viſions; E1+ wee | 
 {aſandra doch foreſee;and I my felfe, Ther. Now they a® clapper-ciawing one another ;Ite | 
Am like a Propher { uddenly enrapt, goe looke on : that difſembling abhominable varlet Dje- 
totell thee that this day is ominous: meae , has got that ſame ſcurvy, doting, fooliſh yong | 
Therefore come backe. knaves Sleeve of Troy , therein his Helme:1 would faine 

HeB. c/Eneas isa field, tce them meet; that;that ſame yong Troian afſe, that loves | 
And I do ſtind engag'd to miany Greekes, the whore there , mightſend that Greekiſh whore-mai- | 
Eyen in the faith of valour,to appeare iterly villaine, with the Sleeve, backe to the diſſembling 
This morning to them. luxurious drabbe,of a ſleeveleſle errant. O'th'tother ſide, 

"Priam. I, but thou ſhalt not goc, the pollicy of thole crafty ſwearing raſcals; that ſtole 

Hef. I muſt not breake my faith: | | old Mouſe-eatendry cheete , Neftor : 2nd thatſame dog- 
You know me dutifull,;therefore deare fir, toxe Vhſſes 1s not prov'd worth a Black-berry: They tet 
Letme not ſhame reſpet;bnt give me leave me up in pollicy , that mungrill curre Asax, againſt that 
To take that courſe by yonr conſent and voice, dogge of as bad akinde , Achilles. And now isthe curre 
Which you doe here forbid me, Royall Priam: Atiax prouder then the curre echilles , and will not arme 

Caf. O Priam,yeeldenot to him. to day. Whereupon , the Grecians began to proclaitme 
And. Doe not deere father. | barbariſme;:nd pollicy growes into an ull opinton. 

Heft, Andromache 1 am offended with you: | Enter Diomed and Troylus. 
Vpotithe love you beare ime,get you 1N. | Soft,heere comes Slceve,and th'other. | 
| Exit Audromache. T rop. Flye not : for ſhould'it thou take the River Stix, 
Troy. This foo!i{h,dreaming, ſuperſtitious girle, I would ſwim after: 
Makes all theſe bodements., Dim. Thou do'it miſcall retire: 
(af. O farewell,decre Heetor: I doe not flye;but advantagious care 
Looke how thou dieft;looke how thy eye turnes pale: Withdrew me from the oddes of nwltitude: 
Looke how thy wounds doe bleede at many vents: Have at thee? | 
Hearke how Troy roares;ho Hecwba cries ont; Ther: Hold thy whore Grecian:now for thy whore 
How poore Andremache ſhrils her dolonr forth; Trojan:Now the Sleeve,now the Slecve. 
Behold diſtration,frency,and amazement, Enter HeFor. 
Like wittefſe Antickes one another meete, Hef. W hat art thou Greek?art thou for Hectors match? 
Andall cry Hector, Hectors dead: O Hector | Art thou of bloud,and honour? 
Troy. Away. Ther. No, no :I am araſcall:a ſcurvy railing knave : a 
Caf. Farewell:yes,ſoft: Hector I take my leave; very filthy rogue. 
Thou do'lt thy ſelfe,and all our Troy deceive. E x1, Fec. T doe belecre thee,live. 

Hec, You are amaz'd,my Liege.at her exclaime: Ther. God a mercy , that thou wilt beleeve me; but a 
Goe in and cheere the Towne, weele forth and fight: plagve breake thy necke---for frighting me : whar's be- 
Doe deedes of praiſe,and tell you them at night. come of the wenching rogues ? I thinkethey have ſwal- 

Priam, Farewell:the gods with ſafety ltand aboutthee, | lowed one another, I would jaugh at that miracle---yer 
eAlarum. in aſort,lechery cates it ſelfe.; Ileleeke them. 

Troy, They are at if, hearke:proud Diomed,belceve Exit. 

I come to looſe my arme,or winne my fleeve, Enter Diomed and Servant. 
| Dia. Goe,goe,my ſervant,take thou TrozizsHorke; 
Emer Panazr. Preſent the faire Steede ro my Lady Creſſid: 
| Fellow, commend my ſervice to her beauty: 
Pad. Doe you heare tny Lord?do you htare? Tell her, I have chaſtis'd the amourous Troyane 
Troy, What now? And am her Knight by proofe, 
Parnd. Here's a Letter come from yond poore gitle. Ser. I goe my Lord. Enter » A g4menmmone 
Troy, Let me readec. Aga, Renew,renevv,the fierce Polidamus 

Parnd. A whorſon tificke , awhorſon raſcally tificke, | Hath beare downe CIenon;baſtard Hargarelon 
ſotroubles me: and the fooliſh fortune of this girle , and | Hath Doreas priſoner. 
what one thing , what another, that | ſhall leave you one | And ſtands Colofſus-wile waving his beame, 
oth'sdayes; and T have a rheume in mine eyes too, and | Vpon tke paſhed courſes of the Kings: 
ſuch an ache in my bones : thatunleſſe a man were curſt, | Zpi/fropms and Cedvs, Poliximesis (laine: 

Icannot tell whatto tbinke on't. W hat {ayes ſhethere? | Amphbimacus,and Thoxs deadly hurt: - 

Troy. Words , words , mecre words, no matfer from | Pazrocius tanc or {laine,and Palamedes 

the heart: Sore hurt and bruiſed; the dreadfull Sagittary 

TheffeR doth operate another way. Appaulsour numbers, haſte we Diomed 

Goe windeto winde, there turne and change together: |! Tore-enforcement,or we periſh all, 

My love with words and errors ſtill ſhe feedes; | Enter Neſtor. 

But edifies another with her decdes. _ Nef#, Goe beare Patroclus body to Achilles, 
Parnd, Why,but hcare you? And bid the ſnaile-pac'd Aiaxarme for ſhame, 
Troy.Hence brother lachy;ignomy and ſhame There is a thouſand Hectorsinthe field: 

Perſue thy life, and liveaye with thy names. Now here he fights on Ga/athe his Horſe, . 

Alarum. And therelacks worke:anon he's therea foote, 
Exenrt. | And there they fiye or wt ſcaled ſculs, 
2 
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Troy and Creſrida. 


Before the belching Whale;then is he yonder, 
And there the ſtraying Greekesgipe for his edge, 
Fall downe before him,like the mowers ſwath; 
Here:there,and every where, he lefves and takes; 
Dexterity ſo obaying appctite, 

That what he will he does,and does ſo much, 
That proofe 1s call'd impoſsibility. 


Enter Viyſſes. | 

Fi. Oh,courage,courage Princes:great Achilles 
Is arming,weeping,curſing,vowing vengrance; 
Patroclus wounds have rouz'd his drowzie bloud, 
Together with his mangled Ayrmidons, : 
That noſeleſſe, handlefſe,hackt and chipt, come to himz 
Crying on Heer. 4iax bath loſta friend, 

And foames at mouth, and he is arm*d,andat it: 

Roaring for Trey/#s ; who hath done to day, 

Mad and fantaſticke execution; 

Engaging and redeeming of himſclfe, 

With ſucha carcleſlſe force,and forceleſle care, 

As ifthat luck in very ſpight of cunning,bad him win al. 
| | Enter Aiax. 

eAia Troylus,thou coward Trois. 

Deo. 1,thcre,there. 

Neft. So,{0,we draw together. 
Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Where 1s this Heftor? | 
Come, come,thou boy—queller, ſhew thy face: 
Know whart it is to meete eAchilles angry. 
Hettor,wher's Hettor? I will none but Heftor. 

* Emer Atax. 
Aia. Troylas,thou coward Troyius,ſhew thy head. 
Enter Diomed. 

Diom. ſreyins,1 ſay, wher's Troplus? 

Aia. What would'it thou? 

Dis. F would corre him. 

Ama, Werel the Generall, 

Thou ſhould'it have my oilice, 
Ere that correRion:Troins] ſay, what T roy tus? 
Enter Troylus, 
Troy. Oh tritour Diomed! 
T urne thy falſe face thou traytor, | 
And pay thy life thou oweſt me for my horſe. 

D#o. Ha,art thou there? 

ea. Tie tight with him alone,ftand Dmomed. 

Dio. He is my prize,] will not looke upon. 

Trey. Come both you cogging Greekes , have at you 

boil, | Exnt Troylus. 


| E xit. 


Exit. 


=” 
Ext. 


Enter Heltor.” 
Hetl. Yea Troplus?O well fought my yongeſt Brother. 
Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Now doe I ſee theczhave et thee Heftor. 
HetZ. Pauſe if thou wilt. 
echil. I doe diſdaine thy curteſic, proud Troianz: 
Be happy that my armes are out of ufe: 
My reftand negligence befriend thee now, 
Bur thou anon ſhalt heare of me againe: 
Till when,goe ſceke thy fortune. 
Hef. Fare thee well: 
I would have beene much more a freſher man, 
Had I expeted thee:how now may Brother? 
Emer Troylns. 
Troy. Aiax hath tane e/Enear;fball it be? 
No,by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 
He ſhall net carray him:Tle be tane too, 


">. "ro ET 


| Or bring him of: Fate heare me what I ſay; 


[ I wreake not,though thou end my life today. Zap, 


efruſh it,and unlocke the rivets all, 


Enter one#n Armour. 
Het. Stand,ftand;thou Greeke, 
Thou art a goodly marke: 
No?wiltthounot?I like thy armvuur well, 


But Ile be maiſter of it:wiltthou not beaſt abide? 
Why then fiye on, lle hunt thee for thy hide. 
Enter Achilles with Myrmidens. 
eFchil. Come here about me you my CMyrmidens: 
Marke what I fay;attend me where I wheel: 
Strike nota ſtroake,but kepe your ſelves in breath; 
And when I have the bloudy He&or found, 
Empale him with your weaponsroundabout: 
In felle{t manner execute your armes 
Follow me-{irs,and my proceeding eye; 
It is decreed, *eftor the great mult dye. 
Enter T herſizes, Menelans,and Paris 
Ther. The Cuckold and the Cuckold-maker arc arir: 
now bull,now dogge,lowe ; Paris lowe ; now my double 
hen'd ſparrew ; low Paris, lowe ; the bull has the game; 
ware hornes ho? | 


Exit, 


Exy. 


Exim Paris and MMenelans. 
Enter Baſtard, 
Paft. Turne ſlave and fight. 
T her, \W hat art thou? 
Boſt. A Baſtard Sonne of Priams. 
__Ther. TamaBaſtard too, Tlove Baſtards, IamaBa 
ſtarc begot, Baſtard inftrufted , Baſtard in minde, Baſtard 
1n valour,in every thing illegitimate*: one Beare will not 
bite another , and wherefore ſhould one Baſtard ? take 
heede, the quarrel's moſt ominous to us:ifthe Sonne ofa 
whore fight for a whore,he tewprs judgement: farey ell 
Baſtard. 
Baſt. The divell take the coward. 
Enter Hector. 
Hee. Moſt putrified core ſo faire without: | 
Thy goodly armour thus hath colt thy life. 
Now is my dares worke done;Ile take good breath: 
Reſt Sword,thou haſt thy fill of bloud and deaths 
Enter Achilles and his CMyrmidens. 
Achil. Looke Heetor how the Sunne beginsto ſt- 
How ugly night comes breathing ar his heeles, 
Even with the vaile and darking of the Sunne. 
To cloſe the day up, Hectorslife is done, 
Hect. lam unarm'd,for-goe this, vantage Grecke. 
Achil' Strike fellowes {trike,thisis the man I feeke. 
So Illion fall thou:now Troy finke doiune; 
Here lyes thy heart,thy ſinewes,and thy bone. 
On Aſyrmidons,cry you all a maine, 
Achilles hath the mighty Hector flaine. 
Hearke,a retreat upon our Grecian part. 
Gree. The Troian Trumpets ſoundsthe like my Lord: 
eFchi. The dragon wing of night oredpreds thecarth 
And Aſtickler-like the Armies ſeperates 
My halfe ſupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleas'd with this dainty birt:thus goes to bed. 
Come,tye his body to my horſes tayle: 
Along the field, 1 will the Troian traile. 
Sound Retreat. | Shout. 


E xeunt, 


Retreat. 


Exeunt. 


Enter Agamemnon, A1ax, Memelens, Nefter, 
Diomed,and the reft marching. | 


eAoa.Hearke,hearke,what ſhout is that? 


Neft.Peace Drums. 
Sol Achilt 


— 
- 


o® 


| 
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Sold, Achilles, Achilles, Hector s\l1ine, Achilles, 
Djs, The bruire is Hettor's {laine,and by eAchilter, 
ea. If it be ſo,yer breglcle ler it be: 

Great Heftor was a man as goodas he. 

Azam. Martch patiently along;let one Se ſent 

To pray Achiller tee us ar our Tents | 

If in his death the gods have us befriended, 

Great Troy is ours,and our ſharpe warsare ended. 

= : Exeunt, 
Enter e/Eneas, Paris, Anthenor and Deiphobrs. 
<Ene- Stand hoe, yet are we waiſters of the field, 

Never goe home; here ſtarve we out the night. 

Enter T rojlis, 
Troy. Heftor is {laine. 
eAll DHettortthe gods forbid. 
Tory. Hee*sdead:and at the muttherers Horlestatle, 

In bealtly ſort,drag'd through the ſhamefull Field, 

Frowne on you heavens,effect your rage with ſpeedez 

Sit gods upon your throanes.and {mile at Troy. 

I fay at once,ler your briefe plagues be mercy, 

And linger not our ſure deſtructions on, pg 
e/Ene. My Lord,you doe diſcomfortall the Holte. 
Trop, You underitand me not,that tell me ſo: 

I doe not ſpeake of flight, of feare,of death, 

Butdare all imminence that gods and men, 

Addreſſetheir dangers in. Hettoy is gone: 

Who ſhall tell Priam ſofor Heenbs, Tal 

Lethim that will a ſcreechoule aye be call'd, 

Gocin to Troy,and ſay there, Hefor's dead; 

There is a word will Priam turne to ſtone; EZ 

Make wels,and 2\ robes of the maides and wives; 

Coole ſtarucs of the youth:and ina word, 

Scarre Troy out of it ſelfe.But martch away, 

Hefter is dzad:there is no moreto ſay, 


| 


Stay yet: you vile abhominable Tents, 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plaines; 

Let Titan riſe as early as hedare, 
Ilz through,and throughyou; & thou great ſiz'd coward: 
No ſpace of Earth ſhall ſunder our two hates, 
Ile hauntthee,lice a wicked conſcience (til, 
That mouldeth goblins ſwift as frenſies thoughts. 
Strikea free maitchto Troy,with comfort g0c:; 
Hope of revcage,ſhall hide our inward woe. 

Enter P andarns, 
Pand. But heare youdheare you? 
Troy. Hence brother, lacky, ignomy,and ſhame 

Perſuethy lite,and live aye with thy name. Exennt, 

Pa.A goodly medcine for mine a kingbones:oh world, 
world,world ! thus is the poore agent diſpiſde:Oh trai- 
tours and bawwdes;how earneſtly are you ſet aworke , and 
how ill required? why ſhould our indevour be ſo defir'd, 
and the performance foloath'd 2 What Verſe for it? what 
inſtance for it?ler me ſee = 
Full merrily the humble Bee doth ſing, 
Till he hath loit his hony,and his ſling. 
And being once ſubdu'd in armed taile, 
Sweete hony,and ſwcete notes together faile, 
Good traders in the fleſh, ſet this in your painted cloathes 
As many as be heere of Panders hall, | 
Youreyes halfe out, weepe out at Paxdar's fall; 
Or if you cannot weepe, yet give ſome grones; 
Though not for meyer for your akingbones; 


| Brethren and ſifters of the hold-dore trade, 


Some two months hence,my will ſhall here be made: 
It ſhould be now, but that my feare is this: 

Some galled Govuſe of Wincheſter would hiflſe: 
Till then, Ie ſweare,and ſeeke about for eaſes; 


And at that time be queath you my diſeaſes. Exeune, 


a 


——_—_—. 
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eAflus Primus. Scena Prima. 


| — ————_—— 


Futer a Company of Mutinous C itizens,with Staves, 
(lnbs,and other weapons. 


I. (vtizen, - : 
f Efore we proceed any furthcr,heare me ſpeake. 
2 All. Speake,ſpeake. 
. 1- (Gt. You areal! refolv*d ratherto dy then 
SEO to famiſh? 
All. reſolv'd,reſoly'd. Y £0 
I. Cir. Firſt you know,Cains Martins is chicte enemy 


| tothe people. 


All. We know't. 

x. Cit. Letus kill him , and wee'l have Corne at our 
owne price. Is ta Verdia? : 

All.No moretalking on't,Letit be done, away, away 

2. Cit. One word,good Citizens | 
= 1.(#. Weare accounted poore Citizens , the Patri- 
cians good: what Authority ſurfets one, would relecve us, 
If they would yeelde us bur the ſuperfiluity while it were 
whoiſome, we might gueſſe they relceved us humanly: 
Burthey thinke we are too deere,the leannes that afflicts 
us, the objeRt of our miſery , is as an inventory to parti- 
cularize their abundance,our ſufferance ts againe to them. 
Let us revengethis with oar Pikes,cre we become Raks, 
For the Gods know, Iſpeakethis in hunger for Bread, 
not in thirſt for Revenge. | 

2. Cit. Would you proceede eſpecially againſt Caizs 


Martins, | 
eAll. Againſt him firſt:He's a very dog to the Com- 


monalty. : 
2.Ct.Conſider you what Services he ha's done for his 


| Country? * 


I. Cit. Very well, and could be content to give him 
good reportfor't, but that hee payes himſelte with bee- 
ing proud. dj 
All. Nay,but ſpeake not maliciouſly. 

I. Cit, Ifay unto you,what he hath done Famouſly, 
he didit to that end:though ſoft conſcienc'd men can be 
content to fay it was for his Countrey , he did itto pleaſe 
his Mother,and to be partly proud , which hes , evento 
the altitude of his vertue. 

2. Cit. What be cannot helpe in his Nature , you ac- 
count a Vicein him ; You muſt in no way ſay heis coue- 
tous, | 
x, Cit. If I muſt not, I neede not be barren of Accuſa- 
tions he hath faults(with ſurplus)totyre in repicition. 

$ | Showts within, 
What ſhowrs are thoſe? The other ſide a'th City is rifen: 
why tay we prating heere?To th'Capitoll. 

All, Come,come. 


| 


_ When youcurſe them, as Enemies. 


| Butſince it ſerves my purpoſe, I will ventore 
| Toſcale*ta itttle more. 


———————  — 


1 Cit. Sof:,twho comes heerc? 

Enter Merenins eAgrippa: 

2 Cit. Worthy Merenins ,greppa , one that hath al- 
wayes lov'd the people. 

1 Cit. He's one honeſt enough, would althe reſt wereſo. 
Hen. What workes my Countrimen in hand? 
W here go you with your Bats and Clubs? The matter 
Speake I ,pray you, 

2 Cit, Our bubnes is not unknowne to th*Scnar, they 
have had inkling this fortnight what we intend rody,yd 
now wee'l ſhew em in decds:they fay poore Suiters haye 
ſtrong breaths,they ſhal know we have ſtrong armstoo, 

An. Why Maittcrs,my good Friends,mice honeſt 
Neigbours, will you utzdo your ſelves? 

2 C&r, Wecannot Sir,vc are undone already. 

Hen, Itellyou Friends,moit charitable care 
Havethe Patricians of you for your wants. 

Your ſuffering in this de2rth, you may as well 

Strike at the Heaven with your ſtaves,as lift them 
Againſt the Roman State, whoſe courſe will on 

The way it takes:cracking ren thouſand Curbes 

Of more ſtrong linkd aſurder,then can ever 

Appeare 1n your impediment. For the Dearth, 

The Gods,not rhe Patricians make it,and | 
Your knees to them(not armes)mult helpe. Alacke, 
Youare tranſported by Calamity 

Thether,where more attends you,and you ſlander 
The Helmes o'th State;who care for you like Fathers, 


2 { ﬆt. Care for us? Truc indeed , they nere car'd for us 
yer. Suffer us to famiſh , and their Store-houſes cramm'd 
with Graine : Make Edics for Vſury , to ſupport Vſu- 
rers;repcale daily any wholſome At eſtabliſhcd againſt 
the rich, and provide more piercing Statutes daily, to 
chaine up and reſtraine the poore.. If the Warres cate us 
not uppe , they will, and ther's all the love they beare 
US. 

Men. Either you muſt 

Confefle your ſelves wondrons Malicious, 
Or beaccus'd of Folly. I ſhall tell you 

A pretty Tale, it may be you have heard it, 


2 Cit. Well, 
Ile heare it Sir-yet you muſt not thinke 
To fobbe'off our diſgrace witha tale: 
But and't pleaſe you deliver. 
Men. There was a time, whenall the bodies members 


— 


| Rebell'd againſt the Belly;thus accus'd it; 
That onely like a Gulfe it did remaine < 
'tb| 

| 
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' The Tragedy of Cotdlanus: 
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th midd'ſt ath'body,idle and unaftive, 
Still cubbording the Viand,never bearing 
Like labour with the reſt, where th'other Inſtruments 
Didſec,and heare,deviſe,inſtruft,walke,fcele, 
And mutually participate,did miniſter 
Yntothe appetite;and affefion common 
Of the whole body, the Belly antwer. 
2 Cit. Well fir, wbat anſwer made the Belly. 
Men. Sir, I ſhall tell you with akindeof Smile, 
Which ne're came from the Lungs,but even thus; 
| For looke you I may make the beliy Smile, 
As well as ſpeake,ittantingly replyed | 
To'th'diſcontented Members,the mutinous parts 
That envied hisreceite:even ſo molt fitly, 
As you maligne our Senators, for that 
They arenotſuch as you. - 
2 Cit. Your Bcliies anſwer: W hat 
The Kingly crown'd head'the vigilant eye, 
The Countailor Heart,the Arme our Souldier, 
| Our Steed the Legge,the Tongue our Trumpeter, 
With other Muntments and petty helpes 
In this our Fabrickeyif that they e———_——_—_— 
Men. What then?Foreme,this Fellow ſpeakes. 
What then? W hat then? £2 
2 Cit. Should by the Cormorant belly be reſtrain'd, 
Who is the ſinke a th'body. 
An, Weli,what then? : 
2 Cit. The former Ag«nt,if they did complaines 
What could tic Beliy anſwer? 
An. | will tcll you, q 
If yowi beitow a {maliCof what you have little) 
Patience awhile;you'it heare the Bellies anſwer. 
2 (#. Yare long avent its 
Hen, Note me this good Friend; 
Your molt grave Belly was deliberate, 
| Not raſh like his Accuſcrsand thus antwered 
Trae is it my Incorporate Fricnds(quoth he) 
That I receive the g-nerall Food at tuit 
Which you do live upon:and fit it 18, 
Becauſe I am the Store-houſe,and rhe Shop 
Of the whole Bodj.But,if you do remember, 
I ſendic through the Rivers of your blood == 
Evento the-Court,the Rearr,toch'teate oth Brame, 
And through the Crankesand O:hces of man, 
The ſtrongeſt Nerves,andſmall inferiour Veines 
From me receive that naturall competency 
Whereby they live. And though thar all at once 
(You my good Friends,this layes the Belly)marke me, 
2 (8. I ſir, well,wcll. 
Mev, Though all at once,carnot 
See what I dodeliver ont to each; - 
Yet1 can make my Awdit up,that all 
From me do backe receive the Flowre of all, 
And leave me but the Bran. W hat ſay you toot? 
2 Cit. It was an auſwcr,how apply you this? - 
Cen, The Senators of Rome are this good Belly, 
And you the mutinous Members:For examine | 
- | Their Counſailes, and their Care;diſgett things rightly, 
Touching the Weale a'th Common, you ſhall tinde 
| No publique benefit which you receive 
But 1t proceeds, or comes from them to you, 
And no way from your ſelves. What do youthinke? 
You,the great Toe ofthis Aﬀembly? 
2 (ie, T the great Toe? Why the great Toe? 
Hen. For that being one oth lowelt,baſeſt, pooreſt 
Of this moſt wiſe Rebellion,thou goelt-formot: 


Ln 


Thou Raſcall,that art worſt in blood torun; 
Lead'it firſt ro win ſome vantage. 7 2 
But make you ready your ſtiffe bats and clubs, 
Rome,and her Rats,areat the point of battel, 
The one fide mult have baile, 


Enmei Cains Martins, 

Hayle, Noble /artizs. | | 

Afar,Thanks. W hat'sthe matter you difſentious rogues 
That rubbing the poore Itch of your Opinion, - 
Make your ſclves Scabs. 

2 (#t. We haveever your good word. 

tar. He that will give good words to thee, will flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, you Curres, 
Thatlike nor Peace,nor Warre?The one affrights you, 
The other makes yon proud. He thar truſts to you, 
Where lie ſhould finde you Lyons, findes you Hares: 
Where Foxes, Geeſe you are:NG {urer, no, 
Then is the coale of re upon the Ice, 
Or Hailſtone in the Sun. Your Vertue is, 
To make him worthy, whole offence ſuddues him, 


And curſe that Iuſtice did ir» Who deſerves Greatnefle, 


Deſerves your Hate:and your AﬀeRions are ' * 

A fickmans Appetite;zwhodeſiresmoſt that * 

Which would encreale his evill. He that depends' 

Vpon your tavours,\wimmes with finnes of Leade,, 
And hewes downe Oakes, with ruſhes. Hang yeztrult ye? 
With every Minute you do charge a Minde, | 


| Andcall him Noble,that was ow your Hate: 


Hi: vilde,that was your Garland What's the matter, 

That 1n theſe ſeverall places of the City, 

You cry againſt the Noble Senate, who 

(Vnder the Gods)keepe you in awe, whichelſe 

Would feede on one another? Whar's their ſeekingd 
Men. For Corne at their ownerates, whereof they ſay 

The City is well ſtor'd. | 

Men, Hang'em:They fay? 
They'l ſit by th*fire,and preſume to kno 
W hats done ith Capitoll: Who's like to riſe, 


Who thrives,and who declines:Side factions,& give out } 


Conjecturall Marriages,making parties ſtrong, 
And feebling ſuch as ſtand not 1n their liking, 
Below their cobled Shooes. They ſay thers grain enough? 
Would the Nobility lay aſide their ruth; 
And let me uſe my 8word,I'de make a Quarry 
With thouſands of theſe quarrer'd flanes,as high 
AsI could picke my Lance. 
e en. Naythele arealmoſt thoroughly perſwaded: 

For though abundantly they lacke diſcretion 
Yetare tbey paſsing Cowardly. But I befeech you, 
Whatſayes the other Troope? 

Mar. They are difloly*d: Hang em; | 
They ſaid they were an hungry, ſfigh'd forth Proverbes 
That Hunger-broke Rone wals:that dogges muſt eate 
That meate was mad for mouths. That the gods ſent nor 
Corne for the Richmen onely:With theſe ſhreds 
They vented their Complainings,which being an{wer'd 
Anda petition granted them,a (trange one, 
To breake the heart of generoſity, 
And make bold power looke pale , they threw their caps | 
As they would hang them on the hornes a'th Moone, 
Shooting their Emulation. 

Men. W hat is graunted them? 

Atar. Five Tributes to defend their vulgar wiſdoms 
Oftheir owne choice« One's Junius Bruths, 
Sicinins velntas , and I know not. Sdeath, 
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| 32 ; T he Tragedy 


of Cariolanue. 


' Therabble ſhould haye firſt unroolt the City 
| Ere ſo prevail'd with me;it will in time 
 Winupon power,and throw forth greater 
| For Inſurretionsarguing. 

AMenen.This is ſtrange. 
| CHar. Gogeryou home you Fragments. 
| £ Enter a Meſſenger haſtily. 

| MAeſ. Where's Cains Martins? 
Aer, Heere;whats the matter? 
Mef. The newes is fir,the Volcies are in Armes. 


Theames. 


Our mufty ſuperfluity. See our beſt Elders. 


Emer Sicinins Velutus, Annins Brutus Cominins,Titus 
Lartins,with other Senatours, 


I. Sen. Martins tis true,that you have lately told us, 
The Volces are in Armes. 
; CAar. They have a Leader, 
| Tallus Auffidins that will put you toot: 
I finne in envying his Nobility: 
And were Iany thing but what I am, 
I would with me onely he. 
{*m. You have fought together? 


Vpen my party,Ide revolt tomake 
Onely my warres with him. Heis a Lion 
That I am proud to hunt. | 
1. Sex. Then worthy CMHartins, 
Attend upon Commins to thele Warres, 
Cow. It is your former promiſe. 
CHav, Sir it 15, 
And Iam conſtant: Tits Lucius, thou 
| Shalt ſee me once more [trike at Twllus face. 
What art thou iffe? Stand'ſt out? 
Titi. No Cains Martins, 
Tleleane upon one Crutch,and fight with tother; 
Ere ſtay behinde this Buſineſle. 
Men. Oh truc-bred. 
Sex. Your company to'th'Capitoll, where f know 
Our greateſt Friends attend us. 
Tit. Lead 5ou on:Follow Cominins, we mult followe 
you,right worthy you Priority. = 
(om. Noble artizs- 
Sen, Hence to your homes, be gone. 
Mar. Nay lt them follow, 
The Volces have much Corne:take theſe Rats thither, 
To gnaw their Garners. Worſhipfull Mutiners, 
Your valour puts well forth:Pray follow. 
Citizens fteale uway. Manent Sicin, Brutus. 
Sicin. Was ever man ſo proud as is this Martine 
Bru. He has no cquall. 


Bru, Mark'd you his lip and eyes. 

Sic. Nay,but his taunts. 

Bra, Being mov'd,he will not ſpare togird 
Sic. Bemocke the modeſt Moone. 


Too proudto be ſovaliant. 


' der Comininus? 
Zrx. Fame,at the which he aymes, 
' In whom already he is well grac'd,cannot 
Better he held,nor moreattain'd then by 


L 


Har. Iam glad on't,then we ſhall ha meancs co vent 


Mr. Were halfe to halfe the world by th'cares,& he 


E xenvt, 


Sic. When we were choſen Tribunes for the people. | 


the Gods. 
| ZBru.The preſent Warres devourc himyhe is growne 
Sicin. Sucha Nature,tickled with good ſucceſſe,dif- 


daines the ſhadow which he treads onat noone, bnt 1 do 
wonder , his inſolence can brooke tobe commanded un- 


| 


_—_ 


| They needs muit ſhew themſtelves,which in che hatching 


C— 


— 


—— 


A place below the firſt:for what miſcarries 
Shall be the Generals fault,though he performe 
Toth'vtmoſt of a man.and giddy cenſure 
Willthencry qut of Harrins:Oh,if he 
Had borne the buſinefle. 

Sic. Beſides, if things gowell; 
Opinion that ſo ſtickes 0n Afartir:,ſhall 
Of his demerits rob Cominivs. | 

| Bru, Come:halfeall Ceminins Honors are to Maris 

Though Aertins carn'd them not:and all his faulrs 
To THartirs ſhall be Honors,though indeed 
In ought he merit nor. 

Sic. Let's hence,and heare 
How thediſpatchis made,and-in what faſhion 
Morethen his ſfingularity,he goes 
Vpon this preſent Action. 

Bru. Let's along. 


E xeun, 


Enter T ulles Auffidins with Senators of Coriolus. 


I. Sex. So,your opinion is 4uffiarus. 
That they of Rome are —_ 1n our Counſailes, 
And know how we proceede, 
Auf. Is it not yours? 
What ever hath bin thought one in this State 
That could be brought ro bodily at,ere Rome 
Had circumuention:us notfoure dayes gone 
Since | heard thence, thete atethe words,I thinke 
I have the Letrer heere: yes, heerc it 1s; 
They have prcſt a power, but it is not knowne 
W hether for Eaſt or Weſt:the Death is great, 
The people Mutinous:And it 1s rumour'd 
( ommins, Martins your old Enemy 
(Whois of Rome worſe hated then of you) 
And Titus Laytms,a moſt valiant Roman, | 
Theſe thice leade on this Preparation | 
Whether tis dent:molt likely,tis for you: 
Conſider of it. | 
I. Sex Our Armie's in the Field: 
We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
Toanſwer us. 
eAuf. Nor did yon thinke it folly, 
To keepe your great pretences vayl'd, till when * 


It ſe:m'd appear 'dro Rome. By the ditcovery, 
We ſhall be ſhoxtned'in our ayme, which was 
Totake in many Townesre (almoft)Rome 
Should know we were a-foot, 
2. Sev. Noble Anffidins, 
Take your commiſſion, hye you to your Bands, 
Let usalone to guard Coriolus 
If they ſetdowne before's:forthe remove 
Bring up your Army:but(Ithinke)you'l finde | 
Th'have not prepar'd for us. 
Axf. O doubr not that, 
I ſpeake from Certainties. Nay more, 
Someparcels of their Power are forth already, 
And onely hitherward. 1 leave your Honors. 
If we, and Cains Martizs chance to meete, 
Tis ſworne betweene us, we ſhall ever ſtrike 
Till one can do no more. 
All. The Godsaſsiſt you. 
Axnf. And keepe your Honors ſafe. | 
I. Sex. Farewcll. | 
2. Sen. Farewell, 
eAhl Farewell. 
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Enter Volumnia and Virgitia, mother aud wife to Hartes: 
They ſet them downe on two lowe ftooles and ſowe, 


Uols. I pray you davghter ſings os exprefle your ſelfe 
in'a more comfortable ſort : If my Sonne were tny Huſ- 
band, I ſhould freclier rejoyce in that abſence wherein he 
wonne Honor , then in the embracements of his Bed, 
where he would ſhew moſt love. When yet hee was bur 
tender-bodied, and the onely Sonne of my womb ; when 
youth with comelinefſe pluck'd all gaze his way ; when 
fora day of Kings entreaties,a Mother ſhould nor {cl him 

-anhoure from her beholding; I conſidering how Honour 
would become ſuch a perſon , that ic was no betcer then 
Pittureelike to hang by th'wall , if renowne made ir not 
ſtirre, was pleas'd to let him ſecke danger,where he was 


| like to finde fatne : Toa crucll Warre I ſeat him , from 


whence he return'd,, his browes bound with Oake. I tell 
thee Daughter , I ſprang not more in joy at firſt hearing 
he was a Man-child , then now 1n firſt {ceing he had pro- 
ved himſelfe a man. | 

my Bur had he dicd in the Buſinefle Madame, how 
taen? 

Volum Then his good report ſhould have beene my 
Sonne, I therein woutd have found ifſue. Heare me 'pro- 
feſle ſincerely , had I a dozen ſons each in my love alike, 
and none lefle deere then thine, and my good CIMarrins, I 
had rather had eleven dye Nobly tortheir Countrey,then 
one voluptuouſly ſurfer out of Action. 

Enter a Grntlewoman, 
Gem, Madam,the Lady Yaleria is come to viſit you. 
Virg. Beſeech you give me leave toretire my ſlice 
Yolum. Indced you ſhali not; 
Me thinkes,I heare hither your Husbands Drumme: 
See him plucke Axffidizes downe by th'haire: 
(As children from a Beare)the Velces ſhunning him: 
Me think 3,1 ſee him ſtampe thus,and call thus, 
Come on yay Cowards,you were got in feare 
Though you were borne in Rome; his bloody brow 
With tis mail'd hand, then wiping,torth he goes 
Like to a Harveſt man,thats task'd to mowe 
Orall, or looſe his byre, 

Utrg. His bloody Brow? Oh Iupiter,no blood. 

UVolum. Away you Foole;it more becomes a man 
Then gilt his Trophy. The breſts of Hecubs 
When the did ſuckle Hefor, look'd ndt lovelier 
Then Hefors forhead,when it ſpir fo; th blood 
At Grecian ſwordes Contend ng-:tell Vakria 
Weare fitto bid her welcome. Exu Gent, 

Vir, Heavens bleſſe my Lord from fell «1»ffidiae. 
Uel. Hee'l beat Auffidias head below his knee, 
And treade upon his necke. * 


Enter Valeria with an Uſher,aud a Gentleweman. 
Val. My Ladies both good day to you. 
Pel. Sweet Madam. 
Vir. I am glad to ſee your Ladyſhip. 
Yal. How do you both? Youare manifeſt houſe-kee- 
pers. What are you ſowing heere? A fine ſpotte in good 


faith. How does your little Sonne? 

Vir. T thanke your Lady- ſhip: Well good Madam. 

Vol. Hebad rather ſcethe ſwords, and heare a Drum, 
thenlooke upon his Schoolmalſter, 

Val, A my word the Fathers Sonne : Ile ſwearetis a 
very pretty boy. A my troth, I look'd upon hima Wenſ- 


| 


* The Tragedvof Cmidlanus. + 


| tenance. If{aw him run after a gilded Burterfly;and whe" 
be caught it, he levir goagaine, and after itagaine ,and 0- 
ver and over he comes,and up agairie-cateht jt 8Zaing:or 
whether his fall enrag'd him, or how twaszht did fo ſet 
his teeth, and tewe it. Oh,T warrant how -he thammockt 
Ik, 3: : 
Fol. One on's Fathers moods; 
Fat. Indz<d 1a, tis a Noble childe. 


{ 


Virg. A Cracke: Madam.  - 
Val. Come, lay afide your ſtitchery, I muſt have you 
play the idle Huſwife with me this after noone. 
Firg. No(good Madam.) 
I will not out of doores . 
Val. Not out of doores? 


ſhold,till my Lord returne fromthe. Warres.' +. 


Pat. Fye,you confine your ſeife muſt unreaſonably: 
Come,you muſt go viſitthe good Lady thatlyes in. 
Urrg. I will wiſh her ſpeedy ſtrength, and viſite her | 
with my prayers:but | cannot go thither. 
Volum. W hy I pray you. 
Flug. T1s not to fave labour,nor that I want love. 
Val. You wovid be another Penelope : yer they ay, all. 
the yearne ſhe ſpun in Vyſſerabſence , did but fill Arhira: 
full of Mothes. Come,I would your Cambrick were ſen- 
ſibleas your finger, that you might leave pricking it for 
pitty. Come you ſha'l go withus. | 
Virg. No good Madam, paidon me, indeed I willnot 
foorth. 
Tel. Intruth la go with me, and lle 
uewes of your Husband. 
ir, Oh good Madam,there can benone yet. | 
Vat. Veiily Ido not jeſt with you:there came newes | 
from him laſt night. | 
Vir. Indeed Madam, 
Val. In earneſt it's true ;T heard a Senatour ſpeake it. 


— 


tell you excellent | 


mane power. Your Lord, and Titzs Lartjus,are ſet down 
before their City Cariolas, they nothing doubr prevai- 
ling,and to make it breefe Warres. This 1s true on mine 
Honor,and fo I pray gowith us. 
Fir. Give me excuſe good Madame,lI will obey you in 
every thing heercafter. 
Vel. Let her alone Lady,as ſhe is now: 
She will bur diſeaſe our better mirth. 
Yal. \ntroth T thinke ſhe would: 
Fare you well then. Come good (iveet Lady. 
Prythee Yirgslia turne thy lolemneſle out a doore, 
And go along with us. | 
Vig. No | 
At a word Madam;Indeed I muſt ner, 
I wiſh you much mirth. 
Vat. Well,then farewell. 


<— 


Exeunmt Laaies. 
| 

Enter Martins,Titns Lartins, with Druwme and Co. | | 
lorrs with (aptaines and Souldiers_ a; 

before the City (ortelus: ro them | 

a HMeſſenger. | 


Aert. Yonder comes Newes: 

A Wager they have met. | 
Lar. My horſe to yours,no. | | 
Mar. Tis done, 
Lar. Agrecd. 


Uolam. She ſhall,the ſhall. _ . | 
Vir. Indeed no, by your le not overithethre- } 


Thus it is:the Volcies have an Army forth, againſt whom | 
Commins the Generallis gone , with one part of our Ro» þ 


| 


day halfe an houre together : ha's ſucha confirm'd coun- | 


——— 
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"The Trapedyof Goriolanus. 


ke lrheoy Generall oo —_ ; 

Heſſe lye'in view;but have not ſpoke as yet. 

Mart. Tle buy him of you. | : ; 

| | - - Lart: Nojlle nor ſel;nor give him:Lend you him 1 wil 
\ For halfe a hundred yeares: Summon the Towne. 

CAMar. How farre off lie theſe Armies? 

| CQHeſſ. Within this mile and halfe. | 

| __ far. Then ſhall we heare their Larum,8 they Ours. 

Now Mats, I prythee makeus quicke in worke, = 

That wewith ſmoaking ſwords may marchfrom hence 

| To helpeour fielded Friends. Come,blow thy blaſt- 


They Sound a Parley: Enter two Senators with others on 
| the Walles of Cortalus. 

T uitur Auffidins, is he within your Walles? 
1-Senat.No,nor a man that feares you leſſe then he, 

That's leffer thenalittle:. Drum a farre off. 

Hearke,our Drummes 

Are bringing forth our youth: Wee'l breake our Walles 

Rather then they ſhall pound us up our Gates, 

Which yet ſceme ſhut , we have bur pin'd with Ruſhes, 

| They'le opettof themſelves. Harke you,farre off 

; : {4 9s | Alarum farre off- 

"There is Avffidivs. Liſt what worke he makes 


I? 
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Mar, They feare us not,bur iſſue for'h their City. 
* Now put your Shields before your hearts,and fight 
| With hearts more'proofe then Shields, 
1 Advance brave T#tws, | 
They do diſdaine usmuch beyond our Thonghts, 
Which maks me ſweat with wrath.Come on my follows 
He that retires;lle take him for a Yolce, 
And he ſhall feele mine edge. 
Alarum,the Romans are beat back to thetr Trenches 
Enter Martins (urſing 
Aer. All the contagion of the South,light on you, 
1-You ſhames of Rome:you Heard of Byles and Plagyues 
Plaiſter you o're,that you may be abhorr'd 
Farther then ſcene, and one infeR another 
Againſt the Windea mile : you ſoules of Geeſe, 
That beare the ſhapes of men, how have you run 
'| From Slaves,that Apes would beate;zPito and Hell, 
All hurt behinde,backes red,and faces pale 
With flight and agued feare,mend and charge home, 
Or by the fires of heaven, le leave the Foe, 
And make my Warres on you:Looke too't:Come on, 
If you'l ſtand faſt,wee'l beate them totheir Wives, 
Asthey vs to our Trenches followed. 
eAmnother Alarum,and Martins follewes them to 
| gates and is (but tn. 
So,now the gates are ope:now prove good Seconds, 
Tis forthe followers, Fortune widens them, 
Not for the flyers: Marke me,and do the like. 
Enter the Gates, 
1.Sol. Foole-hardincfſe,not I. 
2.5. Nor I. | 
I. Sol. See they have ſhut himin. Alarum continncs 
ell, To th'potT warrant him. Emter Titus Lartius. 
Tit. W hat is become of Martine? 
| = AW. Slaine(Sir)doubtleſſe. 
I.Sol. Following the Flyers at the very. heels, 


_— 


__——— 


| A Carbuncle intire:as bigasthou art 


| Irons of a Doit,Dublers that Hangmen would 


| Thy exerciſe hath bin too violent, 


| Fall deepe inlove with thec,and her greatcharmes 


| Leade their ſucceſſes.as we wiſh our owne, 


| £ 


| And given to Lartins and to Martins Bartaile: 


With them heenters:who upon the ſedaine 
Clapt to their Gares heishimſelfe alone, 
Toantwer albthe City. 
Lar. Oh Noblc Fellow! 
Who ſenſibly out-dares his ſenceleſſe Sword, 
And when it bowes, ftand'{t up:Thou artleft Mariing, 


Weare-not ſo rich a Iewell. Thou was't a Souldier 
Evento Calves wiſh,not fierceand terrible 

Onely in ſtrokes, but with thy grim lcokes,and 
The Thunder-like percuſſion of thy ſounds ' 
Thou mad'ſt thine enemies ſhake, asif the World 
Were feayourous,and did trembles 


Enter Martins bleeding,aſſanlted by the Eneny, 
I.Sef. Looke Sir. 
Lar. OO tis e MH artins. | 
Ler's fetch him off,or make remaine alike. 
They fight,and all enter the City, 
Emter certaine Romanes with (poles, | 
T-Rom9. This will I carry to Kowe. 
2-Rom. And I this. 
3-Rem. A Murrain on't,I tooke this for Silver. Exe, 
Alarum continues ſtill a- fare off. 
Enter Martins ,and Titus with a Trumpet. 
© Mar. See heere theſe movers, that do prize their hours 
Ata crak'd Drachme:Cuſhions, Leaden Spoones, 


Bury with thole that wore them. Theſe baſe flaves, 
Ere yet the fight be done, packe up,downe with them, 
And harke,w hat noiſe the General! makes: Tohim 
There is the man of my ſoules hate, 4»ffidins, 
Piercing our Romanes: Then Valiant Titzstake 
Convenient Numbersto make good the City, 
WhiP{t I with thoſe that have the ſpirit,will haffe 
To helpe Comnins, 

Lar.W orthy Sir,thou bleed'}t, 


For a ſecond courſe of Fight. 

' Aar.Sir,praiſc me not: 

My worke hath yet not warm'd me, Fare you well: 

The blood I drop,is rather Phyſicall 

Then dangerous to me. To Asffidins thus, I will appearc 
Ler.Now the faire Goddefle Fortune, (and fight. 


Miſguide thy Oppoſers ſwords, Bold Gentleman: 
Proſperity be thy Page, 
Mar. Thy Friend noleſle. 
Then thoſe ſheplaceth higheſt: So farewell, 
Lar.Thou worthieſt Martins, 
Goſound thy Trumpet in the Market place, 
Call thither all the OiHicers a'th'Towne, | 
W here they ſhall know our minde. Away. Exeunt. | 
Enter Cominins as it were inretire with ſoldiers. 
(om. Breath you my friends,wel fought, we are come | 
Like Romans,neither fooliſh in our ſtands, (off, | 
Nor Cowardly in retire:Beleeve me Sirs, 
We ſhall be charg'd againe. Whiles we have ſtrooke 
By interims and conveying guſts, we have heard 
The Charges of our Friends. The Roman Gods, 


| 


That both our powers, with ſmiling Fronts encountring, | 
May give you thankfull Sacrifice. Thy Newes? 

Emer a Meſſenger, | 

ef. The Citizens of Coriolns have yſſued, | 


_ —_ — 
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The Tragedy of Cortolanus. 


[aw our party to their Trenbhes driven, 
"And then I came away. 
Com. Though thoti y_ truth, 
'Me thinkes thou ſpeak” 

' eſe. Abovean boure,my Lord. 


How coal&ſt thou in a mile confound an houre, 
And bring thy Newes ſolatc? 

Meſ. Spizs of the Volces 
Held me in chace,that I was forc'd to wheele 
Three or fotre miles about,elſe bad I {ir 
Halfe an houre ſince brought my report. 


Enter Hariins, 
Com, W hoſe yonder, 
That doe's appeare as he were Flead?O Gods, 
He has the itampe of Marrnms,and I have 
pefore time ſeene him thus. 
Mar. Come 1 too late? 


Morethen I know the ſound of Martins Tongue 
From every meatier nan. 

Mar. Comel tco 'ate? 

Com. 1, if you come not in the blood of others, 
But mantled in your owne. 

Mar. Oh/let me clip ye 
I Armes as ſound,as when I woo'd 1n heart; 
As merry,as when our Nuptiall day was done, 
| And Tapersburnt to Beaward. 


Mar. AS with a nan buſted about Decrees: 
Condemning {o;ze to death,and lome to exile, 
| Ranſoming him,or pittying,threatning th other; 
Holding Corzelzs in the name or Roine, | 
Even li«e a fawning Grey-Hound 1n the Leaſh, 
Tolct him ſhip at will. | 
| Com. \W here 15 that Slave, 


Where is he? Call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone, 
Hedid informe the truth : but for our Gentlemen, 
The common file,(a plague-Tribunes for them) 


From Raſcals worſe ther: they. 
Com. But how prevaii'd you? 


Where is the enemy? Are you Lords ath' Field? 
If not, why ceaſe you till you are ſo? 


Ard did retyre to win our propoſe: 


They bave plac'd their men of truſt? 
Cop. ASI gueſic 1a tms, 
Their Bands ith Vaward are the Antients 
Of their beſt truftzO're tht Anffidins, 
Their very hcatt'oFHope. | 

Mar. I do betcech you, 
By all the Battaiics wherceia we ave fought, 
By th'BIood we have ſhed together, 
By th' Vorves we have made 
Toendure Friends,thatyou diretly ſet me 
| Apainſt A«ffidnes,and his eAntrare, | 
And that you not delay the preſent(bnt 
Filling the aire with Swords advanc'd)and Darts, 
Weprove this very houre. | 
| (#9. Thioagh I could wiſh, 


© SIT 


not well. How long is't ſince? 


Com. Tis not a mile:brie{cly we heardtheir drutnmes. 


{ om. The Shepherd knowesnort Thunder fi6 a Taber 


{om Flower of Warriors,how i't with Titus Lartins? 


Which told me they had beate youto your Trenches? 


The Mouſe ne're ſhunn'd the Cat,as they did budge 
Mar, Will thetime ſerve torell,I donot thinke: 


Com, Mart, ue haveat diſadvantage fought, 


Mar, How lies their Batteil?Know you on w hat ſide 


' Wherein thou ſceſt me maskt,for thy Revenge 
Thou ſhould'ftnotſcape me heere. 


In your condentned Seconds, 


= — — . C—— 


| You were condufted roa gentle Bath, 
And Balmes applyecd ro you, yetdare I never 
Deny your asking,take your choice of thoſe 
That beſt canayde your action. 
Har, Thoſe are they 

Thar moſt are wiliing;if any ſuch be heere; 

(As it were ſinne to doubt)that love this painting 
W herein you ſee me {mear'd,if any frare 

Leflen his perſon,then an illreport: 

Itany thinke, brave death ovt-weighes bad life, 

And that his Countries deerer then himſclfe, 

Let him alone: Or fo manyſo minded, 

Wave thustocxpreſle his diſpoſition, 

And follow Martms. 

They all ſhout and wave their ſwords take hins up in their 
Arms:3,cnd caſt up their Caps. 

Oh me alone,make you A {word of me: 

Ifthcte ſhewesbe not ourward which of you 

But is toure Yolces?None of you, bur is 

Ableto beare apainit the great Anffidins 

A<hiels, as bard as his. A certaine number 

(Though thankes roall)muſt I ſeieAffrom all; A 
Thereit thail beare the buſineſſe in ſome other fight 
(As cauſe wiil be obey'd:)pleaſe you to Martch, 
And toure ſhall quickly draw out my Command, 

W hich men are belt inclin'd. 

Cons. Martch on my Fellowes: 

Make good this oftentation;and you ſhall 
Divide in all, uthus. E xennt. 


Titus Lartins , having ſet a yuardupon C oriolas , going with 
Drum and Trumpet toward Cominins , and ( ains Mare 
tines, Enters with a Lieutenant , other Souldienrs ,1 and « 
Scout. | 


Lar. Soylet the Ports be grarded;keepe your Duries 
As i haveſet thein Cowne. If I doſend, diſpatch 
1 hofeCenturies to our ayd,thereſt will ſerve 
For a ſhort holding,if we looſe the Field, 
Weccannot keepe hc Towne. 
Liea, teare not our care Sir« 
Le. Hencezand ſhut your gates upoi's: 
Our Guider come,to th*Roman Campe condu vs. Exit. 
eAlarum 2; in Battasle. 


Enter Martins and Auffidins at ſeverall doores, 
Mar. Ile fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 
Worlſe thena Promiſe-breaker. | 
Anf. We hatealike: 

Not Afﬀrike ownes a Serpent 1 abhorre 
More then thy Fame and Enuy;Fix thy foor. 
Max. Let the firſt Budger dye the cthers Slave, 
And the Gods doome himafter. 

Anf. If I flye Martins, hollow me like a Hare, 
Mar. Within theſethree houres T a:bzs 
Alone I fought in yotu Corfalns walles, 
And made whit worke I pleag*e:Tis not my blood, 


Wicnch up thy power to th'higheſt. 
Auf. Wer'tthou the HeFor, 
That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny, | 


Heere they fizht, and certaize: Volces come in the ayde of 
Auffia. #Lartins fights til they be driven in etcaris 
Otlicious and not yaliant,you haye ſham'd me | 
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The Tragedy of Conolanus. 


—— 
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Flouriſh. Alarum. eA Retreat is ſornded. Enter at 
one Doore Commues, with the R,omanes : At 
another Doore Martins,with his 
Armeina Scarſe. 


{om,]f1 ſhouldtellthee o'rethis thy dayes Worke, 
\ Thou't not beleeve thy deeds:but Ile report it, 

Where Senators ſhall mingle teares with ſmiles, 

W here great Patricians ſhall attend,and ſhrug, 
Ith'end admire:where Ladies fhall be frighted, 
And gladly quak'd,hcare-more: where the dull Tribunes, 
That with the fuſty Plebeans, hate thine Honors, 

Shall ſay againſt their hearts,We thanke the Gods 

Our Rome hath ſuch a Souldier. 

Yet cam'ſt thoutoa Morſell of this Fealt, 

Having fully din'd before, 


Enter Titans with his Power from the Purſuit. 


Titus Lartins. Oh General): 
Here is the Steed, wee the Capariſon: 
Hadſt thou behoid | 
IHar. Pray now,no more: 
My Mother,who ha's a Charter to extoll her Bloud, 
When ſhe do's praiſe me,grieves me: 
I have done as you have donegthat's what Ican, 
Induc'd 8s you have becne,that's for my Countrey: 
He that ha's buteffeRed his good will, 
Hath overta'ne mine Act. : 
Com. You ſhall not be the Grave of your deſerving, 
Rome muſt know the value of her owne: 
Twere aConcealement worſe thena Theft, 
No lefſethena Traducement, 
To hide your doings,and to filencethat, 
Which to the ſpire,and top of praiſes vouch'd, 
Would ſceme but modeſt:theretore I beſcech yau, 
In ligne of what youare,not toreward » TF 
What you have done, before our Army heare me; , - 
Mar. I have ſome Wounds upon me,and they ſmart 
To heare themſelves remembred. 
Com. Should they not: 
Well might they feſter 'gainſt Ingratitnce, _ 
And tent themſelves with death:;cf all the Horſes, 
Whereof we have ta'ne good, and good ſtorc of all, 
The Threafure in chis field atchieved,and City, 
We render yourhe Teath,to be ta'ne forth, 
Before the common diitribution, 
At your onely choiſe, 
War. I thanke you Generall: 
Bur cannot make my heart conſent totake 
A Bribe,to pay my Sword: 1 doe rcfulc it, 
And ſtand upon my common part with thoſe, 
That have bcheid the doing. 


A long flouriſh. They all cry Martws, Martins 
") wp their Caps and Lavinees;Cominins q 
| ana Lartins ſtand bare. 


« 
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Never ſound more:when Drums and Trumpets ſhall 
| I'ch'field prove flatterers,let Cours and Cities be 

' Made all of falſe-fac'd ſoothing: 

WhenStcele growes ſoft,as the Paraſites Silke, 

| Let himbe madean Overture for th*Warres: 

| No morel ſay,for that I have not waſh'd 


' PP 
Oey" 


Ma.May theſe ſame Inſtruments,which you prophane. 


My Noſe that bled,or foyl'd ſome debile Wretch, 
W hich without note, here's many elſe have done, 
You ſhoot me forth in acclamations hyperbolicall, 
AsifTlov'd my little ſhould be diet 
In prayſes,fawc'ſt with Lies. 
#2, Too modeſt are you: 
More cruell to your good report,then grateful] 
Tous,that give you truly:by your patience, 
It againſt your ſelfe you be incens'd,wee'le put you 
(Like one that meanes his proper harme)in Manacles 
Then reaſon ſafely with you: Therefore beit knowne, 
ASto us,to all the World, That Cains Martins ; 
Weares this Warres Garland:in token of the which, 
My Noble Steed, knowne to the Campel give hun, 
With ail his trim belonging ,and from this time, 
For what he did before Corie/vs,call him, 
With all tWapplauſe and Clamor of the Hoaſl, 
CMareus Cans Cortolanns.Beare thddition Nobly ever? 
Flouriſh, Trumpets ſound and Drums, 
Omnes, Marcus Cains Cortolanus. 
Mar, 1 will goe waſh: 
And when my Face is faire, you ſhall perceive 
Whether I b:uſh,or no;howbeir,l thanke you. 
I meane to {lride your Stecd,and atallrimes 
To under-creſt your good Addition, 
To th'fairencſſe of my power. 
( 991. Soto our Tent: | 
W hereecre we doe repoſe us, we will write 
To Rome of our ſucceſſe:you Tiras Lertins 
Muſt to { orto/xs backe,fend us to Rome 
The beſt, with whom we may articulate, 
For their owne good,and ours. 
Lar. i ſhall,my Lord, 
Mar. The Gods begin to mocke me: 
I thatnow refus'd moſt Princely gifts,  _ 
Am bound to begge of my Lord Generall. 
Cem. Tak't,tis yours: what is't? 
Aar.l ſometime lay here in Corsolns, 
At apoore mans houſe-heus'd me kindly, 
He cry*dto me:I ſaw him Priſoner: 
But then Asffidins was within my view, 
And Wrath o're-whelm'd my pitty:1 requeſt you 
To give my poore Hoſt freedome. 
Com, Oh well begg'd: 
Were herhe Burcher of my Sonne,he ſhould 
Be free,as isthe Winde:deliver him, Titrws. 
Lart. e Hartin:,his Name. 
Aar. By Izpiter forgot: 
I am weary,yea my memory is tyr'd: 
Have we no Wine here? 
Com. Goe we to our Tent: 
The bloud upon your Viſagedryes,tis time 
It ſhould be lookt to:come. 


E Kennt. 


A flouriſv. (ornets. Enter Tullus eAufſidins 
bloudy,with two or three Souldiors. 


Ax. The Towne is ta'ne, | 
Sox. Twill be deliver'd backe on good Condition. 
Axf. Condition? 
I would I wereaRoman,for I cannot, 
Being a Yolce,be,that Iam. Condition? 
VW hat good Condition cana Treaty finde 
I'th'part that is atmercy?five times, Martins, 
I bave fought with thee;ſo often haſt thou beat me: 
And would' doe fo,lthinke,ſhould weencounter 


As 


—_—_—__ 
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often as we eate. By the Elements, 
_ againeI meet him beard co beard, 
He'smine, or Iam his : Mine Emulation 
Harh not that honor in't it had: For-where 
Ithought cocruſh him in an equall Force, 
True Sword to Sword: Ile potcheat him ſome way, 
Or wrath, or Craft may get him. 
Sol: He's the divell, 


With onely ſuffring ſtaine by him : for him 

Shall flye out of it {elfe, nor {leepe, nor ſanftuary, 
Being naked, ficke ; nor Phane, nor Capitoll, 

The Prayers of Prieſts, nor times of Sacrifice : 

| Embarquements all of Fury, ſhalllifrup | 

Their rotten Priveledge,and Cuſtome 'gainſt _ | 
My hate to Hartins. Where I finde him, were 1 
Ar home, upon my brothers Guard, cyen there 
Againſt the hoſpitable Canon, would on 
Waſh my fierce hand in's heart. Goe youto th'City, 
Learne how 'tis held, and what they are that mult 
Be Hoſtages for Rome. 

Sol. Will not you goe? 

Auf, 1 am attended at the Cyprus grove. I pray you 
(Tis South the Ciry Mils) bring me word thither 
How the world goes : that to the pace of it 
I may ſpurre on my journey» 

$/; 1 ſhall fir, 


PP —_— 


Aus Secundus. 


— 


ERS 
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— > — 


Enter CMenenius with the two Tribunes of the 
people, Sicinius & Bruns. 


Men, The Augurer tels'me, we ſhall have Newes to 
| nighe, 

Bru. Good or bad? 

Men, Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they love not Aartine 

Sicin. Nature teaches Beaſts to know their friends. 

Mm, Pray you, who does the Wolfe love ? 

Siciv. The Eambe. 

Men. T,todevour him,as the hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble Aarti. 

Bru. He's a Lambe indeed, that baes like a Beare. 

Me. He'sa Beare indeed, that lives like a Lambe. 
You twoarc old men, tcll me one thing that I ſhallaske 
you, 

Both, Well fir. 4 9h 

Mem.In what enormity is Martins poore 1n,that you 
two have not 11 abundance? - | 

Bra. He's poore in no one fault, but ſtor'd withall. 

Sicin, Eſpecially in Pride. | 

Br. And toppingall others 1n boalt. 

Men, This is ſtrange now : Doe you two know,haw 
you are cenſured here 1n the City, I meane of us a'thright 
land File, doe you ? | | coin 
Both, Why ? how are we cenſur'd > Ns 
Men, Becauſe you tealke of Pridenov, wall you 

angry? | 

Both, Well, well fir, well. . " E648 
Men.Why'tis no great matter ; tor avery little theofe 
Occaſion, will rob yov of a great deale of Patience : 


not 


_— 


- A#f.Bolder, though not ſo ſubtle:my valors poiſon'd, 


—— 


+{ Give your diſpoſitions the reines, and be angry at your 


_—_ 


pleaſures (at theleaft) if yon take itas a pleaſure to you, | 
1n being ſo; you blame CMartize for being proud. = | 
Brmi. We doe itnot alene, fir, | 
Alex. Tknow youcan doe very little alone, for your 
helpes are many, or elſe your aXjons would grow won- 
drous ſingle : your abiiities are too Infanr-like, for doing 
much alone. You talke of Pride: Oh,thar you could turne | 
your eyes toward the Napes of yoor neckes, and make 
but an interiour ſurvey of your good ſelves.Oh that you 
could! 
Both, What then fic ? S. 
Hen. Why then you ſhould diſcovera brace of un- | 
meriting, proud, violent,teſty Magiſtrates (alias Fooles) 
aSany in Rome. | 
Siem, Menenins, you are knowne well enough too, 
een. Iam knowne to be a humorous Patritian;and 
one that lovesa cup of hot Wine,withnot a drop of alay- | 
ing Tiber in't:Said, to be ſomething imperteR in favou- 
ring the firſt complaint, haſty and Tinder-like'upon, to 
triviall motion: Onegthat converſes more with the But- | 
tocke of the night,then with the forchead of the mor- 
niag. W ha: I rhinke,[ utter, and ſpend my malice in my 
breath. Meeting two ſuch Weales men as you are (1 can- 
not call your Licwrgſſes)it the drinke you give me,touch 
my Palat adve1ſly, I makea crooked face at it. I canſay, 
your Worſhippes bave deliver d the matter wel, when 
I finde the Ae in compound, wich the Major part of 
you: ſyllables. And though 1 muſt” be content to beare 
with thoſe, that ſay you are reverend grave, yet they lye 
deadly, that tell you have good faces; if you ſee this in 
the Map of my MicrocoſmeFollowes it that Iam known 
well eriongh too ? What harme can your beeſome Con- 
{pcuries gleancout of this CharraRer, if I be knowne 
well enough too? þ AA ci 
Big. Come fir come, we know. you wll enauygh. -- 
Men, You know neither me, your ſelves, nor any 
thing : youare ambitious, for poore knaves cappesand 
legges : you weare outa good wholcfome Forenoone, in 
hearing a cauſe betweenc an Orendge wife,and a Forſet- 
ſeller, andthen rejourne the Controverſic of three-pence 
toa ſecond day of Audience. When you are hearing a 
matter betweene party and party, if you chance to bee | 
pinch'd with the Collicke: you make faces like Mum- 
mers, ſet up the bloody Flagge againſt all Patjence, and |} 
inroaring for a Chamber-por, diſmiſle! the Controyerſic 
bleeding, the more 'intangled by your heariag: All the 
peace you make intheir Cauſe, is calling boththe parties 
Knaves.. You are a payre of i{trange ones. SHE G 
Bru. Come, come, yo ate well, underſtood to be a 
perfecter gyber forthe Table, then a neceſlary Bencher 
inthe Capitoll. | Ie FEVER 
Mev. Our very Pricſts muſt become Mockers;f they 
ſhall encounter ſuch ridiculous SubjeRs as you axe,when 
you ſpeake belt unto the purpoſe, Tt is nor wath, ; 
wagging of your Beards, and your-Beardgdeſexvenetio 
honorable a grave, asto ſtuffe a Botchcrs Cuſh ion, .arto 
be intomb'd in an AſſesPacke-faddle, ;-yet you mult. bee 
faying, 2fartimsisproud ; whoinacheape eſtic 
worth all your predeceſlors, ſince Dencel5en,thoug 
adventire ſomeof rhe beſt of em Wi © bereditary, hang- 
men. God den to your Worſhips,more of your conver- 
fation would infe'tmy braine, being the, Heard@ngnof 


y_ 
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the Beaſtly Plebeians. -I will be bolk to tak my leave of |. 
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Enter Volnmnia,and Valeria. 


How now (my as faireas Noble JLadyes, and the Moone 

were ſhe Earthly, no Nobler ; whither doe you follow 

your Eyes ſo faſt ? | 

Volum, Honorable Menenins,may Boy Martms appro- 

ches : for the love of 1x0 let's goes 

HMenen. Ha? Martins comming home? X 

Felum. 1, worthy Menenius,and with molt proſperous 

approbation. | | 

Menen., Take my Cappe Jupiter, and Ithanke thee : 

hoo, Martivs comming home ? 

2. Laces. Nay, tis true. 

Velum. Looke, here's a Letter from him, the State hath 

another, his Wite another, and(I thinke) there's one at 

home for you. | 

Menen.. 1 will make my very houſe recle to night ; 

A Letter for me ? 

' Viroit. Yes certaine, there's a Letter for you, I ſaw't, 
. A Letter for me ? it gives me an Eliate of ſe- 


| ven yeereshealth; in which time, I will make a Lippe at 


the Phyfician: The moſt ſoveraigne Preſcription in Galen, 
is but Emperickqurique ; and to this Preſervative, of no 
better report thena Horſe-drench. Is he not wounded ? 
he was'wont tocome home wounded? 

 Uiroul. Oh no, no, no, 


ene, So doe Itoo, if it be not too much: bringsa 
ViRtoric in his Pocket? the wounds become him. 
- Polen,” On's Browes : Menenim, he comes the third 


£ Pr" 


time hotac with the Oaken Garland. 
- CMenen. Ha's he diſciplin'd Auſfidsns 

Yolum. Titus Lartuu writes,they fought 
Anffiditis got off. Ty 

Menen, And*twas time for him too, 1le warrant him 
that: and he had Ray'd by him, I woldnot havebeecne (o 
fiddious'd, forallthe Cheſts in Coriolus, and the, Gold 
that'sin them. Is the Senate poſleſt of this? - 

Volums. Good Ladies let's goc. Yes , yes, yes: The 
Senate ha's Letters from the Generall, wherein he gives 
my Sonnethe whole Name ofthe Warre:he hath 1n this 

tion out-done his former decds doubly. 
-* Vater. TIntroth, there's wondrous thingsſpoke of him. 

Menen. Wondrous: I, I warrant you, and not wich- 
out his rrue purchaſing, - | 
| mage The guds grant them'true, 

Volume,” True ? pow waw. _ 4 

'-) Ment; True ? llebeſworne they are true : where is 
he woungded,God fave your good Worſhips'? Aarti 
is comming home : he ha's more cauſe to be prowd : 
where 1s he wounded ? | 


” . 


ſoundly 2 
together,but 


TIch' Shouldier,and ith'left Arme:therewill be 


* 
4 


to ſhew the People, when he ſhall ſtand 


aqz- Lb" * v7 


yes Noyſe; 


inde him, he leaves Teares:. 
- FY 5 EX8 Ca 42h yg TE 
V3 


'»: 


Which beingadvanc'd, declines, and then men dye. 


UVelum. Oh, he is wounded, Ithanke the gods for't. 


| - ved in the xepulſe of Targuin ſeven 


ET ———— 


Death, that darke Spirit, in's nervy Arme doth ye, 


ef Sonet. Trumpets ſound, 
Enter Comminus the G enerall, and Titus Larting : between 
them Coriolanuu,crown'dwith an Oaken 
Garland, with ( aptames and Soul. 
diert, and a Herauld. 

Hera. Know Rome, that all alone Cartins did fight 
Within Corjolus Gates : where he hath wonne, 
With Fame, a Name to Marti Cam: : 

Theſe in honor followes Martins Cains, Coriolanut, 
++ <lcometo Rome, renowned Coriolanwe. 
| Sound, Flonriſh. 

All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolane, 

Corio, No more of this, it does offend my heart ; pray 
now No More. 

Com. Looke, Sir, your Mother. 

Corio, Oh 1 you have, I know, petition'd all the gods 
for my proſperity. Kneeles. 

Folum. Nay amy good Souldier, up : 

My gentie I/arrus, worthy (ans, 

And by deed-atchieving Honor newly nam'd, 
W hatis it (Coriolanus) muſt I call thee ? 

But oh, thy Wite. 

Corio. My gracious filence, hayle : 

Would'it thou have lauch'd,had I come Coitin'd home, 
Thar weep#ſt to ſee me triumph ? Ah my deare, 
Such eyes the Widowes in Coriolus weare, 
And Mothers that lacke Sonnes. 
Hen, Now the gods Crowne thee. 
Com. Andlive you yer ? Oh wy ſweet Lady, pardon, 
Folum. 1 know not w here to turne. 
Oh welcome home : and welcome Generall, 
And yare welcome all. 
en. A hundred thouſand Welcomes : 
I could weepe, and 1 could lavgh, 
Tam light, and heavy ; welcome : 
A Curſe beginat very root on's heart, 
That 15 nor giad to tce thee. 
You are thre*s, that Rome ſhould dore on : 
Yetby rhe faichof men, we Fave 
Someold Crab-trees here athome, 
That will not be grafted to your Relliſh. 
Yet weicome Warriors; 
Wecall a Nettle, but a Nettle ; 
Ang the faults of fooles, but folly. 
Com, Ever right. 
Cor, /Menenms, ever, ever. 
Hera. Give way there, and goe on. 
Cor. Your Hand, and yours ? | 
Ere in our owne houſe I doe ſhade my head, 
The good Patricijans muſt be viſited, 
From whom I have recciv'd not onely greetings, 
But with them, change of honors. 
Volums. 1 havelived, 
To ſeeinherited my very Wiſhes, 
And the Buildings of my Fancy : 
Onely theres one thing wanting, 
Which (1 doubt not) but our Rome 
Will caſt upon thee. 
Cor. Know, good Mother, 
I had rather be their ſervant in my way, 
Tenſway with them in theirs. | 
"Com. On, to the Capitoll, Flewriſh. Corrs 


Exennt in State, 4s ha” 


—_— 


* a” 
oi — 0 a 


whe? | 


UM 


_ - Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


Emer Bruins and Sicintas. 


Bru. All tongues ſpeake of him, and the bleared ſights 
Are ſpeRacled to ſee him. Your pratling Nurſe 
Into arapture lets her Baby cry, - 
While ſhe chats him : the Kitchin AMHakin pinnes 
Her richeſt Lockram bout her reechy necke, 
Clambring the Wallstoeye him : 
Stalls, Bulkes, Windowes, are ſmother'd up, 
Leades 611'd, and Ridges hors'd 
With variable Complexions ; all agreeing 
In earneſtnefle to ſee him : ſeld-ſhowne Flamins j 
Doe preſſe among the popular Throngs, and puffe 
To winne a vulgar ſtation : our veyl'd Dames 
Commit the Warre of White and Damaske 
In their niccly gawded Cheeckes, roth*wanton fpoyle 
Of Phabus burning Kiſſes : ſuch a poother, 
Asif that whatſoever God, who leades him, 
Wereflyly crept into his humane powers, 
And gave him gracecfull poſture. 
Sicin, On the ſuddaine, I warrant him Conſull. | 
ru. Then our Otfice may, during his powers goe 
le . | 
Fei . He cannot temp'*rately tranſport his honors, 
From where he ſhould begin, and end, but will 
Loſe thoſe he hath wonne. 
Bru, Inthat there's comfort. 
' $icin, Doubt not, =" 
The Commoners,for whom we ſtand, but they 
Ypon their ancient mallice, will forget 
With the leaſt cauſe, theſe his new honors, 
Which that he will give them, make I as little queſtion, 
As he is prowd to doo't. 
Brg. | heard him ſweare 
Were he to ſtand for Conſull, never would he 
Appeare 'th*Market place, nor on him put 
The Naples Veſture of humility, 
Nor ſhewing (as the manner is) his Wounds 
Toth'people, begge their ſtinking Breaths. 
Sice. *Tis ri | q 
Bru, It was his word : | 
Oh he would miſſe it, rather then carry it, 
But by the ſuite of the Gentry to him, 
Andthe defire of the, Noblcs. | 
Sici. I wiſh no better, then have him bold that pur- 
pole, ard to put it in exccution- 
Bru, *Tis moſt like be will. 
Sics. It ſhall be to him then, as our good wills; a ſure 
deſtruction. 
Bra. So it muſt fall out 
Tohim, or our Authoritics;for an end. = 
We mult ſuggeſt the People, in what hatred 
He {till hath held them : that to's power he would 
Have made them Mutes, ſilenc'd their Pleaders, | 
Anddiſproportioned their Freedomes;holding them, 
In humane Action, and Capacity, 
Of no more Soule, nor ſitneſle for the world, 
Then Cammels in their Warre, who have their Provand 
Onely for bearing Burthens, and ſore blowes 
For finking under thens. 
 Sicd. This (asyou ſay) ſuggeſted, 
At ſome tfme, when his ſoaring inſolence 
| Shall reach the People, whichrime ſhall not want, 
Tfhebepur upon't,and that's as eafie, 
| | Asto ſet Dogges on Sheepe, will be his fire 


1:54. . "= 


To kindle their dry Stubble : and their Blaze 
Shalldarken bim for ever. _ © 


Enter 4 e Ueſſenger. 


&re. What's the matter ? 
_Meſſ. Youare ſent for to the Capital : 
Tis thought, that arrive ſhall be Conſull : 
I have ſecne the dumbe men throng toſce him, 


And the blind to hcare him ſpecak:Matrons flong Gloves, | 


Ladies and Maids their Scartfes, and Handkerchers, 
Vpon him as hepaſs'd : the Nobles bended 
As to [oves Statue, and the Commons made 


; AShower, and Thunder, with their Caps, and Show ts : 


I never ſaw thelike. 

Bra, Let's tothe Capitoll, 
And carry with useares andeyes forth'time, 
But hearrsfor the event. 


Sics, Have with you. Exennt. 


Enter two Officers, to lay Cuſhions, 4s it werey 
31 the Capital. 


I. Off, Come,come, they are almoſt here: how many - 


ſtand for Conſulſhips ? 

2. Off. Three, they ſay: but *cis thought of every one 
Ceriolanus will carry it- | 

I.Of. That's a brave fellow:bur he's vengeance prowd, 


and loves notthe common people. 


2. Off. *Faith, there hath beene many great men thar, 
have flatter'd the people,who ne*re loved themand there 
be many that they have loved,they know not wherefore: 
ſothat if they love they know nor why, they hate upon 
no bctter aground. Therefore, for Coriolanxs neither ro 


care whether they love, or hate him, manifeſts the true - 


knowledge he ha's in their difpoſition,and out of his No- 
ble carcleſneſſe lets thein plainely ſce't. 

1: Off Ifhe did notcare whether he had their love,or 
no, he yaved indifferently, *twixt doing them neither 
good, nor harme : but be ſcekes their hate with greater 
devotiongthen they can render it him;and leavesnothing 
undone, that may tully dilcuver him their oppofite:-Now 
to ſeeme to affect the mallice and diſpleaſure of the Peo- 
ple, is as bad, as that which he diſlikes, to flatter them 
for their love. 

2. Off. He hath deſerved worthily of his Countrey, 
and his aſcent isnot by ſuch caſie degrees as thoſe, who 
having beene ſupple and courteonsto.the People, Bon- 
netted, withour any further deed,to have them atall into 


their eſtimation, and report : but he hath fo planted his | 


honors intheir Eyes, and his ations in theirhearts, that 
for their Tongues to be ſilent, and not confeſle ſo much, 
werea kinde of ingratefull injury : toreport other wile, 
werea Mallice,thar giving itſelfe the Lye, would plucke | 
reproofe and rebuke from every Earethat heard it. 

Tr. of No more of him, he's a worthy man : make 
way they are comming, 

A Sonnet. Enter the Patriclans, and the Tribunes of 
the People, Liftors before then ; Coriolanus, He- 
nenius, Comimins the Conſull : Sicinins and 
Bruta's take their places by themſelves : 
' , Corjolanns ſtands. 

Men. Having determin'd of the Volces, 


{ Ando ſend for Titus Lartins ; it remaines, 
| Asthe maine Point of this 7 ——— | 


| 
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To gratifie his Noble ſervice; that hath 

Thus ſtood for his Country. Therefor pleaſe you, 
Moſt reverend and grave Elders, to deſire 

The preſent Conſull, andlaft Generall, 

In onr weli-found Succcſles, to report 

A lictle of that worthy Work2, perform'd 


| By Martins C airs Coriolanus : whom 


We met here, both to thanke, and toremember; 
With honors like himſclfe. 
I. Sen, Speake, good Cominiv : EE 
Leave nothing out tor length, and make usthinke 
Rather our ſtates defeRzive for requitail, 
Then we to ſtretch it out, Maſters a'th'People, 
Wedoe requeſt your kindeſt care : and after 
Your loving motion toward the common Body, 
To yeeld what paſles here. | 
Sicin, We are convented upon a pleaſing Treaty, and 
have hearts inclinable to honor and advance the Theame 
of our Aſſembly. 
Bru. Whichthe rather we ſhall be bleſt to doe, if he 
remember a kinder value of the Peopie,then he hath here- 
to priz'd them at. 
en, That's off, that's off: I would you rather had 
been ſilent : Pleaſe you to heare Commis ſpeake ? 
'Bru. 
pertinent then the rebuke you give It. | 
%, He loves your People, bnt tye him not to be 
their Bedfellow : Worthy Comin: ſpeake. 
Coriolanta rifes, and offers ts goe aways 
Nay, keepe your place. 
Sexat. Sir Coriolanss : uever ſhame to heare 
What you haye Nobly done. 
Corso. Your honors pardon : 
T had rather have my Wounds to heale againe, 
Then heare ſay how I got them. 
Bra. Sir, hope my words dis-bench'd you not ? 
= Corio. NoSir : yes oft, 
When blowes have made me ſtay, I fied from words. 
Youſooth'd nor, therefore hurt not ; but your people, 
I love them as they weigh 
Men. Pray now it downe. 
Corio. I had rather have one ſcratch my Head i'th'Sun, 
W hen the Alarum were ſtruck, then idly fit 
To heare my.Nothings monſter'd, Exit Coriolanus, 
Mew, Maſters of the People, 
Your multiplying Spawne, how can he flatter ? 
That's thouſand to one good one, when you now ſee 
He had rather ventureall his Limbes for honor, 
Then on ones Earesto hrare it. Procced { omwmins. 
{ 2x8. I ſhall lacke voyce : the deeds of Coriolanws 
Sould not be uttcr'd feebly : it 1s held, 
That Valour is the chicfeſt Vertue, And 
Moſt dignifics the haver - if it be, | 
The man I ſpeake of, cannot in the World 
Be {ingly counter-poys'd. Ar fixtcene yeeres, 
When Targuir made a Head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the marke of others : our then DiRtator, 
* Whom with all praiſe Ipoint at, faw him fight, 
When with his AmazonianGhinne he drove 
The brizled Lippes before him : he beſtrid 
An o're-preſt Roman, and ith'Conſuls view 
Slew three Oppoſers : Targuirs felfe he met,. 
And ſtrucke him on his Knee : in that dayesfeates, 
When he might at the Woman inthe Scene, 
He prov'd beſt mani*ch/field, and for his meed 
Was Brow-bound withthe Oake, His Pupil-age 
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Man-entred thus, he wated like a Sea, 
And in the brunt of ſeventecne Battailes ſince, 
He lurchr all Swords o'th Garland : for this laſt, 
Before, and in Coriolus, let me ſay 
I cannot ſpeake him home : he ſtopt the flyers, 
And by hrs rare example made the Coward 
Turneterror into ſport : as Wavesbefore 
A Veſlell under fayle, ſo men obey'd, 
And fell bclow his Stem ; his Sword (Deaths ftampe ) 
Where it did marke, it tooke from faceto foot: 
He was a thing of Blood, ms, motion 
| Wastrim'd with dying Cryes alone he centred 


| | Toeaſe his bre(t withpainting. 
oſt willingly: but yet my Caution was more | 


The mortall Gateo'th'City, which he painted 
1th ſhunlefle defamy : aydelefle came of. 
And with a fudden re-inforcement ſtrucke 
Cariolus like a Planet : now all'sthis, 

W hen by and by the dinne of Warre gan pierce 
His ready ſence: then ſtraight his doubled ſpirit 
Requickned what in fleſh was fatjgate, 

And to the Battaile came he, where he did 
Runne recking ore the lives of men, as if 
*Twere a perpetual ſpoyle ; and till we call'd 
Both field and Uitty ours, he never ſtvod 


Men. Worthy man. 


Senat. Hee cannot but with meaſure fit the hdhors 
which we deviſe him, | 

Com. Our ſpoyles hekickt at, 
And look*'d upon things precious, as they were 
The common Mucke o'th World: he covets leſle 
Then Miſery it ſelfe would give, rewards his deeds 
With doing them, and iscontent 


| Toſpend the time, to endir. 


Men, He's righe Noble, let him be call'dfor: 
Senat. Call Corzolanss. 
Off. He doth appeare. 


Enter ( oriolanus. 


tes, The Senate, ( ortolanns, are well plead to make 
thee Conſull, 

Corio, I docowethem ſtill my life, and Services. 
: _ It then remaines, that you doe ſpeake to the 

cople. 

Corio, Idoe beſeech you, 
Let me 0're-leape that cuſtome ; for I cannot 
Put on the Gowne, ſtand naked, and entreat them 
For my Wounds ſake, to give their fufferage : 
Pleaſe you that I may paſſe this doing. 

Sicin. Sir,the People muſt have their Voyces; : 
Neither will they bate one jot of Ceremony- 

Hen, Putthem not tov't : 
Pray you goe fit youtothe Cuſtome, 
And take to you, as your Predeceflors have, 
Your honor with your forme. 

C oris; It isa part that I ſhall bluſh inaRting, 
And' might well be taken from the People. 

Bru. Marke youthar. | 

Corio, Tobragunto them,thusI did, andthus _ 
Shew them th'unaking Skarres, which I ſhould hide, 
As if I had receiv*d them for thehyre 
Oftheir breath onely. 

An. Doe nor ſtand upon't : 
Werecommend to you Tridunes of the People 
Our puzpoſe to them, and to our Noble Confull 
Wiſh we all Ioy,and honor' 
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Send. | 


The Tragedy of C oriolanus, 


Se14t. To Coriolanzes come all joy and honor. 
» Flouriſh Cornets. ' | 

Then Exeunt. CManet Sicinins and Brut. 
Bru: You ſee how he intends to uſe the people. 
Sicin,May they perceive's intent: he will require them 
As if he did contemne what he requeſted, 
Should be in themto give. | 
- Bra. Come, we'll informe them 
Of our proceedings heere onth' Market place, 
I know they doe attend us. | | 

Emter ſeven or eight Citizens. 

| 1. (4. Onceif he doe require our voyces, We ought 
notto deny him, Ts 

8. Cit. We may Sir if we will. 3b 

3 Cit, We have power in ur ſelves to doe it,but it 15 
a power that we haveuo power to doe : For, if he ſhew 
us his wonnds, andrell ns his deeds, we are to put our 
tongues into thoſe wounds, and ſpeake for them : So if 
he tell us his Noble deeds, we muſt allo tell him our noble 
acceptance of them.  Ingratitude is monſtrus,and for the 
multitude to be ingratefull, were ro make aiMonſter. of 
the multitude ; of the which, we being members,fhould 
bring our {elves to be monſtrous members, ; 
| 1Ci#. Andtomake us no better thought of a little 
helpe will ſerve : for once we ſtood up about the Corne, 
he himſelfe ſtucke not to call us the many-headed Mul- 
titude, | | 

3 (it. We have beene call'd ſo of many, not that our 
heads are fome browne, ſome blacke, ſome Abram, ſome 
bald ; but that our wits arc ſodiverfly Coulord; and trut- 
ly I thinke, iFall our wits were to iflue out of one Scull, 
they would {lye Eaſt, Weſt,North, South, and their con- 
ſentof one dire& way, ſhouid be at once to all the points 
7th Compaſle. 

2(i#. Thinkeyou ſo? Which way dee you 
wit wonld fly. 

3 Cit, Nay your wit will not ſo ſoone out as another 
mans will, *tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in a blockehead : but 
if it were at liberty, twould {ure Southward. 

2 Cit. Why that way ? + 
' 3Cit. Tolooſe it ſelte ina Fogge, where being three 
parts melted away with rotten Dewes , the forth would 
returnc for Conſcience ſake, to helpeto get thee a Wite. 
2 (tt. Youare never without your trickes, you may, 
Jon may. : | | 
3 Cit, Are you all reſoly'd togive your voyces ?, But 
thats no matter, the greater part carries it, I ſay. It he 
would inc{ine to the people, there was never a worthter 
man. 


udge my 


Enter Coriolanus in a gowre of Humility, with 
/ eHMenenins. 
Heere he comes, andinthe Gowne of humility, marke 


by him where he ſtands, by ones, by.rwors, by & threes. 
He'sro make his requeſts by particulars, wherein every 
| One of us ha's a ſingle Honor, in giving him our owne 
VOyces with our owne tongnes,therefore follow me,and 
Hedire& you how you ſhall goe by him: | 
All. Content, content. | | ; 
' eHen.Oh Sir, you are uotright ; have you not known 
The worthieſt men have dow't? 

Corio, W har muſt I ſay, I pray Sir ? 

Plague upon'r, I canner bring 

tongue to ſuch a pace. Looke Sir, my wounds, 

[I'g0t themin my Countries Service, when 

ome certaine of your Brethren roar'd, and ranne 


EY 


his behaviour: we are notto ſtay al together,but to come | 


| From th'neiſe of our owne Drummes, . 

en, Oh me the gods, you muſt not {peake ofthat, 
| Youmuſt defirethem tothinke upon you, 

Corio. Thinke upon me ? Hang*em, 
I would they would forget me, like the Vertues 
Whichour Divines loſe by em. 

An. You'll marre all, 

Ile leave you: Pray you ſpeake toem, I pray you 
In wholſome manner. | Exit. 
Emer three of the Citizens, 

Corzo. Bid them waſh their Faces, 
And keepe their teeth cleane : So heere comes a brace, 
You knoyy the cauſe (Sir) of my ſtanding heere. 

3 Cir. Wedo Sir, tell us what hath brought you toO't. 

Corio. Mine owne deſert, 

2, C#t. Your owne deſert. 

Coro. I, no mine owne deſire. 

3 Cit. Hownot your owne deſire ? 

Corio. No Sir *twas never my defire yet totrouble the 
poore with begging. _ 

3 Cit. You mult thinke if we give youany thing, we 
hope to gaine by you, 

Corio, Well then pray, your price a'*th Conſulſhip. 

I Cit. Thepriceis,to aske it kindly, 

Corio. Kindly fir,] pray let me ha't: I have wounds to 
ſhew you,. which ſhall be yours in private: your good 
voyce Sir, what fay you? 

2 Cit. You ſhall ha't worthy Sir, 


| Why in this Woolviſh gowne ſhould I ſtand heere, 


| Tobeggeof Hoband i ;"y9s does appeere 


. Corio. A match Sir, theres in all two worthy voyces 
begg'd : Thave your Almes, Adicu. 

3 Ciz, But this 1s ſamething odde. | 

2 Cit, And twere tO giveagaine :but tisno matters 

Exenat. Enter twoother Citizens, 

Corio, Pray you now, if it may ſtand-with the tune 
of your voyces, that I may be Conſull, I have heere the 
Cultomary Gowne. 

I. You have deſerved Nobly of your Country, and 
you have nqtdeſerved Nobly. 

Corio. Your Anigma, | 

I. You have beene aſcourge to her enemies,you have 


bin a Rod to her Friends, you bave notindced loved the 


Common people. 

({*rio. You ſhould account me the more Vertnous, 
that T have not bin common in my Love, I will fir flatter 
my {worne Brother the people to carne a deerer eſtima- 
tion of them, tis a condition they account gentle: & fince 


the —_— of their choyce, is rather to have my hat, | 


then my Heart, I will practice the infinuaring nod,and be 
off to th:m moſt counterferly, thar is fir, I will counter- 
fet the bewichment of ſome popular man, and give it 


bountifull tothe deſires : Theretorebelecch you, 1 may | 


be Confull. \ 


2 We hope to find you our friend : and therefore give | 


you Our voyces heartily. 

1 Youhave; received many wounds for your Coun- 
trey- 

Corio. I will nat Scale your knowledge with ſhewing 
them. I will make much: of your voyces, and fo,trouble | 
youno farther. _ 

Both. The godsgive you joy Sir heartily. 

Corio. Moſt ſweet Voyces: 

Better i isto dye, better to ſerve, 
Then crave the hire, which firſt we doe deſerve. 
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Their needleſſe Vouches: Cuſtome calls me too't. = 
What Cuſtome wills in all things, ſhould we doo't 2 
The Duſt on antique Time would lye unſwept, 
And mountainous Errorbe roo highly heapt, 
For Truth to o'ce-peere. Rather then ole itſo, 
Let the high Ojltce and the Honor goe 
To one that would doe thus. I am halfe through, 
The one part ſuffered, the other will Idoe. 

| Enter three Citizens more, 
Here come moe Voyces. Ye 
Your Voyces? for. your Voyces I have fought, 
Watcht for your Voyces : for your Voyces, beare 
Of Wounds, two dozen odde : Battailes thrice fix 
I have ſecne, and heard of: for your voyces, 
Have done many things, ſome leſſe, ſome-more : 
Your Voyces ? indeed I would be Confull. 

1 Cit, He ha's done Nobly, and cannot goe without 

any honeſt mans Voyce. 

2 Cs. Therefore let him be Conſull; the Gods give. 
| him joy ,and make him good friend to the people. 
All. Amen, Amen. God fave thee, Noble Conſull. 
Corio, Worthy Voyces. 


Enter CMenenizs, with Brutus aud Sicenins. 


Hen. You have ſtood your Limitation ; 

Andrthe Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voyce, 

| Remaines, that inth'O:Hciall Markes inveſted, 

You anon doe meet the Senate. 

C or46. Ts this done ? : 

Sice. The Cultome of Requeſt you have diſcharg'd : 
The People doe admit you and are ſummon'd - 
Tomeet anon, upon your approbation. 

Coro. W here ? at the Senate-houſc ? 

Sci. There, Coriolans. 

Corio. May I change theſe Garments ? 

Sicin. You may Sir. 

Cori. That Ile ſtraight do:and knowing my ſelfe againe 

Repayre toth'Senate-houſe. 

Men. Ile keepe you company. Will you along ? 
Bra. We ſtay here for the People. 
Sicin, Fare you well, Execunt (oriol. and Men. 

He ha's itnow: and by his Lookes, mc thinkes, 

*Tis warme at's heart. | 
Brs.With a proud heart he wore his humble Weeds: 
Will you diſmiſle the People ? 

| Emter the Plebeians. 

Sic. How now,my Maſters, have you choſe this man? 

I Cit. He ha's our Voyccs, Sir. 
Bru. We pray the Gods, he may deſerve your loves. 
2. Cit. Amen, Sir : to my poore unworthy notice, 
' Hemock'dus, when he begg'dour Yoyces. 
3+. Certainely, he lowted us downe-right. 
I. Cit.No, tis his kind of ſpecch,he didnot mocke us. 
2. (#:. Not one amongſt us, ſave your ſelfe, but ſayes. 

He us'd us ſcornefully : he ſhould have ſhew'd us 

His Markesof Merit, Wounds receiv'd for's Countrey. 
Sicin. Why ſo he did, I am ſure. 

All. No, no; no man ſaw *cm. 
3. Cit. He ſaid he had Wounds, 

W hich he could ſhew in private : 

And with his Hat, thus waving itin ſcorne, 

' I would be Conſull, fayes he : aged Cuftome, 

But by your Voyces, will not ſo permit me. 

{ Your Voyces therefore: when we granted that, 

| Here was, Ithanke you for your Voyces, -thanke you 
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Your moſt ſiveet Voyees:now you have left your Voyces 

I have no further with you. Was netthis mockery ? 
Siem, Why cither were you ignorant to ſee't? 

Or ſeeing it, of ſuch Childith friendlineſſe, 

Toyecld your Voyces? | 
Bru. Could you not have told him, 

As you wereleſſon'd; When he had no Power, 

But wasa petty ſervant tuthe State, 

He was your Enemy, everſpake againſt 

Your Liberties, and the Charters that you beare 

Pch* Body of the Weale + and now arriving 

A place of Potency, and ſway o'ch'State 

It he ſhould ſtill malignantly remaine 

Faſt Foe toth* Plebey, your Voyces might 

Be Curſes to your felves: You ſhould bave ſaid, 

That as his worthy deeds did clayme nolefle 

Then what he flood for : ſo his gracious nature 

Would thinke upon yaugfor your Voyces, and 

Tranſlate his Mallice towards you, into Love, 

Standing your friendly Lord. 

Sicen, Thus to have ſaid, bp 
Asyou were fore-advisd, had toucht his Spirit, 

And try:d his inclination : from him pluck, 

Either his gracious Promiſe, which you might 

As eauſe had call'd you up, have held hun to ; 

Or elſe it would have gall'd his ſurly nature ; 

W hich cafilyendures not Article, 

Tying him to ought, ſo putting him to Rage, 

You ſ{hovld have ta'ne th'advantage of his Choller, 

And paſs'd him unele&ed. 

Bru. Did you perceive, 

He did follicite you in free Conterapt- 

When he did need your Loves : and doe youthinke,! 

That his Contempt ſhall not be bruſing to you, 

When he hathpower to cruſh ? Why, had your Bodyes 

No heartamong you? Or had you Tongues, tocry 

Againſt the Rectorſhip of judgement ? 

Sicin, Have you, ere now, deny*d the asker : 

And now againe, of him that did not aske, but mocke, 

Beſtow your ſu'd-for Tongues? : 

3. Cit. He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet. 

2, Cit. And will deny him: 

He have five hundred Voyces of that found, _ 
I.Cit.Itwice five hundred,& thcir friends,to piece cl 
Bra, Get you henceinſtantly, and tell thoſe friends, 

They have choſe a Conſuli, that will from them take 

Their Libertics, make them of no more V oyce 

Then Dogges, that arcas often bear for barking, 

As therefore kept to doe ſo. 

Sicin. Let them afſemble : and on a ſafer jugement, 
All revoke your ignorant election : Enforce his Pride, 
And his old Hate unto you: beſides, forget not _ 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
How in his Suit heſcorn'd you : but your Loves, 
Thinking upon bis Services, tooke from you 
Thyapprebenfion of his preſent portance, _ 

Which moſt gibingly, ungravely, he didfaſhion 

After the inveterate Hate he beares you. 

Bru. Lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, 

That we labour'd (no impediment betweene ) 

But that you muſt caſt your Election on him. 

$5c5.Say you choſe him, more after our commandment, 
Then as guided by your owne true affections, and that 
Your minds pre-occupi'd with what you rather muſt do 
Then what you ſhould made you againſt the graine 


To Yoyce him Conſull, Lay the fault on us. _ 
Yb 
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Bru. 1,ſpareus not : Say, weread Lectures to you, 
How youngly he began to ſerve his Country, 
How long continued, and what ſtocke he ſprings of, 
The Noble houſe o'th*/artians : from whence came 
| That Ancus Martins, N.umaes Daughters SOnne + 
Who after great Ho#ti/uu here was King, 
Of the ſame houſe Publ and Zujintre were, 
That our beſt Water, brought by Conduits hither, 
And Nobly nam'd, ſo twice being Cenſor, 
Was his great Anceſtor. | 

Sics. One thus deſcended, 
That hath befide well in his perſon wrought, 
To be {et high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances: but you have feund, 
Skaling his preſent,bearing with his paſt, 
That he's your fixed enemy ; and revoke 
Your {uddaine approbation. 

Bra. Say you ne're had dorrt, 
(Harpe on that (ill) bur by our putting on : | 
And preſently, when you have drawne your number, 
' Repaire toth'Capitoll, "7 : 
eAll Wewillſo: almoſt all repent in theirelection. 


Bra. Let them goe on: 
This Mutiny were better put in hazard, 
| Then ſtay paſt doubt, for greater : 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
' With their refuſall, both obſerve andanſwer 
Thevantage of his anger. 

Sicin. Toth*Capitoll, come : 
We will be there before the ſtreame o'th'People : 
And this ſhall ſceme, as partly 'tis, their owne, 
Which we have goaded on-ward. 


| A Aus Þ{ ertins. 


Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenins,all the Gentry, 
Cominins Titus Lartins, and other Senators 
(orie. Tellus Auffding then had made new head. 
Larti. He had my Lord, and that it was which caus'd 
Our ſwifter Compoſition. 
{orie. Sothen the V olces ſtand but as at firſt, 
Ready when time ſhallprompt them, to makeroade 
Vpon's againe, 
Com. They are worne (Lord Conſull) ſo, 
That we ſhall hardly in our ages (ce 
Their Banners wave againe. 
Corio, Saw you Auffidins ? wot 
Larts, On ſafegard he came to me,and did curſe: 
Againſt the Volces, for they had ſo vildly 
Yeelded the Towne : he 1s rctyred ro Antiums 
Corio, Spoke he of me? 
Larti. He did, my Lotd. 
( orie. How ? what ? | 
| Larti. How often he had met you Sword toSword : 
That of all things upon the Earth, lic hated 
Your perſon moſt : That he would payne his fortunes 
To hopcleſſe reſtitution, ſo he might 
Be call'd your Vanquither- 
Corzo, At Antium lives he ? 
Lart:. At Antium. 
Corio, 1 wiſh I had a cauſe to ſeeke him there, 
To oppoſe his hatred fully. Welcome home. 
nter Sicinives, and Brutns. 
Behotd, theſe are the Tribunes of the People, 
The Tongues o'th'Conunon Mouth, I doe deſpiſe them : 


E xenntr 


m———— 


Exennt ÞPlebeians. 


| Or never be ſo Nobleas a Contull, 


— 


For they doe pranke themin Authority, 
Againſt all Noble ſufferance. 
$1699, Paſſe no further, 
oro, Hah? what is that ? 
Bra. It will be dangerous to goe on-No further, 
Corio, What makes this change ? 
Hen. The matter? | 
Com,Hath he not paſs'd the Noble,and the Commons? 
Bru. Cominins, n0:« | 
Corio. Have I had Childrens Y oyces? | 
Senat. Tribunes give way,he ſhall roth'Market place, 
Bru. The People are incens'd againſt him, 
Sicin, Stop,or all willfall in broyle. 
Core, Arc theſe your heard ? | 
Mult theſe have Voyces, that can-yeeld them now, 
And ſtraight diſclaim their tongs? what are your Offices 
You being their Monthes,why rule you nor their Teeth? 
Have you not ſetthem on ? 
CHen. Be calme, be calme. 
Corio Ttis a purpos'd thing, and growes by Plot, 
Tocurbe the will of the Nobility : 
Suffer t, and live with ſuch as cannot rule, 
Norever will beruled. 
Bre, Call't nota Plots | 
The People cry you mockt them: and of tate, 
hen Corne was given them grats;you repin'd, 
Scandal'd the Suppliants : for the People, calld them 
Time-plecaſers, flatterers, foes to Nobleneſſe, 
Corio. Why this was knowne before. 
- Bru. Not tothemall, | 
Corio, Have youinformd them fithence ? 
Bru. How? linforme them ? 
Com. You are like todoe ſuch buſineſſe. 
Bru. Not unlike each way toberter yours. r12i4't 
Corio. W hy then ſhould I be Conſull ? by yond Clouds 
Let medeſerve ſoiil as you, and make me | 
Your fellow tribune- 
Sicin, You ſhew too much of thar, 
For which the People ſtirre : if you will paſſe 
To where youare bound, you muſt enquire your way, 
Which youare out of, witha gentler ſpirit, | 


Nor yoake with him for Tribune, 

Men. Lets be calme, 

Com, The Peopleareabus'd : ſet on, this paltring 
Becomesnot Rome : nor ha's Coriolanu | 
Deſery'd this ſo diſhonourd Rub, layd falſely 
Ith plaine Way of his Merit. 

( oris. Tell me of Corne | this was my ſpeech, 
And I will ſpeakt againe. 

Hen. Not now, not now. ' 

Senat. Not in this heat, Sir, now. 

Corio. Now as live, I will. 

My Nobler friends, I crave their pardons : 

For the mutable ranke-lented Meyny, 

Let them regard me, as TI doe not flatter, 

And therein behold themſelves : I ſay againe, 

In ſoothing them, we nouriſh gainſt our Senate 

The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence, Sedition, 

Which we our ſelves have plowed for,ſowd,& ſcatters; 
By mingling them with us, the honord Number, 

W ho lacke not Vertue, no, nor Power, but that 

Which they have given to Beggers. 

Men. Well, no more. | i: 

Senat. No more words, we beſeech you. 
{orio. How ? nomore ? 
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As for my Country, I have ſhed my blood, 
"Not fearing ontward force ;.So ſhall my Lungs. 
Coine words till their decay, againſt thoſe Meazels 
Which we diſdaine ſhould Tertrer us, yetſought 
The very way tocatch them. 
Brs. You ſpeake a'th' people, as if you were a god, 
Topuniſh ; Not a man of of their infirmity* 
Siciw. 'T were well we let the people know'ce 
Men. W har, what? his Choller ? _ 
Cor. Choller Were Las patient as the midnight flecp 
By Iave, twould be my, minde. 
Sicin. It isa minde that ſhall remaine a poiſon 
Where it is : not poyſon any further. 
Corio. Shall remiine ? 
Here you this Triton of the finnones? Marke you 
' Hisabfolute Shall? 
Com. Twas fromthe Cannon. ; 
Coris.Shall > O Ged ! but moſt unwiſe Patricians:why 
You grave, but wreakleſſe Senators, have you thus 
Given Hidra hecre to chooſe an Onlicer, 
That wirh his peremptory Shall, being bur BE 
The horne, and noiſe o'th'Monſters, wants not ſpirit 
Toſay, hel turne your Current inaditch, 
And make your Channel bis? if he have power, 
Then vale your ignorance : if none, awake 
Yonr dangerous Lenity : if youare Learn'd, 
Be not aScommon Fooles ; if you are not, 
| Let them have Cuſhionsby you. You are Plebeians, 
If they be Senators: and they are noleſle, 
When both your voyces blended the great'ſt taſte 
Moſt pallates theirs. They chooſe their Magiltrate, 
And ſuch a oneas he, who puts his Shall, 
His popular Shall, againſta graver Bench 
| Then ever frown'din Greece. By Iove himſclfe, 
| It makes the Conſuls baſe ; and my foule 2kes 
| To knew, when two Authorities are up, 
| Neither Supreame ; how ſoone confuſion 
' May enter *twixt the gap of Both, and take 
| Theone by th'other. 
| Com, Well, onto'chMarket place. 
| Com, Whoever gave that Counſcll, to give forth 
' The Cornea'th'Store-houle gratis, as twas us'd 
* Sometime in Greece, * 
Men, Well, well, no more of that. 
| (or. Thoughtherethepeople had more abſolute powre 
| Ifay the noriſht diſobedience:fed, the ruin of the State. 
Bru. Why ſhall the people give 
| One that ſpeakes thus, their voyce ? 
| Coro. legive my Reaſons, 
- More worthie thentheir Voyces. They know the Corne 
| Was not our recompence, reſting well aſſur'd 
| They-ne're did fervice for'r; being preſt to'th* Warre, 
| Even whenthe Navell of the State was touch'd, 
They would not thred the Gates : This kind of Service 
Did not deſerve Cornegratis.' Being i'th* Warre, 
 Thare Mutinies and Revolts, whercin they ſhew'd 
| Moſt Valour ſpoke not for them. Thi Accafation 
Which they have often made againſt the Senate, 
} All cauſeunt :couldinever be the Native 
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Call our Cares, Feares ; which will in time 
Breake ope the Lockesa'th'Senate, and bringin 
| The Crowes to pecke the Eagles. 
AMen. Come cnough. 
Brsz. Enough, with over meaſure. 
Cerio. No, take more. 
What may be ſworne by, both Divine and humane, 
Scale what I end withall. This double worſhip, 
W hereon partdo's di{daine with cauſe, theotker 
Inſult withoutall ſeaſon; where Gentry, Title,wiſedome 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Ot generall ignorance, it mult omit : 
Reall Neceſſities, / and give way the while 
To unſtable Slightnefſc: Purpoſe ſo barr'd, it followes, 
Nothing is done to purpoſe. Therefore befeech you, 
Youthat will belefte fearefull, then diſcreet, 
That love the Fuzdamentall part of State 
More then you doubt the change oft : That preferre 
A Noblelife, beforea Long, and Wiſh, 
To jumpea Body with a dangerous Phylicke, 
That's ſureof death without it : at once plucke out 
The Mulcitadinous Tongue, let them not licke 
The ſweet which is their poyſon. Yourdiſhonor 
Mangles true judgement, and bereaves the State, 
| Ofthat Integrity which ſhould becom't : 
Not having the powerto doe the good it would 
For till which doth controuPt. 
Bru, Has ſaid enough. 
Sicin, Ha's ſpoken like a Traitor,and ſhall anſwer 
| As Traitors doe. 
Corio. Thou wretch, deſpight ore-whelme thee : 
W hat ſhould the people doe with theſe bald Tribunes? 
| On whom depending, their obedience falles 
To'ch'greater Bench, in a Rebellion : 
W hen what's not meet, but what muſtbe, was Lav. 
| Taen werethey choſen : ina better houre, 
Let what isgneet, be ſaid it muſt be meer, 
And throw their power i'th'duſt, 
Bru, Manifeſt treaſon. 
Sicin. This a Conſull ? No. 
Emter an e/Eatle. 
Bra. The Ediles hoe ; Let himbe apprehended: _ 
Sicin, Goe call the people, in whole name my Selte 
Attachthee asa Traitorous Innovator : 
A Foe to'th'publike Weale. Obcy I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anſwer. 
Corio, Hence old Goat. 
All, We'il Surety him. 
(om. Ag'd ſir, hands off, 
Corio. Hence rotten thing, or I ſhall ſhakethy bones 
Out of thy Garments. 
Sic: Helpe ye Citizens. 
| Enter a rabble of Plebians with the «/Ediles. 
Men, On both ſides more reſpe, 
Sicin. Heere's he, that would take ſrom you all your 
powers ; | 
Brn, Seize him e/Eabler. 
eAll. Downe with him, downe with him? 
2 Seu, Weapons, weapons, weapons : 
T hey all buſtle abort Coriolanus. 
Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens : what hoc: 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanws, Citizens. 
All. Peace, peace, peace, ſtay, hold,peace. 
Men. What isabout tobe? I am out of Breath, 
Confuſions ne're, I cannot ſpeake. You Tribunes | 
To thipeople: Coriolenns, patience : ſpeake good one 
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Sici, Heare trie, People peace. | | Onetime will owe another. 25g = | 
Al. Letsheare 'our Tribune: peace, ſpeake, ſpeake, Com. On faire ground, I could beat forty of them. | 
ſpeake. Eh Aen.l could my lelfe take up a Brace o'th*beſt of them, [ 
Sici. You are at point tolole your Liberties: yea, the two Tribunes. _ = 
Martivs would have all from you ; Afartimy | Com. But now t's oddes beyond Arithmeticke, 
Whom late you havenam'd for Conſulls And Manhood is calt'd Foolry,whenit ſtands 
Men, Fye, fic, fie, this isthe way to kindle, not; to | Againft a falling Fabricke. Will you hence, 
quench Betore the Tagge returne? whole Rage doth rend 
Sine. To unbuild the City, and to lay all flat. Like interrupted Waters, and o*ce-beare 
Sici, What isthe Citty, but the People ? What they arc us'd to beare: 
Al True, the People are the City. Ss Men, Pray you be gone! 
Bru. By the conſent of all, we were eſtabliſ'd the | Iletry whether my od Wir bein requeſt 
Peoples Magiſtrates. With thoſe that have bur little:this maſt be patche 
All. You ſo remaine. | With Cloth of any Colour. | 
* Men. And ſoarelike to doe. | Com. Nay,come away. Exennt Cotiolanuy 
Com. That is the way to lay the Citty flat, | i dC. | 

Tobring the Roote tothe Foundacion, Pairs, This man ha's marr'd his fortune, 

And bury all, which yet diltinaly raunges Men. Hisnature is too noble for the World : 

In heapes, and piles of Ruine. He would not flatter N eprwne for his Trident, - 

Sicin. This deſerves death. . cas Or Zeve, for's power to thunder : bis beart's his Mouth: 

Bru. Or let us ſ{tandto our Authority, What his breſt forges, that his tongue muſt vent;.. - - . } 

Orlet us loſe it : we doe here pronounce, And being angry, does forget that ever” is 

Vpon the part o*ch'People, 11i whoſe power | He heard the Name of death. ' e1 Wolfe within. 

We wercelectcd theirs, Martins 1s worthy Hete's goodly worke, | 

Ofpreſent Death. Patri, [ would they werea bed. 

 Sitin, Therefore lay hold of him : Men. I would they were in Tyber. 

Beare him roth*Rocke Tarpeian, and from thence W hat the vengeance, could he not ſpeake *em faire ? 

Iuto deſtruction caſt him. Enter Brutus, and Sicinus with therabble againe. | 
Bru, Adiles ſeize him. Sicin. Where is this Viper, | 
Al Ple. Yeeld Martina, yeeld. | That would depopulate the city, & be every man himſelf 
Men. Heare me one word beſeech you Tribanes, Men." You worthy Tribunes. | T 

heare me but a word. Sicim, He ſhall be throwne downe the Tarpeianrocke 

e/Eaules, Peace; peaces Mo With rigorous hands : he hath reſiſted Law, 

Hen Be that you ſeeme, truly your Countries friend, | And therefore Law ſhall ſcorne him further Triall 

| And te np'rately proceed to what you would Then the ſeverity of the publike Power, 

Thus violcntly redreſle, W bich ke ſo ſets at naught. | | 

Bra. Sir, thoſe cold wayes, 1 C#2.He ſhail well knowthe Noble Tribunes are | 
That ſeeme like prudent helpes, are very poyfonons, The peoples mouths, and we their hands. 

Where the Diſcalc is violent. Lay hands upon him, All, He ſhall ſure out. 

And beare him rothe Rocke. ( ori0. drawes by Sword: CMen. Sir, ſir. Sicin, Peace. 

Corio. No, Ile dyc here : : Men.Do nor cry havocke,where you ſhould but hunt | 
There's ſone among you have beheld me fighting, With modeſt warrant. 
Come try upon your ſelves, what you have feene me. Szcrm. Sir, how com that you-have holpe 

Men. Downe with thu Sword, Trivunes withdraw a | To mske this reicue 2? 
while. Aden. Heare me ſpeake? As I doe know 

Bru, Tay hands upon him. The Conſuls worthineſſe, ſo can Iname his Fauks: [ 

Men. Helpe Martins, helpe 3 you that be noble, helpe |. Sicir. Conſull? what Conſull? 
him young and old. | Hen, The Conſull Corolenus. 

All. Downe with him, downe with him. Exenmt, Bru. Re Conſull. 

In thi Mutiny, the Trivanes, the e/Ediles, (and the All. No, no, no, no, no. 
People are beat in. Men. If by the Tribunes leave, 
Men. Goe, ger youto our Houſe: be gone, away,” | Andyours good people, 
All will be naught elſes I may be heard, I would crave a word or two, 
2, Senat, Ger you gone. The which {hall turne you ro no further harme, | 
Com. Stand fait, we have as many friends as enemies. | Then fo muchloſle oftime. | 
Men, Shall it be put to that ? | Sicin, Speake briefely then, 
Sena, The gods forbid : For we are peremptory to diſpatch 
Iprethee noble friend, home to thy houſe, - This Viporous Traitor: toeje& him hence | 
Leave us tocure this Cauſe, Were but one danger, and to keepe him hecre 
Cex. Fortis a Sore upon us. Our cercaine death: therefore it is decreed, 
You cannor Tent your ſelfe . begon, *beſcech you. Hedyes to night. 
Com, Come Sir, along with us. AMeu. Now the good gods forbid, _ 
An, 1 would they were Barbarians, as they are, That our renowned Rome, whole gratitude _ 
Though in Rome litter'd : not Romans ,as they are not, | Towards her deſerved Children, isenroll'd _ 
Though calved i*th'Porch 6'th' Capitoll : 1n Ioves owne Booke, likean unnaturall Dam 

© gone, put nor yuur worthy Rage into your Tongue, | Should nov cate up her owne. | 
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| Sicis. He'sa Dilcaſethat muſt be cutaway. 
Men. Oh he'sa Limbe, that ha's buta Diſcaſe 
Mortall, to cut it off: to cure it, cafic. | 
What ha's he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 
Killing our Enemies, the blood he hath loſt 
(Which Tdare vouch, is morethen that he hath 
By many an Ounce) he Tapy ir for his Country : 
And what is left, to looſe it by his Countrey, 
' Were to usall that doo) and ſuffer it 
' Abrand to th'cnda'th World- 
Sicin, This is cleanc kamme, 
Bro. Mcerely awry: , ; 
' When he did loue his Country, it honour'd him. 
Hen. The ſervice of che yo as 
; Being gnce gangren'd, is not then reſpe 
| Tor Bee [$7 It was. | 
Bru, We'il heare no more : 
| Purſue him to his houſe, and plucke-him thence, 
| Leaſt his infection being of caching nature, 
| Spread further, | 
+ Men. Oneword morc, one word: 
| This Tg -oteU INE when it ſhall find 
The haxme of unskan'd {wiftnefſe, will (too late)? 
| Tye Leaden pounds too's heeles. Proceed by Proecfle, 
| -Leaſt parties (as he js beloy'd) breake out, 
And facke great Rome-with Romancs. 
_ Brs. If it wereſo? | 
Sics. What doe ye talke ? 
Have we not had a taſte of his Obedience ? 
Our Ediles {mot ; our ſelves refiſted come. - 
 . Men. Confider this *He ha's beene bredi'th' Warres 
| Sincea could draw a Sword, and is ill-ſchool'd _ 
In boulted Langyage ; Meale and Bran together 
He throwes without diſtintion. Give me leave, 
Ile goe to him, aud undertake to bring him in peace, 
; Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawfull Forme 
(In peace) tohis utmoſt perill, 
I. Sev. Noble Tribuncs, | 
It is the hamane way : the other courſe 
Will prove too bloudy : and the end of it, 
| Vaknowneto the beginning, 


Maſters, lay downe your Weapons. 
Bre, Goe not home. 
Sice. Mect on the Market place: well attend your there 
Where if you bring.not /{arrims, we'll proccede 
In our firſt way. | 
Men. Ile bring himto you. 
: Let medelire your company : he muft come, 
Or what is worſt will follow. 
Sena. Pray youlet's to him. Exennt Onmej. 
Enter Corjolanus with N. obles. 
(ore. Let them pull all about mine cares, preſent me 
Death on the Wheele , or at wilde Horſes heeles, 
Or pile ten hilles on the Tarpeian Rocke, 
Thar the precipitation might downe ſtretch: 
Below the beameof ſight ; yet will I {till 
Bethusto them. 
® be Enter Volumma- 
} Neble. You deethe Nobler.. 
| (ovio. Imuſe my Mother 
Do's notapproue me further, who was wont 
: To call them Wollen-Vaſfailes, things created 
| To buy and{ell with Groats, - how or _ 
'In COOEnR0y wne, be {till, and wonder? 
| Whenone butof my Gdlnanct ſtood up p 
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Toſpeake of Peace, or Warre, I talke of you, 
| oy did you wiſh me milder > Would you have me 
Falſe towy Nature ? Rather ſay, I play 

The man lam, 


Volum. Oh ſir, fir, ſir- 


Sic,Noble Meneriu,be youthen as the peoples officer: 


I would have had you put your power well on 
Before you had worne it out: 
Corio. Letgoe: 
Vol. You might have beene Frough the man you are, 
With ſtriving leſſe to be ſo . Lefler had beene 
The things ot your diſpoſitions if 
You had not ſhew'd tnem how ye were difpos'd 
Ere they lack'd power tocrofſe you. 
Corio. Let them hang; 
Folum. I, and burne too: 
Enter Mentnitu with the Senators. 
CMex.Come, come,you have bin too rough,ſomething 
too rough ; you muſt returne, and mend its 
Sen. There*s\no remedy, 
Vnleſle by not ſo doing, our good City 
Cleavein the midd'ſt, and periſh. 
Folum. Pray be coundail'd ; 
I have a heart as little apt as yours, 


*| But yeta brane, that leads my uſe of Anger 


To better vantage. 
| Hexo. Wellfaid, Noble woman : | 
| Before he ſhould thus ſtoope to'th'heart, but that 
The violent fita'th'time craves it asPhylicke 
For the whole State; 1 would pat mine Armour on, 
Whichl can ſcarſely beare. 
Corio, What mutt I doe ? 
Men. Returne toth'Tribunes, 
Corio, Well, whatthen ? what then? 
Aer. Repent, what you have ſpoke- 
Corio. For them, I cannot doe it to the Gods, 
Muft Ithen doo'tro them ? 
Volum. Youare too abſolute, 
Though therein you cannever be too Noble, 
But when extremities ſpeake. I have heard youſay, 
Honor and Policy, like unſeyer'd friends, ; 
Pch'Warre doe grow together : Grant that, and teli me 
In Peace, what each of them by th'other looſe, 
That they combine nor there ? 
Corio. Tuſh,tuſh. 
Aen, A gooddemand- | 
Tolwm. If it be honor in your Warres,to ſceme 
The fame youare not, which for your belt cnds 
You adopt your policy : How is it lefle or worſe 
That it ſhall hold Companionſhip in Peace 
With honor, as in Warre ; ſince thatto both 
It ſtands inlike requeſt... 
Corio, Why force you this ? 
Yolum. Becauſe,that | 
Now itlyes you on to ſpeake to th*people : 
Not by your owne inſtruction, nor by th*matter P 
Which your heart prompts youto, but with ſuch words 
Thatare but roated in'your Tougue ; 
Though but Baſtards, and Syllables 
Of no allowance, to your boſomes truth. 
Now, this no more diſhonors youatall, | 
Thento take in a Towne with'gentle words, _ 
W hich cle would put you to your fortune, and: 
The hazard of muchblood, | 
I would difſemble with my Nature, where | 
My fortunes and my-Friendsat ſtake, requir d 
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Your Wife, your Sonne : Theſe Senators, the Nobles, | 
And you, will rather ſhew our generall Lowts, 
How you can frowne, then ſpend a fawne upon em, 
Fortheinhcrirance of their loves, and {afegard 
Of what that want might ruine. 
Mev. Noble Lady, | - 
Come goc with us,ſpeakefaire : you may falve fo, 
Not what isdangerous preſent, bur the loſle 
Of what is paſt. 
Yolum, I prethee now, my Sonne, 
Goe to them, with this Bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus farre having ſtretche it (here be with them) 
Thy Knee buſling the ſtones : for in ſuch buſineſle 
Aion is eloquence, and theeyes of th'ignorant 
Morelearned then the cares, waving thy head, 
Whichoften thus correcting thy ſtout heart; 
Now humble as the ripeſt Mulberry, | 
That will not hold the handling : or ſay to them, 
Thou art their Souldier, and being bred in broyles 
Haſt not the ſoft way, whichthou do'ft conteſle 
Were fit for thee ro uſe, as they to clayme, 
Inasking their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy {fe (forſooth ) hereafter theirs fo farre, 
Asthou haſt power and perſon. 
Men, This but done, 65/423, 
Evenas ſhe ſpeakes, why their hearts were yonrs ? * 
For they have Pardons, betvg ask'd, as free, 
As words to little purpoſe. 
Uolnrm. Prethee now, 
Goe, and berul'd : although I know thou hadſt rather 
Follow thine Enemy ina fiery Gulte, 
Then flatter htm in a Bower, Enter Cominins, 
Herels Cominins, | 
| (om, I have beene ith Market place ; and Sir'tis fit 
{ You make ſtrong party, or defend your ſelfe 
Bycalmencſſe, or by abſence: all's 1nanger. 
Mea. Onely faire ſpeech. 
: (om, I thinke twill ſerve, ifhe can thereto frame his 
irit. 
"Uolums He muſt and will : | 
Prethee now ſay you will, and goe about it. 
(orio. Maſt I goe ſhew them my unbarb*d Sconce? 
Muſt I with my baſe Tongue give to my Noble heart 
A Lye, that it muſt beare well 2? I will doo't : 
Yet were there but thie fingle Plot, to looſe | 
This Mould of AZarrins, they to duit ſhould grindeit, 
| And throw't againſt the W inde. Toth Market place : 
You have put me now to ſuchapart, which never 
[ſhall diſchargetoth'Life. ; 
Com, Come, come, we'll prompt you. 
Volum, T prethee now Lweet Son, as thou haſt ſaid 
My praiſes made thee firſt a Souldier - fo 
Tobave my praiſe for this, performe a part 
Thou haſt not done before. 
Corio, Well, I mult doo't ; 


Away my diſpoſition, and poſſeſſe me | 

Some Harlots ſpirit : My throat of Warrebe turn'd, 
Which quier'd with my Drumme into aPipe, 

Smallas an Eunuch, orthe Virgin voyce 

That Babies lull a-ſleepe : The fmiles of Knaves | 
Tent in my checkes, and Schoole-boyes Teares takeup 

| The Glafſes of my fight :' A Beggars Tongue 

Make motion through my Lips ,and my Arm'd knees 
Who bow'd bur in my Stirrop,: bend like his 

That hath receiv'dan Almes. Twill not doo't, 


—— 


Leaſt I ſurceaſero honor mine owne truth, 


And by my bodies ation, teach my Mind 
A molt inherent Baicnefle. 
Volum. At thy choyce then : | 
Tobegge of thee, it is my more diſ-honor, 
Then thoa of them. Come all toruine, let 
Thy Mother rather feele thy Pride, then feare 
Thy dangerous Stoutneſle : for I mocke at death 
Wichas bigge heart as thou. Doeas thouliſt, 
Thy Valiantnefſe was mine, thou ſack it from me : 
But owne thy Pride thy ſelfe. 
Corio. Pray be content : 
Mother, Iam going to the Market plate : 
Chide me no more. Ile Mountebanke their Loves, 
Cogge their hearts from them, and come home betoy'd 
Of allthe Trades in Rome. Looke, I an? going : 
Commend meto my Wife, Ile returne Conſull, 
Or never trutt to what my Tongue can doe 
Pth way of Flattery further. 
YVolem. Doc your will. Exit Volummnia. 
(om, Away, the Tribunes doe attend you : arme your 
Toantwer mildely : for they are prepar'd 
With Accuſations, asI heare more ({trong 
Thenare upon you yet. | 
Corio. The word is, Mildely. Pray youlet us goe, 
Letthem accuſe me by invention: I | 


. Willanſwere in mine Honors 


Men. 1, but mildly. 
Corio, Well mildly be it then, Mildly. 


| Enter Sicinins and Brutus. 
Bru. Inthispoint charge him home, that heaffe&s 
Tyrannicall power : if he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the people, 
And that the Spoile got onthe Antiars 
Was nc'rediftribured; W hat, will he come ? 


 Enter@n Eaile. 
Eaile. He's comming, 
Bru. How accompanied ? 
Eail. With old Menenins, and thoſe Senators 
That alwayes fayour'd him. 
Si64m; Haue you a Catalogue | 
Of all the Voicesthart we have procur'd,ſet downe by*th 
Eail. 1 have :'tisready, (Poic ? 
Sicin. Have you collected them by Tribes? 
Eail, I have: tis ready 
S$:cin. Aſſemble preſently the people hither : 
And when they heare me ſay, it ſhall be fo, 
Fth'right and ftrengtha*'th' Commons: be it either 
For death, for Fine, or Bamſhment, then let them 
IF I fay Fine, cry Fine ; if Death, cry Death, 
Inſiſting on the old prerogative 
And power ith Truth a'th Caule, 

Edzle. I ſhall inforine them. | 

Bra. And when ſuchtimethey have begunto cry, 
Let them not ceaſe, but with adinne confus'd | 
Inforce the preſent Execution | 
OF what we chance to Sentence. 

Edi. Verywell. | L 

Sicin. Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint 
When we ſhall hap to giv't them. 

Bra. Goe about it, 
Put him to Choller ſtraite, he hath beene us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth _ 
Of contradiction. Being once chaft, hecannor 
Be'rein'd againe to Temperance; then he ſpeakes - 

SF ae; ._ What's | 
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What's in his heart, and that is there which lookes 
With us to breake hisnecke. | 
Enter Coriolanm , HMeneniza, and Comi- 
niuts, with others. 
Sicin. Well, heere he comes. 
Men. Calmely, I'doc beſcech you. 
(orie. I, as an Holler, that for th'pooreſt peece 
Will beare the Knave by'th Volume 3 
Th'hogor'd goddes ref 
Keepe Rome infafty, and the Chaires of jultice 
Supplied with worthy men, plantlove amongl(t you, 
Through our large Temples with the ſhewes of peace 
And not our ſtreets with Warre. 
1-Sen. Amen, Amen. 
LHene. A Noble with. 
-  Emter the Edile wth the Plebrtams, 
Sicin. Draw neere ye people. 
Eavle. Liſt to your Tribunes. Audience ; 
Peace I ſay. 
Corio. Firſt heare me ſpeake. 
Both Tri. Well, ſay: Peace hoe. 

Crrio. Shall I be charg'd no further then this preſent? 
Muſt all determine heere? | 

Sic. I doe demand, 

If you ſubmit you tothe peoples voyces, 

| Allow their Orlicers, and are content 

| Toſuffer lawfull Cenſure for ſuch faults 
As ſhall beprov'd ypon you- 

(*orio. Iam content, 

Adene. Loe Citizens, he ſayes he is Content: 
The warlike Service he ha's done, conſider ; Thinke 
Vpon the wounds his body beares, which ſhew 
Like Graves ith holy Church-yard, 

({erio. Scratches with Briars,{carres to move 
Laughter onely., 

Men. Conſider further : 
That when he ſpeakegnot like a Citizen, 
You find him like a Souldier : doe not take 
His rougher Actions for malicious ſounds : 
But as I ſay, ſuchas become a Soldier, 
Rather then cnvy you. 
Com. Well, well, no more. 
_ Corio. What is the matcer, 
That being paſt for Conſull with full voyce : 
| I am ſo diſhonour'd, that the very houre 
| You take it off againe? 

Sics. Anſwer to us. 

Corio. Say then :*tis true,T ought ſo. 

Sics, 'We charge you,that you have contriv'd totake 

From Rome all ſeaſon'd Office, and to winds 
Your ſclfe intoa power tyrannicall, : 
For which you are a Traitor to the people. 

Coriov. How? Traytor ? 

Mene. Nay temperately: your promiſe. 

Corie. The fires i'th\lowelt hell, Fould in the people : 

- Call me their Trajtor, thou injurious Tribune. 
' Within thine eyes fate twenty thouſand deaths 
' In thy handsclutcht : asmany Millions in 
| Thy lying tongue, both numbers. I would ſay 
| Thou vel unto thee, with a yoyce as free, 


. 


As Idoepraythe gods. 

+ Sicin, Marke youthis people ? 

eAll. Toth Rocke with him. 

| Sicin.Peace : 

' We neede not put new matter to his charge : 
What you haye ſeene him doe, and heard hum ſpeake : | 


a 


| 


Beating your Otficers, curſing your ſelves, 
Oppoling Lawes with ftroakes, and here defying 
Thoſe whole great power muſt try bim, 
Even this fo criminall, and in ſuch capitall kinde, 
Deſerves th'extreameſt death. | 
_ #rs. Butfince he hath ſerv'd well for Rome. 
Corio. What doe you prate of Service? 
Brut. Italke of that, that know it. y 
Corio, You? 
Ademe.Is this the promiſe that you made your mother? 
Com. Know, Ipray you. x 
Cores, Ile know no further : 
Let vs gg the ſtcepe Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, Fleaing, pent tolinger 
But with a graine a day, I would not buy 
Their mercy, at the price of onefaireword, , 
Nor checke my Coprage for what they can give, 
To have't withſaying, Good morrow. 
Sicin, For that he ha's 
(As muchas in him lyes) from time totime 
Envi'd againſt the people ; ſeeking meanes 
To plucke away their power : as now at laſt, 
Given Hoſtile ſtrokes, and that net in the preſence 
Ofdreaded juſtice, but on the Miniſters 
That doe diſtribute it. Inthe name a'th'people, 
And in the power of us the Tribunes, we 
(Ev'n from this inſtant) baniſh him our City 
In perill ef precipitation 
From off theRocke Tarpeian, never more 
Toenter ourRome gates. I'th'peoples name, 
I fay it ſhall be ſo. 
AT. Ir ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be fo ; let him away : 
He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be ſo. 
Com. Heare me my Maſters,and my common friends: 
Sicis. He'slenteac'd : No more hearing, 
Com. Let me ſpeake : 
I have bcene Coniull, and can ſhew from Rome 
Her Enemies markesupon me. 1 doe loue 
My Countries good, with areſpe& more tender, 
More holy, and profound, then mine ownelife, 
My deere Wjveseſtimate, hcr wembesencreaſfe, 
And treaſure of my Loynes ; then if I would 
Speake that, 
Siein. We know your drift. Speake what ? | 
Bru. There's no more to be ſaid, but he is baniſh'd . | | 
As Enewyto the people, and his Countrey. 
It ſhall be ſo. 
All. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be ſo. 
{ orio. You common cry of Curs, whoſe breath I kate, | 
As recke ith'rotten Fennes : whole Loves I prizc, 
As the dead Carkaſles of unburied men, 
That doe corrupt my Ayre : 1 baniſh you, 
And heere remaine with your uncertainty. 
Let every feeble Rumor ſhake your hearts : 
Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes 
Fan you inte deſpaire: Have the power ſtill 
To baniſh your Defenders, tillar length 
Your ignorance (which findes not tilil it feeles, 
Making but reſervation of your ſelyes, 
Still your owne Foes ) deliver you 
As moſtabated Captives, to ſame Nation 
That wonne you without blowes, deſpiſing 
For-youthe City. Thus I turne my back ; 
There is a world elſewhere. | 
Exeunt (orielanus, Cominius, with Cumalys: 
They all ſhout, and throw ap their Caps» £4 
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£dile. The peoples Enemy is gone, 1s gone- 
Alf. Oor enemy is baniſh'd, heisgone : Hoo, 09. 
' Sirie, Goſee him out at Gares, and follow him 
As he hath follow'd you, with all deſpight 
Give him deſcrv'd vexation, Leta guard 
Atrend us through the City. . - 
| Al. Come, come, lets ſee him out atthe gates, come. 
The gods preſerve our Noble Tribunes, come. Exexm, 


| 


On" 


eATus Quartus, 


—————— 


Enter Coriolanus, Volummia, Virgilia, Menenius, Commits 
with the youg NN _obiluty ef Rome. . 
{ario.Come leave your teares:a briet farwel : the beaſt 
With many heads butts me away. Nay Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage? You were us'd 
To {ay, Extreamity was thetrier of ſpirits, 
Thar common chances, common wen could beare, 
That when the Sea was calme, all Boates altke 
Shew'd Maſterſhip in floating. Fortunes blowes, 
When moſt ſtrooke home,being gentle wounded, craves 
A Noble cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With Precepts that would make invinctvle 
The heart that conn'd them. 
Virg. Oh heavens ! © heavens! 
Corio, Nay, I prythee woman. 
Fol.Now the Red Peſtilence ſtrike all Trades in Rome, | 
And Occupations periſh. | 
Corio. What what, what : | 
I ſhall be lov'd when I am lack'd. Nay Mother, 
Reſume that ſpirit, when you were wont to ſay, 
If you had becne the Wite of Hercwles, 
Six of his Labours youl'd bave done, and fav'd 
Your husband ſo much ſweate. Commine, 
Droope not, Adieu : Farewell my Wife,my Mcther, 
Iledowell yet. Thou oldand and true Jenerine, 
Thy teares are falter thena yonger mans, 
And venomous to thine eyes. My (fometime)Generall, 
I have ſeene the Sterne, and thou haſt oft beheld 
Heart-hardning ſpeRacles. Tell theſe fad women, 
'Tis fond to waile inevitable ſtrokes, 
AS'tis to laughat'em. My Mother, you wot well 
My hazards {till have beene your ſolace, and 
Belcev't not lightly, though I goe alone 
Like to a lonely Dragon, that his Fenne 
Makes fear'd, and talk'd of mare then ſcene : your Sonhe 
Will or exceed the Common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 
Voium, My firſt fonne, 
Whither will you go? Take good Comrius 
With thee a while : Determine on ſome courſe 
Morethena wilde expoſture, tocach chance 
That ſtarts i*th* way before thee, 
(orio. O the gods! 
('-m, Ile follow thee a Moneth, deviſe with thee 
| Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'it heare of us, 
And we of thee. So if the time thruſt forth 
Acauſefor thy Repeale, we ſhallnor ſend 
Ore the vaſt world, to ſeeke a ſingle man, 
| And looſe advantage, which doth ever coole 
| It abſence of the needer. 
Corso, Fare ye well : 


| Good man, the \Woundsthart he does beare tor Rome ! 
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Of the warres ſurfers, to gorove with one 
That's yet unbruis'd : bring me but out at gates 
Come wy liveet wife, my dcereſt Mother, and 
My Friends of Noble touch : when 1 am forth, 
Bid me farewell, and ſmile. Ipray you come 3 
WhileI remaine above the ground, you ſhall 
Heare from me ſtill, and never of me ought 
But what is like me formerly. 
CHenen, That's worthily 
AS any care can heare, Come,let'snot weepe, 
If l could ſhake off but one ſeven yeeres 
From theſe old armes and legges, by the good gods 
Il'd with thee evere foot. 
. Corw. Give me thy hand, come. Exenmps 
Enter the two Tribunes, Siciniut, and Brutns, 
with the Edite, 
Sicw.Bid themall home, he*s gone: aod wee'Iro further, 
The Nobility are vexed, who we ſec have ſided 
In his bchalfe, | 
Brut. Now we have ſhewne ourpower, 
Letus ſezme humbler after it is done, 
Then when it was a dooing. 
Siein. Bid them home: ſay their great enemy is gone, | 
And they, ſtand in their ancient ſtrength. 
Brat, Diſmiſſethem howe. Here cones his Mother. | 
Enter Volunmia, Virgilia, and IMenenias. 
Srcin, Let'snot meet her. 
Brute. Why? 
Stcin. T hey lay ſhee's mad, 
Brut. They havetane note of us:keepe on your way» 
Volum. Oh y are weil met : 
Th hoorded plague a'th* gods requit your love. 
Menen, Peace, peace, be notſoloud. | 
Valum. It chat I could for weeping, you ſhould heare, 
Nay, and you ſhall heareſome. Will you be goge? 
Virg. You ſhall ftay too; 1 would { had che power 
Tofay ſo tomy Husband. : 
Sicin. Are you mankinde? 
TUolwum. 1 joole, is that a ſhame, Note butthis Foole, 
Was nota man my Fathcr? Had'{tthou Foxſhip 
To baniſh him that ftrooke niore blowes for Rome 
Then thou haft ſpoken words. 
Sicin, Oh blefled Heavens |! 
Volum. Moe Noble blowes, thenever thou wiſe words. | 
And for Romes good Lletell thee whar : yet goe : 
Nay butchou ſhalt ttay too: I wonld my Sonne 
Were in Arabia, and thy Tribe betore him, 
His good Sword in his hand. 
Sicin, What then? | 
+ Vag. Whatthen? Hee'ld makeanendofthy poſterity. | 
Valum, Baſtards, andall. 
AAenen. Come, come, peace. 
Sicin. I would he had continue] ro his Country 
As he began, and notunkmit himſelfe 
The noble knot he made. 
Bru. I would he had, 
Pelum, T would he had? *T was you incen{t the rable 
Cats,that can judge as firly of his worth, 
As | can of thoſe Myſteries whichheaven 
Will not have carthto know. 
Brant: Pray let's g0« 
Volum. Now pray fir get you gone. 
You have done a brave deede ; Ere you go, heare this: 
| As farre as doth the Capiroll exceede 


| Thou haſt yeares uponthee,and thou art too full 
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| The meaneſt houſe in Rome; ſo farre my Sonne 
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This Ladies Husband heere ; this (do youſee) 
Whom you have baniſh'd, does exceed you all. 
 Srs, Well, well, wee'lleave you. 
Sicin; Why ſtay you to be baited 
| With one that wants her Wits, 
| Polam. Take my Prayers with you. 
I would the Gods had nothing cl{c to do, 
| But to confirme my Curſſes. Could I meete 'em 
But once a day, it would unclogge my heart 
Of what lyes heavy too't. 
Hene. You have told them home, 
And by my zroth you have cauſe : you'l ſuppe with me. 

Yolum, Angers my Meate: Ifſuppe upon my (clte, 
And ſo ſhall iterve with Feeding : Come, let's go, 
Leave this faint-puling, and lament as I do, 
In Anger, /#ne-like ; Come, come, come. 

Aene. Fie, fie, fie. 
Enter a Reman, and a Þolce. 

Rom. 1 know you well (ir , and you know me: your 
name I thinke is Adreay. 

Polce, It is (o fir, truly I have forgot you. 
Rom. I am a Roman, and my Services areas you are 
againſt '**rm. Know you ae yet | | 

Jolce, XN canor: no, | 

Rom. The ſame fir, 

Yolce. You had more Beard when T laſt faw you , but 
your Favour is well appeard- by your Tongue- What's 
the Newes in Rome : I havea Note from the Volcean 
ſtate ro finde you out here. You have well ſaved mee a 
dayes journey. 

* Rom. There hath beene in Rome ſtraunge Inſurreti- 
ons: The people, againſt the Senatours, Patricians, and 
Nobles. | | D oh. 

Vol. Hath bin ; is it ended then? Our ſtate thinks not 
ſo,theyarcina moſtwarlike preparation, &hope to come 
upon then, in the.heare of their diviſion 

Rom. The maive blaze of itis paſt, but a ſmall thing 
would make it flame againe. For the Nobles receive {0 
to heart, the Baniſhment of that worthy ( orio/a»z, , that 
they are in a ripe aptnefle,to take all power from the peo- 
ple, and to pluckefrom them their Tribunes for ever. 
This lyes glowing I can tell you,andis almolt mature for 
the violent breaking out. 

Yot. Cortolanus Baniſht ? 

Rom, Baniſh'd fir. 

Yol. You will be-welcome with this intelligence N5- 
13 CASO. S | 
| Rom. Theday ſerves well for them now. TI have heard 
1 it ſaide, the fitteſt time to corrupt a mans Wife, is when 

ſhee's falne out with:her Busband, Your Noble Tull 

Auſſidins will appeare well in thete. Warres, his great 

Oppoſer Coriolanrs being now imno requelt of his coun- 
trey- | 


E xit T rabunes. 


E xeunt 
Ext. 


accidentally to encounter you. You have ended my Bu- 
finefſe, and I will merrily accompany you home. 
| © Roms. I ſhail betweene thisand Supper, tell you moſt 
trangethings from Rome : allrending to the good of 
their Advertaries. Have youan Army ready ſay you ? 
Ual. AmoſtRoyall one .- The Centurions, and their 
charges diſtintly billetred already inth' entertainment, 
| andto be on foot atan houres warning. Tv 
Rom. | am joyfull to-bearc of their readineſſe; and am 
the man Tthinke, that ſhall ſer them in preſent Action.So 
fir, heartly well met, and moſt glad of your Company. 
Polce. Youtake my part from me fir, I have:the moſt 


Polee.. He cannotchooſe* T am moſt fortunate,” thus 


mm... 


cauſe to be glad of yours. 

Rom, Welllet nsgotogether. Exennt, 

E nter Coriolanus in meane Apparell,Diſ- 
gusſa, and muffled. 

Corio, A goodly City isthis Antinm. Citty , 
*T1s I that made thy Widdowes : Many an heyre 
Of theſe faire Editices for my Warres 
Have I heard groane, and drop : Then know me not; 
Leaſt thatthy Wives with Spits, an Boyes withſtones 
In puny Barttell flay me. Save you ſir. 

Enter a Citizen, 
Cir. And you. 
C170, Diretme,it it be your will, where great Auf. 


| fidiras lies 3 1s he In efntinm ? 


(*t. He isand Fealtsthe Nobles of the State, at his 
houſe this night. 

Corzo. Whichis his houſe, beſeech you? 

(3t. This heere before you. 

Coro, Thanke you fir, farewell, Exit Citizen 
Oh World,thy ſlippery turnes ! Friends now falt ſworn, 
W hoſe double botomes ſeene weare on hearr, 

W hoſe Houres,whoſe Bed, whoſe Meale and Exerciſe 

Are {tilt tegether : who Twine(as *twere) in Love, 

Vnſeparable, ſhall within this houre, 

On a diſſention of a Doit, breake out 

To birtereſt Enmity : So felleſt Foes, 

Whoſe paſſions, and whoſe Plots have broke their fleeye 

To take the one the other, by ſome chance, 

Some tricke pot worth an Egge, ſhall grow dcere friends 

And inter-joyne their yſſues. So with me, 

My Birth-lace have I, and my lover upon 

This Enerme Towne Ile enter , if he ſlay me 

He does faire Tuſtice : if he give me wayy 

He do his Country Service, | 
Auficke playes. Enter a Servingman. - 

1 Ser. Wine, Wine, Wine : Wuhat ſervice is heere? 1 

thinke our Fellowes are afleepe. 
. Enter another Serving man. 
2 Ser. Where's Cotr:my M. cals for him: Cotm-Exit | 
Enter Corvolanus. 
Corio. A goodly houſe ; | 


E*th 


The Feaſt ſmels : but 1 appeare notlikea Guelt. 


Enter the firſt Servingman. 
I, Ser. What would you have Friend? whence are your 
Here's no place for you : P;ay go to the doore ? Exit, 
 Cor#6. I havedeſery'd no better entertainment, inbe- 
ing Corio!anus. Enter ſecond Servant, 
2Ser. W hence are you fir * Ha's: the Porter his eyes in 
his head, that he gives enterance to ſuch Companions? 
Pray get you out. 
orz0, Away. 
2 Ser. Away? Get you away. 
Corio. Now th* troubleſome. 
2 Ser. Are you ſo brave : Ile have you talkt with anon 
Enter 3 Ser vingman, the 1 meets him. 
3 What Fellowes this? 
1 Aſtrangeone as ever Ilook'd on : I cannot get him 
out o*'th houſe : Prythee call my Maſter to him. 
3 What have youto do here fellow ? Pray youavold 
the houſe. | 
(rio. Let me but ſtand, I willnot hurt your Harth, 
3 Whatare you. 
Cerio, A Gentleman. 
2 A maru'llous poore one. 
Corio. True, fol am, 


3 Pray youpoore Gentleman,take up ſome _ ” | 
| | 
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| Po heere's no place for you, pray you avoid : Come, TH art tyr'd, then in a word, I alſo am 
Corio. Follow your Fun&ion, go, and batten on colde | Longerto live moſt wearic : and preſent 
bits, Puſpes him away from him. My throat tothee, and to thy Ancient Malice : 
What you will not ? Prythee tell my Maſter whata-| Which not to cut; would ſhew thee but a Fooole, 


frange Gueſt he ha's here. Ie Since I have eycr followed thee with hare, 
2 AndI ſhall. Exit ſecond Servingman. | Drawne Tunnes of Blood out of thy Countries breſt, 
Where dwel'ſt thou ? And cannot live but to thy ſhame, unlcfſe 
wo, Vander the Canopy» It be to doe thee ſervice. 
3 Vaeer the Canopy ? Aaf. Oh Hartins, Martins; 
Corie. I. Each word thou haſt {poke, hath weeded from my heart 
3 Where's that ? Aroote of Ancient Envy. If Iupiter 
Corio, I'th City of Kites and Crowes; .- _ _ | Shouldtrom yondclowd ſpeake divine things, 
I'th City of Kites and Crowes. What an Aile it is, | Andſay 'tistrue; I'denot beleeverhem more | 
then thou dwelt with Daves too ? Then chee all-Noble 24artins. Let me twine 
Corio. No, Ifcrvenot thy Maſter. Mine armes about that bady, where agaiull 
3 How fir? Do you meddte with my Maſter ? My grained Aſh an hundred times hath broke, 


Corio. T,tis an honeſter ſervice, then to meddle with | And icarr'd che Moone with fplinters : kcere Icleep 
thy Miſtris: Thouprat'lt,and prat'ſt,ſerve withthytcen- | The Anvile of my Sword, and do conteſt 


cher : Hence. Beates him away | AsShotly, andas Nobly with thy Love, 
Enter Auffidine with the Ser vingmans As ever in Ambitious ſtrength, | did 
Anf, Where is this Fellow ? Contend againſt thy Yalour. Know thou firſt, 
2 Hcreſir ,I'de have beaten him like a dogge, but for | Ilov'd the Maid I married : never man _ 
diſturbing the Lords within. Sigh'd truer breath. Butthar Ice thee heere 
Auf.Whence com'ſt thou? What woldſty? Thy name? | Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt heart, 
Why ſpeak'{t not? Speake man: what's thy name? Then when I firſt my wedded Miltris faw 


Corio, If Talmnot yet thou know'ſt me, and ſeeing | Beſtrid my Threſhold. Why , thou Mars1 tell thee, 
me,dolt not thinke me for the man I am, neceflitie com- | We have a Power on foote : and I had purpoſe 


mands me name my ſelte, Once moreto hcw thy Target from thy. Brawne, 
Auf. W hat is thy name ? | Or looſe mine Arme foi': Thou haſt beate me out 
Corio. A name unmuſicall tothe Yolcians eares, Twelve ſeverall times, andT have nightly fince 
And harſh 1n ſound to thine, Dreamt of encounters *twixt thy ſelteand me ; 
eAnf. Say ,whar's thy name? We have beene downe together in my fleepe, 
Thou haſt a Grim appearance, and thy Face Vnbuckling Helmes, fiſting each others Throat, | 
Beares a Commanne wt: Though thy Tackles torne, And wak'd halfe dead with nothing. Worthy CMarcins 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noble Veſlell: What's thy name? Had we no other quarrell cl{e to Rome, but that 
Corie, Prepare thy brow to frowne:knowfſt Y me yet ? | Thou art thence Baniſh'd, we would muſter all | 
Aufe I know theenot? Thy Name? | From twclue,to feventic : and powring Warre 
Corio, My name is (ains IMatins, who hath done Into the bowels of ungratcfull Rome, 
To thee particularly, andto all the Volces Like a bold Flood o'ze-beate. Oh come, go in, 
Great hurt and Milchicte : thereto witneile may | And take our Friendly Senators by 'th' hands 
My Survame ( 9r40/ ans, The painefull Service, W ho now ace heere, taking their leaves of me, 
Theextreame Dangers, and the droppes of Blool Who am prepar'd againſt your Territories, 
Shed for thy than+ lefle Country are requittec : Though not for Romeit ſelfe. 
But with that Surname, a good memorie Corio. You bleiie me Gods. | 
And witnefle of the Malice and Diſpkeaſure Auf. Therefore moſt ablolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
Which thou could'{t beare me,only that name remaines. | The leading of thine owne Revenges, take | 
The Cruelty and Envy of the people. Th one halte of my Commiſion, and fet downe | 
Permitted by our daſtard Nobles, who As beſt thouart experienc'd, {ince thou know'tt 
Have all forſooke me, hath devour'd the reſt: Thy Countries ſtrength and weakneſle, thine own wates | 
And ſuffer'd me by th' voyce of Slaves to be Whether to knocke againft the Gates of Rome, 
Hoop'd ont of Rome, Now this extremity, Or rudely viſitchem in parts remote, | 
Hath brought meto thy Harth, not our of hope To fright them, eredeſtroy. But come 1n, | 
(Miftake menot) to ſave my life : for if Let mecomment thee firſt, tothoſe that ſhall 
I hadfear'd death, of all the Men i'th' World Say yea to thy deſires. Athouſand welcomes, 
I would have voidedthee. But in meere ſpight | And more a Friend then ere an Enemie, | 
Tobe full quit of thoſe my banithers, Yet Martins that was much. Your hand: moſt welcome. 
Stand I before thee heere : Then if thon haſt | Exeunt. || 
A heart of wreak in thee,that wilt revenge Emter two of the Seruingmen. | 
 Thine owne particular wrongs, and ſtop thoſe maimes 1 Heere'sa ſtrange alteration?. © | 
Of ſhame ſcene through thy Country, ſpeed thee ſtraight | 2 By my hand,I had thoughe co have ſtroken him with | 
| And make my} miſery ſerve thy turne: Soul it, a Cudgell,and yet my minde gave me, his cloathes made f 
| That my revengefull Serviſes may prove | a falſe report of him. 
| Asbenefirsto thee= For TI will fight 1 What an Arme he has; he tara'd me about with his. 
| Againſt my Cankred Conntry, with the ſpleene finger and his thambe, as one would {ct upa Top. | 
Of all the under Fiends. But if ſobe, 2 Nay, i knew by his face that there was fome-thing 


| Thou dar'ftaot this and that to prove more Fortunes | in him. He bad fir, a kinde of face me thonghe. Cato” | 
| ee 3 _... tell. 
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| tellhow to terme it. 


1 He had ſo, looking asit were, would I were hang'd 
but 1 thought there was more in him,then I could think. 

2. So'did L,Ile be ſworne : He is fimply the rareſt man 
ith' world. | 

I: Ithinke he is : but a greater ſoldier then he, 

You wot one. 

z Who my Maſter ? 

1 Nay, it's no matter for that. 

2 Worth fix on him. 

1 Nay not {o ncither : but I take him to be the greater 
Souldiour. e 

2 Faith looke you, one cannot tell how to ſay that : for 
the defenceof a Towne, our Generall 1s excellent. 

I I,and for anaſſault too. 

' Enter the third Servingman. 

» OhSlaves,I can tell you Newes, News you Raſcals 

Both. What, what, what? Let's partakc- 

3 I would not bea Roman of all Nations; I had as 
live bea condemn'd man. 

' Both, Wherefore ? Wherefore ? 

3 Why here's he that was wonttothwacke our Ge- 
nerall, Caim Iarrins, 

1 Whydoyouſay,thwacke onr Generall ? 

'3 Ido notfay thwacke our Generall, but he was al- 
wayes good enough for him 

2 Come we are fellowes and friends : he was ever too 
hard for him, I have heard him ſay fo himſelfe. 

1 He was too hard for him direQly, to ſay the Troth 
on't before Coriotus; he ſcorcht him,and notcht him like a 
Carbinado, ; 

2 And hee had bin Cannibally given, hee might have 
boyld and caten him too. | 

_ T Butmoreof thy Newes. ; 

3 Why he is ſo male on heere within, as if he were 
Son and Heire to Mars, ſer at upper end o'ch' Table : No 
queſtion askr him by any of the Senators, but they ſtand 
bald before him. Our Generall himſelfe makes a Miſtris 
of him, Santifies himſelte with's hand ,and turnes up the 
white o'th* eye to his diſcourſe. But the bottome of the 
Newes is,our Generall iscut i'th' middle,& but one halfe 
of what he was yeſterday. For the other ha's halfe, by 
the intreaty and grant of the whole Table. Hee'l go hee 
fayes, and ſole the Porter of Rome Gates by tt'eares. He 
will mowe all downe before him , and leave his paſſage 
poul'd. | 

2 Ard he's as like to do't as any manT can imagine. 

3 Doo't? he will doo't : for look you fr,he has as ma- 
ny Friends as Enemies:which Friends fir as it were,durſt 


| not (looke you fir) ſhew themſelves (as we terme it) his 


Friends, whileſt he's in Diretitude, 
I Directitude ? \W hats that? 

3 But when they ſhall {ce fir, his Creſt up againe, and 
the man in blood,they will out of their Burroughes (like 
Coniesafter Raine) and revell all with him. 

r But when goes this forward? 

To morrow, to day, preſently, you ſhall have the 
Drum ſtrooke up thisafternoone :*Tis as it were a parcel 
of their Feaſt,and to be executed ere they wipe their lips. 

2 Why then we ſhall haveaſtirring World againe : 
This peace is nothing, but to ruſt Iron, encreaſe Taylors, 
and breed Ballad-makers. | 

r Letmehave Warre ſay I, it exceeds peace as farre 
as day do's night : Ir's(prightly walking audible,and fall 


; of Vent. Peace, isa very Apoplexy, Lethargie, mull'd, 


deafe, ſleepe, infenfible, a getter of morebaſtard Chil- 
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dren, then warresadeſtroyer of men; 

2 *Tisſo,and as warres in ſome ſort may bee aide to 
be a Raviſher, ſo it cannot be denied, bur peace isa great 
maker of Cuckolds. 

1 1, andit makes men hate one another. 

3 Reaſon, becauſe they then lefleneede one another: 
The Warres for my money. Ihope toſce Romanes as 
cheape as Volcians. They are riſing, they are riſing. 

Both. In, 1n, in, in. Exennt, 

Enter the two Tribunes, Sicinius, and Brutus, 

Sicin. We heare not ef him, neither need we feare him 
His remedies are tame, the preſent peace, ; 
And quietnefle of the people, which before 
Were in wilde hurry. Heere do we make his Friends 
Bluſh, that the world goes well : who rather had, 
Though they themſelves did ſuffer by*r, behold 
Diſſentious numbers peſtring ſtreets, then ſee 
Our Tradeſmen ſinging in their ſhops, and going 
About their Fancions friendly. 

Enter Menentns, 

&ru, We ſtood too't in good time. Ts this Aſeneniu? 

Sim, Tis he,*tis he ; O be is grown molt kind of late; 
Haile Sir, Mene. Haile to you both. 

Sicin. Your Corio/anu 1snot much miſt, but with his 
Friends : the Common wealth doth ſtand, and ſo would 
do, were he more angry at it. 

__ Mene. All's well, and might have beene much better, 
if he could have temporiz'd. 

Sicen, Where is he, heare you @ , 

AZene; Nay I heare nothing : 

His Mother and his wife, heare nothing from him. 
Enter three or foure Citizens. 

eAl. The Gods preſerve you both. 

Sic. Gooden our Neighbours. 

Bru. Gooden to you all, goodento you all. 

I Our ſelves, eur wives, 2nd children, on our knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both. 

Sicew, Live, and thrive, 

Bru. Farewell kinde Neighbours : 

We wiſht Coriolanw had lov'd you as we did. 

All. Now the Gods keepe you. 

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell, E xennt Citizens 

Sicin. This isa happier/and more comely time, 

Then when theſe Fellowes ran abour rhe ſtreets, 
Crying Confuſion. | 

Bru. Caius Martiu was 
A worthy Othicer th? Warre, butInſolent, _ 

O're come with pride, Ambitious,paſt all thinking 
Selfe-loving. : 

Sicin, And affecting one ſole Throne, without alſiſtace 

ene, 1 thinke not ſo. 

Sicin, We ſhould by thisroall our Lamentation, 

If he had gone forth Counſcll, found it ſo. 

Bra. lhe Gods have well prevented it, and Rome 

Sits ſafeand ill, without him. 
Enteran e/Edile. 

e/Zadile. Worthy Tribunes, 

There isa Slave whom we have put in priſon, 
Reports the Volces with two ſeverall Powers | 
Areentred in the Roman Territories, 

And with the deepeſt malice of the Warrc, 
Deſtroy, what lies before *em«. 

Mene. 'Tis Anffidins, 

Who hearing of our CMartiw Baniſhment, 
Thruſts forth his hornes againe into the world 
Which were In-ſhell'd, when artix ſtood for ney 
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Anddurſt not once peepe out. 
Sirin. Come, what talke you of Martine, 
Bry. Go ſee this Rumorer whipr, it cannot be, 
The Yolces dare breake with us. 
 Mene. Cannot be? 
Welave record, that very well it can, 
And three exawples of the like, hath beene 
Within my Age. But reaſon with the fellow 
Before you puniſh him, where he heard this, 
Leaſt you ſhall chance to whip your Information, 
| And beate the Meſſenger, who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 
Sicin, Tell not me : I know this cannot be. 
Bru. Not poſſible. 
| | Emter 4 Meſſenger. 
Heſ, The Nobles ingreat earneſtnefle are going 
All tothe Senate-houſe : ſome newes 1s comming 
Thatturnes their Countenances, 
Sic. Tis this Slave : 
Go whip him fore the peoples eyes : His raiſing, 
Nothing but his report. 
ef. Yes worthy Sir, 
The Slaves report is ſeconded, and more 
More fearfull is deliver'd. 
Sicin. W hat more fearefull ? jp | 
Meſ, Ttis ſpoke freely out of many mouths, 
How probable I do not know, that Iſarrms 
loyn'd with 4»ffidses, leads a power*gainſt Rome, 
And vowes Revengeas ſpacious, as betweene 
The.yong'it and oldcſtrhing, 
Sicin. This 1s molt likely, 
Brs. Rais'd onely, that the weaker fort may wiſh 
Good Harries home againe, 
Sicin, The very tricke on'ts 
Mene. This is unlikely, 
He, and Auffidie can no moreattone 
Then violent'ſt Contraricty. 
Enter Meſſenger, 
ef. You areſent for tothe Senate : 
A fearefull Army, led by Caius Martins, 
Aſſociated with eLuffsaim Rages 
Vpon our Territories, and have already | 
Ore-borne their way, conſum'd with fire,and tooke 
What lay before them. | 
Enter Commins. 
Com, Oh you have made good worke. 
CMene, W hat newes? W hat newes? | 


| Tomelt the City Leades upon yourpates, 

To ſee your Wives diſhonour'd to your Noſes. 
Mene. W hat's the newes ? What's the newes ? 
Com, Your Tewples burned intheir Ciment,and 

Your Franchiſes, whereon you ſtood, confin'd 

Intoan Augors boare. 

CMene. Pray now the newes 2 | 
You have made faire workeTI feare me: pray 
If Marrs ſhould be joyn'd with Y olceans. 

Com. If 2 Helstheir God, he leads them like athing 
Made by ſome other Deity then Nature, 

That ſhapes wan Better : and they foilow him 

Againſt us Brats, with no leſſe Confidence, 

Then Boyes perſuing Suener Butter-flies, 

Or Butchers killing Flyes. 

Mene. You have made good worke, 

Youand your Apron men - you, that ſtood ſo much 

Vponthe voyce of occupation, and 
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' Com. You have holp to raviſh your owne daughters,& 


your newes, 


» 
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The breath of Garlike-caters. 
Cem. Hee't ſhake your Rome about your earcs- | 
Aene. As Herculms did ſhake downe Mellow Fruite : 
You have made faire-worke. 
Bru, But is this true fir 2 | 
Coms, I, and youl looke pale 
Before you finde it other. All the Regions 
Do {milingly Revolt, and who reſiſts 
Are mock'd for valiant Ignorance, 
And periſh conſtant Fooles : who is't can blame 
Your Enemies and his, finde ſomething in him, 
ene. We areall undone, unkefſe 
The Noble man have mercy. 
Com, Who ſhall aske it ? 
The Tribunes cannot doo't for ſhame; the people 
Deſerve ſuch pitty of him, as the Wolfe 
Doe's of the'Shepheards : For his beſt Friends, it they 
Should ſay be good to Rome; they charg'd him, eveu 
As thoſe ſhould do that had deſerv'd his hate, 
And therein ſhew'd like Enemies. 
Ate. Tis true,ifhe were putting to my houſe, the brand 
That ſhould conſume ir, I have not the face 
To fay, beſeech you ceaſe. You have made faire hands, 
Youand your Crafts, you have crafted faire. 
Com, You have brought 
A Trembling upon Rome, ſuch as was neyer 
S'incapeable of helpe: 
Tri. Say not, we brought it. 
ene. How? Was't we? Weloy'd him, 
Butlike Beaſts,and Cowardly Nobles, 
Gave way unto your Clufters, who did hoote 
Him out o'th' Cirty, 
(0. Bvtl feare 
They'lroare him in againe. Twllws Anffrdius, 
The ſecond name of men, obeyes his points 
As if he were his Officer : Deſperation, 
1s all the policy, Strength, and Defence | 
That Rome can make againſt them. 
Emer a Troope of Cutizens. 
ene, Heere come the Cluſters. 
And is Auffidis with him? Youare they- 
That made the Ayre unwholſome, when you caſt 
Your ſtinking, greafie Caps, in hooting 
At Corielanus Fxile. How he's comming , 
And nota haire upon a Souldiers head 
Which willnot provea whip: As many Coxcombes 
As youthrew Caps up, will he tumble downe, 
And pay you for your voyces. Tisno matter, 
If he could burne us all into one coale, * 
We have deſerv'd it. 
Omnes. Faith, we heare fearfull Newes. 
I Cit. For mine owne part, 
When I ſaid baniſh him,I ſaid *twaspitty- 

2 Andſodid 1. 

2 And ſodidI:; andto ſay the truth , fo did very ma» 
ny of us, that we did wedid for the beft, and though we 
willingly conſented to his Baniſhmenr, yet it was againſt 
our will. -* 

Coms,. Y are goodly things, you V oyCces. 

Mene.Y ou have made you good worke 
Youand your cry» ShaPsto the Capitoll ? ar grin 

Com, Oh I, what elſe ? | Exennt both 

Sicin. Go Maſters get you home, be not diſmaid, 
Theſeare a Side, that would be glad to have _ | 
This true, which they fo ſcemeto feare, Go home, 


him? |} 


y 
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And ſhew no figne of Feare.” 
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27 (t. The Gods bee good tons: Come MalſtersIet's 
| home, Lever laid we were ith wrong,when we baniſh d | 


2 Cit. Sodid weall, But come, let's home. Exw.Cs. 

Bro. I do notlike this Newes, 

Sscin; Nor 1. h , 

Bru. Let'sto the Capitoll : would halfe my wealth 

| Would by this for alye. 

Sicin. Paay let's go. Exeunt Tribunes. 
_ Emer Auſſidius with hu Lievienant. 
Arf. Do they ſtillflipe ro'th Roman? * 
Liew. Tdo not know what Witchcraft's in him : but 
Your Soldiers uſe him as the grace*fore mcatc, 
Their talke at Table, and their Thankes atend, 
And youare darkned in thrs ation Sir, 
Fven by your owne. 
_Axf. I cannot helpe.itnow, 
Volefſe by ufing meanes I lame the foote 
Ofour defigne. He beares himſclfe more proudly, 
Evento'my perſon, then I thought he would 

When firſt I did embrace him. Yet his Nature 
In that's no Changeling, and ] mutt excuſe 
W hat cannot beamended. 

Liew. YetlI with Sir, 

(Imcane for your perticular ) you had not 

IToynd in Commiſion with him : but either have borne 
Theation of your ſelfe, orelſe to him , had left it foly- 

Auf. IT underſtand thee well, and bethou ſure 

When he ſhall come to his account, he knowes not 
What I can urge againſt him, although it ſecmes 
And ſohethinkes, and is nolefle apparant 
Toth' vulgar eye, that bc,bears2ll things fairely : 

And ſhewes good Husbandry for the Volcean State, 
Fights Dragou-like, and does atcheeve as ſoone 

1 Asdraw his Sword : yet he hath leftundone 

Thar which ſhall breake his necke, or hazard mioe. 

Whenere we cometo cur account. | 

Leie. Sir, I beſcech you, think youhe'l carry Rome? 
Anf. All places yecldto him ere he its downe, 

And the Nobility of Rome arc his : 

The Senator and patricians love him too : 

Thetribunesare no Soldiers : and their people 

| Will beas raſhinthe repeale , as haſty 

Toexpell him thence. I thinke hee'l be ro Rome 

Asis the Afpray to the Fiſh, who takes it 

By Soveraignty of Nature. Firſt, he was 

A Noble ſervantto them, but he could not 

Carry his Honors even: whether 'was Pride 

Which out of dayly Fortune ever taints 

The happy man; whether defect of judgement, 

|] Tofaile inthe diſpoſing of thoſe chances 
Which he was Lord of ; or whether Nature, 

Not to be other then one thing, not mooving 
Fromth' Caske to th' Cuſhion : but commanding peace 
Even with the ſame auſterity and garbe, 

As he controll'dthe warre, But one of theſe 

| (As he hath ſpices of themall) not all, 

For I dareſo farre free him, made him fear'd, 

So hated, and ſo baniſh'd: buthe ha'sa Merit 

| Tochoake it inthe utr'rance : Soour Vertues, 

1 Licin th' interpretation of the time, 

And power untg it ſelfe moſt commendable, 

Hathnota Tombe ſo evident as a Chaire 

| T' extoll whatit hath done. _... | 

One firedrives out one fire; one Naile,one Naile ;. 

Rights by rights foulcr, ſtrengths by ſtrengths do faile. 
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Come let's away : when Cain Rome is thine, hos 
Thouart poor'lt of al;then ſhortly art thou mine. Exewy, 


eAtns Quintus, 
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Enter Menenius, Cominita, Sicinims, Brutw, 
the two Tribunes, with others, 
enen. No, lle not go : you heare what he bath Gaid 
W hich was ſometime his Generall : wholoved him 
In a moſt deere particular. He call'd me Father : 
But what o'*chat ? Go you that baniſh'd him 
A mile before his Tent, fall downeand kneele 
The way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd 
To heare Cominixs ſpeake, lic keepe at home. 
(om. He wou!dnot ſeemeto know me. 
Henen. Do you heare ? 
Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name; 
I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. ( orio/anus 
He woulq not anſwer to : Forbad all Natnes, 
He wasa kinde of Nothing, Titleleſle, 
Till he had forg'd himſclfe a name a'th' fire 
Of burning Rome. 
Menen, Why ſo: you have made good worke: 
A paire of Tribunes, that have wrack'd for Rome, 


- To make Coales cheape ; - A Noble m:mory. 


Com. I minded him, how Royall 'twas to pardon 
W hen it was lefſeexpected. He replyed 
Tt wasa bare petition of a State 
To one whom they had puniſh'd. 

CMenen. Very well, could he fay leſſe? 

{ om. I oftered to awaken his regard 
For's private Friends. His anfwere ro me was 
He could nor itay to picke them, ina pile 
Of noyſome muſty Chaffc, He ſaid, 'twas folly 
For one poore graine or two, toleave unburnt 
And {till to note th offen ce. 

Henen. For one poore graine or two ? 
I am one of thoſe ; his Mother, Wife, his Childe, 
And this brave Fellow roo ; weare the Graines, 
You are the muſty Chaffe, and you are ſmelt 
Above the Moone, We mult be burnt for you. 

Sicin, Nay, pray be patient : 1f you refuſe your ayde 
In this ſo P24 anared helpe, yet do not 
Vpbraid's with our diſtrefle. But ſure if you 
Would be your Countries Pleader, your good tongue 
More then the inſtant Armije we can make 
Might ſtop our Countryman. 

Mexen. No: Ile notmeddle. 

Sicin, Pray you goto him. 

Aenew. What ſhould Ido? | 

Brx. Onely make triall what your Love cando 
For Rome, towards arti, 

Mene. Well, and ſay that Martins returne me, 
As Cominixs 1s return'd, unheard : what then? 
Burt as a diſcontented Friend, gr iefe-ſhot 
With his unkindnefſe* Say*t be ſo? 

Sicin, Yet your good will 
Maſt have thatthankes from Rome, after the meaſure 
As you intended well. 

Mene, Ile undertak'ts 
I thinke hee'l heare me. Yet tobite his lip, 
And humme at good Comin, much unhearts me. 


———_— ws "_ 


CL CESEP 


The Tragedy of C: RI REY 


59 


_ 


He was not taken well, he had not din'd, 
| The Veines unfill'd, our blood is cold, andthen 
| Wepowt upon the Morning, are unapt 
Togive or to forgive; but when we have {tuffe . 
Theſe Pipes; and theſe Conveyances of bar blood 
With Wine and Feeding, we have ſuppler Soules 
Then in our Prieſt-like Faſts: therefore Ile watch him 
Till he be dicted tomy requeſt, 
And then Ile ſer upon him. 
Bra. You know the very rode into his kindneſle, 
And cannot loſe your way. 
Mene, Good faith Ile prove him, 
Speed haw it will, I ſhall ere long, have knowledge 
Of my ſuccefle, _ Jos Ex. 
(om. Hee'lnever heare him: 
$:ci9, Not. | 
| Com. Irtell you, hedoe'sfit in Gold, his eye 
Redas*twould burne Rome : and his Injury 
The Gaoler to his pitty. I kneel'd before him, 
'Twas very faintly he faid Riſe: diſmilt me 
Thus with his ſpeechleffe hand. What he would do 
He ſent in writing after me ; what he wouldnot, 
Bound with an Oathto yceld to his conditions : 
Sothatall hope is vaine, unlefſe his Noble Mother, 
And his Wit: ,who (asI heare) meane to ſolicite him 
For mercy to his Country ; therefore ler's hence, 
And with our faire intreaties haſt them on. =Excunt. 
Emer Menenins to the Watchor Guard. 
IWas. Stay : whenceare you» 
2.Wat, Stand, and go back. | 
Ho. You guardlike men,'tis well. But by your leave, 
Iam an Ojficer of State,& come to ſpeake with ( oriolar. 
I From whence ? Mene. From Rome. . 
I You may not paſſe, you mult returne : our Geuerall 
will no more heare from thence. are OE 
2 You'l ſee your Rome embrac'd with fire, before 
You'l ſpeake with Coriolan. 
Mene, Good my Friends; 
If you have heard your Generall talke of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blankes, 
My name hata touch't your cares : it is Merenime. 
t Beit ſo, go back: the verture of your name, 
Is not heere paſſable: 
"Heme, Itellthee Fellow, 
Thy Generall 1s my Lover : I have beene 
Thebooke of his good Ats, whence men have read 
His Fame unparalcll'd, happely amplified : 
For I have ever ueritied wy Friends, 
(Of whom hee's cheefe ) withall the ſize that verity 
Would withour lapſing ſuffer : Nay, ſometimes, 
Like to a Bowle upona ſubtle ground —«© 
I have tumbled pat the throw : and in his praiſe 
Have (almoſt)itamptthe Leaſing. Therefore Fellow, 
I muſt havelcave to paſle. | 
I Faith Sir, if you hadroldas many lies in his behalfe, 
as you have uttered words in your owne,you ſhould not 
paſſe heere : no, though it were as vcrtuous tolye, as to 
livechaſtly. Therefore go backe. ; 1e22 
Men? rythee fellow, remember my name 15 MMenenimne, 
alwayes factionary on:the party of your Generall. 
2 Howlſoever you have bin his Lier , as you ſay you 
have, lam one that telling true under him , muſt ſay yon 
cannat paſſe. Therefore gobacke. . 
+ Acne. Ha's he din'd:can'ft thoutell? For I would not 
ſpeake with bi, till after dinner. 
I Youare a Roman, are you ? 


I .1* 
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Here. I amas thy Generallis,' * 1 > lh 
I Then you ſhould hate Rome, as he do's. /Cati you, 
of them, and ina uiolent er ignorance, given your 
catie groanes of old women, the Virginall Palms of your 
daughters , or with the paltied interceflion of ſuch a de- 
cay'd Notant as you ſeemeto be? Can you think to blow 


out the intended fire, your City is ready to flame ing with 
ſuch weake breath as thisz?No,you are deceiv'd,therefore 


condemn'd, our Generali has {worne you vur ofreprecve 
and pardon. 1s; UTTER: 

, Mens. Sirra, if the Captaine knew I were heere, 

He would uſe me with eitimation. | 

I Come, my Captaine knowes you not. 

Mere. 1 meanethy Generall, . TO 

1 My Generallcares not for you. Backel ſay,go: leaſt 
Tet forth your haife pinte of blood. Backe, that's the ut- 
moſt of your having, backe* 7 | 

Aene., Nay but Fellow, Fellow. 

Enter Coriolanus with Auffarms. 

Cors0. Whet's the matter? 

Aene,Now you Companion: Ile fay an arrant for you ; 
you ſhall know now thatI am in eſtimation : you ſhall 
perceive, that a Iacke gardanr cannor office me from my 
Son Cortelanus, gueiſe but my entertainment with him:if 
thou ſtand'ſt not i'th ſtate of hanging , or of ſome death 
more long 1n SpeRatorſhip, and crueller m ſuffering, be- 
hold now preſcntly,and ſweond for what'sto comeupon 
thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourely Synod about thy 
particular proſperity,and love thee no worſe then thy old 
Father IMeneniic do's, O my Son, my Son | rhouart pre- 
paring fire for us : looke thee, heere's water toquench it. 
I was hardly moved rocometothee: butbeing aſſured 
none butimy ſelfe conld moue thee, I have beene blowne 
out of your Gates with {ighes - and conjure thee to par- 
don Rome, and thy petitionary Councrimen. The good 
Gods affwage thy wrath,and turne the dregs of it, upon 
this Varlethecre : This, who like a blocke hath denyed 
my acceſle to thee. 

Corio. Away» 

AMene, How? Away? | wo, 

Corio. Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My affatres 
Are Servanted to others: Thovgh I owe 
My revenge properly, my remiſſion lies 
In Volcean breſts. That we have beene fawiliar, 
Ingrate forgerfulnefle ſhall poiſon rather 
Then pitty : Note how much, therefore be gone. 
Mine cares againſt your ſuites, are ſtronger then | 
Your gatesagainſt my force. Yer for | loved thee, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy fake, 
And would have {ent it. Another word Menenine, 
I will not heare thee ſpeake. This man Auffidiv 
Was my belov'd in Rome ; yetthou behold'lt, 
Anfe You keepe a conltant temper. | 
 CManemthe Guard and Meneuiuts 
x Now fir, is your name Menentra? . 
2 'Tisaſpell you ſee of much power : 
You know the way home againe:: 
1 Do you hearc how we are 
greatneſſe backe ? Wl ” 
2 What cauſe do you thinkeT have toſwoohd ? 


Excunt. | 


. 


* Mene. I neither care for th* worid, nor-your Generall: |- 
ſor ſuch things as you, canſcarſethinke ther's any,y'are }- 


when, you have puſhr out your gates; the-vety Detender | 


enemy yonr ſhield, thinke to fronthisrevenges withthe | 


backe to Rome, and prepare for your execution :'you are | 


—_ 


ſhene for keeping your | 


—_ <= Ld Cold 


ſo light. Hethat hatha willtodyeby himdelfe, feares it | 
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= "The Tragedy of Goriolanns, 


you, bee thatyou-are, long; and 'your miſery encreale 


| withyourage. Ifay to you, as was ſaid to, Away«&xv. 


:  I+ 'A Noble Fellow I warranthim, 

2: The worthy Feflow is our-General. He's the-Rocke, 
The Oake not to be wintde-ſhaken. Exit Watch. 
<; bh | Emter (oriolanus and Auffidins. 

; Corio, We will before the walls of Rome to morrow 
Setdowne our Hoaſt, My partner in this Action, 
You muſt reporttoth' Volcian-Lords, how plainly 
I haveborne this Buſineſle. 
Auf. Onely their ends you have reſpetted. 
Stopt your eares againſt the generall ſuite of Rome: 
Neveradmitteda privat whiſper,no not with ſuch friends 


' | Thar thought them ſure of you. 


Corio. This laſt old man, 

Whom with a crack'd heart I baveſentto Rome, 
Loy*dme;above the meaſure of a Father, 
Nay godded me indeed. Their lateſt refuge 

Was to ſend him : for whoſe old love I have 
(Though I ſhew'd ſowrely to him) once more offer'd 
The firſt Conditions which they did refuge, 

And cannot now accept, to grace him onely, 

That t he could do more : A very lictle 

I have yceided to. Freſh Eimbaſſes, and Suites, 

Nor from the State, nor private friends heereafrer 
WillI lend care to. Ha ? what ſhout is this? Shout withis 
Shall I be cempted to infringe my vow 

Intheſame time'tis made ?1 will not. 

Emer Vw gilia, Volumnia, Valeria, youg Martins; 
with Attendants. | 


My wife comes formoſt, then the honour'd mould. 


Whercintbis trunke was fram'd, and in her hand 

The Grandchilde to her blood. Burout affeAion, 

All boad and priviledgeof naturebreake; 

Let it be Vertuous to be Obſtinate, 

Wharis that Curt'fie worth ? Or thoſe Doves eyes, 
W hich can make Gods forſworne ? I melt and am not 
Offſtronger earth thenothers : my Mother bowes, 
As if Olympus toa Mole-hill ſhould 

In ſupplication Nod: and my young Boy 

Hath anaſpeR of interceſſion, which 

Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volces 

Plough Rome, and harrow Italy, le never 

Be ſucha Goſling to obey inſtin&: but ſtand 

As ifa man were Author of himſelf, & knew no other kin 


i Prugil. My Lordand Husband. 


Corr, Theſceyesarenot the ſame I wore in Rome. 
 Virg. The ſorrow thatdelivers usthus chang'd, 
Makes you thinke ſo. 
Corio. Like a dnll Actor now, T have forgot my part, 
{ AndIam out, cventoa full Diſgrace. Beſt of my Fleſh, 
| Forgivemy Tyranoy : but do @ot ſay , 
For thatfargive oar Romans. O a kiſſe 
Long as my Exile, ſweet as my Revenge ! 
} Now by the jealous Queene of Heaven,that kiſle 
I carried from thee dearez and my true Lippe 
Hath Virgin'd-it ere ſince; You Gods, I pray, 
And the moſt Noble Mother of the world 
Leave unſaluted : Sinke my knee i'th* carth; 
{ Ofthy deepe duty, more tmpreſſion ſhew 
Then that of common Sonnes. 
1 Whil't with no ſofter Cuſhion then the Fline 
Tkneele before thee, and unproperly 
Shew duty as miſtaken, all this while, 


nor from another : Let your Generall do his worſt. For \ 


K neeles 


hs 


| With Manacles through our ſtreets, or clſe 


Bertweene the Childe,and Parent. 
Corio. What's this? your knees to me ? 
To your Corrected Sonne? | 
Then let the Pibbles on the hungry beach 
Fillop the Starres: Then, let the mutinous windes 
Strike the proud Cedars *gainſt the fiery Sun: 
Murd'ring Impoilibility, to make 
W hat cannot be, {light worke. 
Uolum. Thou art my Warriour, I hope toframe thee 
Do you know this Lady? | 
( 9ri0. The Noble Siſter of Pablicela; 
The Moone of Rome : Chaſte as the 1iicle 
That's curdied by the Froſt, from purelt Snow, 
And hangson Dians Temple : Deere Valeria, 
Yolmma. This is'a poore Epitome of yours, 
Which by th interpretation of full time, 
May ſhew like all your felfe; 
Corso. The God of Souldiers : 
With the conſent of ſupreame Iove, informe 
Thy thoughts with Nobleneſle, that thou mayſt prove 
To ſhame unvulnerable, and ſtrike i'th Warres 
Like a great Sea-marke ftanding every flaw, 
And ſaving thoſe that eyc thee, 
Toiwm. Your knee, Sicrahs. | | 
Corso, That's my brave Boy. 
Vo'\um. Even he, your witc, this Ladie, and my ſclfe, 
Are Sutors to you. 
Core. Ibeſcech youpeace : 
Or it yould aske rememberthis before ; 
The thing I have forſworne to graunt, may never 
Be held by you denials. Donot bid me 
Diſmiſſe my Soldiers, or capitulate 
Againe, with Romes Mechanickes. Tell me not 
W herein { iceme unnaturall : Deſire not t'allay 
My Ragesand Revenges, with your coider reaſons. 
Folam. Oh no more, no more : 
You have ſaid you will notgrant us any thing : 
For we have nothing elſe to aske, but thar 
Which youdeny already : yet we willaske, | 
That if you faile in our requelt, the blame 
May hahg upon your hardneſſe, therefore heare us. 
Cario. Auffianes, and you Volces marke, for wee'l 
Heare noughttrom Rome 1n private. Your requeſt? |} 
TVolum. Should we be filent & not ſpeak, our Raiment 
And ſtate of Bodies would bewray what life 
We have led ſince thy Exile. Thinke withthy ſclfe,. 
How more unfortunate then living women 
Are we come hither ; ſince that thy ſight, which ſhould 
Make our cies flow with joy, heartsdance with comforts, 
Conſtrainesthem weepe, and ſhake with feare & ſorow, þ 
Making the Mother, wife, and Childe to ſee, 
The Sonne, the Husband, and the Father tearing 
His Countries Bowels out; and to poore we 
Thine enmities moſt capitall : Thou barr'ſt us 
Our prayersto the Gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy, For how can we? 
Alas ! how can we, for our Country pray ? 
W hereto weare bound, together with thy victory : 
Whereto weare bound : Alacke, or we mult looſc 
The Countrie our deere Nurſe, orel{e thy perſon 
Our comfort inthe Country. We muſt finde 
An evident Calamity , though we had 
Our wiſh, which fide ſhould win. Foreither thou 
Muſt asa Forraine Recreant belcd 


Triumphantly treadeonthy Countries ruine, 


And 


—_— _—— 
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| And bearethe Palme, for having bravely ſhed 
Thy Wife and Childrens blood: For my {elte,Sonne, 
I purpoſe not to waite on Fortune,till 
Theſe warres determine : if I cannot perſwade thee, 
Rather to ſhew a Noble grace toboth parts, 
Then ſecke the end of one ; thou ſhalt no ſooner 
March toaflault thy Country,then te treade 
(Truſt too't, thou ſhalt not) on thy Mothers wombe 
That brought thee to this world. : 
' Virg. I,and mine, that brought you forth this boy, 
To keepe your name living to time» 
Boy. A ſhall not tread on me: Ile run away 
Till I am bigger, but then Ile fight. 
Corio. Not ofa womans tendernefle to be, 
Requires nor Childe, nor womans faceto fcc: 
] have ſate too long. | 
Uolam. Nay, gonot from us thus : 
Ifir were ſo, that our requeſt did rend 
Tofave the Romanes, thereby to deſtroy 
The V olces whom you ſerve, you might condemne ns 
Aspoyſonous of your Ronour. No, our ſuite 
Is that you reconcile them : While the Volces 
May ſay, this mercy we have ſhew'd : the Romanes, 
This we receiv*d, and each in either fide 
Give the All-haile to thee, and cry be Bleſt 
For making up this peace. Thou know'ſt (great Sonne) 
The end of Warres uncertaine : but this certaine, 
Thatif thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou ſhalt thereby reape, is ſuch a name 
Whole repetition will be dogg'd with Curſes : 
Whoſe Chronicle thus writ, The man was Noble, 
But with his laſt Attempt, be wip'd1t out : - 
Deſtroy'd his Country, and hisvame remaines 
To th' inſuing Age, abhorr'd. Speake to me Son : 
Thou haſt affected the five ſtraines of Honor, 
To imitate the graces of the Gods, 
To teare with Thunderthe wide Cheekes a'th* Ayre, 
And yet to change thy Sulphure with a Boult. 
That ſhould but rive an Oake, Why do'ſt not ſpeake? 
Think'ſt thou it honourable for a Noble man 
Still to remember wrongs ? Daughter, ſpeake you : 
He cares not for your weeping. Speake thou Boy, 
Perhaps thy childi/hnefſe will move him more 
'Then can our Reaſons. There is no man in the world 
More bound to's Mother, yet here he let's me prate 
Like one ch' Stockes. Thou haſt never in thy life, 
Shew'd thy deere Mother any curtefie, 
| When ſhe (poore Hen)foad of no ſecond brood, 
Ha's cluck'd thee to the Warres , and ſafely home 
| Loden with Honour. Say my Requeſt's unjuſt, 
And ſpurne me backe : Bur, if it benot fo 
Thou art nct honeſt, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reſtraint from me the Duty, which 
Toa Mothers part belongs He turnes away : 
Down Ladies : let us ſhame him with our knees. 
To his ſur-name Coriolans longs more pride 
Then pitty to our Prayers. Downe : anend, 
This isthe ialt, So, we will home to Rome, 
Anddyeamong our Neighbours :; Nay, behold's, 
This Boy that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneeles, and holds up hands for fellowſhip, 
Doe's realon our Petition with more ſtreugth 
Then thou haſt to deny*t, Come, letus go: 
This Fellow had a Volcean to his Mother : 
| His Wife is in Corzelzs , and his Childe 
| Like him by chance : yet giveus our diſpatch : 


. 
——— 


I am huſht untill our City beafire,& then Ieſpeak alittle | 


Holds her by the hand ſilent. 
_ Corio. O Mother, Mother ! 
What have you done ? Behold, the Heavens do ope, 
The Gods looke downe, and this unnaturall Scene 
They laugh at. Oh my Mother, Mother :Oh! 
You have wonne a happy Victory to Rome. 
But for your Sonne, beiceve it ; Oh belceve it, 
Moſt dongerouſly yon have with him prevail'd, 
If not molt mortall to him. But let it come : 
e/#fſid;zs, though I cannot make true Warres, 
Ale frame convenient peace. Now good Anffidine, 
Were you in my ſtecd, would you have heard 
A mother lcfſe ? or granted lefle Anffidins ? 
Arf, T was mou'd withall. 
Cor:9, I dare be ſworne you were ; 
And ſir, it 1s no little thing to make 
Mineeyes to ſweat compailion. But (good fir) 
VW hat peace you'l make, adviſe me : For my part, 
Henot to Rome, Ile backe with you, and pray you. 
Stand to me in this cauſe. O Mother 1 Wite ! 
Arf. Iam glad thou haſt ſet thy mercy, & thy Honor 
At difference in thee ; Oat of that Ile worke 
My feltea former Fortune. 
Corio. I by and by ; Bur we will drinke together : 
And you ſhall beare K-42 
A better witncſle backe then words,which we 
On like conditions, will baue counter-ſfeal'd. 
Comeenter with us: Ladies you deſerve 
To havea Temple built you : Ail the Swords 
In Italy, and her Confederate Armes | 
Could not have maderhis peace. | Exenn. 
Enter Menenius and Sicintnes (ſtone ? 
CMene, See you yon'd Coina'th Capitol, yon'd corner 
Sicv. Why what of that? 
Mexe. If it be poſſivie for you to diſplace it with your 
little finger, there is fome hope the Ladies of Romc,cſpe- 


| cially his Mother,may prevaile with him. Buc I ſay ,chere 


isno hope int, our throats are ſentenc'd, and (tay upon 
EXCCution, | 

Sicin. Is't poſſible, that ſo ſhort atime can alter the 
condition of a man. 

Mene. There is difference between a Grub 8 a But- 
terſly, yet your Butterfly was a Grub : this Martine , 1s 
growne from Man to Dragon ; He has wings, hee's more 
thena creeping thing, 

Sicin, He lov'd his Mother deerely. | 

ene. So did heme : and he no more remembers his 
Mother now, then an eight yeare old horſe. The .cartnefle 
of his tage, ſowres ripe Grapes. When he waiks, he moves 
like an Engine, and the ground ſhrinkes before his Trea- 
ding. He1sable to pierce a Corſlet with his eye: Taikes 


like a knell, and his humis a Battery. Hefits un his State | 


asa thing made for Al-xander, W hat he bids be done, is 
finiſht with his bidding, He wants nothing of a Goo bur 
Eternitie, anda Heaven to Throne in- 

Sicin. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Mene. I paint him in the Charater. Mark what mer- 
cy his Mother ſhall bring from him : There is no more 
mercy in him, then there is milke ina male-Tyger , that 
ſhallour poore City finde : and all this is long of you. 

Scin. The Godsbe good unto us, 


Mere.” No, inſucha caſe the Gods will not be good | 


unto us. When we baniſh'd him,we reſpeted notthem: 


and he returning to breake our necks,they reſpeFt notuse | 


Mef.' | 


- Enter a Meſſenger. 
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The T raged) of Coriolanus. 


Mef. Sir, ifyou'ld fave your life ye to your Houſe, 
The Plebeians have got your Fellow Tribune, 
And hale him vp and downe; all (wearing, if 
The Romane Ladies bring not comfort;home, 
They'l give him death by Inches. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Sicin, What'sthe Newes ?  (prevayl'd, 
Hef, Good Newes, good newes, the Ladies have 
The Volciansare diſlodg'd, and Marrivs gone : 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not th expulſion of the Targuins. 
Sicin, Friend, art thou certaine thus 1s true ? 
Is't moſt certaine. 
Mee As certaineas 1 know the Sun is fire : 
Where have you lurk'd that you make doubt of it : 
Ne*e throughan Archſo hurried the blowne Tide 
As the recomforted through th* gates. Why harke you? 
Trumpets, Hoboyes, Drums beate, altogether, 
The Trumpets , Sack-buts, Pſalteries and Fifes, 
Tabors, and Symboles, and the ſhowting Romans, 
Make the Sunne dance. Hearke yon, eA4 front within 
Mene. This is good Newes ; 
I will go meecte the Ladies. This Volumna, 
Is worth of Conſuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City full : Of Tribuncs ſuchas you, 
A Sea and Land full : you have pray'd well today : 
This Morning, tor ten thouſand of your throates, 
I'de not have givena doit. Harke, how they joy+ 
Sound Fill with the Shouts. 
Ficin, Firſt, the Gods bleſſe you for your tydings: 
Next, accept my thank efulnerd.. 
Mefe Sir,we have all great cauſe togive great thanks. 
Siem, They are ncerc the City. 
Meſ. Almoſt at pointtoenter. 
Ficin. Wee meet them, and helpe the joy. ©xemn. 


Enter two Senators, with Ladies, paſſing over 
the Stage, with other Loras. 


Sene.Bchold our Patronneſſe, the life of Rome: 
Call all your Tri bes together, praiſe the Gods, 
And make triumphant fires, ſtrow Flowers before them: 
Vnſhoot the noiſe that baniſh'd CAMartine ; 


{ Repealc him, with the welcome of his Mother ; 


Cry welcome Ladies, welcome. 
All. Welcome Ladies, welcome. Exennt. 
A Flonriſh with Drummes & Trumpets. 


Enter Tullus » A uffidins, with Attendauts. 
Axf. Gotell the Lords a'th' City, Iam heere : 
Deliver them this Paper : having readit, 


| Bid them repaireto th* Market place, where I 


Even in theirs, and in the Commons eares 
Will vouch the truthof it. Him I accuſe ; 
The City Portsby this hath enter'd, and 
Intends tappeare before the People, hoping 
To purge himſelfe with words. Diſpatch. 
 Omter 3 or 4 Corſpiratorsof Auffidins Fatlion. 
Moſt Welcome. 
'2.C 0%, How is it with our Generall? 
Axf. Even ſo, as with amanby his owne Almes im- 
poyſon'd, and with his Charity flaine. 
2.(0n. Moſt Noble Sir,If you do hold the ſame intent 
 Wherein you wiſht us parties : Wee'l deliver you 
Of your great danger. 
Auf, Sir, I cannot tell, 


| 
| 


RY 
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We mult proceed as we do findethe People. 
3-Con. The people will remaine uncertaine, whilſt 
'Twixt you there's difference: but the fall of either 
Makes the Survivor heyre of all. 
Ar. 1 know it : 
And my pretext to ſtrike at him, admits 
A good conſtruction, I rais'd him, and I pawn'd 
Mine Honor for his truth : who being ſo heighter'd, 
He watered hisnew Plants with dewes of Flatterie, 
Sceducing ſo my F riends : and tothis end, 
He bowd his Nature, never knowne before, 
But to be rough, unſwayable, and free. 
$. Corſþ, Sir, his ſtoutneſle 
When he did (tand for Conſull, which he loſt 
By lacke of {tooping, 
e-Fuf. T hat I would have ſpoke of : 
Being baniſh'd for't,he came unto my Harth, 
Preſcated to my knife his Throat : I rooke kim, 
Made him joynt-ſervant with me : Gave him way 
Inail bis owne deſires : Nay, let him chooſe 
Out of my Files, hisprojeds, toaccompliſh 
My beit and freſheſt men, ſervd his dtignements 
In mine owne perſon: hope to rgape the Fame 
Which he did end all his ; and tooke ſome pride 
Todo my {elfe this wrong ; Till at the laſt 
[ feem'd his Follower, nor Partner; and 
He wadg'd me with his Countenance,as if 
I had bin Mercenary. 
I.C2n. So he did my Lord : 
The Army marveyled at it, and inthe laſt, 
When he had carried Rome, and that welook'd 
For no lefſe Spoile, then Glory. . 
efuf, There wasit : | 
For which my ſinewes ſhall be ſtretchtupon him, 
At a few drops of Womens rhewme, whichare 
As cheape as Lies ; he ſold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Action ; therefore ſhall he dye, 
And Ile renew me in his fall. Bur hearke, 
Drummes and Trumpets ſounds, with great 
(bowts of the people. 
7.Con. Your Native Towne you enter'd like aPote, 
And had no welcomes home, but he returnes 
Splitting the Ayre withnoyle, 
2-( 01. And patient Fooles, 
W hoſe chiidren he hath laine, their baſe throats tears 
Wuh giving him glorie. 
| 3-Con. Thereforeat your vantage, 
Ere he expreſle himſelfe, or move the people 
With whar he would fay, let him feele your Sword: 
Which he willſecond, when he lies along 
After your way, His Tale pronounc'd, ſhail bury 
His Reaſons, with his Body. 
eAuf. Say no more, Heere come the Lords, 
Emtes the Lords of the (ity. 
Al Lords, Yonare moſt welcome home. 
ef. I have not deſerv'd it, 
But worthy Lords, have you with heede peruſed 
What I have wruttentoyou? 
All. We have, 
I:Lord. And greeve to heare't : 
W hat faults he made before the laſt, Ithinke 
Might have found cafe Fines ; But there toend 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our Levies, anſwering us | 
With our owne charge : making a Treatie,wherc | 
There wasa yeelding ; thisadmits no excule. 
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eAxf. He approaches, you ſhallheare him. 

Enter Coriolanns marching with Drumme. and Colours. The 
({ ommoners being with him. 

Corio. Haile Lords, I am return'd,your Souldier : 
No more infected with my countries love 
Then when I parted hence : but {till ſubſiſting 
Vnder your great Command. You areto know, 
That proſperouſly.I have aticmpred, and 
With bloody paſſage led your V/arres, even tO 
The gates of Rome; Our ſpoiics we have broaght home 
Doth more then counterpo!ze a tuil tnird part 
Thee charges of the Action. We have made peace 
With no Icfle Honour to the Aurzates 
Then ſhametoth' Romaines. Aud we heare deliver 
Subſcrid'd by*th'Contuls, and Parricians, 
Together with the Seale a'th venar, what 
We have compounded on. 

Anf. Rcad it not Noble Lords, 
But tell che Traitor inthe higheſt degree 
He bath abus'd your Powers, 

Corio, Traitor £ How now ? 

Aaf. I Trattor, arti, 

(oro, Marty? | 

Auf. 1 Martins, Cains Martics : Do'it thou thinke 
Ile grace thce with that Robbery, thy ſtolne name 
Cortolanus 1n Cortlas? 
You Loras and Heads a'th'* State, perfidiouſly 
Heha's betray'd your buſineſſe, and given up 
Forcertaine drops of Salt, your City Rome : 
Ifay your City to his Wife and Mother, 

reaking his Oathand Reſolution, like 
Atwiſt of rotten Silke, never admitting 
Counſaile a'th' warre : But at his Nurte: tearcs9 
He whin'd and roar'd away your ViRorie, 

Thzt Pages bluſh'd at him, and mei of heart 
Look'd won2'ring each at others, 

Corio. Hear'it thou Mars ? 

Auf. Name not the God, thou boy cf Tcares. 

Corio, Ha? 

Aufid, N3 more. : 

Corio. Mcaſureleſſe Lyar thou halt made my heart 
Toogreat for what contatnes it. Boy? Ob Slave, 
Pardon me Lords, *tis the firſt time that ever 
I was forc'd to ſcoui'd. Your judgements my grave Lords 
Muſt give this Curre the Lye ; and his owne Notion, 
Who weares my {tripes impreſt upon him, that 
Muſt beare my beating co his Grave, thall joyne 
Tothruſt the Lye unto him- 

I Lord, Peace both, and heare me ſpeake. 

Corio. Cur me too peeces Volces men and Lads, 
Staine all your edges on me. Boy, falſe Hound : 

It you have writ your Annales truc, *tis there, 
Thatlike an Eagle in a Dove-coar, I 


———— 


Flatcer'd your Volcians in Coriobve. 
AloneT did it, Boy! 
Auf. Why Noble Lords, 
Will you be put tn mide of his blinde Fortune, | 
W hich was your ſhame, by this unholy Braggart ? 
'Fore your owneeyes, andearcs ? 
e1 Covfp. Let him dye fort. 
Al People, Teare him to peeces, doit preſently : 
Hekild my Sonne, my daughter, hc kill'd iny Cofine 
Aarcu,hc kil?d my Father. 
2 Lora. Pcace hoe : no outrage, peace : 
The man 1s Noble, and his Fame folds in 
This Orbe och earth: His lait offences to us 
Shali have [udicious hearing, Stand Auffidens, 
And trouble not the peace. 

Corio, O that I had him, with ſix Aufiazuſſes,or more: 

His Tribe to ule my lawtull Sword. 
Auf. Inſolent V ulaine. 
AB Confp. Kill, kill, ktil, kill, kill him. 
Draw b:th the ( onfpirators, end kils Zlartina, who 
failes, Auffidizs FFands on him. 

Lords. Hoid, hold, hoid, hold. 

eAvuf. My Noble Maſters, heare me {peake. 

I-Lord. O Tali. 
2.Lord. Thou haſt done a deed, whereat 
Valovr will wcepe. 
3.Lord. T:cad notupon him Matters, all be quier, 
Puc up your $1yords. 
Aife My Lords. 
When you ſhall know (as inthis Rage 
Provok'd by hitn, you cannot) the great danger 
\ hich this mans life did owe you, you'i re;0z ce 
That he 1s thus cut off, Pleate 1t your Honobrs 
70 callme to your Senate, Ile deliver 
My telte your loyall Servant, or endure 
Your heavieſt Cenſure. * 
1. Lord. Bearc from hence his body, 
And mourne you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the molt Noble Coarſe, that ever Herald 
Did follow to his Vrne. 

2-Lord. His owne impatier.ce, 
Takes from Auſfidize a great part of blame : 
Let s make the Beit of it, 

Anf My Rage 1sgone, 

And Iam iirucke withſorrow. Take him up : 
Helpe three a'th* chicteſt Sogldiers; Ile be one. 
Beate thou theDrumame that it ſpeake mourntully : 
Traile your ſtecle Pikes. Thovgh in this City hee 
Hath widdowed and unchi!ded many a one, 
Which tothis hoyre bewaile the 1njury. 
Yet hee ſhall have a Noble memory. Aflilt. 
Exeunt bearing the Body of Martins. A dead Harch 
Sonnded. 
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A ttus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter the Tribumes and Senator 5 aloft. e And then enter 
Saterninus and bis Followers at one doore, and 
Baſſanus and his Followers at the other, 
with Drum & Colours. © 


Saturnnus. 
KP Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, 
AS Defend the juſtice of my Cauſe with Armese 
& And Country-men, my loving Followers, 
Pleade my Succeſſive Title with your Swords. 
I was the firſt borne Sonne, that was the laſt 
That wore the Imperiall Diadem or Rome : 
Then let my Fathers Honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this indignitic, 
Baſſianns. Romaines, Friends, Followers, 
Favovrers of my Right; 
If ever Baffianns, (eſars Sonne, 
Were gracious ia the eyes of Royall Rome, 
Keepe then this paſſage to the Capitall : 
And ſuffer not Diſhonour toapproach ' 
Th' Imperiall Seate to Vertue : conſecrate 
To Iuſtice, Continence, and Nobility: 
But let Deſert inpure Election ſhine ; EL 
And Romanes,fight for Freedome in yourChoice. 


Enter Marcns Andrornicas aloft with the Crowne. 


Pritices, that ſtrive by Faftions, and my Friends, 
Ambitiouſly for Rule and Emperie : 
Know, that the people of Rome for whom we ſtand 
Arſpeciall Party, have by Common voyce 
In EleRion for rhe Romane Emper1e, 
{ Choſen Andronicas, Sur-named Pins, 
| For many good and greatdeſerts to Rome. 
A Nobler man, a braver Warriour, 
Lives not this day within the City Walles. 
He by the Senate is accited home | 
From weary Warresagrinſt the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his Sonnes (a terror to our Foes) 
Hath yoak'd a Nation ſtrong, train'd up in Armess 
. Ten yeares are ſpent, ſince firſt he undertooke 
| This Cauſe of Rome, and chaſticed with armes 
Our Enemies pride. Five times he hath return'd. 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his Valiant Sonnes 
| lu Cofftns fromrhe Field. | 
| Andnow atlaſt, jaden with Honours Spoyles, 
Returnes the good Ardronicas to Rome, 
Renowned Tis, flouriſhing iv Armes. 
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| Patron of Vertue, Romes beſt Champion, 


| 


Let us intreat, by Honour of his Name 
W hom (worthily) yon would have now ſucceede, 
And in the Capitoll and Senates rigbt, 
W hom you pretend to honor and adore, 
That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength, 
Diſmiſſe your Followers, and as Suiters ſhould, 
Pleade your Deſerts in Peace and Humbleneſle, 
Saturnine, How fayre the T ribune ſpeakes, 
To calme my thoughts. 
Baſjia. Marcns Andronicns do I do ajfic 
Inthy uprightneſſe and Integrity : 
And ſs I Love and honor thee, and thine, 
Thy Noble Brother 74«#s, and his Sonnes, 
And Her (ro whom my thoughts arc humbled all ) 
Gracious Lavinia,Romes rich Ornament, 
That 1 will heere diſmiſſe my loving Friends : 
And to my Fortunes, andthe Peoples Favour, 
Commit my Cauſe in ballanceto be weigh'd, 
Ex. Souldzers, 
Satrxrnire, Friends, that have beene . 
Thus forward in my Right, 
I thanke youall, and heere Difmiſle you all, 
And tothe Love and Favour of my Countrey, 
Commit my Selfe, my Perſon, and the Cauſe; 
Rome, be asgult and gracious nnto me, 
AsI am confident and kinde to thee. 
Open the Gares, and let me in, 
Baſſia. Tribunes, and me, a poore Competitor. 
They gowp into the Senat houſe. 


Enter a Capt«ine. 
Cap. Romanes make way:.: the good Andromcn., 


Succeſſefull in the Bartailesthat he fights, 

With Honour and with Fortune is return'd, 
From whence he circumſcribed with his Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 


Sound Drummes and Trumpets, Andthen enter two of Tits 
Sonnes ; After them , two men bearing a Coffin covered 
with blacke then two other Sounes. 0.4 ifter them , Tm 
Andy onicus, and then Tamora the © ueene of Gothss , & 
bey two Sonnes ((biron and Demetrim, with Aaron the 
Mooove, and others, as many as can bee : They ſet downe 
the Coffin, and Titus Frakes, | 


 eAndrenicus, Haile Rome : 
V.ictoriousin thy Mourning Weedes : 
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The Tragedy of Titus Andronicus. 
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 [Loeasthe Barke that bach diſcharg'd his fraught, 


Returnes with precious lading to the Bay, 

From whence at firſt ſhe weightd her Anchorage: 
Commeth eLndroview bound with Lawrell bowes, 
Toreſalute his Country with his teares, 

 Teares of true joy for hisretarne to Rome, 

Thou great defender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend, - 

' Romaines,of five and rwenty Valiant Sonnes, 
Halfe of the vumber that King Priem had, 

Behold the poore remaines alive and dead! 

Theſe that Surviue,let Rome reward with Love: 
TheſethatIbring unto their lateſt home, 

With burtall amongit their Aunceſtors. 


Titus unkinde,and carelefle of thine owne, 
Why ſuffer'ſt thou thy Sonnes unburied yer, 


| To hover on the dreadfull ſhore of Stix? 


Make way to lay tnem by their Bretherens 


T hey open the Tombe, 
| There greetein ſilence as the dead are wont, - 
Andleepe.in peace,flaine in your Countries warres: 
Oſacret receptacle of my. joyes, 
Sweer Cell of vertue and Nobility, 
How many Sennes of mine haltthou1n ſtore, 
That thou wilt never render tome more? . + 
Luc. Give usthe proudeſt priſoner of the Gothes, 
That we may bey his limbes,and ona ptle vi 
eAd mans fratrum,{acrifice his fleſh; F 
Before this eartbly priſon of their bones, 
That ſo.the {hadowes be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we diſturb'd with prodigies on earth. 
Tit. I give him you,the Nobleſt that Surviues, \ ' 
The eldeſt Son of this diftrefſed Qyeene. hi 
Tam. Stay Romaine Bretheren,gractous Conqueror, 
Victorious Titus,truc the tcares [ ſhed, 
A Mothers teares in paſſion for her ſonne: 
And if thy Sonnes were ever deere to thee, 
Oh thinke my {onnes to be as deere to mee. 
Suthiceth not,that- we arc brought to Rome 
To beautifie thy Triumphs,and returne 
Captive tq thee,and to thy Romaine yoake, 
But mnſt my Sonnes be tlaughtred in the ſtreetes, 
For Valiant doings in their Countries cauſc? 
O!1t ro fight for King and Common-weale, 
Were piety 1n rhineglt 1510 theſe: 
eAndgronicas,(taine notthy Tombe with blood. 
Wilt thou draw neerethe nature of the Gods? 
| Draw neerethem then in being mercifull, 
Sweet mercy is Nobilitzestrue badge, 
Thrice Noble Tirzs,fpare my firſt borne {onne, 
Tit. Patient your {elfe Madam, and pardon we. 


| 


| 


E "Dem, Oppoſe meScythia to ambitions Romez'.. 


Theſeare the Brethren,whom you Gothes behold 

Alive and dead,and for their Bretheren {laine, - 

Religiouſly they aske aſacrifice; 

Tothis your ſonne is markt,and dic he muſt, 

Tappeaſerheir graaning ſhadowesthat are gone+ 
Lac. Away with him,and- make a-fire ftraighe,- 

And with our Swords upon apile of wood, 

Let's hew his limbes till they be ckane conſuurd: 


: Exit Ss megwith dlarbus; 
Tam. O cruell irreligious piety... 1: 
Chi. Was ever Scythia halte fo barbarous? -: 


Or a 


Heere Gothes have given me leave to ſheathmy Sword: 


þ 


; 


I 


—_ 


lM 


it This Palliament of-white and 


| Alarbus goe to reſt,and we ſurvive, 


| Irendebtor'my Bretherens Obſequics: 


| And Famescternall date for vertues praiſe. «| 


2 nn 


Totremble under T#s threatning lookes, 


Then Madam fjand refolv*d,buthope withall, >: + 7 


The ſclfe ſame Gods thatarm'd the Queene of Troy: | 
With opportunity of ſharpe revenge 

Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 

May favour T amorathe Queene of Gothes, 


(When Gothes were Gothes,and Tamora was Queene) 


To quit the blovdy wrongs upon her foes: 
Euter the Sonnes of Androvicus againe. 


Lac. Sec Lord ane Father, how we have perform'd 
Our Romaine rites, Alarbus limbs are lopt, 
And intrals feede the ſacrifizing fire, 
Whoſe ſmokelike in cente doth perfume the skic. 
Remainerhnought bucto interre our Brethren, 
And with low'd Larums welcome them to Rome. 
Tiw.Tetir beſo,and let Andrenicus 
Make this his latcft farewell to their ſoules. 


Then Sound Trumpets,and lay the Coffus in the Tombe. 


1 Inpeace and Henour reſt you heere my Sonnes,: | 
| Roms readjeft Champions,repole you heerein reſt, 
| Secure from worldly chances and miſhaps: 


Heerc lurksno Treafon,beere noenvieſwels, 
Heere grow no damned grudges, beere no {tormes, 
No noiſe, but Glence and Eternall {leepe, 


| Inpeace and Honour reſt you heere my Sonnes..././ * *: 


Enter Lavinia. 


_ 


Lav. In peace and Honour ive Lerd Tunslong,” | 


I y Noble Lord and Father,livein Fame: 


Loc at this I omb2 my tributary teares, 


And at thy feete Ikneele,with teares of joy-.- . 

Shed on the earth for thy returne to Rome. | 

O bleſle me heere withthy victorious hand, 

W hoſe Fortune Romes beſt Citizens applau'd:' 
7. Kiad Rome, __ . | 

Thar hit chaslevpingly relery'd 


- The Cordiall of mineage to glad my hart, 


Lavinia live,out-live thy Fathers dayes: 

Mar. Long live Lord Tit#s,my beloved brother, ' / 
Gracious Triampher in the eyes of Rome. 

Tr, Thankes Gentle Tribune, 
Noble brother Marens, 

Mar, And welcome. Nephews 
You that ſurvive and youthatfleepe in Fame: 
Faire Lords your Fortunes arcallalike in all, : 


| That in your Countries4ervice drew your Swords. ' | - 
| Butſafer Triumph is this Funerail Pompe, 
] That hath aſptr'd 20 So/ons Happines, 


And Triumphs overchaunce mhonvurs bed. 
Titus «Angronicns the peaple of Rome, 


in" > *- 


| Whoſefriend in juiticethou haftever bene, - 


Send thee by me:thetr Tribune andcheir cruſt ©1120! ? 
| efſe Hueg' 105 
And namethee in Election for the-Empirez-- 13 ©: 
With theſe oor late deceaſed Emperours Sorinegs”” -:! 


Be Candidaturthen;andpuriton,” ;' : 
And heipeto ſet aheadon headlefſ&Rome.' © 

Ti, A better head her Glorious body-fits;''? 5” 
Then his tharthakes for age 4: - pomarad oy 
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| But Honour thee, and will doe till I die: 


| 


:| Patricians and Plebicans we Create 
Lord Satzrnizus Romes Great Emperour. 
| And fay,Long live our Emperonr Saturnine...- 


"The Trapedyof Titus eAndronicus. 


| What ſhould I d'on this Robe and trouble you, 
- Be choſen with proclamationsto day, 


| : | 
To morrow yeeld up rule, reſigne my life, | 
; And ſetabroad new buſineſle for youall. 
| RemelI have bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 

And led my-Countries ſtrength ſucceſſcfully, 

And buried one,and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 

Knighted'in Field,ſlaine manfully in Armes, 


| Inright and Service of their Noble Country: 


Give me a ſtaffe of Honour for mine age, 

But not a Scepter to-controule the world, 

Vpright he held it Lords,tbat beld ir laſt. 
er. Titus, thou ſhaltobtaine and aske the Empiry» 
Sat. Proud andambitious Tribune can'ſt thoutell? 
Tit#s.Patience Prince Saturnuinus. 
Sat. Romaines do me right. 

Patricians draw your Swords,and ſheath them not 

Till Saz#rni»us be Romes Emperour: 

Androniens would thou wert ſhipt to hell, 


{ Rather then rob me of the peoples hearts, 


Lac. Proud Sermrnme,interrupter of the go 
That-Noble minded T irzs meancs to thee. 1 
Tit. Content thee Prince, Lwill reſtoreto thee .- - » 


| The peoples hearts,and weane them from themſelv "> 


Baſs. Andronicus,T do not flatter thee i 


My Faction if thou ſtrengthen with thy Friend? 
I will moſt thankefull be, and thankes to men 
OfNoblemindes,is Honourable Meede.w. .. 1; 
Tit. People of Rome,and Noble Tribunes heere,” + 
Taske your voices and your Suffrages, ' 
Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronzens? 
Tribu.To gratific the good Andronices, 
And Gratulate his ſafe returne to Rome, © 
The people will accept whom he admits. | ; 
Tit. Tribunes I thanke you,andthis ſure T make,.. 
That you Create your Emperours eldeſt ſfonne, * 7 
Lord Satwrnine,wholſe Vertues willI hope, | 
Refle&t on Rome as Tytans Rayes on earth, - 
And ripen Tuſtice in this Common-weale; 


© 29g 


4 Then if you will ele by nppayile, 


Crowne him,and ſay:Longlive our Emperour. 
Har. «An. With V oiccs and applaule of every fort, 


eA1 long Flonriſe:ll they come downe. 


Sat.Tiins « Andronicxs,for thy Favours done, 


| To us inour Election this day, 
1 Igivethce thankesin part of thy Deſerts, 


And will with Deeds requitethy gentleneſle; 
And for an Onſet Titas toadvance: | 
Thy Name,and Honourable Family, 
Lavinia will Imakemy Empreſle, 


| Romes Royall Miſtris, Miſtris of my heart 


And inthe Sacred Pantheon her eſpoulc: 

Tell me 4ndrovicys doth this motion pleaſethee? 
Ti, It doth my werthy Lord;and in this match, 

I hold me Highly Honoured of your Grace, © 

And heere in fight of Rome,to Sermrnne, 

King and Commander of our Common-weale, 

| The Wide-worlds ur,do I Conſecrate, 

* My Sword,my Chariot,and my Priſoners, 

Preſents well. Worthy Romes Imperiall Lord: 

Receive them then,the Tribute thatI owe, 


hey 


| 
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Sat. Thankes Noble Tixs,Father of m y life; 
How proud I am of thee,aud of thy gifts 
Rome ſhall record,and when do forget 


| The leaſt of theſe unſpeakable Delerts, 


Romans forget your Fealty tome. 

Tit. Now Madame are youpriſoner toan Emperour 
To him that for your Honour and your State, ; 
Willuſe you Nobly and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly Lady,truſt me of the Hue 
That I would chooſe,were I to chooſe a new: 

Cleere up Faire Queene that clondy countenance, 


| Though chance of warre 


Hath wrought this change of cheere, 
Thou com'ſt not to be made a ſcorne in Rome: 
Princely ſhall bethy uſage every way- 
Reſt on my word,and let not diſcontent 
Daunt all your hopes:Madam he comforts you, 
Can you make you Greater then the Queenc of Gothes? 
Lavinia you are not diſpicas'd with this? 

Lan. Not I wy Lord,ſfithtrne Nobility, 
Warrants theſe words in Princely curtelie. 

Ser. Thankes ſweete Lavinia,Romans let us goe: 


: | Ranſomleſſe heere we er our Priſoners free, 


Proclaime our Gonors Lords with Trumpe and Drum. 
Baſs. Lord Tits by your leave,this Maid is mine, 
T#. How fir? Are you incarneſt then my Lord? 
Baſs. I Noble Titzs,and reſolu'd withall, 


| Todoe my felfe this reaſon,and this right. 


Mare. Sunmerique, is our Romane Iuſtice, 
This Prince in Tuſtice ceazeth bur his owne. 
Lxc. And that he will and ſhall,if Laciws live. 
Ti. Traytors avant, where is the EmperoursGuarde? 
Treaſon my Lord, Lavimiais ſurpris'd, 
* Sat. Surpris'd, by whom? - 
Baſs. By himthat juſtly may_ 
Beare his Betroth'd,from all the world away. 
Hut, Brothers helpe to convey her hence away, 
And with my Sword 1le keepe this doore ſafe. 
Tit. Follow my Lord,and Ile foone bring her backe. 
Am. My Lord you paſſe not heere. 
Tit. W hat villaine Boy;bar'ſt me my way in Rome? 
Ant, Helpe Lucius helpe. He kils kin, 
Lac. My Lord you are unjuſt,and more then ſo, 
In wrongfull quarrell,you have ſlaine your ſon. 
Tir. Nor thou,nor he are any ſonnes of mine. 
My ſonnes would never ſo 6iſhonour me. 
Traitor reſtore Lavinia to the Emperour. 
Lxc.Dead if you will, but not to be his wife, 
That is anothers lawfull promiſt Love. 


Enter aloft the Emperour with T amora and her two 
| ſores and Aaron the Moore, 
Emp. No Tiws,no,the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her,nor thee,nor any ofthy ſtocke: 
He truſt by Leiſurehim that mocks me once. 
Thee never:nor thy Trayterous haughty ſonnes, 
Confederates all,;thus todiſhonour me. 
Was there none els inRome to make a ſtale of 
But Setarnine?Full well Androvicus = 
Agree theſe Decds,with that proud bragge of thine, 
That faid'ſt, I beg*d the Empire at thy hands, 
Tit. O monſtrous, whatreproachfuli words are theſe? 


Sat. But goe thy wayes,goe give that changing pecce, 


To him that flouriſht for her with his Sword: 
A Valiant ſonne in-law thou'ſha!t enjoy: 
'One,fit to bandy with thy lawlefſe Sonnes, 
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Mine Honours Enſignes humbled at my feere: 
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The Tragedy of Titus Andronicus. &3 | 
| Toruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. | 2.509. Father,and in thatname doth nature fpeake: * | 
Tit. Theſe words are Razors to my wounded heart. Ti, Speake thou no more if all the reſt will fpeede, © | 
| gt, And therefore lovely Tamora Quecne of Gothes, CHar. Renowned Tus more then halfe my ſole." -+ | 
{ That like the ſtately Phebe mong'ſt her Nimphs Zac. Deare Father,ſoule and ſubſtance of us all. 
| Doſt over-ſhine the Gallant*ſt Dames of Rome, Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcxsto interre 
If thou be pleas'd withthis my ſodaine choite, His Noble Nepheiy heere in vertues neſt, 
Behold I chooſe thee Tamora for my Bride, Thar died in Honour and Lavmia's cauſe. 
And will Create thee Emprefle of Rome. : Thouart a Romaine, be not barbarous: 
Speake Queene of Goths doſt thou applaud my choiſe? | The Greekes upon adviſe did bury Aiax 
And heere I ſ(weare by all the Romaine Gods, That ſw bimſelfe: And Laerres ſonne, 
Sith Prieſt and Holy-watcr are fo neere, Did graciouſly plead for his Funerals: 
And Tapers burne ſo bright,and every thing Let riot young Autizs chen that was thy foy, 
Inreadinefle for Hywmenens ſtand, Bebar'd his entrance hcere. 
I will not 1cſalute the ſtreets ofRome, Tit. Riſe Mavcns,ciie, 
Orclimbe my Pallace,till trom forth this place, Thediſmall'ſt day is this that ere I ſaw, 
Tleade eſpous'd my Bridealong with me, Tobediſhenored by my Sonnes in Rome: 
Tam. And heere in ſight of heavento Rome 1 ſweare, Well,bury himzand bury me the next. 
if Saternine advance the Queene of Gothes, They put him in the Tomde. 
She will a Hand-maid be to his deſires, Zu. There lie thy bones ſweet MAmirms with thy 
Aloving Nurſe,a Mother to his yuuth. Till we with Trophcesdo adorne thy Tombe. (iriends 
Sat. Aſcend Faire Queene, T hey all kneele and (4y, 
Panthean Lords, accompany No man {hed teares for Noble Arie, 
Your Noble Emperour and his lovely Br ide, Helivesin Fame.that di'd in vei tres cauſe, Exit. | 
Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnme, | Atar. My Lord to ſtep out of theſe ſudden dumps, 
Whoſe wiſedome hath her Fortune Conquered, How comes it that the ſubti;e Queere of Gotbes, 
There ſhall we Conſumnmate our Spoutall rites. Is of a ſodaine thus advanc'd in Rome? 
Exennt ones, Ti. I know not Marcss : but I know it is, 
Tit. I am not bid to waite upon this Bride: (Whether by deviſe or no):he heavens can tell, 
Titus when wer't thou wont to walke alone, Is ſhe notthen beholding tothe man, 
Diſhonoured thus and Challenged of wrongs?® That brought her for this high good turne ſo farre? 


Yes,and will Nobly him remunerate- 
Enter Marcus and Titus Sonnes. | 


Flowuriſh. 
Mar. O Titns ſee | O ſee what thou haſt done! Enter the Emperor, Es: ſons with the Moore 
Ina bad quarrell,flaine a Vertuous ſonne. | at one doors. Enter at the other doore Baſsianns and | 
Ti', No fooliſh Tribane,no: No fonne of mine, Lavailowidbinkis. 
Northou,nor theſe Confederates in the deed, Sat. So Baſſtanng,you have plaid your prize, 
That hath d1iſhonoures all our Family, God give you joy ir of your Gallant Bride. | 
Vnworthy brother,and unworthy Sotines. Saf. And you of yours my Lord: i ſay no more, | 
Luc. But letus give him buriall as becomes: | Nor wiſhno lefſe,and'o I take my lea e. 
Give Mutwws buriall with our Bretheren. | | Sat. Traitor,if Rome have law,or we have power, 
Tit. Traitors away he re{t's not inthis Tombe: Thou and thy Faction ſhall repent this Rape. 
This Monument five hunreth yeares hath ſtood, | Haſ. Rape call yonit my Lord,to ſetſe my owne, , 
Which I have Suwptuouſly re-edified: | My crue betrothed Love,and now my wite? 
Heer none but Souldiers,and Romes Servitors, Burtlet the lawes of Rome d«termine all, 
Repoſe in Fame:No::e bately ſlaine in braules, Meane while I am poſſeſt of that is mine. 
Bury him vhere you can,he comes not heere. - . Sat. Tis good ſir:youare very ſhort with us, 
Mar, My Lord this1s impicty in you, Bur if we live,weele be as ſharpe with you. | 
My Nephew ris deeds do plcad for him,. Baſ. My Lord,what I have done asbelt I may, 
He muſt be buried with his bretheren. Anſwere | muſt, and ſhalido with my life, 
Tits two Sonnes ſpeaRes- Onely thus much1 give your Grace to know, 
And ſhall,or him we willaccompany- By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 


Ti. And ſhall! W hat villaine was it ſpake that word? | This Noble Gentleman Lord Tits heere, 


Fo OS 


['s, T srres ſonne ſpeakes. | Isin opinion andin bonour wrong'd, 
| Hethat would vouch'd it in any place but hecre. That in thereſcue of Levinia, 
Tit, What would you bury him in my deſpight? With his owne hand did ſlay his youngeſt Son, 
Mar. No Noble T5:vs but intreat of thee, In zeale to you and highly mov'd to wrath, 
Topardon MHmrins,and to bury him. | | Tobecontroul'd in that he frankly gave: 
Tit, Marcus,Even thou haſt ſtroke upon my Creſt, Receive him then to favour Satwrnxe, 
And with theſe Boyes mine Honour thou haſt wounded, | That hath expre'ſt himſelfe in all his deeds, | 
y foes I doe repute youu every One. , | A Farher and a friend to thee,and Rome. | 
$0 trouble me no more,bur get you'Sones: Tit.Prince Baſianxs leave to plead my Deeds, 
1, Son. He is not himſelfe.let us withdraw. Tis thouzand thoſe,that have diſhonoured me, | 
2: Son. Not I tel! Aſutsws bones be buried. Rome and the righteous heavens be my j udge; | 
The Brother and the ſonnes kneele. _ How [ have lov'd and Honour'd Saturnme. 
Mar.Brother,tor in that name doth nature plea'd. Tam. My worthy Lord if wm T amora, = 
' : f 2 ENTS Were | 
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7 be Tragedy of Titus eAndronicus. 


.*. 1] Weregratious in thoſe Princely cyes of thine, 
1 Then hcare me ſpcake reply for all: 
| Andatmy ſute(tweet pardon whatis paſt. 
| Sat, W hat Madam,be diſhonoured openly, 
And baſely put it op without revenge? | 
' Tam,Notſo my Lord, 
1 The Gods of Rome for-fend, . 
I ſhould be Authour te diſhonour you, 
But on mine honour darc,l undertake 
For good Lord Tis innocence in all: 
Whole fury not diſſembled ſpeakes his griefes: 
| Then art my ſute looke graciouſly on him, 
Looſe not ſo noble a friend on vaine ſuppoſe, 
Nor with ſo;vyre lookesaffli& his gentle hearts 
My Lord,be rul'd by me,be wonne at laſt, 
Difſemble all your griefes anddiſconrents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne, 
Leait then the people,and Patricians too, 
Vpon a juft ſurvey take Tirns,part, 
And ſo ſupplantus for ingratitude, 
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous finne- 
Yeeldar intreats,and thenlet me alone: 
Ile findea day to maſſacre them all, 
And race their faction,and their familte, 
The cruell Father,and his trayt'rous fonnes, 
Towhom I ſued for my deare ſonnes life. 
And make them know what tis tolcta Queene 
Knecle in the ſtrectes,and beg for grace in vaine. 
Come,come,ſweet Emperour,(come Androvica: ) 
+Takeup this good old man,and cheere the heart, 
Thar dics in tempeſt of thy angry frowne. 
Sat. Riſe T :tns,riſe, | 
My Empreſle hath prevail'd. 
T3. 1 thanke your Majcſty, 
| And her my Lord. 
Theſe words,theſe lookes, 
Infuſe new life in me. 
Tam. Titzs,T am incorporate in Rome, 
ARoman now adopted happily: 
And muſt adviſe the Emperour for his good, 
This day all guarrels die Andronicus. 
And ictit be mine honour good my Lord, 
That 1 have reconcil'd your friends and you, 
For you Prince Ba/siaras , I have paſt 
My word and promiſe to the Emperour, 
That you w:ll be more milde and tractable, 
And feare not Lords: 
And you Lavinma, 
By my adviſcall humbled on your knees, 
You ſhall aske pardon of his Majeſty. 
Sor. We doe, 
And vow to heaven,and to his Highnes, 
That what we did,was miidly,as we might, 
Tendring our ſiſters honour ard our owne. 
Afar. That on mine honour heere 1 doproteſt. 
Sat. Away and talke not,trouble us no more. 
T am. Nay,nay, : 
SwectEmperour, we mult all be friends, 
| The Tribune and his Nephews kneele for grace, 
I wil not be denicd,ſivect heart looke back, 
Sat. CHMarcns , 
| For thyſakeand thy brothers heere, 
And at my lovely Tamora's intreats, 
I doe remit theſe young mens haynous faults. 
_ ] Standup: Levmia,though you lettmelikea churle, 
| I found a friend,and ſure as death I ware, 


| 


I would not part a Batchellour from the Pricſt. 
Come,if the Emperours Court can feaſt two Brides, 
You are my gueſt Lavinie,and your friends: 
This day ſhall be a Love-day Tamora: 
Ti. To morrow andit pleate your Majeſty, 
To hunt the Panther and the Heart with me, 
With horne and Hound, 
Wecle give your Grace Box jowr, 
Sar. Beitſo Tirms,and Gramercy too, 


—_—__  - __ Aw 


Afis Secundus, 


Enter eAron aloxe. 


Aron, Now climbeth Tamora Olympus toppe, 
Safe out oi Fortunes ſhot,and ſitsaloft, 
Secure of Thunders cracke orlightning flaſh, 
Advanc'd above paleenviesthreatning reach: 
As when the golden Sunne ſalutes the morne, 
And having gilt the Ocean with his beames, 
Gallops the Zodiacke in his gliſtering Coach, 
And over-lookes the higheſt picring hills: 
So T amora, 
Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 
And vertue ſtoopes and trembles at her frowne: 
Then Aron arme the heart, and fittby thonghts, 
To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miſtris, 
And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph lorg 
Haſt priſoner held,fettred in amorous chaines, 
And faſter bound 0 Arons charming eyes, 
Then is Premethens ti'deto Cancaſns. 
Away with {laviſh weedes,and idle thoughts, 
I wi:l be bright and ſhine 1n Pearle and Gold, 
To waite upon this new made Emprefle, 
To waite ſaid I > To wanton with this Queene, 
This Goddcfle, this Samiramis,this Queene, 
I his Syren,that will charme Romes Satwrrine, 
Aad ſee his ſhipwracke,and his Common weales.! 
Ho:la,what ſtorme is this? 


Enter (iron and Demetrius braving. 
Dem Chiron thy yecres want wit,thy wit wants cdge 
And manners to intru'd where I am erac'd, 
And may for ought thou know'ſt affected be. 
Chi. Demerrius,thou doo'ſt oyer-weene in all, 
And ſoin this,to beare me downe with braves, 
Tis not the difference of a yeere or two 
Makes me lefſe gracious,or thee moore fortunate: 
I am as ies as fir,as thon, 
To ſerve,and to deſerve my Miſtris grace, 
And that'my ſword upon thee ſhall approve, 
And plead my paſſions for Lavinia's love. 


| 


er. Clubs,clubs,theſe lovers will not keep the peacc- | 


Dem. Why Boy,although our mother(unadviſcd) 
Gave you a daunſing Rapier by your ſide, 
Are you ſodeſperate growne to threat your friends? 
Goe to: have your Lath glued within your ſheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it, 
Chi. Meane while ſir, with the little skill I have, 
Full well ſhalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
Dem, 1 Boy,grow ye ſo brave? They draw. 
er. Why now Lords? 


| So nerethe Emperours Pallace dare you draw, 
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The Tragedy of Titus Andronicus. 


And maintaine ſuch a quarrell openly? 
Full well I wote,the ground of all this grudge. 
I would not for a million of Gold, 
The cauſe were knowue to them it moſt concernes. 
Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be ſo diſhonored inthe Court of Rome. 
For ſhame put up. 
Dem. Not I, till I have ſheath'd 
My rapier in his doſome,and withall 
Thrult theſe reprochfull ſpeeches downe his throat, - 
That he hath breath'd in my diſhonour heere. 
Chz. For that I am prepar'd,and full reſolv'd, 
Foule ſpoken Coward, | 
That thundreſt with thy tcngue, 
And with thy weapon nothing car'ſt performe. 
Ar. A way I ſay. 
Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore, 
This pretty brable will undoo us all: 
Why Lords,and thinke you not hog dangerous 
Itis toſet upona Princes right? | 
What is Lavinia then become {o looſe, 
Or Baſſianss lo degenerate, 
That for her love {uch quarrels may be broacht, 
Without controulement, Tuſtice,or revenge? 
Young Lords beware,and ſhould the Empreſle know, 
This diſcord ground,the muſicke would not pleaſe. 
Cki.1 care not I,knew ſhe andall the world, 
love Lavinia more then all the world, 
Dem. Youngling, 
Learne thou to make ſome meaner choſe, 
Lavinia is thine elder brothers hope. 
Ar. Why are ye mad?Or know ye not in Rome, 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brooke Competitors1n love? 
I tell you Lords,you doe but plot your deaths, 
By this deviſe. 
Chi. Aron, thouſand Ceaths would TI propoſe, 
Toat chieve her whom | do love. 
Ar.Toatchieve her, how? 
Dem, Why,mak'ſt thou it ſo ftrange? 
Shee is a woman,therefore may be woo'd 
Shee is a woman, therefore may be wonr.e, 
Shee is Lavinia therefore mult be lov'd. 
What man,mere water glideth by the Mill 
Then wots the Miller of,and caſie it 1s 
Of a cut loafe to ſteale a ſhive we know: 
Though Baſſianns be the Emperours brother, 
Better then he have yet worne /ulcars badge. 
LY Ar. T, and as good as Saturninus may 
Dem. Then why ſhould hediſpaire that knowes to 
With words, faire lookes,and liberality: (court it 
What haſt not thou full often ſtrucke a Doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the Keepers noſc? 
Ar. Why then it ſeemes ſome certaine ſnatch or ſo 
Would ſerve your turnes» 
Chi. I ſo theturne were ſerved: 
Dem, Aron thon haſt hit it, 
Ay, Would you had hit it too, 
| Then ſhouldnot webe tir'd with thisadoo: 
Why harke yee,harke yce,andare youſuch fooles, 
To ſquare for this? Would it offend you then? 
Chz. Faich not me. 
Dem. Nor me, fol were one. 
eAr For ſhame be friends,and joyne for that you iar: 
Tis pollicy,and {tratageme muſt doe 
That you affe&,and ſo mult you reſolue, 


— 


Madam to you as many and as good. 
I promiſed your Grace,a Hunters peale. 


Some what too carely for new married Ladies. 


I have bene awake two houres and more. 


And to our ſport: Madam, now ſhall ye ſee, 
Our Romaine hunting. 


Will rouze the proudeſt Panther in the Chaſe, 
And clime the-higheſt Promontory top. 


Makes away,and runne like Swallowes ore the plaine 


That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 
You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may: 
Take this of me, Lxcrece was not more chaſt 
Then this Lavinia, Baſiianns love, 
Aſpeedier courlſethislivgring languiſhment 
Mult we purfue,and I have found the path: 
My Lords. a ſolemne hunting is in hand. 
There will the lovely Roman Ladies troope: 
The Forreſt walkesare wide and ſpacious, 
And many unfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kinde for rapeand villainy; 
Single you tbither then this dainty Doe. 
And ſtrike her home by force,if not by words; 
This way or notar all,ſtand you in hope. 
Come,come,our Emprefle with her ſacred wit 
To villainy and vengeance conſecrate, 
Will we acquaint with allthat we intend, 
And ſhe ſhall file our engines with adviſe, 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelves, 
But to your wiſhes height advance you both. 
The Emperours Courtis like the houſe of Fame, 
Thepallace full of:ongues,of eyes,of cares: 
The Woodsareruthleſſe , dreadfull,deafe,and dull: 
There ſpeake,and ſtrike brave Boyes,& take your turnes. 
There ſerve your luſts,ſhadow'd from heavenseye, 
And revell in Lavinia's Treaſury. 
Ch, Thy counfell Lad ſmells of no cowardilc. 
Dem. Sifas aut nefas, till I finde the ſtreames; 
To coole this heat,a Charme to calme their fits, 
Per Stigia,per manes Vehor. 


Exeunt, 


Enter Titus Androntcus and his three ſonnes, making a noiſe 
with hounds and hornes, and Marcus, 


Tie. The hunt 1svp,the morne is bright and gray, 
The fieldsare fragrant,and the Woodsare greene, 
Vncouple heere,and let us make a bay, 

And wake the Emperour,and his lovely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince,and ring a hunters peale, 
That all the Court may eccho withthe noiſe. 
Sonnes let it be your charge;as it is ours, 
Toattend the Ewperours perſon carcfully: 

I have bene troubled in my ſleepe this night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath inſpir'd. 


Winde Hornes. 
Heere 4 cry of houndes,and winde hornes in apeate,then 
Enter Saturninus,T amora, Baſcrianns , Lavima, Chiron, De- 
metrins,and thitr Attendans, 


Ts, Many good morrowes to your Majeſty, 

Sat. And you have rung it luſtily my Lords, 
Baſ. Lavinia, how ſay you? 
Lax. | ſay no: 
Sat. Come onthen;horſe and Chariots let us have, 


Mar. Thave dogges my Lord, ; 


Tit. And I bave horſe will follow wherethe game 


Dems.(hiron | 
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The Tragedy of T itus A aac, 


Dem, Chiron we hunt nor we, with Horſe nor Hound, 

| Buthope to plucke adainty Do to ground. Exeunt, 
Enter Aron alone. 

eAr. He that had wit, would thinke that I had none, 

To bury.ſo much Gold under a Tree, 

And never after to inherit it. 

Let him that thinks of me ſo abjecly, 

Know that this Gold mult coine a ſtratageme, 

Which cunningly effefted,will beget 

A very excellent pecce of villany: . 

And fo repoſe ſweet Gold for their unreſt, 

That have their Almes out of the Empreſſe Cheſt. 
Enter T amora to the Moore, 

Tam. My lovely Aron, | 

Wherefore look'{t thou ſad, | 

When every thing doth make a Gleefull boaſl? 

The Birds chaunt melody on every buſh, 

The Snake lies rolled in the chearetull Sunne, 

The greene leaves quiver.with the cooling winde, 

And makea cheker'd ſhadow on the ground: 

Vnder their {ſweet ſhade, Aron ler us lit, 

And whil'{t the babling Eccho mock's the Hounds, 

Replying ſhrilly to the well tun'd-Hornes, 

Asadouble hunt were heard at once, | 

Letus fit downe,and marke their yelping noiſe: 

And after confiict,ſuch as was ſ..ppos'd, 

The wandring Princeand Dido o:ce enjoy'd, | 

When witha happy [tormerhey were ſurpris'd, 

And Curtain'd with a Counſaile-keeping Cave, 

| .We may each wreathed in the others armes, 

(Our paſtimesdone) poſſcſſe a Golden ſlumber, . 

Whiles Hounds and Hornes,and ſweet Melodious Birds 

Be unto us,as isa Nurſcs Song 

Of Lullaby,to bring her Babe aſleepe. 

Ar. Madame, | 

Though Ferns governe yourdeſires, 

Saturne is Dominator over mine: 

Whar ſignifies my deadly ſtanding eye, 

My filence,and my Cloudy Melancholy, 

My fleece of Woolly haire,that now uncurles, 

Evenasan Adder when ſhe dothunrowle 

To do ſome fatall execution? 

No Madam, theſe are no Veneniall {ignes, 

Vengeance is in my heart,death in my band, 

Blood,and revenge, are Hammering 1n my head, 

Harke Tamora,the Empreſſe of my Soule, 

Whichnever hopes more heaven,then reſts in thee, 

This is the day of Doome tor Baſsianws; 

His Philome/mult looſe her tongue to day, 

Thy Sornes make Pillage of her Chaſtity, 

And waſh their hands in Zaſ/rtamns blood. 

Seeſt thouthis Letter,take it up pray thee, 

And give the King this ſatall plotted Scrowle, 

Now queſtion me nomore,we arceſpied, 

Heere comes a pareell of our hopefull Booty, 

W hich dreads not yet their lives deſtruction. 


Enter Ba(sianns and Lavinid. 


Tam. Ah my ſweet Moore: 
Sweeter to me then life: 

er. No more great Empreſle, Baſ7ianws comes, 
Be croſſe with him,and Ile goe fetchthy Sonnes 
Tobacke thy quarrell what ſo ere they bo. 
| Baſ. Whom have we heere? 
| | Romes RoyallEmpreſle, 


Vnfurniſht of cur well beſeeming troop? 

Or is it Dias habited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Groves, 

To ſee the generall Hunting in this Forreſt? 

T as. Sawcy controller of our private ſteps: 

Had I the power,that ſome ſay Dian had, 

Thy Temples ſhould be planted preſently. 

With Hornes,as was «4 &29»5,and the Hounds 

Should drive upon his new transformed limbes, 

Vnmannerly Intruder as thou art. 

Lan. V nder your patience gentle Empreſle, 

Tis thought you have agoodly giftin Horning, 

And tobe doubted,that your Core and you 

Are ſingled forth to try experiments: 

Hove ſhelld your husband from his Hounds to day, 

Tis pitty they ſhould take him for a Stag. 

Buſ. Beleeve me Queene, your ſwarth Cymmerian, 
Doth make yout Honour of his bodies Hue, 
Spotted,deteſied,and abhominable. 

Why are you ſequeſtred from all your traine? 

Diſmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 

And wandred hither to an obſcure plor, 

Accompanied witha barbarous Core, 

If foule defire had not conducted you? 

Zan. And being intercepted in your ſport, 

Great reaſon that my Noble Lord,be rated 

For Saucineſſe,T pray you let us hence, 

Andlet her joy her Raven coloured love, 

This valley fitsthe purpoſe paſſing well. 

Baſ: The King my brother ſhall have notice of this, 

Zas.1, for theſe ſlips have made him noted long, 
Good King,to be ſo mightily abuſed. 

Tam. Why have patienceto endure all this? 

Enter ( hiron and Demerrins, 

Dem, How now deere Soveraigne 
And our gracious Mother, 

W hy doth your Highneslooke ſo pale and wan? 
Tam. Have I not reaſonthinke youto looke pale? 

Theſe two havetic'd me hither to this place, 

A barren,deteſted vale you fee it is. 

The Trees(though Sommer )yet forlorne andleane, 

Ore-come with Moſſe,and balefull Miſſelto. 

Heere never ſhines the Snnre, heere nothing breeds, 

Vnleſle the nightly Owle,or fatall Raveny 

And whenthey ſhew'd methis abhorred pit, 

They told me, hcere at dead time of the night, 

A thouſand Fiends,a thouſand hiſſing Snakes, 

Ten thouſand ſwelling Toades,as many Vrchins, 

Would make ſuch fearefull and confuted cries, 

Asany mortall body hearing it, + 

Should ſtraite fall mad,or cl{edie ſuddenly. 

Noſooner had they rold this helliſh tale, 

But ſtrait they told me they would binde me heere, 

Vntothe body of adiſmall yew, 

And leave me to this miſerable death. 

And then they call'd me foule Adultereſſe, 

Laſcivious Goth,and all the bittereſt tearmecs 

That ever caſedid heare toſuch effeR. 

And had younot by wondrous fortune come, 

This vengeance on me had they executed: 

Revengeit,as you love your Mothers life, 

Or be ye not henceforth cal'd my Children, | 
Dew. This is a witneſſc that I am thy Sonne. Sab bi. 
Chs. And this for me, 

Strook home to ſhew my ſtrength. 

Lax. I come Semiramis,nay Barbarous Tamora, 
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For no name fits thy nature but thy owne. 
Tam. Give me thy poygnard: you ſhal know my boyes 
Your Mothers hand thall right your Mothers wrong- 

| Dem, Stay Madam heere is more belongs to ber, 

Firſt thraſh the Corne,then after burne the ſtraw: 

This Minion ſtood upon her chaſticy, 

Vpon her Nuprtiall voiv, her loyalty. 

And with that painted hope he braves your Mightineſle, 

And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her grave? 

' Chi. And if ſhe doe, 

I would I werean Eunuch. | 

Drag hence her husband to ſome ſecret hole, 

And make his dead Trunke-Pillow to our luſt. 

Tar. But when ye have the hony yedefie, 

Let not this Waſpe out-live us both to ſting, 
Chi. I warrant you Madam we will make that ſure: 

Come Miſtris,now perforce we will enjoy, 

That nice-preſcrued honeſty of yours. ; 

Lav. Oh Tamora,thou beai*it a woman face. 

Tam. TI will not hearec her ſpeake, away with her. 
Lav. Sweet Lords intrear her heare me but a word. 
Dems. Liſten faire Madam,let it be your glory 

Toſee her teares,but be your heart torhem, 

Asunrelentivg flint to drops of raine. 

Lav.W hen did the Tigers young-ones teach the dam? 

Odoe not learne her wrath,ſhe taught it thee, 

The milke thou ſuck*i from her did turne to Marble, 

| Even atthy Teat thou had'ſt thy Tyranny, 

Yet every Mother breedsnot Sonnes alike, 

Dothou tntreat her ſhew awoman pitty. 

Chi. W hat, 
Would'lt thou have me prove my ſelfe a baſtard? 
Lax. Tistruey 

The Raven doth not hatch a Larke, 

Yet have I hcard,Oh could I finde ir now, 

The Lion mov'd with pitty ,did indure 

To have his Princely pawes par'd all away. 

Some fay,that Rauens folter forlorne children, 

The whil*:t their owne birds famith in their neſts; 

Oh bero m« though thy hard heart {ay no, 

Nothing ſo kind but ſomethiog pirtitull. | 

Tam, [ know not what it meanes,a way with her. 

Lav, Ohlet me teach thee formy Fathers fake, 

That gave thee life when well he might have flaine thee; 

Penot 0:durate,open thy deafe carcs.. 

Tam, Had*ſt thou in perſon nere offended me, 

Even for bis ſake am Inow pittileſle: 

Remember Boyes I pow1'd torth teares in vaine, 

Tofave your brother trom the ſacritice, 

But fierce Andronicus would nor relent, 

Therefore away with her,and uſe her as you will, 

The worſe to her,the better lov'd of me, 

Lax. Oh T amora, 

Be cal'd a gentle Queene, 

And with thine owne hands kill me in this place, 

For tis nor life that I have beg'd ſo long, 

Poore I was {laine, when Baſs:iauns dy'd, 

W hat beg'ſt thou then? fond woman,let me go? 

Lay. TispreſentdeathI beg,and onething more, 

That woman hood denies my tongue to tell: - 

Oh keepe me from their worſe then killing luſt, 

And tumble me 1nro ſome loathſome pit, 

Where never mans eye may behold my body, 

| Doe this,and be a charitable murderer. | i 

Tam. So ſhould Irob my ſweet Sonnes of their fee, 

Noylet them fſatisfie their luſt on thee. : 


yn EEE 


Dem. Away, 
For thou haſt ſtaid us heere too long. 
Lax. Nograce. 
No woman hood ? Ah beaſtly creature, 
The blotand enemy to our generall name, 
Confuſion all ; 
Chi, Nay then Je ſtop your month? 
* Bring thou her husband, j 
This isthe Hole where e-£on bid us hide him. 


Exennt. 
Tam.Farewell my Sonnes,ſce that you make her ſure, 

Nereletmy heart know merry cheere indeed, 

Till all the Anaronici be madeaway: 

Now will I hence to ſecke my lovely CHoore, 

And let my ſpleenefull Sonnesthis Trull defloure, Exit. 


Enter Aron withtwo of Titus Sonnes; 
Aron, Come on ny Lords,the better foote before, 
Straight will l bring you tothe lothſome pit, 
Where eſpied the Panther faſt aſleepe. 
Lain, My ſight is very dull what ere it bodes. 
Atsr. And mine I promiſe you, were it.not for ſhame, 
Welicould ! leave our ſporttofleepe a while. 
Lin. What artthou fallen? 
What ſubtile Hole is this, | 
Whoſe mouth is covered with Rude growing Briers, 
Vpon whoſe leavesare drops of uew-ſhed-blood, 
As freſh as mornings dew diſtil'd on flowers, 
A very fatallplace it ſcemesto me: 
Speake Brother haſt thou hurt thee with the fall? 
Mar. Oh Brother, 
With the diſmal'ft object - ___ 
Thar ever eye with ſight made keart lament. 
Ar. Now will I tetch the King to finde them heere, 
Thar he thereby may have alikely gheſlc, 
How theſe were they that made away hisbrother. 
| Exit Aron. 
Har. Why dolt not comfort me and helpe me out, 
From this unhallow'd and blood-ſtfined Hole? 
Lin. | am turpriſed with an uncouch feare, 
A chiiling ſweat ore-runs my trembling joynts, 
M, heart ſuſpects morethen minecye can ſee. 
Air. Toprove thou haſta true divining heart, 
Arenand thou looke downe into this den, 
And {ea fearetull fight of blood and death. 
Duin. Aronis gone, 
And iny compaſſionate heart | 
Will not pertn:it mine eyes,0nce to behold 
The thing where a: itrrem/les by furmilc: 
Ohtell me how ir is,for nere wil now 
Was | a child,to icare I know not what. 
Hear. Lord Baſsiansns lies embrewed heere, 
All on a heape like to the ſlaughtred Lambe, 
In this deteſted,darke,blood-drinking pit. L 
2xins If it be darke,how dovit thou know'cis he? 
Max. Vpon his blody finger he doth weare 
A precious Ring,that!ightens ailthe Hole: 
W hich like a Taper in-fome Munumentr, 
Doth ſhine upon the dead mans earthly checkes, 
And ſhewes the ragged intrailes of the pit: 
So pale did ſhine the Moone on Piramns, 
When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden bloods 
O Brother helpe me with thy fainting hand, 
If feare hath made the faint.as mee it hath, - | 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, | 
As hatefull as Cocites miltie momh. -  - WE: 
L2uin.Reach methy han i,uvatT may helpe thee our, 
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Or wanting ſtrength todoe thee ſo much good, | Whofound this Letter,7 amora was it you? 
| T may bepluckt into.the ſwallowing wombe, Tam. Andronicus himſelfe did take it up. 
Of this deepe pit,poore BaſFianns grave: | Tit. I did my Lor d, 
| Thave no ſtrength to plucke thee to the brinke. Yet let me be their baile. 
Mar. Nor I no ſtrength to clime without thy helpe. For by my Fathers reverent Tombe I voy 
2 #in. Thy hand once more,I will not looſe againe, They ſhall be ready at your Highnes will, 
Till thou art heerealoft,or I below, To arffwere their ſuſpition with their lives. 
Thou can'ſt not come to me, I come to thee. Botbs fall in. Sat. Thou ſhalt not baile them,ſee thou follow me: 
; Some bring the murthered body, ſome the murtherers, 
Enter the Emperour, Aron the Moore. L et them notſpeake a word the guiltis plaine, 
| For by my ſoule,wete there worſe end then death, 
Sat. Along with me,Ileſee what hoye is heere, Thatend upon them ſhould beexecuted. 
And what he is that now is leapt into 1 . Tam. Androvicus 1 will entreat the King, 
Say,who art thou that lately did'ſt deſcend, Feare notthy Sonnes, they ſhall do well enough. 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth? Tit. Come Lacins come, | 
Mar. The unhappy ſonne of old Andronices, | Staynot totalke with them. Exenm. 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky houre, 
To finde thy brother Baſſiax#s dead. ; Enter the Empreſſe Sonnes,with Lavinza,ber handient off and 
Sat. My brother dead 1 know thou dolt but jeſt, her tongue cut out,andraviſht. | 
He and his Lady both areat the Lodge, 
Vpon the North-fide of thispicaſant Chaſe, Dem. Sonow goe tellandif thy tongue can ſpeake, 
Tis not an houre ſince I left him there. Who t'wasthat cut thy tongue and raviſht thee. 
Mer, We know not where youleft himallalive, Chs. Write downe thy mind,bewray thy meaning fo, 
But out alas, heere have we found him dead. And if thy ſtumpes will let thee play the Scribe. 
Lem,Sec how with ſignes and tokens ſhe can ſcowle, 
Enter T amora,e Androwicus,and Lucins. Chi. Goe home, | 
' | Call for ſweet water,waſhthy hands. 
Tam. Where is my Lord the King? Dem. She hath no tongue to call,nor handswo waſh. 
Sat. Heere Tamera,though griev'd with killing griefe. | And ſolet's leave herto her ſilent walkes. 

Tam. Where is thy brother Baſstanus? ('%i. And were my cauſe, ſhould goe bang my ſefc. 
Sat. Now tothe bottome doſt thou ſearch my wound, Dem. If thou ha@'ſt handsto helpethee knit the cors, 
Poore Baſsianzs heerelies murthered. | E xennt. 

Tan. Then alltoo late 1 bring this fatall writ, Winde Hornes, 
The complot of this rimeleſſe Tragedy, Enter Marcus from hunting to Lavinia 
And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, Whois this,my Neecethat flies away ſo fait? 
In pleafing ſmilesſuch murdcrous Tyranny. Coſen a word, where is your husband? 
She giveth Saturnine 4 Letter '| 1f Ido dreame,wouldall my wealth would wake me, 
©. IFI do wake,ſome Planet ſtrike me downe, 
Satarninus reads the Letter. That I may ſlumber in cternall leepe. 
And if we miſſe to mecte him hanſomely, Speake gentle Neece,whar ſterneungentle hands 
Sweet hunt ſman.Baſſiannus tis we meare, Hath lopt,and hew*d,and madethy body bare 
Doe thou ſo much as dig the grave for him, Ot her tivo branches, thoſe ſweer Ornaments 
Thor know ſt our meaning,looke for thy reward . Whoſe circkling ſhadows, Kings have ſought to ſleep it 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: And might not gaine ſo greata happines 
Which over-ſhades the mouth of that ſame pit: As halfe thy Love: W hy doeſt not ſpeake to me? 
| where we decreed to buury Baſſianas, Alas,a Crimſon river of warme blood, 
Doe this and parchaſe ns thy laſting friends. Like toa bubling fountaine ſtir'd with winde, 
Doth rife and fall betrweene thy Roſed lips, 
Sat. Oh Tamora, was ever hexrdthe like? Comming and going withthy hony breath, 
This is the pit,and thisthe Elder tree, Bur ſureſome Teress hath defloured thee, 
Looke ſirs,if you can findethe huntſmanour, Andleaſt thou ſhould'ſt detet them,cut thy tongue, 
That ſhould have murthercd Baſſianus heere. Ah,now thouturn'ſt away thy face for ſhame: 
eAr. My gracious Lord heere 1s the bag of Gold. And notwith ſtandingall this loſfle of blood, 
$at. Two of thy whelpes,fell Curs of bloody kind As froma Conduit with their iſſuing Spoutrs, 
Have heecre bereft my brother of his life: Yet doethy cheekes looke red as Titans face, 
Sirs drag them from the pic untothe priſon, Bluſhing to be encountred with a Clond, 
There letthem bide untill we havedevis'd Shall I ſpeake for thee?ſhall I ay tis ſo? 
Some never heard-oftortering paine for them. Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the beaſt 
Tam. W hatare they 1n this pit, That I might raile at him to eaſe my mind. 
Oh wondrous thing! Sorrow concealed, like an Oven ftopt, 
How eaſily murder is diſcovered? Dothburne the heart to Cinders where it is. 
Tit. High Emperour,npon my feeble knee, Faire Philomels ſhe but loſt her tongue, 
T beg this boone, with teares,notlightly ſhed, Andin atedious Sampler ſowed her minde. 
That this fell fault of my accurſed Sonnes, But lovely Neece,that meane is cut from thee, 
| Accurſed,if the faults be prou'd in them. A craftier Terexs halt thou met withall, 
$ae. If it be prov*d? you {ce it is apparant, And he hath cutthoſe pretty fingers off, 
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| That could have better ſowed then Phslome?. 

Oh had the monſter ſcene thoſe Lilly hands, 
Tremble like Aſpen leaves upon a Lute, 

And makethe filken ſtrings delightto kifſe them, 
He would'not then have toucht them for his life. 
Or had he heard the heavenly Harmony, 
Which that veer tongue hath made: 

He would have dropt his knifc and fell afleepe, 
As Cerberasat the Thracian Poets feete. 
Come,let us goe,and make thy father blinde, 
For ſuch a ſight will blinde a fathers eye. 

One houres {torme will drowne the fragrant meades, 
What, will whole months of tcares thy Fathers eyes? 
Doe not draw backe,tor we will mourne with thee: 

Oh could our morning eaſe thy miſery. Ezennt, 
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Enter the Indges and Senatourewith Titus two ſormes bound, 
paſſing on the Stage to the place of execution and Titas 
going before pleading. 


Ti. Heare me grave fathers,noble Tribunes ſtay, 
For pitty of mineage,whoſe youth was ſpent 
In dangerous warres,whiltt you ſecurely flept: 
For all my blood in Romes great quarrell ſhed, 
For a'l the frolty nights that I have wa:cht, 
And for theſe bitter teares, which now you ſee, 
Filling theaged wrinkles in my cheekes, 
Be pittifull ro my condemned Sonnes, 
Whoſe ſoules are not corrupted as tis thought: 
For two and twenty ſonnes I never weept, : 
Becauſe they died in honours lofty bed. 

Andronicus tyeth downe, and the Indges paſſe by him. 

Forthele,thele Tribunes,in the duſt I write 
My harts deepe languor,and my ſoules ſad reares: 
Let my teares ſtench the earths dry appetite. 
My ſonnes ſweet blood, will make it ſhame and Bluſh: 
Ocarth ! { will be friend thee more with rain® Exeunt. 
Thar ſhall diſtill from theſe two ancient runes, 
Then youthfall Aprill ſhall with all his ſhowres 
In ſummers trought:Ile drop upon thee (til, 
In Winter with warme tearcs tle melt the ſnow 
And keepe eternall {pring-time on thy face, 
Sothou refuſc to drinke my deare ſonnes blood- 


Emer Lncins, with his weapon arawnes 


Oh revcrent Tribunes,oh gentleaged men, 
Vnbinde my fonnes,reverſe the doome of death, 
And let me ſay(that never wept before) 
My tearesare now prevaling Oratours. 
Zx. Oh noble father,you lament mn vaine, 
| The Tribunes heare you not,no man is by, 
And you recount your ſorrowes toa ſtone. 
Ti. Ah Luciss tor thy brothers letme plead, 
Grave Tribunes,once more l intreat of you. 
Ls. My gracious Lord , no Tribune heares youſpeake. 
Tit, Why tis no matter man, if they did heare 
They would not marke me-oh ifthey did heare 
| They would not pitty me. 
Therefore Itell my forrowes bootles tothe ſtones- 
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Who though they cannot anſwere my diſtreſſe, 
Yet in ſome ſort they are better then the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale; 

When I doe weepe,they humbly at my fecte 
Receive my teares,and ſeeme to weepe with me, 
And were they but attired in grave weedes, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to theſes 

A ſtone is as foft waxe, 

Trivunes more hard then ones: 

A ſtone is{ilent,and offendeth not, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doome men to death: 
But wherefore ſtand'ſt thou with thy weapon drawne? 
Zx.To reſcue my two brothers from their death, 
For which attempt the Indges have pronounc'lt 

My everlaſting doome of baniÞment. 
T+. O happy man,they have betriended thee: 
W hy fooliſh LZucwms,doit thou not perceive 
That Roms is but a wildernes of Tigers? 
Tigers muſt prey,and Rome affords no prey 


{ Burmcand mine:how happy art thuu then, 


From theſe devourcrs to be baniſhed? 
But who comes with our brother Warcas heere? 


Enter Marcus and Lavinta. 
lar. Titus,prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 
Or if not fo,thy noble heart to breake: 
I bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age. 
Ti. Willit contume me?Ler me ſec it then. 
Car, This was thy daughter; 
Ti. Why Marcus ſo ſhes. 
Lu. Aye me this objee kils me, | 
Ti. Faint-harted boy,ariſe and looke upon her, 
Speake my Lavinia,what accuried hand 
Hath made thee bandleſle in thy Fathers fight? 
W hart foole hath added water tothe Sea? 
Or broughta faggot ro bright burning Troy? 
My gricte was at the light before thoucam ſt, 
And now like N7/ssit difdaineth bounds: 
Give mea\word,lie chop of my hands too, 
Forthey have tought for Rome,and alt in vaine: 


| And they have nur'ſt this woe, 


In feeding life: | 
In bootelcſle prayer have they bene held up, 
And they have ſerv'd me to eft:lefle uſe. 
Now all the ſervice I require of them, 
Isthatthe one will helpe co cut the other: 
Tis well Lavzzia, that thou haſt no hands, 
For hands to do Rome ſervice,is but vaine. 
Ls. Speake gentle fiſter,who hath martyr'd thee? _ 
Har. O that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blab'd them with ſuch pleaſing cloguence, 
[storne from forth that pretry hollow cage, 
W here like a ſweet mellodtous bird it ſung, 
Szveet varied notesinchanting every care. 
Luc. Oh ſay thou for her, 
Who hath done this deed? | 
Mar. Oh thus I found her ſtraying inthe Parke, 
Sceking to hide herſelfeas doththe Deate 
Thar hath recev'd ſome unrecuring wound. 
T#t. It was imy Deare, 
And he that woundcd her, 
Hath hurt me more,then had he kild me dead; 
For now I ſtand as one upon a Racke, 
Inviron'd with a wilderdnefle of Sea. 
Who makes the waxing tide, 
Grow wave by wave, 
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Expecting everwhen ſome envious ſurge, - 
Willin his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched ſonnes are gone: 
Heere ſtai:ds my other ſonne,a baniſht man, 

And heere my brother wcepingat my wors. 

But that which gives my ſouie the greateſt ſpurne, 
Is deere Lavema,deerer then my ſoule. 

Had I but feene thy piRure wn this plight, 

It would have madced me. W hat ſhall I doe? 
Now I behold thy lively body ſo? 

Thou haſt no handsto wipe away thy teares, 
Nor tongue to tell me who bath martyr'd thee; 
Thy husband heis dead,and for bis death 

Thy brothersare condemn'd,and dead by this. 
Looke Marcws,ah ſonne Lucins looke on her: 
When Idid name her brothers;then freſh teares 
Stood on her cheel.es,as doth the heny dew, 
Vpon a gathred Lillie almoſt withered, | 

Mar. Perchance ſhe weepes becauſe they kil'd her 

' husband, | 

Perchance becauſe ſhe knowes him innocent. 

Ti. If they did kill thy husband then be joyfull, 
Becauſe the law hath tane revenge on them. 
No,no,they would not doe fo foule a deede, 
Witnes the ſorrow that thc1a filter makes. 

Gentle Lavinialet me kifle thy lips, 
Or make ſome ſignes how 1 may do thee ezſe: 
Shall thy good Vncle,andtþy brother Laciue, 
And thou and I fit round about ſome Fountaine, 
Looking all downewards to behold our checkes 
How they are ſtain'd in meadows,yet not dry 
With miery ſlimeleft on themby a flood: 
And in the Fountaine ſhall we gaze ſo long, 
Till the freſh taſte be taken from that cleerenes, 
And madea brine pit with our bitter teares? 
Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine? 
Or ſhall we bite our tongues,and in dumbe ſhewes 
Paſle the remainder of our hatcfall dayes? 
What ſhall we doe?Let us that have our tongues 
Plot ſome deviſe of further miſcries 
To make us wondred at in time to come. 
Ln.Sweet Father ceaſe your teares,for at your griefe 
See bow my wretched iſter ſobs and weeps. 
Ma. Patience deere Neece,'good Tits drie thine 
ES. | 

7 it. Ah Marcns Marcss, Brother well I wor, 

Thy napkin cannot drink ea teare of mine, 

For thou pooreman haſt drown'd it wich thine owne. 
Lu. Ah my Lavima I will wipe thy checkes. 
Tit. Marke Merens marke,T underſtand her ſignes, 

Had ſhe a tongue to ſpeake,now would ſhe {ay 

That to her brother which I {aid to thee. 

His Napkin with her true teares all bewer, 

Can do no ſervice on her forrowfull cheekes. 

Oh whata ſimparhy of woe 1s this! 

As farre from helpe as Limbois from blifſe, 


Enter Aron the Moore alone. 


Moore, Titus Andronicar,my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word,that i: thou love thy ſonnes, 
Let Mearcns Lucius, or thy {elfe old T wes, 

Orany one of you,chop off your tiand, 
And ſend ijtto the Kirg:he for the ſame, 
Will ſend thee hither both thy ſonnes alive, 


/ And that ſhall be the ranſome for their taulr. 


|  T#. Oh gracious Emperour,oh gentle Aaron. 


ted 


Did ever Ravenſing ſo like a Larke, 
Thar gives {weettydings of the Sunnes upriſe? 
With all my heart,Tle ſend the Emperour my hand, 
Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off? - 

£8. Stay Father,for that noble hand of thine. 
That hath throwne downe fo many enemies, 
Shall not be ſentzwy hand will ſerve the turne, 


My youth can better _ my blood then you, 


And therefore mine ſhall ſave my brothers lives. 
AM:zr. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 


And rear'd aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 


Writing deltrution on the enemies Caltle? 
Oh none of both bur are of highdeſert: 
My hand bath bin but idle,let it ſerve 
Toranſome my two nephewes-fiom their death, 
T hen have I kept it to a worthy end. 
Coo. Nay come agree,whoſe hand ſhall goe alone, 
For fcarethey die before their pardon come. 
A1ar.My hand ſhall goe. | 
Lu.By heavenit ſhall not goe. 
Ti.Sirs ſtrive no more,ſuch withered hearbs as theſe 
Are meete for plucking vp,and therefore mine. 
Le. Sweet Father,if T thall be rhovght thy ſonne, 
Let meredceme my brothers both trom death. 
ar. And for our fathers ſake,and mothers care, 
Now let me ſhew a brothers love torhee. 
Ti. Agree betweene you, will ſpare my hand, 
La.Then llegoe fetch an Axe. 
Mare But I will uſe the Axe. Exennt, 
T4, Come hither Aaron, Ile deceivethem both, 
Lend me thy hand,and I will givethee mine, 
Coo. It that be cal*d deceit, I will be honeſt, 
And never whiP{tI live deccive men ſo: 
But Ile deceive you in another ſort, 
And that you'l {ay ere halſe an houre paſſe. 


He catsoff Titus hand. 


Enter Lucius ana Marcns againes | 
Ti. Now ſtay your rife, what ſhall be,isdiſpatchr: | 

Good Aaron give his Majeſty my hand , 

Tell himzit was a hand that warded him 

From thouſand dangers:bid him bury ir: 

More hath it merited: That let it have. 

As for my ſonnes,ſay 1 account of them, 

As1ewels purchait at an calie price, | 

And yet deere toogbecauſe I bought mine owne. 
Aaron. 1 goe Andronicas,and for thy hand, 

Looke by and by to have thy ſonnes with thee: 

Their heads I meane: Oh how this villany 

Doth ſat mewith the very thought of it. 

Let fooles doe good,and faire men call for grace, 

eAvon will have his ſoule blackelike his face. 
T3. O hcere Tlift this one hand up to heaven,; 

And bow this feeble ruine to the carth, 

Ifany power pittics wretched teares, 

To that I call: what wilt thou kneele with me? 

Doc then deare heart, for heaven ſhall hearc our prayers, 

Or with our ſighs weele breath the welkin dimme, 

Ard ſtaine the Sun with fogge as ſometime cloudes, 

W hen they dohug him in their melting boſomes, 
Mar. Oh brother ſpeake with poſſibilities, 

And do rot breake into theſe deepe extreames. 
Ti. Is not my ſorrow deepe, having no bottome? 


E xit. 


Then 


nas 


—_ 
—_ 
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hen be my paſſions botromleſſe with them. | And in this hand the other will I beares. ... 


"ul 


Mer. Bur yetlet reaſon governe thy lament, Lavinia thou ſhalt be employd in theſe things: | 
Tit, If there were reaſon tor theſe miſcries, Beare thou my hand ſweet wench betweene thy teeth: 


Then intolimits could I binde my woes: - p AS for thee boy,goe get thee from my ſight, 
When heaven doth weepe, doth not the earth ore flow? *| Thouart an Exile,and thou muſt not tay, 


If the windes rage,dothnot the Sea wax mad, Hie to the Gothes,and raiſe an army there, 
Threatning the welkin with his big-ſwolne face? And if you love me,as I thinke you doe, 
And wilt thou have areafon for this coile? Let's kiſſe and part,for we have much ro doe. Exevnt. 
Iam the Sea. Harke how her fighes doe'blow- 
Shee is the weeping welkin,I the earth: CIHManet Lucins. 
Then muſt my Sca be moved with her Gighes, . : 
Then muſt my earth with her continuall ceares, Las. Farewell eAndronicus my noble Father: 
Become a deluge:overflow'd and drown'd: The woful'ſt man that everliv'd in Rome: 
For why,my bowels cannot hide her woes, Farewell proud Rome,till Lucius come againe, 
But like a drunkard muit I vomit them: | Heloves hispledges dearer then bis life; | 
Then give me leave, for looſers will have leave, - Farewell Lavimamy nodle ſiſter, 
To cale their ſtomackes with their bitter tongues, O would thou wert as thou to fore haſt beene, 
| | But now,nor L«cwms nor Lavszia lives 
Enter a meſſenger with two heads and a hand. But in oblivion and hatefull griefes: 
| It Zecizs live,be will requit your wrongs, . - 

Meſ. Worthy Anareniens,ill art thou repaid, And make proud Satwrninusand his Empreſſe 
For that good hand thou ſent'{t the Emperour: Beg at the gateslike Tarquiz and his Queenes 
Heere are the headsof thy two noble ſonnes. Now will 1 to the Gothes and raiſe a power, 
And heeres thy hand in{corne to thee ſent backe: To be reveng'd on Rome and Sararnine. Exit Lucins, 
Thy gricfes,their ſports: Thy reſolution mockt, 
That woe 1s me to thinke upon thy woes, N eA Banquet. | 
More then remembrance of my fathers death. Extto Enter Andronicus, Marcns, Lavinia,and the Boy. | 

Mar. Now let hot A&tna coole in Cicily, | 

And be my hearvan ever-burning hell: An. So,fo, now ſit,and looke you cate ne more | 
Theſe miſcries are more then may be borne, Then will preſerve juſt ſomuchſirengrth in us 
To werpe with them that weepe,doth caſe ſome deale, As will revenge theſe bitter woes of ours. 
But forrow flouted at, is double death. Atarcssunknit that ſorrow-wreathen knot: 

Lac. Ah that this fight ſhould make ſo dcepa wound, | Thy Neece an I(poore Creatures) want our hands 
And yet deteſted life not ſhrinke thereat: . And cannot patizonate our tenfold gricfe, 
That ever dcath ould let life beare his name, With foulded Armes. This poore right hand of mine, 
Where life hath no more intereſt but to breath. - Is left to tirranize upon my breaſt 

War. Alas poore hart that kifſe is comfortleſſe, W ho when my.hearrall mad with miſery, 


Asfrozen water to a ſtarved ſnake. Beats in this hollow priſon of my fleth, 


Tit. When will this fearefull lumber have an end? Then thus Ithumpe1t downe. | 

 OMar. Now farewell {lattery,die 4ndronicws, Thou Map of woe,that thus doſt talke in fignes, 

Thou doſt not ſlumber,tce thy two fons heads, W hen thy poore heart beates with outragious beating, 

Thy warlike hands,thy mangled daughter here: Thou canſt not ſtrike itthus to make it ſtill? 

Thy other banitht ſonnes with this deere fight | Wound it with fighing girle,kil it wich grones; 

Xrucke pale and bloodlefle,and thy brother 1, Or get ſome little knife betweenethy teerh, 

Evenlike a ſtony Image,cold and numme. And juſt againſt thy heart make thou a hole, 

Ahnow no more will t controule my grictes, Thar all the teares chat thy poore eycslet fall 

Rent off thy {ilver haire,thy other hand { May run into thac finke,and ſoaking in, | 
' Gnawing with thy tectht,and be this diſmall Fight | Drowne the lamenting toole,in Sca-ſalt teares, 

The clofing up of cur moſt wretched eyes: . Aer. Fy brother fy,teach her not thus to lay 
Now is atime to ſtorme,why art thou (till? Such violent hands upon her tender life. 


Tit. Ha,ha,he- An. How now ! Has ſorrow madethee doate already? 


Mar. Why.doſt thou laughtit fits not with this houres W hy CMarcus,no man ſhould be mad but I: 


Ti. Why I have not another tcare to ſhed: W hat violent hands can ſhe lay on her life: 
Beſides, this ſorrow 1San enemy, Ah,wherefore doſt rhouurgethe name of hands, 
| And would uſurpe upon my watryeyes, | To bid e-£xeas tell the tale twice ore 
And make them blinde wat tributary teares, How Troy was burnt,and he made miſcrable? 
Then which way ſhall I bnde Revenges Cave? O handle not the cheame; to talke of hahds, 
For theſe two heads doe ſeeme to ſpeak to mes 1 | Leaſt weremember ſtill thar we have none, 
And threat me, I ſhall never come to blifle, Fie-fie,how Frantiquely I ſquare my talke 
Till all theſe miſchicfes be returned againe, -- As if we ſhould forget we had no hands: - . - -* 4 
Evenin their throats that have committed them, Tf eMarcusdidnot name the word of hands. | 
| Come let me ſee what taske I have todoe, | Come, lets fall coo,and gentle girle eate this, '- - | 
You heavy people,Circle meabout, Heereis no drinke? Harke avces what ſhe fayes,” | 
That Lmayturnemeto catch one of you,  . I can interpretall her martir'd fignes, | 
And ſweare unto my ſoule to right your wrongs. She faics,fhe drinkesno other drinkeburtearss'® -\ || 
The vow is cade,come Brother take ahead, Brew'd with her ſorrows:meſh'd upoit her cheekes} - || 
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Speechlefſe complaint,O I will learne thy thought: 


Inthy dumb action,will I be as perfect 
As begging Hemits 1n their holy prayers. 

Thou ſhalt not ſighe nor hold thy. ſtumps: to heaven, 
Nor winke,nox nod,nor kneele,nor make a ſigne, 


| But I (of theſe) will wreſt an Alphabet, 


And by ſtill pratice,learne to know thy meaning. 
' Bog, Good grandfire leave theſe bitter deepe laments, 

Make my Aunt merry, with ſome plealing ral. 

Mar. Alas,the tender boy in pallion moy'd, 
Doth weepe to {ce his grancfires heavineſſe, 

An. Peace tender Sapling,thou art made of tearcs, 
And teares will quickly melt thy lite am ay. 
Marcus ſtrikes the diſh with a knife. 


W hat docſt thou ſtrike at Marcns with thy knife. 


Mar, At that that I have kill'd my Lord,a Flye 
An, Out on the murderour:thou kil'{t my heart. 
Mine eyes are clo!'d with view of Tirrany: 
A deed of death done on the Innocent 
Becoms not T #5 brother:get thee gone, 
I ſce thou art not for my company: 
Mar. Alas(my Lord)] have but kild a flie. 
An. But?How:if that Flic bad a father and mother? 
How would he hang his ſlender gilded wings 
And buz lamenting doings in the ayer, | 
Poore harmeleſſc Fly, 
That with hispretty buzzing melody, 
Came heere tv makeus merry, 
And thou haſt kil'd him. 
May. Pardon me fir, 
It was a blacke.illfavour'd Fly, 


| Like to the Emprefſe Moore,therefore I kild hims 


An.O,0,0, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thce, 
For thou haſt done a Charitable deed: 
Give me thy knife,L will infult on him, 


| Flattering my ſelfe, asif it were the Moore, 


Come hither purpeſely to poifon me. 


| There's for thy ſelfe,andthars for Tamora: Ah firra, 
| YetIthinke we arenot brought ſolow, 

| Butthat betweene us,we can killa Fly, 

| That comes inlikeneſſz of a Cole-blacke Moore. 


Mar. Alas poore man,griete ha's ſo wrought on him, 


He takes falſe ſhadowes, for trae ſubſtances. 


And:Come,take away: Lavivie,g0c with me, 

Teto thy cloſlet,and goe read with thec 

Sad ſtories,chancedin the times of old. 

Come boy,and goe with. me,thy ſight is young, 

And thou ſhaltread,when mine beginto dazell. Exe. 


\ 


eAtns Quartus. 


—hl————— 
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Boy. Hclpe Grandfier helpe,my Aunt Levinie, 
Followes meevery where I know not why. - 
Good Vincle Marecnsſee how ſwift ſhe comes, 
Alas ſweet Aunt, I know not what you meane-. - | _ 
Mar. Stand by me Lucins ,doe not feare thy Aunt, 
- Tit; She loves thee boy croo'wellto doe thee harme 
!” Foz when my father was in Rome ſhedid. 


| 


| Loues meas deare as ere my mother did, 


| 


My mother gave it me, 


| Inſpire me that I may this treaſon finde. 


Ma. \Whatmeanes my Neece Lavinia by theſe ſigney? 
Ti. Feare not Lwcizs,ſome what doth ſhe meane; | 
See Lncins (ee,how much ſhe makes of thee: | 
Some whither would ſhe have thee go with her. 
Al: boy, Cornefa never with more care 
Read to hgr ſonnes,then ſhe hath read tothee, 
Sweet Poetry,and Tullies Oratour; 
Canſt thou not gefſe wherefore ſhe plies thee thus? 
Boj. My Lord I know not I,nor can1I geflc, | 
Vnleſle ſome fit or frency do poſſeſſe her: 
For I have heard my Grandlier fay full oft, 
Extremity of griefes would make men mad. 
And I have read that Hecuba of Troy, 
Ran mad through forrow,that made me to feare, 
Although my Lord,I know my noble Aunt, 


And would not but in fury fright my youth, 
W bich made me downe to throw my bookes,and fits 
Cauſles perhaps,but parden me ſweet Aunt, 
And Madam,ifmy Vncle /farcxs goe, 
I will moſt willingly attend your Ladyſhip, 
Mary. Lucius I will. : 
Ti. How now Lavima,c Marcus what meanes this? 
Some booke there :8that ſhe deſires to ſee, 
Which is it girle of theſe? Open them boy, 
But thou art deeper read and better skild, 
Come and take choyſe of all my Library, 
Ando beguile thy ſorrow,till the heavens 
Revecale the damn'd contriver of this deed; 
What booke? 
Why lifts ſhe up her armes in ſequence thus? 
CAHar.l think ſhe meanes that ther was more then one 
Confederate inthe faRt,I more there was: 
Or elſe to heaven ſhe heaves them to revenge. 
Tit, Lucinvs what booke is thatſhe toſſeth ſo? 
Boy.Grandfiertis Oyids Metamorphoſis, 


ar. For love of her that's gone, 

Perhaps ſhe culdit fromamong thereſt. 
T*t. Soft,1o buſily ſhe turnes the leaves. 
Helpe her , what would the finde # Lavinia ſhall I read? 
This is the tragicke tale of Philomel? .- 
And treates of Terexs treaſon and hisrape, 
And rapel feare was roote of thineannoy. 
Har. See brother ſee, note how ſhe quotes the leaves | 
Tit.Livma,wert thou thus ſurpriz'd ſweergirle, 

Rayiſht and wrong'd as Philomela was? 
Forc'din the ruthleffe, vaſt,and gloumy woods? 
See,ſfee,l ſuch a placethere is where wedid hunt, 
(O had we never,never hunted there) 
Patern'd by that the Poet heere deſcribes, 
By nature madefor murthersand for rapes. 

Mar. O Why ſhould natnre build fo foule a den, 
Vnleſſe the Gods delightintragedies? 

Ti.Give ſignes ſweetgirle, for heere are none but frieds 
W hat Romaine Lord it was durſt do the deed? 
Or ſlunke not Satarwine,as Targquin erſt, 
Thar lefcthe Campeto finne in Lncrece bed. 

Har. Sit downe ſweet Neece; brother fit downe by me, 
Apollo, Pallas Toveor Mercury, 


My Lord looke heere,looke heere Lavinia, 


He writes his Name with his ſtaffs, and guides it | 
. "7 "With ftete and months. © 
This ſandy plot is:plaine;puide if thoneanſt oo Thi 
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Thisafter me, when I have writ my name, 
Without the helipe of any hand ar all. 

Curſt be that heart that forc* it us to this ſhite + 
Write thou good Neece, and heerediſplay 2 laſt, 
What God will havedifcovercd for revenge, 
Heaven guide thy pen toprint thy ſorrowes plaine. 
That we may know the Traytors and the truth, 


She takes the ſtaffe in her month, and gnidesit with ber 
SFumps and writes. 
Tit, Oh doe ye read my Lord what ſhe hath writ ? 
Stuprams, (biron, Demetrinus. | | 
Mar. W hat, whar, the luſtfull ſonnes of 7 amora, 
Performers of this hainous bloody deed ? 
Tit. Magni Dominator pols. 
Tamlentus audu ſcelera! tam lentus vides) $5: 43 
Mar. Oh calme thee gentle Lord : Alchough I know 
Thereis enough written upon this carth, 
Toftirre a matiny in the mildethoughts, 
Andarme the mindes of infants to excirimes. 
My Lord kneele downe with me : Lavinia kneele, 
And knecle tweet boy, the Romaine Hedors hope, 
| And fiveare with me, as with the wotull Feere 
And father of thar chaſt diſhonoured Dame, 
Lord Iunirns Brutus {weare tor Lycrece rape, 
That we will proſecute (by good adviſe)- 
Mortall revenge upon theſetraytorous Gothes, 
And ce their blood, or dye withthis reproach. 
Tit. Tis ſure enovgh, and you knew how. 
Butifyou hunrrtheſe Beare-whelpes, then beware 
The Dam will wake, and if ſhe winde you once; 
Shes with the Lyon deepely (till 1 icagues 
And lulls him whilſt ſhe playerh on her backe, 
And when he ſIcepes will ſhe doe what ſhe lilt. 
You area young hum{man ares, let it alone : } 
Andcome, I will goe geta leate ef brafle, 
And with a Gad of ſtecle will write theſe words, 
and lay it by z the angry Northerne winde 
Will blow theſe ſands like Szbels leaves abroad, 
And wheres your leflon then. Boy what ſay you ? 
Boy. 1 ſay my Lord, that 1f I were a man, 
Their mothers bed-chamber ſhould not be ſafe, 
Fortheſe bad bond-men to the yoake cf Rome. 
Mar. Ithat's my boy, thy father hath tuil oft, 
for his ungratefall country done thelike, 
Bay. And Vncleſo will I, and if Ilive. 
Tit. Come goe with me into mine Armory, 
Lacnslle firthee, and withall, my boy 
Shall carry from me tothe Empreſle fon:es, 
Preſents that T intend to ſend them both, = | 
Come, come, thou'lt doc thy meflzge, wilt thou not ? 
Boy, T with my dagger in their boſome, Grandlire : 
Ti, No boy not ſo, Ile teachthee another courſe, 
Lavinia come, Mavens looke to my houſe, 
Lcinsand He goe brave it at the Court, 
Tmarry will we fir, and weele be waited on. Exeunt, 
Mar, O heavens ! Can you heare a good man grone 
And not relent, or not compaſhon him ? 
Marcus attend him in his extaſie, 
That bath more ſcars of ſorrow in his heart, 
| then foe-mens markes upon his batter'd ſhield, 
But yet ſo Juſt, that he will not revenge, 
Revenge the heavens for old s4ndrozicus, 
Enter Aron, (hirou and Demetrius at one dore : and at 
another dere young Lncins and another, with a butn« 
dle of weapons, and verſes writ upon them, 


. "OOO bo 


| And foI doeand with his gifts preſent 


| At ſuch abay, by turne to ſerve our luſt. 


| { Our Emprefle ſhame, and ſtately Romes difgrace, . 
Ex, "I 


(bi. Demerrius eeres the ſonne of Lacins, 

He hath ſome meſſage to deliver us. 
Aron. 1 {ome mad meſſage from his mad Grandfather. 
Boy. My Lords, withall the humbleneſle I may, 

I greete your honours from Androniczs, 

And pray the Romane gods confound you both. 
Deme, Gramercy lovely Lucins, what's the newes? 
Loy. For villaines markt with rape, May it pleaſe you, 

My Grandfire well advif'd hath ſent by me, 

The goodleſt weapons of his Armory, 

Togratthe your honourable youth, 

The hope of Rome, for ſo he bad me fay : 


Your Lordſhips, whenever you have necd, 
You may be armed and appointed well, 
And ſol leave you both :like bloody villaines” Exir. 
Deme.W hat's heere ? aſcrole,and written round about? 
Lets {ce. 
Integer vite ſceleriſque purus, non egit manrs jacalis nec ar- 
CH, 
Chir. O tisa verſein Horace, I know it well, 
I read it in the Grammer long agoe. 
«fore. T juſt, a veric in Horace : right, you have it, 
Now what a thing it is to bean Aﬀe? 
Heeres no found jelt, th'old man hath found their guilt, 
Andſcnds the weapons wrapt about with lines, 
That wound (beyond their feeling) tothe quicke ; 
But were our witty Emprefſe well a foot, 
She would applaud Androniczs conceit ; 
But let her re(t, in her unreſt a while. 
And now young Lords, was't nota happy ftarre 
Led usto Rome ſtrangers, and mare then ſo 
Captives, to beadvanced to this herght ? 
It did me good before the Pallace gate, 
To brave the Tribune in his brothers hearing. 
Deme. But me more good, to ſee ſo greata Lord 
Baſcly inſinuate, and ſend us gifts. 
Moore. Had he not reaſon Lord Demerrins ? 
Did you nor uſe his daughter very friendly 2 
Deme.. 1 would we had a thouſand Romane Dames 


Chir. A charitable wiſh, and full of love. 
Moore. Aeerelack's but you mother for ſay, Amen. 
Chir. And that would ſhe for twenty thouſand more, 
Deme, Come; let us goe, and pray toali the gods 
For our beloved mother in her paines, 
Moore, Pray to the devils,the gods have given us over. 
Flouriſh. | 
Dem, Why doethe Emperors trumpets flouriſh thus? 
Chir, Belike for joy the Emperqur hath a ſonne. 
Dem. Soft, who comes heere ? ' 
Enter IN urſe with ablacke a Moore child, 
Nurſe. Good morrow Lords : 
O tell me, did you ſee Aaronthe Moore? 
Aaron, Well, more or lefſe, or ne'rea whit at all, 
Heere Aaron 1s, and what with Aaron now ? 
Nurſe. Oh gentle Aaron, we are allandone. 
Now hdlpe, or woe betide thee evermore. 
Aaron: Why, what a catterwalling doſt thou keepe ? 
What doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine armes ? 
Nwmrſe, O that which I would hide from heavens eye, } 


She is delivered Lords, ſheis delivered. 
Azeron. To whom? 
Nrfe. 1 meane ſhe 1s bronghta bed? 


eAaron. Well God give her good reſt. 
EIT 
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What hath he ſent her 2 
Nurſe, - Adevill. 


Nr, A joyleſſe, diſmall,blacke and, ſorrowfull iſle, 
Heere is the babe as loathſome as a toad, 
Among'lſt the faireſt breeders of our clime, 

The Emprefle ſends itthee, thy ſtampe, thy ſeale, 

And bids thee chriſten ic with thy daggers point. 
Aaron. Out you whorezis blacke fo baſea hue ? 

Sweet blowſc, you are a beaurious bloſſome ſure. 

Deme, Villaine what haſt thou done? 

eAaro, That which thou canſt not undoe. 

{bir. Thou haſt undone our mothers. 

Deme. And therein helliſh dog, thou haſt undone, 
Woe to her chance, and-damn'd her loathed choyce, 
Accur't the off-ſpring of ſo toulea fiend, 

Chir. It ſhall not ive. 

Aaron, It ſhailnot dye. : 

Nurſe. Aaronit mult, the mother wills it ſ0, 

' Aaron, What, muſt ir A «ſe ? Then ler no man but 1 
Doe execution on my ficſh and blood. ; 

Deme. llebroach the Tadpole on my Rapiers point : 
Nwrſegive it me, my ſword (hall ſoone diſpatch it. 

Aaron. Sooner this {word ſhall plough thy bowels up. 
Stay murtherous villaines, will you kill your brother? 
Now by the burning Tapers of the skye, 

That ſh'one ſo brighly when this Boy was got, 
Hedies upon my Semitars ſharpe point, k 
That rouches this my firſt borne ſonne arid heire. 
I tell you young-iings, not Enceladus 

With all his threatning band of Typhons broode, 
Nor great A/cides, nor the gud of Warrc, 

Shall ceaze thisprey que of his fathers hands : 
What, what, ye ſanguine ſhallow hearted Boyes, 
Ye white-limb'd walls, ye Ale-houſc painted fignes, 

Cole-blacke is better then another hue : | 

Inthart it ſcornesto beare another hue 7 

For all the water in the Ocean, 

{ Canneverturnethe Swans blacke legs to write, 

Although ſhe lave them hourcly in che flood : 

Tell the Empreſſe from me, Iam of age 

1 To keepe mine owne, excule it how ſhe can. 

Deme, Wilt thou betray thy noble miſtris thus ? 

_ Aaron. My miſtris is wy ouſtris; this my lelte, 

The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 

This, before all the world doe I preferre, 

This mauger all the world will I keepe ſafe, 

Or ſome of you ſhall ſinoake for it in Rome. 

Dem. By this our mother is for ever ſham'd. 

(ir. Rome.will de{piſe her for this foule c{cape. 

Nur.The Emperour in his rege will doome her death 

Chir. 1bluſh tothinke upon this ignominy. 

Aaron, Why ther's the priviledge your beauty beares: 
Fyetrecherous hue, that will betray with bluſhing 
The cloſe enafts and counſells of the heart: 

Heresa young Lad fram'd of another lecre, 
Looke how the blacke ſlave ſmiles upon the father ; 
} As who ſhould ſay, 0/d Lad I am thine owne. 
Heis your brother Lords, fcnſibly fed 
{ Ofthat ſelfe blovd that firſt gave life to you, 
And from that wombe where you impriſoned were 
Heis infranchuſed and come to light ; 
Nay he is your brother by the ſurer fide, 
' ] Although my ſeale be ſtampedin his face. 
| Nxrſe. Aarow what ſhall I ſay unto the Empreſle ? 
'F | Dem. Adviſe thee eFaron, what is to be done, 


Aaron. W hy then ſhe isthe devils Dam:a joy full iſſue. 


No Publanes and Sempronixe, y ou mult doe it, 


| And we willall ſubſcribe to thy adviſe : 
| Savethon the child, ſuwe may all be ſafe. 


Aaron, Then fit we downe and let us all conſult. 
My ſonneand I will have the winde of you : 
Keepe there, now talke at pleaſure of your ſafety. 

Dem. How many women ſaw this child of his ? 

Aaron, Why ſo brave Lords, when we all joynein 
Iam aLambe: bur if you brave the CHoore, (lrague 
The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lyoneſle, | 
The Occan ſwells not ſoat eHaren {tormes : 

But ſay againe, how many faw the child? 

Norſe. Correlia,the midwite, and my (clfe, 

And noneeltc butthe delivered Empreſle. 
earon, The Emprelile, the Midwife, and yourſelfe, 

Two may keepe counſell, when the third's away : 

Goe to the Emprefle, tell her this Ifaid, He kits her, 

Weeke, wceke, fo cries a Pigge prepared to th'ipu, 
Dem. W hat mean'li thou Aaron e 

W herefore did'ſt thou thjs ? 

Aaron. O Loid lir, *%tis a deed of pollicy ? 

Shall ſhe live to betray this guilt of ours : 

A long tongu'd babling Goſſip ? No Lords no : 

And now be it knwne to you my full intent. 

Not tarre, one Mates my Country-man 

His witc but yeſternight was brought wo bed, 

His child is ike to her, faire as you are : 

Goepacke with him, and give the mother gold, 

And tell them both the circumſtance of all, 

And how byrthistheir Chiid ſhall be advanc'd, 

And be received for the Emperours heyre, 

And ſubſtitutedin the place of mine, 

To calme thistempeſt whirling in the Court, 

Andlctthe Emperour dandlc him for his owne. 

Harke ye Loxds, je ice 1 have given her phylicke, 

And 1 ou muſt necds beſtow her funerall, 

The fieids are ncere, and youare gallant Groomes: 

This done, ſee that you take no longer daycs 

Bur fend the Midwife preſently to me. 

The Midwife and the Nurſe weli made away, 

Then let the Ladies tattle what they plcate- TRA 
(bir. Aaron] fee thou wilt not trult the ayre with [e- 
Dem. For this cc of Tamora, (crets, 

Her {<lte, and hcrsare highly bound to thee, Exewn, 
Aaron. Now to the Gothes, as ſwift as Swallow Hes, 

Thereto diſpole this treaſure in mine armes, 

And lecretly to greete the Empreſle friends ; 

Come on you thick-lipt-{laye, Ile beare you hencc, 

Forit 1s you that puts us to our ſhifts: 

Ile make you feed on berries, and on rootes, 

And feed on curds and whay, and ſucke the Goate, 

Aid cabbia ina Cave, and bring you vp 


To be awarriour, and command a Campc« Extts 


Enter Tits, old Marc, young Lucius, and other gentlemen | 


with bowes, and Titus beaves the arrowes with 


Letters on the end of them. 


Tit. Come Marcus, come, kin{menthis is the way» 
Sir Boy now let meſce your Archery, ; 
Looke yee draw home enough, and *tis there ſtraight : 
Terras Aitrearehquit, be you remembred arcs 
She*s gone, ſhe's fied, firs take you to your tooies, 

You Colens ſhall goc found the Ocean: 

And caſt your nets, haply you may find her inthe Sea, 
Yet theres as little juſlice as at Land : 

Js 
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Tis you muſt dig with Mattocke, and with Spade, 
And pierce the tamolt Center of the earth : 

Thea when you cometo Plutoes Region, 

I pray you deliver him this petition, 

Tell bim it is for jultice, and for aide, 

And that it comes from old Andronicus, 

Shaken with ſorrowes in ungratefull Rome. 

Ah Rome |! Well, well, I made thee miſerable, 
Whar time 1 threw the peoples ſuffrages 

On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me» 


| | Goeget you gone, and pray be carefull all, 


And leave you not a mai of warre unſearcht, 
This wicked Emperour may have ſhipt her hence, 
And kinſmen then we may goe pipe for juſtice. 

Marc. O Publius is not thisa heavy caſe 
Toſee thy Noble Vncle thus diſtraQ ? 

Pab. Therefore my Lord it highly us concernes, 
By day and night tattend him carefully ; 

And teede his humour kindiy as we may, 
Tilitime beget ſome carefull remedy. 

Marc. Kinſmen, his ſorrowesare paſt remedy 
loyne withthe Gothes, and with revengefull warre, 
Take wreake on Rome for this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the Traytor Satwrnine, , 

Tit. Publinzs how now ? how now my maſters ? 
What have you met with her? - | 

Publ. No my good Lord, but Platoſends you word, 
If you will har e revenge from hell you ſhall, 

Marry for jnſtice ſhe is ſo1mploy'd, 
He thinkes with /ove in heaven, or ſome where elſe : 
Sothat perforce you mult needs ſtay a time. 

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delayes, 
Ile dive into the burning Lake below, 

And pull her out of Ackeyon by the heeles, 
Marcus we are but ſhrubs, no Cedars we, 


{ Nobig-boi1'd-men, fram'd of the Gyclops ſize, 


But mettall Harem, ſteele to the very backe, 


And (ith there's no juſticelin earthnor hell, 
We will ſollicite heaven, and move the gods 
Toſend downe Iuſtice for to wreake our wrongs : 
Come to this geare, youare a good Archer Marc, 
He gives them the Arrawes, 
Ad lovers, thats for you : here ad Apollonem, 
Ad Martem, thats for my ſclte, 
Heere Boy to Pallas, heere to Iercury, 
To Saturnine, to { airs, not to Sarurnine, 
You wereas good to ſhooteagainſt the winac, 
Toit Boy, Marcus looſe when I bid : 
Of my word, I have written to cffect, 
Theresnor a godlefcunollicited. 
Mare. Kin{men, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the Court, 
We will aflit rhe Emperour in his pride. 
Tit. Now maiſtcrs draw, Oh weli ſaid Luci : 
Good boy in UVirgoes lap, give it Pailas, 
CMarc. My Lord, Iaymea Mile beyond the Moone, 
| Your tter is with /#piter by this. 
Tit. Ha, ha, Publires, Publixe, what haſt thou done ? 
Seeſee, thou haſt ſhot off one of Taurus hornes. | 
Mar. This was the ſport my Lord,when Publius ſhot, 
The Bull being gal'd, gave Aries ſuch a knocke, 
That downe fell both the Rams hornes in the Court, 
And who ſhould finde them but the Emprefſle villaine ; 
She laught, and told the Moore he ſhould not chooſe 
But give them to his Maiſter for a preſent. 
Tu, Why there it goes, God give your Lordſhip joy. 


— 


Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backe can beare: 


| 


——— 


. . Emterthe Clowne with 4 bash:t.aud two Pigeons, 

Tit. Newes, newes, from heaven. 

Marcus the poalt is come. 
Sirrah, what tydings ? have you any letters? 
Shall I have Lultice, what ſayes /mpiter ? 

(ow. Hothe libbetmaker, he fayes that he hath ta» 
ken them downe againe, for the man mult not. be hang'd 
till thenext weeke. 

Tit. Bat what ſayes Inpiter I aske thee? 

Clow, Alasfir I know not {upiter ; 

I never dranke with him inall my life. 

Tit. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier ? 

Cow. I of my Pigions fir, nothing elſe. 

Ti. Why, didſt thou not come from heaven ? 

Claw. From heaven? Alas fir, I never came there, 
God forbid I ſhould beſo bold, to prefſe to heaven in my 
young dayes. Why I am going with my pigeonsto rhe 
Tribunall Plebs, to take upa matter of brawle, betwixt 
my Vricle, and one of the Emperialls men. 

ar. Why fir, that is as fit as can be taſerve for your 
Oration,and let him dcliver the Pigionsto the Emperour 
from you. 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an Orationto the Em- 
perour with a Grace ? 

& low. Nay truely fir, I could never ſay grace in *all m 
ife. 

Tit. Sirrah come hither, make no more adoe, 
But give your Pigeons tothe Emperour, 

By me thou ſhalt have juſtice at his hands. 
Hold, hold, mcane while hers money for thy charges. 


| Give mea pen and inke. 


Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication? 
( tow. I (ir. | 
Tit, Then here is a Supplication for you, and when 
you come to him, at the firſt approach you mult kneele, 
then kifle his foote, then deliver up your Pigeons, and 
then looke for your reward: Ile be at hand fir,ſec you do 
it bravely. 
(tow. 1 warrant you fir , let me alone, 
Tit. Sirrha haſt thou a knife ? Come let me ſee it. * 
Heere Marc fold it in the Oration, 
For thou haſt made it like an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haſt given it the Empergur, 
Knocke at my dore, andtell me what he ſayes. 
Ctow. God be with you fir, I will. | 
Ti. Come CMHarcr let us goe, Pablins follow mes 
EXxeunt., 
_ Enter Emperonr and Empreſſe, and her two ſonnes, the 
Emperonr brings the Arrowes in his hand 
that 7 ute: (hoot at bim. 


Satur. Why Lords, 
W hat wrongs are theſe? was eyer ſcene 
An Emperour in Rome thusoverborne, © 
Troubled, Confronted thus, and forthe extent 
Ofequall juſtice, uſd in ſuch contempr ? 
My Lords, you know the mightfull Gods 


| (How evertheſediſturbers of our peace | 
Buz in the peoples eares)there nought hath paſt, | 


But even with law againſt the willfull Sonnes 
Of old Andronicw. And what and if - 

His ſorrowes have ſo overwhelm'd his wits, 
Shall we be thus affli&ed in his wreakes, 

His fits, bis frenzy, and hisbitternefle ? 

And now he writes to heaven for his redreſſe, 
See, heres to /ove, andthis toCHeronry, 
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. | This toe polo, this to the god of warre e 

Sweet ſcrowles to flye abour the {treets of Rome : 

What's this but Libelling againſt the Senate, 

Andblazoning our injuſtice every where? 

A goodly bumonris it not my Lords? 

As who would fay, ia Rome no Luſtice were. 

Burt if T live, his fained extaſfies 

Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages : 

But he and his ſhall know, thar Juſtice lives 

In Saternins health , whom if heſleepe, 

He'lI ſo awake, as he in fury ſhall 

Cut off the proudſt Confpirator that lives. 

Tamo. My gracious Lord, my lovely Saturnine, 

Lord of my life, Commander of my thoughts, 

Calme thee, and beare the faults of Titus age, 

Th'effetsof ſorrow for his valiant Sonnes, | 

Whoſe lofle hath pier'ſt him deepe, and'ſcar'd his heart; 

\ And rather comfort his diltrefled plight, 

Then proſecutethe mcaneſt or the belt 

For theſe contempts. Why thus it ſhall become 

High witted Tamora to gloſc with all: 

But T#r-z, I have touch'd thee to the quicke, 

Thy life blood ont : if Aaronnow be wilc, 

Then is all ſafe, the Anchor's in the Port. 

Y | Enter Clowne. 

How now good fellow, would'it thou ſpeake with us ? 
Clow. Yea torſooth, and your Miſterſhip be Emperiall. 
Tam. Empreſfle I am, but yonder fits the Emperour. 
(tow.Tis he;God and Saint Stephen give you good den; 

I have brought youa Letter,anda conple of Ptgions here. 

He reades the Letter. 
Sats. Goetake him away, and hang him preſently. 
C/ow, How much money malt I have ? 
Tam. Come firrah you mult be hang'd. | 
(ow, Hang'd? bir Lady, then I have brought up a 
necke to a faire end, Exits 
Satzr. Deipightfull and intollerable wrongs, 

Shall Icndure this monttrous villany ? 

I know from whence this {ame deviſe proceedes : 

May this be Þorne ? Asif his traytrous Sonnes, 

_ Thar dy'd by law for murther of our brother, 

Have by my meanes beene butcher*d wrongfully ? 

{ Goe dragge the villaine hither by the hairc, 

| Nor Age, nor Honor, ſhall ſhape privilcdge : 

Fer this proud mocke, Ic be thy {laughter man : 

Sly tranticke wretch, that holp'lt ro make me great, 

In hope thy {elfe ſhould governe Rome and me, 

Emer Nauntins Emillins. 
Satur, W hatnewes with thee Emillim. 
Emil, Arme my Lords, Rome never had more cauſe, 

The Gothes have gather'd head, and witha power 

Ot highreſolved men, bent to the ſpoylz 

They hither march amaine, under the condut 

Of Lacie, Sonne to old Andronices : 

Who threats in courſe of this revenge to doe 

As much as ever Cortolazus did, | 
Satwv, Is warlike Lucius Generall of the Gothes ? 

Theſe tydings nip me, and I hang the head 

As flowers with froſt,or grafle beat downe with ſtormes 

Inow b:gin our ſorrowes to approzch, 

Tis he the common people love ſo much, 

My ſelfe hath often hcard them ſay, 

(When T have walked like a priuate man } 

| That Lecizs baniſhment was wrongfully, 

And they have wiſht that Lycizzs were their Emperour. 

» Tam. Why ſhould you feare? Is not our City ſtrong? 


—_— — — 


| Sar. I, but the Cittizens favour Lucius, ' 
And will revolt from me, toſuccour him. 
Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious likethy name, 
Is the Sunne dim'd, that Gnats doe flyein it ? 
The Eagle ſuffers little Birds to fing, 
And isnot carefull what they meane thereby, 
Knowing that with the ſhadow of his wings, 
He can at pleaſure ſtint their melody, 
Evenſo mayeft thou, the giddy men of Rome, 
Then cheare thy ſpirit, for know thou Emperour, 
I will enchaunt the old Andronicus, 
With words moreſweet, and yet more dangerons 
Then baites to fiſh, or hony ſtalkes to ſheepe, 
W hen as the one is wounded with the baite, 
The other rotted with delicious foode. 
King. But he will not entrear his ſonne for us. 
Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then he will, 
For I can ſmooth and fill his aged care, 
*1th golden promiſes, that were his heart 
Almoſt impregnable, his old cares deafe, 
Yet ſhould both eare and heart obey my tonguc. 
Goe thou before toour Embaſſador, 
| Say, that the Emperour requeſtsa parly 
Of warlike Lucwe, andappoint the meeting. 
King. Emnllins doe this meſſage Honourably. 
And if he itandin Hoſtage for his ſafety, 
Bid him demand what pledge will pleaſe him belt, 
Emil. Your bidding ſhall I doe eftetually, 
Tam. Now will I to that old Anaronic, 
And temper him withall the Art have, 
To plucke prond Lei from the warlike Gothes. 
Andnow {ſweet Emperqur be blithe againe, 
And bury all thy feare in my deviſes. 
Satz, Then goelucceſſantly and plead for him. £%. 
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Emer Lucius with an eArmy of Gothes. 
with Drum and Soaldiers. 


Luci, Approved warriours, and my faithfull Friends, 
I have received Letters from great Rome, 
Which ſignifies what hare they beare their Empcrour, 
And how deſirous of our {ight they arc. 
Therefore great Lords, be as your Titles witncſie, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any {cathe, 
Ler him make treble ſatisfaction. | 

Goth. Brave ſlip, ſprung from the Great Androme1, 
W hoſe name was once our terrour, now our comfort, 
Whoſe high exploits, and honourable Deeds, 
Ingrarzfull Rome requites with foule contempt : 
Beholdin us, weele follow where thou lead it, 
Like ſtinging Bees in hotteſt Sommers day, 
Led by their Maſter to the flowred fields, 
And be aveng'don curſed Tamora: 

Oms. And as hefaith, ſofay we all with him. 

Lxci. 1 humbly thanke him, and Ithanke you all. 
But who comes heere,led by a luſty Goth * 

Enter a Goth leading Aaron with his chila 
in hu armes. 

Goth. Renowned Lacims, from our troups1 ſtraid, 

To gaze upon a ruinous Monaſtery, Fe 
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And as I carneſlly did fixe mine eye 

Vpon the waſted building, ſuddainely 

I heard a child cry underneath a wall : 

I made unto the noiſe, when ſoone I heard, 

The crying babe control'd with this diſcourle : 
Peace Tawny ſiave, halfe me, and halte thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whoſe brat thou art ? 
Had nature lent thee, but thy Mothers looke. 
Villaine thou mightit have beene an Emperour. 

But where the Bull and Cow are borh milk-white, 
They never doe begeta cole-blacke-Calte : 

Peace, villaine peace, cven thus he rates the babe, 
For I muſt beare thee to a truſty Goth, | 
Who when he knowesthou art the Empreſle babe, 
Will bold chee dearely for thy Mothers lake. 
Yiththis, my weapon drawne I ruſht upon him, 
Surpriz'd him ſuddainely, avd brought hin hither 
Touſe, as you thinke ncedfull of the nian. 

Lacs, Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate devill, 
That rob'd e-Lndronicus of his good hand : 
This is the Pearle that plcaſ'd your Empreſle eye, 
And heres the Baſe Fruit of his burning luſt. 

Say wall-ey'd ſlave, whether woulditthou convay 
Thisgrowing Image of thy fiend-like face? 
Why doſt nottpeake ? what deafe ? no 1 Nota word ? 
A halter Souldiers, hang him on this Tree, 
Ard by his ſide his Fruite of Baſtardy. 
Aaron, Touch not the Boy, he is of Royall blood, 
Luci. Toolike the Syre for ever being good. 
Firlt hang the Child that he may ſee it{prall, 
A fight to vexethe Fathers foule withall. 

Aaron. Get me a Ladder Lucizes, ſave the Child, 
And bcare it from me to the Emprefle : 

If thou doethis, Ile ſhew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may advantage thce to heare ; 

If hou wilt nor, befall what may befall, 

Ile ſpeake no more : but vengeance rct you all. 

Luci. Say on, and if it pleaſe me which thou ſpealſt, 
Thy child ſhall jive, and I will ſce it Novrithr, 

Aaron, And if it pleaſe thee? why aſſure thee Lucins. 
Twill vexethy {oule to heare what I ſhall ſpeake ; 
For I muſt talice of Murthers, Rapes, and Maſlacres, 
As of Blacke-night, abhominable Decds, 

Complors of Miſchicte, Treaton, Vill:1nes 
Ruthfull ro heare, yer pittioufly pertorm'd, 
And this ſhallall de buried by my death, 
Vnlefle thou ſiwcarero me my Child ſhall live, 
Lec. Tell on thy munde, 
Ifay thy Child ſhalillive. | | 
eAaron. Sweare that he ſhall, and rhen I will begins 

Luci, Who ſhould Ifwcare by; 

Thou beleeveſt no God, | 
That graunted, how can't thon beleeve an oath ? 

Aaron, What if T doenor, as indeed I doe not, 
Yetfor 1 know thou art Religious, 

And haſt a thing within thee, called Conſcience, 
With twenty Popith trickesand Ceremonies, 
Which 1 have ſeenc thee carcfull to obſerve : 
Therefore I urge thy oath, for that I know 

An Ideot holds his Bauble for a god, . - | 
And keepes the oath which by that god he ſweares, 
To that Ile urge him : therefore thou ſhalt vow 

By that ſame god , what god ſo ere it be 

That thou adoreſt, and haſt in reverence, 

Toſave my Boy, to nouriſh and bring him up, 

Ore elſe I will diſcover nought tothce. 


| 


L_ 


Luci. Even by my god I ſweare to thee I will, 
Aaros, Firſt know thou, 

I begot bim on thy Empreſle. 

. Zaci, Oh moſt infatiate luxurious woman |! 
eFaron, Tut Lucins,this was but a deed of Charity, 

Tothat which thou ſhalt heare of me anon, 

Twas her two Sonnes that murdered Baſſianm, 

They cut thy Siſters tongue, and raviſht hers 

And cut her hands oft, and trinvd her as thouſawſts 
Laci. Oh deteſtable villaine ! 

Callſit thou that Trimming ? 
Aaron. Why ſhe was waſht, and cut, and trim'd, 

And twas trim ſport for them that had the doing of it. 
Luci, Oh barbarous beaſtly villaines like thy tclfe ! 
Aardn, Indeed, I wastheir Tutor to inſtruct them, 

That Codding ſpirit had they from their Mother, 

As {urea Card as ever wonne the Ser ; 

Thatbloody mind I thinke they learn'd of me, 

Astrue a Dogas ever foughtat head. 

Well, let my Deeds be witneſſe of my worth : 

I trayn'dthy Bretheren to that guiletull Hole, 

W here the dead Corps of Baſſianm lay : 

I wrotethe Letter, thatthy Father found, 

And hid the Gold withinthe Letter mention'd. 

Confederate with the Queene, and her two Sonnes, 

And whatnotdone, that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 

W herein I had no ſtroke of Miſcheife in it. 

I plaid the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

And whenT had it, drew my ſelfe apart, 

And almoſt broke my heart with extreame laughter. 

I pried me through the Crevice ofa Wall, 

When for his hand, he had his two Sonnes heads, 

Beheld his tcares, and laught ſo heartily, 

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his: 

And whenl told the Empreſle of this ſport, 

She foundedalmoſt at my pleaſing tale, 

And for my tydings, gave me twenty kiſſes, 
Goth. What canit thou fay all this, and never blvſh? 
Aaron. 1, like a blacke Dogge, as the ſaying is. 
Lac. Art thou not ſorry for theſe hainous deeds ? 
Aaqron, 1, that I bad not donea thoufand more. 

Even now I curſe the day, and yet Ithinke 

Few come within the compaſle of my curſe, 

W herein I did not ſome Notorious 1ll, 

As kill a man, or elſe deviſe his death, 

Rauiſh a Maid, or plot the way to doe it, 

Accuſe ſome innocent, and fortweare my ſelfe, 

Set deadly Enmity betweene two Friends, 

Make poore mens Cattell breake their neckes, 

Ser fire on Barnes and Hayſtackes inthe night, 

Andbid the Owners quenchthem with their teares : 

Oft have I dig'd up dead men from their graves, 

And ſet them up right at their deere Friends doores, 


Even whentheir ſorrow almoſt was forgot, 


And on their skinnes, as on the Barke of Trees, 
Have with my knife carved in Romaine Letters, 
Let not your {orrow dye, thoughlI am dead. 
Tur, I havedonea thouſand dreadfull things 
As willingly, as one would kill a flye, 
And nothing greives me heartily indeed, 
But that { cannot doe ten thouſand more. 

Laci. Bring downe the divell, for he muſt natdye 
So ſweet a death as hanging preſently. 

Aaron. If there be divels, would I were a deyill, 
To liveand burne in everlaſting fire, 
So I might have your company in hell, 
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TheT! ragedy of Titus ndronicus, 


But to torment you with my bitter tongue. 
Loc. Sirs ſtop his mouth, and let him ſpeake no more. 
Enter Emiliius, 


Goth. My Lord, th:rc is a Meflenger from Rome 


_ | Deſiresto beadmitted to your preſence. 


Luc. Let him come neerc. 
Welcome Zmillizzs, whats the newes from Rome ? 
Emi. Lord Lucins, and you Princes of the Gothes, 
The Romaine Emperour greets you all by me, 
And for he underſtands you arc in Armes, 
He craves aparly atyour Fathers houſe 
Willing you to demand your Hoſtages, 
And they ſhall be immediately deliyercd, 
Geth, W hat ſayes our General ? | 
Luc. Emillins, letthe Emperour give hispledges 
Vato my Father, and my Vncle arc, 
And we will come : march away. 


Emter T amora, and her two Sonnes diſguiſed. 


Tam. Thus in this ſtrange, and fad Habillaments, 
I will eacounter with Audronicas, 
And ſay, Iam Revenge ſent from below, 
To joyne with himand right his hajnous wrongs : 
Knocke at his {tudy where they ſay he keepes, 
To ruminate ſtrange plots of dire Revenge, 
Tell him Revenge 1s come to joyne with him, 
And worke confuſion on his Enemies. . 
T bey knocke and Titus opens his ſtudy dore, 
Ti:. Whodoth moleſt my Contemplation ? 
Isit your tricketo make me opethe dorec, 
That ſo my ſad decrees may flye away, 
And all my ſtudy be to no «ttect.? 
You are deceiv*d, for what I meane to doc, 
See herein bloody lines I haveſet downe : 
And whatis written ſhall be executed. 
Tam. Titus, | am cometo talke with thee. 
Ti. No nota word ; how can Igrace my talke, 
Wanting a hand to give it a:hon, 
Thou halt the ods of me, therefore no more. 
Tam. Ifthou did'it know me, 
Thou would talke with me. ,” 
Ti#. Tam not mid, 1 know thee well enough, 
Witneſle this wretched ſtump, 
Witneſfle theſe crimſon lines, 
Witneſle theſe Trenches made by griefeand care, 
Witneſle the tyring day, and heavy night, 
Witneſſcallſorrow, that I know thce well 
For our proud Empreſſe, Mighty Tamora : 
Is not thy comming for my other hand ? 
Tam. Know thou ſad man, I'am not Tamora, 
She is thy Enemy,andIT thy fricnd, 
T am Revenge ſent from thinfernail Kindome, 
Toeaſe the gnawing Vulture of thy mind, 
By working wreake-tfull vengeance on thy Foes : 
Come dowwne and welcome me tothis worlds light, 
Conferre with me of Murder and of Death, 
There's not a hollow Cave or lurking place, 
No Vaſt obſcurity. or Miſty vale, 
W here bloody Murther or detelted Rape, 
Can couch for feare, but I will find them out, 
Andin their cares tellthem my dreadftllname, 
Revenge, which makes the foule offenders quake. 
Tie. Artthou Revenge ? and art thou fent to me, 
To bea torment to mine Enemies ? 
| Tam. I am, therefore come downeand welcome me. 


Exeunt. 


| 


| 


Tit. Doe me ſome ſerviceere 1 come to thee : 
Loe by thy fide where Rape and Murder ſtands, 
Now give ſome ſurance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or teare them on thy Chariot wheeles, 
And then Ile come and be thy Waggoner, 
And whirle along with thee about the Giobes. 
Provide thetwo proper Palfries, blacke as let, 
To hale thy vengefull Waggon ſwiftaway, 
And find out Murder in their guilty Caves. 
And when thy Car is lcaden with their heads, 
I will diſmount, andby the Waggon wheele, 
Trot likea Servile footeman all day long, 
Even from Hiperiens riſing in the Eaſt, 
Vnrill tis very downefall in the Sea. 
And day by day Iledoe this heavy raske, 
Sothou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. 
Tam. T heſe are my Miniſters, and come with me. 
Tit- Are they thy Miniſters, what are they call'd ? 
Tam. RapineandMurder, therefore called fo, 
Cauſe they take vengeance of ſach kind of men. 
Tit. Good Lord how like the Empreſle Sons they are, 
And you the Emprefle : But we worldly men, 
Have miſcrable mad miſtaking eyes: 
Oh ſweer Revenge, now doe I come to thee, 
Andifone armes imbracement will contentthee, 
I will imbrace thee in it by and by. 
Tam, Thiscloſing with him, fits his Lunacy, 
W hat ere Iforge to feede his braine-ſicke fits, 
Doe youuphold, and maintaine in your ſpeeches, 
For now he firmely takes me for Revenge, 
And being Credulous in this mad thought, 
He make him ſend for Laci his Sonne, 


| And whil(t I at a Banquet hold him ſure, 


Ile find ſome cunning practiſe out of hand 
To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy Gothes, 
Or at the leaſt make them his Enemies : 
See heere he comes, and I muſt play my rheame. 
Tit, Long have I beene forlorne, 2ndall for thee, 
Welcome dread Fury to my woctull houle, 
Rapineand Murther, you are welcome too, 
How like the Emprefle and her Sonnes you are- 
Wellare you fitted, had you buta Moore, 
Could not ail hell afford you ſuch a devill ? 
For well I wote the Empreſle never wags; 
But in her company there is a Moore, 
And would you repreſent our Queene aright 
It were convenient you had ſuch a devill : 
But welcome as you are, what ſhall we doe ? 
Tam. What wouldſi thou haveus doe Androrcw ? 
Dem. Shew me a Murtherer, Ile dealewith him- 
Cir. Shew me a Villaine that hath done a Rape» 
And TI am ſent to be reveng'd on him, 
Tam. Shew mea thouſand that have done thee wrong, 
And I willbe —_— onthemall, 


Tit. Looke round about the wicked ſtreets of Rome, 4 


And when thou findelt a man that's like thy ſelte, 
Good Murder {tab him, he'sa Murtherer. 

Goe thou with him, and when ir is thy hap 

To find another thats like to thee, 

Good Rapine ſtab him, he is a Raviſher. 

Goe thou with them, and in the Emperours Court, 
There is a Queene attended by a Moore, | 

Well maiit thou know her by thy o wne proportion, 
For up and downe ſhe doth reſemble thee, 

I pray thee doe on them ſomeviolent death, 

They have beene violent to me and mine. 

Tamrd. 
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Tam, Well haſt thou leſſon'd us, this ſhall we doe, 
But ;vould ir pleaſe the good Anudronicm, 

To ſend for Lucivs thy thrice Vaitant Sonne, 
Who leads towards Rome a Band of Warlike Gothes, 
And bid him come and Banquet atthy houſe. 

When he is here, even atthy Solemne Feaſt, 

I will bring in the Emprefle and her Sonnes, 

The Emperour himſelfs, and all thy Foes, 

And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoope, and kneele, 

And on them ſhalt thou caſe, thy angry heart 3 

What ſages £1ndronicrs to this deviie ? 


Enter Marcus. 


Tit. Marcus my brother, tis ſad Tit: calls, 

Goe gencle Marcus to thy Nephew Luc, 

Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Gothes, 

Bid him repaire to me, and bring with him 

| Some of the chiefeſt Princes of the Gothes, 

| Bid him cncampe his Souldiers where they are, 

Tell him the Emperour, and the Ewpreſfle too, 

Fealts at my houſe, and he ſhail Feaſt withthem, 

This doe thou for my love, and ſolet him, 

As heregards hisaged Fathers life. ; 
Mar. This will I doe, and ſoone returne againe » Ex! 
Tam. Now will I hence about'thy buſincſle, 

And take my Miniſtersalong with me. _ 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with me, 

Or elſe Ile call my Brother backe againe, 

And cleave to no revenge but Lycins, _ 
Tam. What ſay you Boyes, will you bide with him, 

Whiles I goeteil my Lord the Emperour. 

How I have govern'd our determined jeſt?z=& 

Yeeldto his humour, ſmooth and ſpeake him taire, 

And tarry with bim till I turne againe. 

Tit. I know them all though they ſuppoſe me mad, 

And will ore-reach them in their owne deviſes, 

A payre of curſed hell-houhds and their Dam. 

Dem. Madam dopart at pleaſure, lcave vs here. 
Tam, Farewell eAnaronicus, revenge now goes 

Tolay a complo: to betray thy Foes. 

Tit. I know thoudo'lt, and ſweet revenge farewell, 
Chi. Tellus old man, hoy ſhall we be imploy'd 2 
Tit. Tut, I have worke enough for you to doe, 

Publirs come hither, Caixs, and Valentime. 

Pub. What 1s your will ? 
Tit. Know youtheſe two? 
Pub. The Empreſle Sonnes 

Itake them, Chroz, Demetrius. 

Tit. Fye Publns, fie, thou art too much deceau'd, 

The one 1s Murder, Rape ts the others name, 

And therefore bind them gentle Pub i, 

Caie, and Valentine, lay hands on them, 

Oft have you heard me with for ſuch gn houre, 

And now I find it, therefore bind them ſure. 


Pub. And thereforc doe we, what we are commanded. 
Stop cloſe their mouthes, let thein not ſpeake a word, 
Is he ſure bound, looke that you binde them faſt .Exemnur, 


Enter Titus Andronicus with a knife, and Lavinia 
with a Baſen. 


Ti, Come, come Lavinia, looke, thy Foesare bound, 
virs ſtop their mouthes, let them nor ſpeake to me, 
Butlet them heare what fearcfull words I utter. 


Chi, Villaines forbeare, we are the Empreſle Sonnes. | 


L 


| 


f 


| 


— 
- 


Oh Villaines, Chiron, and Demetrius, | 
Here ſtands the ſpring whom you have ftain'd with mud 
This goodly Sommer with your Winter wixt, 
Youkild her husband, and for that vil'd fault, _ 
Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death, 
My hand cut off, and made a merry jeſt, 
Both her ſiveet hands, ber Tongue, and thar more deere 
Then hands or rogue, her ſpotleſſe Chaſtity, 
Inhurane Traytors, you conſtrain'd and for'ſt. 
What would you ay, if Iſhould let you ſpeake: 
Villatnes for ſhame you could not beg for grace. 
Hearke Wretches, how I meane to marrtyr you, 
This one Band yer ic left, tocut you throats, 
W hiFit that Lavinia tweene her ſtumps doth hold : 
The Baſon that receives your guilty bloud. 
You know you Mother meanes to feaſt with me, 
And calls herſelfe Revenge, and thinkes me mad. 
Hearke Viilaines, I willgrin'd your-bones to duſt, 
And with your blood and it, He makea Paſte, 
And of the Paſte a CoffenT will reare, 
And make two Paſties of your ſhamefull heads, 
And bid that {trumpet your unhallowed Dam, 
Like tothe carch ſwallow her owne incicaſe- 
This is the Feaſt, that I have bid her to, 
And this the Ba1quet ſhe ſhall ſurfer on, 
For worſe then Philomel you ul'd my Davghter, 
And worſethen Progne, I will bereveng'd, 
Anenow prepare your throats : Laviniacome. 
Receivethe blood, and wheuthat they are dead 
Let me goe grip'd their Bones to powder {wall, 
And with this hateful Liquor temper it, 
And in that Paſteler their vild'd Heads be bakte, 
Come, core, be ever one oxficious, 
Fo make this Banket, which I wiſh might prove, 
More tterneand bloody then the Centaurcs Feaſt. 

He cuts their throats. 
So now bring them in, for Ile play the Cooke, 
And ce them ready, gainſt the Mother comes. Exewnt 


Enter Lucins, Marcus, and the Gothes, 


Luc. Vnckle Marrs, ſince *tismy Fathers minde 
ThatI repaire to Rome, I amcontent. 
Goth. Andours with thine befall, what fortune will. 
Lac, Good Vnckle take you inthis barbarous AMoore, 
This Ravenous Tiger , this accurſcd devill, 
Let him receive no ſuſtenance, fetter bimz 
Til he be brought unto the Ewperours face, 
Forteſtimony of his fou'e proceedings, 
And ſce the Ambuſh of our Friends be ftrong, 
Ifere the Emperour meanes no good to us. 
Aaron. Some devill whiſper curles in my eare, 
And prompt me that my torigae may utter forth, 
The Venemous Malice of my {welling heart. |, 
Zac. Away inhumane Dogge, Vohailowed'Slave, 
Sirs helpe our Vnckle, to convey him in, Flogriſh. 
The Trumpets ſhew the Emperour is at hand. 


Sound T rumpets. Enter Emperour, and Empreſſe, with 
Tribanes andothers, 


Sat. Whar, hath the Firmament more Suns then one? 
Luc. W hat bootes it the to call thy (elfe a Sunne ? 
Mar. Romes Emperourand Nephew breake the parly 
Theſe quarrels malt be quietly debated, 
The Feaſt 1s ready which the carefull 75tms, 
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Hath ordained toan honourable end, 


| | For Peace, for Love, for League, and 'good to Rome : 
Pleaſe you therefore draw nyc and take your places. 

| Satwr. arcs weWill. | Hoboyes. 

Enter T itn like a ( voke, placing the meat on the 
Table, and Lavinia with a vale 
over her face. 

Titw. Welcome my gracious Lord, | 
Welcome Dread Queene, ; 
| Welcome ye Warlike Gothes, welcome Lucius, 

And welcome all : although the cheere be poore, 

Twill fillyour ſtomackes, pleaſe you eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thusattir'd Andronicr ? 

Tit. Becauſe I would be ſure to haveall well, 
Toentertaine your Highneſle, and your Empreſſe. 

.T am. We are beholdingto you good Andronicms. 
Tit. And if your highneſſe knew my heart, you were : 

My Lord the Emperour reſolve me this, 

Was it well done of raſh Virgimrs, 

To lay hisdaughter with his owne right hand, 

Becauſe ſhe was enfor'lt, ſtain'd, and deflowr'd ? 
Satur. It was Andronictts. 

Ti. Your reaſon, Mighty Lord? 
Set. Becauſe the Girle, ſhould not ſurvive her ſhame, 

And by her preſence ſtill renew his ſorrowes. 

Tit. Arcaſon mighty, ſtrong, and cffetuall, 

A patterne, prefident, and lively warrant, 

For me (moſt wretched ) to performe the like - 

Dye, dye, Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 

And with thy ſhame, thy Fathers ſorrow dye. 

| He kils her. 
Sat. What haſt thou done, unnaturall and ankuntd ? 
Ti.Kild her for whom my tcares have made me blind. 

I am as wofull as Vir ginize was, 

And have athoufand times more cauſe then he. 
Sat. What was ſhe raviſht? tcil who did the deed, 
Tit, Wilt pleaſe you car, 

Wilt pleaſe your highneſle feed ? 

Tem.Why haſt thon Naine thine onely Daughter thus? 

Tit. Not 1, tv:as (hiron, and Demetrius. 

They raviſht her,and cut away her tongue, 

And they, twas they, that did her all this wrorg. 

Satxr. Goefetch-them hitherto us preſently. 

Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that Pye, 

W hereof their Mother dantily hath fed, 

Eating the fleſh that ſhe herſeife hath bred. _ 

Tis true, tis true, witneſle my knives ſharpe point. 

He ſtabs the Emvpreſſe. 

Satz. Dye franticke wretch,for this accuried deed. 

Inc. Can the Sonnes eye, behold his Father bleed? 
Theres meede for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

CMWar. You ſad fac'd men,people and Sonnes of Rome, 
By uprorceſever'd like a flight of Fowle, 

Scattred by windes and high tempeſtuoas gacſts : 

Oh let me teach you how, to knitagaine 

This ſcattred Corne, into one mutuall ſheafec, 

Theſe broken limbs againe into one body. - 

Goth, Let Rome herſelfe be baneunto herſcife, 

And ſhe whom mighty kingdomes curſie to, 

Like a forlorne and deſperate caſtaway, 

| Doe ſhamefull execution on her ſelfe. 

\ But if wy froſty ſignes and chaps of age, 

Grave witneſſes of true experience, 

Cannot induce you toattend my words, 

| Speake Romes deere friend, as'erſt our Anceſter, 
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When with his ſolemne tongue he did diſcourſe 
Tolove-ſicke Didoes ſad'attending care, 
The ſtory of that balefull burning night, 
When ſubtill Greekes ſurpriz'd King Priams Troy : 
Tell us what Sox hath bewicht our cares, 

Or who hath brought the farall engine in, 

That gives our Troy, our Rome the civill wound. 
My heart is not compa of flint nor ſtecle, 

Nor can I utter all our bitter griefe, 

But floods ofteares will drowne my Oratory, 

And breake my very vttranice, even in the time 

W hen it ſhould move youtoattend me moſt, 
Lending your kind hand Commiſeration, 

Heere isa Capraine, let him tell the tale. 

Your hearts will throb and weepe to heare him ſpeake. 

Lac. This Noble Auditory, be it knowne to you, 

That curſed Chiron and Demetrius 

Werethey thit murdred our Emperours Brother, 
And they it were that raviſhed our Siſter, 

For heir fell faults our Brothers were behcaded, | 
Our tathers tearesdeſpi(*d, ard baſely couten'd, 


| Of that true hand that fought Romes quarrell cur, 


And lent her enemies unto the grave. 

Laſtly, my {elfe unkindly baniſhed, 

T he gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weepingout, 
To beg reliefe among Romes Enemies, 
Whodrown'd their enmity in my true teares, 
And op'd their armes to imbrace me as a Friend : 
AndI am turned forth, be it knowneto you, 
That, have preſerv'd her well fare in my blood, 
And from her boſome tooke the Enemies point, 
Sheathing the ſtceele in my adventrous body. 

Alas you know,I am no Vaunter I, 

My {cars can witnefſe, dumbe although they arc, 
That my report is juſt and full of truth : 

Bur ſolt, me thirkes I doe digrefſe toomuch, 
Cyting my worthleſle praiſe ; Oh pardon me, 
For when no friendsare by, men praiſe themſelves. 

Marc. Now is my turne to ſpeake : Behold this Child, 

Of this was T amora delivered, 

The iflve of an Irreligious Moore, 

Chicte Archite& and plotter of theſe woes, 
The Villaine isalive in T#t#5 houſe, 

And as he is, to witneſle this is true. 

Now judge what courſe had Titws to revenge 
Theſe wrongs, unſpeakeable paſt patience, 

Or more then any living man could bcarc. 
Now you have heard the truth, whatſay you Romancs? 
Have wedone oughtamifſe? ſhew ys wherein, 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poore remainder of Andronicus, 

Will hand in hand all headlong caſt ns downe, 
And on the ragged ſtones beat forth our braines, 
And make a mutugll claſure of our houſe ; 
Speake Romanes ſpeake, and if you ſay we ſball, 
Loe hand in hand, Laces and I will fall. 

Emills. Come come,thoureverent man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, 
Lusins our Emperour : for well I know, 

The common voyce doe cry it ſhall be ſo. 
Mar. Lacias, all haile Romes Royall Emperour, 
Goe, goe into old Tits ſorrowfull houſe, 
And hither hale that misbelieving Aoere, 
To be adjadg'd ſome direfull{laughtering death, 


| As puniſhment for his moſt wickedlife. 


Lucius all haile to Romes gracious Governour- _ 
WIS 
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7 Lac. Thankes gentle Romans, may T governe ſo, 
To heale Romes harmes, and vipe away her woe. 
But gentle people, give me aymea-while, 

For Nature puts me to a heavy taske : 

Stand ali aloofe, but Vnekle draw you necre, 

Toſhed obſequious teares upon this Trunke : 
Ohtakethis warme kifſe on they pale cold lips, 
Theſe forrowfull drops upon thy bloud-ſlaine faccy 
The laſt true Dutzes of thy Noble Sonne. 

Mar. A teare for teare, and loving kiſfe forkille, 
Thy brother Marc tenders onthy Lips : 

O were the ſumme of thele that ] thould pay 
Countleſle, and infinit yet would I pay them. 

Luc. Come hither Boy, come, come, and learne of us 
To melt in ſhowres : thy Grandfire lov'd thee well : 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee : 

Sung thee afleepe, his Loving Breſt, thy Pillow : 
Many a matter hath he told tothee, 

Meete, and agreeing with thine Infaney : 

| Inthat reſpe& then, like a loving Childe, 

Shed yer ſome ſmall drops from thy tender Spring. 
Becauſe kinde Nature doth requireitſo : 

Friends ſhould aſſociate Friends, in Griefe and Woe 
Bid him farwell, commit him to the Grave, 

Doe him that kindnefle, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O Grandfire; Grandfire : even with all my heart 
Would I weare Dead, fo you did Live againe. 
OLord, I cannot ſpeake to him for weepiag, 

My teares will choke me. if I ope my mouth. 


KRomanes. You (2d efndronics, have done with woes, 
Giveſemence on this execrable Wretch, 
That hath beene breeder of theſe dire events, 
Lac, Set him breſtdeepe in earth, and famiſh him : - 
There let him ſtand, and rave,and cry for foode : 
If any one releeves, or pittics him, 
For the offence, he dyes. This isour doome : 
Some {tay, to fee him faſtned in the earth. 
Aaros.O why ſhould wrath be mute,and fury dumbe? 
Iam no Baby I, that with baſe Prayers 
I thould repcne the Evils1 have done. 
Tenthoufand worſe, then ever yet 1 did, 
WouldT performe jf I might have my will : 
If one good Deed in all my lite I did, 
I doe repent it from my very Soule, 
Luci, Some loving Friends convey the Emperor hence, 
And give him burjall in his fathers grave, 
My Father, aud Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 
Be cloted in our Houtholds Monument : 
As for rhat heynous Tyger Tamora, 
No funerall Rite, nor man in mournfull Weeds: 


| No mournfull Bell ſhall ring her Buriall : 


But throw her forth to Beatt and Birds of prey : 

Her life was Beaſt-like, and devoid of pitry, 

Andbeing fo, ſhall have like want of pitty. 

See Iuſtice done on eFaron that damn'd Moore, 

For whom, our heavy happee had their beginning x 
Then afterwards, to Order well the State, 

That like Events, may ne're it Ruivate. Exenupt grmnes- 
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Enter Sampſon and Gregory, with Swords and Bucklers, 
of the Honſe of Capulet. 
Sampſon. ' 

Regory: A my word we'll not carry coales. 


Y G ©] Greg. No, for then we ſhould be Colliars. 
Ra S471 meane, if we be incholler, we'll draw. 
ESEES Greg. 1, while you live, draw your necke out 
o'th Collar. 

Samp. I ſtrike quickly, being mov'd. : 

Greg. Burt thou art not quickly mov'd to ſtrike. 

Samp. A dog of the houſe of M{ountague, moves me. 

Greg. To movc,is to ſtir: and to be valiant, is to ſtand: 
Therefore, if thou art moy'd, thourunſt away. 

Samp. A dogge of that houſe ſhall move me to ſtand, 
I willtake the wallof any Man or Maid of fowntagues. 

Greg. That ſhewes thee weake ſlave, for the weakeſt 
goes tothe wall. - ; 

Samp. True, and therefore women being the weaker 
Veſlelis,are ever thruſt tothe wall: therefore I will puſh 
AMomntagues mentrom the wall, and thruſt his.Maides to 
the wall. (their men. 


- 
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T have fought with the men, I will be civil with the | 
Maids, and cut off their heads. 
Greg. The heads of the Maids ? 


Greg. The Quarrell is betweene our Maſters, and us | 
Samy. Tis all one, I will ſhew my ſelfe atyrant: when | 
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Samp. 1,the heads of the maids,or their maiden-heads, 
Take ic in what ſence thou wilt. 

Greg. They multtake it in ſence, that feele it. 

Samp. Mcthey ſhall fecte white & am able to ſtand : 
| And tis knowneTI amapretty peece of fleſh. 

Greg. Tis well thou art not Fiſh : if thou had'ſt, thou 
had'{t becne poore Tohn.Dravy thy Toole, here comes of 
the Houſe of the CMonntagnes. | 
' Enter two other Servingmen. 
| Sam Mynaked weapon is out:quarrel,l wil backe thee 

Gre. How ? Turnethy backe; and run. 

Sam. Pearce me not. | 

Greg. No marry :I fearethee. 

Samp. Let us takethe Law of our ſides:let them begin 

Gr.I wil frown asT paſſe by,& let the take it as they liſt 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my Thumbeat them 
which isa diſgracete them, if they beare it. 

Abra. Dot youbite your Thambe at vs fir? 

Sam. I doc bite my Thumbe, fir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your Thumbe at us ſir ? 


| 


| | Saws. Is the Law of our fide, if IſayI? Gre. No 


canal 
—— ——_ 


Samp.No ir, Irdoe not bite my Thambe at you fic : but 
I bite my Thumbe fir, 
Greg. Doe you quarrell ſir ? 
Abra, Quarrell fir ? no ſir. (as you 
Sam.If you doe fir, Tam for you,l ſerve,as good aman 
Abra. Nobetter ? Sam. Wellſir, 
Enter Benvolio. 
Gre.Say better:here comes one of my maſters kinſnen 
Sam. Yes,better. 
' Abra. You _ : 
Semp, Draw if you be men. Gregory, remember thy 
waſhing blow ny They fight, 
Ben. Part Fooles put up your Swords, you know not 


what you does 
Enter Tibalt. | 
Tyba. Whatart thou drawne, among theſe heartleſſe 
Hindes ? Turne thee Benvolio, looke upon thy death. 
Ben, -I doe but keepe the peace, put up thy Sword, 
Or manage it to part theſe men with me. 
Tyb. What draw, and talke of peace ? I hate theword 
AsI hate hell, all Monntagnes, and thee : 
Have at the Coward. Fight. 
Emter three or fore Citizens with Clubs, 
Ofjc. Clubs, Bils, and Partiſons, ſtrike, beat them down 
Downe withthe Copulcrs, downe with the CMonnraguer. 
Enter old Capalet in his Gown, and bu Wife, 
(ap. What noiſe is this? Give me my long Sword ho. 
Wife. A crutch, a crutch : why call you for a Sword ? 
Cap. My Sword I ſay : Old 2fonntague is come, 
And flouriſhes his Blade in ſpight of me. 
Emer old ountague, and bis wife. 
Afoun. Thou villaine Capwler. Hold me not,let me got. 
2.#ife. Thou ſhalrnot ſtirre a foote to ſeekea Foe. 
Enter Prince Eskales; with his Traine- 
Prin, Rebellious Subjects, Enemies to peace, 
_—_ of this Neighbor-ſtained Steele, 
Will they not heare? What hoe, you Men, you Bcaſts, 
That quench the fire of your pernitious Rage, 
With purple Fountaines iſſuing from your Veines: 
On paine of Torture, from theſe bloody hands 
Throw your miſtemper'd Weapons to the ground, 
.And heare the Sentence of your moved Prince. 
Three ciVill Broyles, bred of an Ayery word, 
By thee old Capuler and CMonntague, 
Have thrice difturb'd the quict of our ſtreets, 
And make Yerena's ancient Citizens 
Caſt by their Grave beſeeming Ornament, 
To wicld old Partizans, in hands ag old, 


| 
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Cankred with peace, to part your Cankred hate, 
{fever you diſturbe our ſtreets againe, 
Your lives ſhall pay the forfeir of the peace. 
For this time all the reſt depart away : 
You Capslet ſhall goe along with me, 
And Meuntague come you this afrernoone, 
To know our Fathers pleaſure in this caſe : 
Toold Free-rowne, our com non judgement place : . 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart- 
Mown. Who ſet this ancient quarrelinew abroach ? 
Speake Nephew, were you by, when it began? 
Ben. Heere were the ſcrvants of your adverſary, 
And yours cloſe fighting ere I did approach, 
Idrew topartthem, in the inſtant came . 
The fiery Tiba/t, with his ſword prepar'd, 
Which as he breath'd defiance to my eares, 
Heſwong abour his head, and cut the windes, 
Whonothing hurt « irhall, hiſt him 1n ſcorne. 
While we were cnterchanging thruſts and blowes, 
Came more and more, and tought on part and part, 
1 Tillthe Prince came, who parted either part. 
Fife, O where is Romee, faw you lim to day ? 
Right gladam 1, be was not at thus fray. 
Ben. Madan, an houre betore the werſhipt Sun 
Peer'd forth che golden window ol the Ealt; 
A troubled mind drave me to waike abroad, 
Where underneath the grove of Sycamour, 
That Weſt-ward rootech from this City fide ; 
Soearely walking d1d L fee your Sonne; 
Towards him I made, but he was ware of me, 
And ſtole into the covert of the wood, 
Imeaſuring his affections by my oWne, wi52A 
Which then moſt fougbr,where moſt iaightnot be found 
Bcing one too many by my weary felfe, 
Perſued my honour, not periuing kis- 
And gladly ſhunn'd, who gladly ficd from me. 
Nour. Many a morning hath he there beent ſeene, 
| With teares augmemcing the treſh mornings deaw, - 
Adding to clondes, more cloudes with his deepe fighes, 
But all fo foone as the all-cheering Sunne, 
| Should in the fartheſt Eaſt begin to draw 
The ſhady Curtaines from eAwroras bed, 
Away from light ſtcales home my heavy Sonne, 
And private in his Chamber pennes hiuoſeltfe, 
Shuts up his windowes, lockes faire day-light out, 
And makes limſclfe an artificiall night : 
Blacke and portentous mult this humour prove, 
Vnlefle good counſell may the cauſe remove. . 
Ben. My Ngble Vncle doe you know the cauſe ? 
Momn. I neither know it, nor can learne of him. 
Ben. Have you importun'd him by any meanes ? 
Mown. Both by my ſelfe and many other Fricnds, 
| But he his 0:vne affections counteller, | 
Isto himſcltc (I will not ſay how true) 
Butro himicife ſo ſecret and ſo cloſe, 
So farre from ſounding and diſcovery, 
Asis the bud bit with an envious worme,: 
Ere he can ſpread his ſweet leaves tothe ayre, 
| Ordedicatc his beauty tothe ſame. LE 
Could we butlearne from whence his ſorrowes grow, 
We would as willingly give cure, as know, 
Enter Romeo. : 
Bex. See where he comes, {o pleaſe you ſtep aſide, 
Ile know his greevance,or be much denide, 
| own. I would thou wert ſo happy by thy ſtay, 
To heare true ſhrift. Come Madam lct's away, Exennt. 


: 


Exeunt. 


Ben. Good morrow Couſin: 
Rom, Is the day ſo young ? 
Bev. But new ſtrookenine. 
Rom. Aye me, ſad houres ſeeme long : 
Wasthat my Father that went hence ſotaſt ? 


Ben. Inlove, 2 


Rom. Out, 

Ben, Of love. | 

| Low, Outofher favour whereI amin love. 

| Bes. Alasthar love ſo gentle in his view, 

Should be ſo tyrannous and rough in proofe. 

Rom, Alas that love, whoſe view is muffled till, 
Should withour eyes, ſee path-wayes to his will : 
W here ſhall we dine? O me ; what fray was heere ? 
Yet tcll me not; for I have heard it all : | | 
Heres much to doe with hate, but more with love; 
Why then; O brawling love, O loving hate, 

O any thing, of nothing firſt creates 
O heavy lightneſle, ſerious vanity, 
Miſhapen Chaos of welſceming formes, 

Feather of lead, bright ſmoake, cold fire, ſicke health, 

Still-waking ſlcepe, that is not what iris; 
This love feele I, that feelenolove in this. 
Doe(t thou nor laugh? Se 

Ben, NoCoze, I rather weepe. 

Rom. Good hea:t, at what ? | 

Ben, Atthy good hearts oppreſſion. 

Rom. Why ſuch is lovestranſgrefſion. 

Gricfes of mine owne lye heavy in my breaſt, 

W hich thou wilt propagate to have it preaſt 

With more of thine, this love that thou haſt ſhowne, 

Doth adde more griefe, to too much of mine owne. 

Love, isa {moake made with the fume of fighes, 

Being purg'd, a fire {parkling'in Loverseyes, 

| Being vexr, a Sca nouriſht with loving teares, 

W bat is it cKe ? amadncfle, molt diſcreet, 

A choking gall, anda preterving feet ; 

Farewell my Tozes, 

Zen. Soft 1 will gocalong. - 

And if you leave me ſo, you doe me wrong. 
Rom. Tut I have lo(t my ſclfe, I am not here, 

This is not Romeo, he's ſome other where. 

Ben. Teil me in {adnefle, who isthat you love? 
Rom. W hat ſhall I groneand tell thee ? 

Ben. Grone, why no : but ſadlyreil me who. 

Rem. A icke man in good (adnefle makes his will : 

O, word ill urz'd to one that is ſo ill ; 

In fadneſſe Cozin, I doelovea woman. | 
Bev. Iaym'd fo neare, when I ſuppos'd you lov'd. 
Kom. Aright good marke man, and ſhes faire T love, 
Ben, A right faire marke, faire Coze, is fooneſt hit. 
Rem. Well in that bir you miſſe, ſheell not be hit 

With Cupids arrow, ſhe hath Dzazs wit - 

. And in ſtrong proofe of chaſtity well arm'd ; 

Fromyloves weake childl{h Boy, ſhe lives uncharm'd, 

She will not tay the fiege of loving tearmes 

Nor bid th'incounter of affailing Jes: 

Nor ope her lap to Saint-ſeucing Gald : 

O ſhe 15 rich in beauty, onely poore, 

That when ſhe dyes, with beauty dyes her ſtore, __. 
Ben.Then ſhe hath ſworne, that ſhe wili ſtill live chaſt > 
Rom. Shc hath, and in that ſparing makes huge waſt ? 

For beauty ſtery'd with her ſeverity, 


—_— 
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Cuts beauty off fromall polterity. _ 


_—_—— 


Bex. It was: what ſadnefſelengthens Romeos houres ? | 
Ko. Not baving thar,which having,makes them ſhort | 
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The Tragedy of Romeoand 'Tuliet. | 


She is too faire, too wiſe wilcly too faire, 
To mecrit blifſe by making me diſpaire : 
She hath forſworne to love, and inchat vow 
Doel live dead, that live to teil it now. 
Bens. Be ruld by me, forget to thinke of her. 
Rom. O teach me how I ſhould forget to thinkt. 
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes, 
Examine other beauties. (more, 
Roms. Tis the way tocall hers (exquiſit) in queſtion 
Theſe happy maskes thar kiſle faire Ladies browes, 
Being blaeke,purtsus in mind they hide the faire ; 
Hethat is ſtrooken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treaſure of his eyc-ſight loſt : 
Shew mea Miſtreſle that is paſling faire: 
W hat doth her beauty ſerve but as a note, 
WhereT may rcade who pattthat paſling faire, 
Farewell thou carſt not teach me to forget. 
Ben. Ile pay thatdodtrine,or elſe dye in debt, £xemnt. 
Emer Capulct, (ounty Paris, and the Clowne. 
Capn. Monntagne is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike, and tis not hard I thinke, 
For men ſo old as we, to keepe the peace. 
| Par. Of honourable reckmng are you both, 
And pitty tis you liv'd at odsfolong : 
But now my Lord, what ſay you to my ſute ? 
Capr. But ſaying ore what I have ſaid before, 
My Child is yer a ſtranger in the world,: | 
Shee hath not ſcene the change of fourteene yeetes, 
Let twomore Summers witherin their pride, 
Ere we may thinks herripe to be a Bride, 
Par. Younger then ſhe,are happy mothers made. 
Caps. And too ſoone mar'd are thoſe ſo carly made : 
Earthup hath ſwallowed ali my hopes but ſhe, 
She is the hopefull Lady of my earth; 
But wooe her gentle Pars, get her heart, 
My will ro her conſent, isbut a part, 
And ſhe agrce, within her ſcope of choile, 
Lyes my conſent, and faire according voyce : 
This night I hold an old accuſtom'd feaſt, 
Wheretol have invited many a Gueſt, 
Such as I love, and you among the ſtore, 
One more, molt welcome makes my number more : 
1 At my poore houſe, looke to behold this night, 
Earth-treading ſtarres, that make darke heaven light, - 
Such comfort asdoeluſty young men fcele, 
When well apparrel d Aprill on the heele 
Oflimping Winter treads, eaen ſuch delight 
Among freſh Female buds ſhall you this night 
Inherirat my houlc : heareall, ail ſee : 
And like ker moſt, whoſe merit molt ſhall be : 
W hich one more view, of many, mine being one, 
My ſtand in number, though in reckning none. 
Come, goe with me : goe firrahtrudge abour, 
Through faire Verona, find thole pertons out, 
} Whoſe names are written there, and to them ſay, 
My houſe and welcome, ontheir pleaſure ſtay, Exie. 
Ser. Findthem out whole names are written. Heert it 
is written, that the Shoo-maker ſhould meddle with his 
| Yard, and the Tayler with his Laſt, the Fiſher with his 
Penfill, and the Painter with his Nets. But I am ſent to 
find thoſeperſons whoſe nemesare writ, and can inerer 
find what names the writting perſon hath here writ (1 
muſt to the learned) in good time. 
b-5 Emer Benvolio, and Romeo. 
Ben. Tut man, one fireburnes out anothers burning, 
One paine is leſned by anothers anguiſh : 


| 
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\ Turne giddy, and be holpeby backward turning : 
One deſparate griefe, cures with anothers languiſh : 
Take thou ſome new infection to the eye, 

And therankepoyſon of the old will dye. 
| Rom. Your Plantan leafe 1s excellent for that, 
Ben. For what I pray thee ? 
Roms, For your broken ſhin. 
Ben, Why Romeoart thou mad? | 
Rom, Not mad, but bound morethen a mad man is: 
Shut up in priſon, kept without my foode, | 
W hipt and tormented : and Godden goad fellow. 
Ser. Godgigoden,l1 pray fir can you read ? 
Rom. 1 mine owne fortune in my milery. 
Ser, Perhaps you bavelearn'd it without booke : 

BurI pray can you read any thing you ſee? 

Roms. T,1f I know the Letters and the Language. 
Ser. Yeſay haneſtly, reſt you merry. 
Kom. Stay fellow, I can read. 

Hereades the Letters 

& Ergnenr Martino, and his wife and daughter : County An. | 

ſelme and hu beautioas ſifters: the Lady widdow of Virs- 
vio, Sergnenr Placentio,and his lovely Neeces : Mercatio and 
his brother Valentine, mine uncle Capulet his wife and daugh- 
ters : my faire Neece Roſaline, Livia, Seiguen» Valentio, and 
his Coſen Tybalt: Lauceo and thelively Helena. 

A taire aflembly, whither ſhou!d they come? 

Ser. Vp. | 
Rom. hither ? toſupper ? 
Ser. To our houſe. 
Rom. W hoſe houſe ? 
Ser. My Mailers, 
Rem. Inidecd 1 ſhould have askt you that before. ' 
Ser. Now ile tell you without asking. My waſter 15 
 thegreat rich Capwler, andif you be not of the houl* of 
ounteguesT pray come and cruſh a cup of wine. Reſt 
YOU INCITY« Extts 
Ben. Acthis ſameancient Feaſt of Cupalets, 
Stps the taire Roſalixe, whom thou'ſo lovelt : 
Wichall :headmired Beauties of Verona, 
Goe thuther and with unattainted eye, 
Compare her face with ſome that I ſhall ſhow, 
And I will makethee thinke thy Swana Crow. 
Rom. Whenthe devourtreligion of mine eyc 

| Mairtaines ſuch falfhood, then turne teares to fire : 

And theſe who often drown'd could never dye, 
Tranſparent Heretiques be burnt forliers. 
One fat:er then my love !theall-ſeeing Sun 
Nere ſaw her match, fince firſt the world begun. 

Ben. Tut Tut, you ſaw her faire, none ele being by, 
Herſelfe poyl{'d with herſelfe incither eye : 

But inthac Chriſtall ſcales, lettherebe waid, 

YourLadies love againſt ſome other Maid 

Thar 1 will ſhow you, ſhining at this Feaſt, 

And ſhele ſhew ſcant, well, that now ſhewes beſt. 

Roms. Ile goe along, no ({uch ſight to be ſhowne, 
But to rejoycein ſplendor of mine owne. 
Enter Capulets Wife and NN. nr/e. 
wife. Nurle wher's my daughter? call her forth to me. 
N#/e. Now by my Maidenhead, at twelve yeare old 
I bad her come, what Lamb: what Ladi-bird ,God forbid, 
W here's this Girle ? what /whiet ? 
Enter [uliet. 
Intiet. Aow now, who calls ? 
Nur. Your Mother. 
Inuliet. Madam Tam heere, what is your will ? 


Wife.This isthe matter : Nurſe give leave a —_— 
my 
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muſt ralke in ſecret.Nurſe come backe againe,] havere- | Readorethe valumeof young Poricfiices 
embred me, thou'te heare our councell. Thou knowelt | And find delight, writthere with Beautics p63: 


daughrer's of a prety age. | Examingevery {everaliliniament, 

ot 4 Faith ton tell ber age unto-an houre. _ And ſee how ehe another lends content: 

Wife, Shees not fourteene. - And what obſcur'd in this faire yolumelies, 

N »rſe. Ile lay foureteene of my teeth , Find written in the Margent, of hiseyes, ; 
And yet to my teeth ber ſpoken, This pecigus Booke of Love, this unbound Loyer, 
| have but foure, ſhees not fourteene, | To Beavtific him;onely lacks a Cover«. : | 
How long is itnow to Lammas tide? The fiſh lives.in, the-Sca,and'tis ach pride 

. Wife. A fortnightand odde dayes, | For faire without, the fairewithinto hide: // 


Nwurſe, Euen or odde, of all daies inthe yeare come | That Booke in manieseyesdoth ſhars the glory; 

Lewras Eue at night ſhall ſhe be fourtcene- Su/42 and ſhe, | That in Gold claſpes, Lockesin the Golden ſtorie-; 

God reit all Chriltian ſoules, were of an age. Well Sy/a» | So ſhall you ſhare all that he doth paſkfle, 

is with God, ſhe was roo good for me. But as Laid on | By having him, making your ſelfe poleſſe.. |... . 

Lammas Eue at night ſhall ſhe be fourteene, that ſhall ſhe Nwſe. No leſſe,nay bigger :women grow by men. 

marie] remembec it well. Tis ſince the Earth-quake now Ola Ls. Speake brigfly,can youlike of Jars love: + 

eleven yeares, and ſhe was wean'd [ never ſhall forget it, Ink. lic looke tolike,it looking liking move, . 

ofallthe daics of the yeare, upon that day; for I had then | But namoredeepe will Il endart mine eye, «>. 

lid Worme-wood to my Dug fitting inthe Sunne under | Then your conſent gives ſtrengthto make it fiye; 

the Dove-houſe wall, my Lord and you were thewat | | - - Emer aServing man. | 

| Martus, nay I doe beare a braine. But as I ſaid, when t Fer, Madam,the gueſts are come,ſupper ſeru'd up, you 

ddtaſtthe Worme-wood on the niple of my Dugge, | cal'd,my young Lady askt for,the:Nurle aurſt jn the Pane 

and felt it bitter, pretry foole, to ſec it teacbie, and fail out | tery,and every thingin extremiric:I malt-hence ro ” i,] 
41/1 Xt, 
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iviththe Dugge, Shake quoth the Dove-houſe,'t was no | beleech you follow ftraight. legit 5 | 
neede I trow to bid mee trudge : and (incethattime 1t 18 CHo. We fellow thee, [uliet, the Countic ajes- 
eleven yearcs, for then. ſhe could ſtand alone, nay b1 th Norſe. Goe Girle,ſecke happic nightsta happie daies- 
raode ſhe couid have runne,and wadled all abour:tur even SOT PT  - Exemnt, | 
the day before ſhe broke her brow, and then my Husbaud Enter Romeo, Mercutio,Bennotia,with fue or fixe 
God be with his ſoule, a was a merrie-man, tookeup the other Markers, T orch-bearers, 
Child, yea quoth hee,doeſt thou fall uponthy face? thou | Rom! What ſhall this ſpeech be ſpoke for our excuſe? | 
wilt fall backeward when thou haſt more wit, wilt thou | Or ſhall we on without Apologie? ;;/ > | 
not wer? And by my holy-daw, the pretty wretchlefie 5 Ben, Thedate isout of ſuch pralixitie, | | 
crying,and ſaid 1: to ſee now how a Teft ſhall come about. | Weele have no Cupid, hood winkt with a $karfe, 
Iwarrant,& [ ſhall live a thouſand yeares, I never ſhould | Beating a Tartars painted Bow of lath, 
forget t ; wilt thou not {let quoth herand pretty foole it | Skaring the Ladies like a Craw-keeper. 
ſtinted,and faid I. But letthem meaſure us by what they will, 
- 0 La. Inough of this I pray the hold thy peace- Weele meaſure them a meaſure, and be gone. 
Nurſe, Yes Madam, yet I cannot chuſe but laugh, to | Row, Give me a Torch, amnor for this ambling. 
thinke it ſhould leave crying, & ſay I : and yet 1 warrant | Being but heavy I will beare the light, 
it hadupon it brow, a bumpe as big as a young Cockrels Aer. Nay gentle Romeo,we muſt have you dance, | 
one? A perilous knock and it cryed bitterly, Yea quoth Row. Not I beleeve me,you bave dancing ſhooes 
my busband, fall'ſt vpon thy face, thou wilt fallback» | With nuwble ſoles, Thave a ſole of Lead 
| ward when thou commeſt to age : wilt thou riot #4 It | So ſtakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 
ſtinted:and ſaid I. Mer. Youarca Lover,borrow Cupids wings, | 
Inle. And (tintthoutoo I pray the Narſe,lay I. And foare with them above a commoa bound. | 
Nr. PcaceI have done :God marke thee to his grace | Rom. Iam too {ore impearced with his ſhaft, 
thou was the pretieſt Babe that erc I nurſt, and I might | To ſoare with his lighe feathers,and to bond : 
live to fee thee maried once,T have my wiſh. I cannot bound a pitch aboye dull woe, | 


—_—_— 


Old La. Marry that ovarry is the very theame Vnder loves heavy burthen doeT ſinke, 
lcameto talke of,tell me daughter /x/er, Hors. And to ſinkein it ſhould you burthen love, 
| How ftands your diſpoſition to be Married? Too great oppreſſion for a tender thing, 


Jeli. It is ant houre that I dreame not of. | Rom. Islovea tenderthing? itistoo rough, 
; Nur. An houre,were not I thine onely Norſe, I would | Too rude,teo boylterous,and ir pricks li. e thorne. 


aythou had(t ſuckt wiſedome from thy teat. |  » Mer. Iflove be rough with you, be rough.with love, 
Ol Li. Weilthinke of marriagenow,younger thenyou | Pricke love for pricking,and you beate lovedOwne, 
 Heare in Yarone, Ladies of eſtceme, | | Give me a Caſe to put my vilage in, 
Are made already Mothers. By my count, A Viſor for a Viſor,what care [ 


Iwasyour Mother,wuch upon theſe yeares What curious eye doth quote deformities : | 
That you arc now a maide,thus then in briefe: Here are the Beetle-browes ſhall bluſh for me, 
The valiant Pars ſeckes you for his love. | Ben. Comeknocke andenter,and no ſoonerin, 


Nurſe, A man young Lady, Lady, ſuchaman asall | Bur every man betake him to hislegs. | 
the world. Why hce'sa man of waxe. | Rom. A Torch for meet wantons lightofheart 


Memon 


O14 La. Veronas Summer hathnot ſucha flower. | Tickle the ſencelefle ruſhes with their heeles : 
| MNarſe, Nay hee's a flower,infaith a very flower. - | For Iam proverb'd with a Grandfier Phraſe, 
| _ Did Ly: Whatlay you. can youlove the Gentleman? | lie be a Candle-hofder and looke on, 
| This night you ſhall behold him at our Feaſt, | The game was nereſo ALA Iam done. 35 gs ? 
; . ; : | EE CSIED. 4 = Lib ef, 1 


PO"4 


ts. 


T The Tragedyof Romeo and Fulitt. 


{ fer. Tut,dunsthe Mouſe,the Conſtables owfie word, 
1 If thou art dun,weele draw thee from the mire. 

] Or ſave your reverence love, wherein thoy ſtickeſt 
Vp tothe cares, come'we burneday-light ho. * - 
Rom. Nay-thatsnot fo. i {6 CBIRIHE 
1 Aer. I meanefir]; delay, © : v7 
] We waſtoue lights iwvaine, lights,lighrs,by day';-' 
| Take our good meaning,for ourTudgement fits '-/ - 

- | Five times in'thar &80nce in ouefine wits. 
| Rom, And wenkatiewellin going to this Maske, 
{ But'tisnogwvitzo gon: 7 2 7 
| Aer." Why may ofica SeP2i2'3. 7 7g 
Rom, 1 dreamprareame to might, 
"Mer. And {& id; ST. ? 246: 2734 : 
-RomsAVell whatwasyours?” 
Hm Thatdreamers often lje/tt- 
Rom, In beda {leepew 
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the Laſh"of lie; : 
Guat; not halfeſo bigge asa round little Worme, prickt 
from the Lazy<finget-of a woman. Her Chariot isan epry 
Haſelnut, madebythe-loyner Squirrell or old Grub, time 
out® mind;the FariesChoach-makers:and in this ſtate ſhe 
gallops night by night,through Louers braincs :and then 
they dreame of Lov&OnCountries-knees,that dreame on 
Curſics ſtrait: orxeEawiers fingers, who ſtrait dreame on 
Fees, ore Ladies lip$who/ſtraiton kifles dreame, which 
oft the angry Mab»with bliſters plagues, becauſe theif 
{ breath with Swege meats taintedare; Sometime-ſhe- gal+ 
lops orea Courtiersnoſe,and then :cames he of fihelling 
out a Hilte:zaid ſometime comes ſhe with a Tith þigs tale, 
tickling aParſons noſe ashe lies aſleepe,then he dreams of 
another:Benefice. Sometime ſhe driveth orea Sonldiers 
{ neckegandithen dreames he of cutting Forraine throats,of 
1 Breaches, Ambuſcados, Spaniſh Blades : Of Healths five 
Fadome deepe,and then anon drums in hiscares,at which 
1 heſtarts and wakes, and being thus frighted, ſwearesa 
{ prayer or two & ſleeps 2gaine: this is that very Mab that 
{ plats the manesof Horſes inthe night:and baks the Elf- 
{ locks in foule ſluttiſh baires, which once untangled, much 
| misfortune bodes. | | 
This is the hag, when Maides lie on their backs, 
1 That prefſesthem,and karnes them firſt to beare, 
Making them women of good carriage: 
1 This 1s ſhe | | 
; ce, Merentiopeace, 
ki'{bof nothing. 

] - CMer, Truel talke of dreames: | 
| Which are the children of an idle braine, 
|] Begot of nothing, but vaine phantafie, 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the ayre, 
And more incaonſtant thenthe wind, who wooes 
| Even now the frozen boſome of the North: 
] And being anger'd, puffesaway fromthence, 
{ Turning his ſide ro the dew dropping South, 

Ben. This wind youralke of blows vs from our ſelves, 
Supper is done and. we ſhall come too late. 

Rom, 1 feare too early, for my mind miſgives, 


4 Some conſequence yethanging in theſtarres, 


Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date | 
Withthis nights revels, andexpirethetcarme 
Of adeſpiſed life clo1'd in my breſt: 
By ſome vile forfeit of untimely death, 
But he that haththe ſtirrage of my courſe, 
Direct my ſute :'0n Jaſty Gentlemen, 

Ben. Strike Drum. | 

They march about the Stage, and Serntingmen come forth 
with their napkin. roy 

. Enter Servant. | 

Ser, Where's Porpar, that he helps not to take away? 
Heſhift a Trencher? he ſcrape a Trencher. 

'T. When good manners,ſhall lye in one or two mens 
hands, and they unwaſht too,'tis a foule thing, 

Ser, Away with the loynſtooles, remove the Conrt. 


| cubbord, looke to the plate: goed thou, ſave me a peice 


of Marchpane,andas thouloveſt me, let the Porter let in 
Suſan Grimdftone, and Nell, Anthonie and Potpan. 


© «I Boy ready. 


Ser. Youare lookt for,and cal'd for,askt for,and ought 
for, in the great Chamber. 
I, 'Wecannot be here and there too,chearly Boys, 
Be briske a while, and the longer liver take all. 
Exennt, 
Enter alt the Gueſts und Gentlewomen to the 
Makers. 
I. Capr. Welcome Gentlemen, 
Ladies that have their toes 
Vnplagu'd with Cornes,will walke about with yon: 
Ah me Miſtrefles, which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? She that makes dainty, 
She Ile ſweare hath'Cornes: am I come neare ye now? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I have ſeene the day 
That I have worne a Viſor, and could tell 
A whiſpering tale ina faire Ladiescare; 


* Suchas would pleaie: *tis gone, tis gone, 'tis gone, 


Youare welcome Gentlemen, come Muſitians play: 
AMnſicke plaics: and the dance, 
A Hall,lall, give roome, and footeit Girles, 
Morelight ye knaves, and turne the Tables up: 
And quench the fire, the Roome is growne too hot. 
Ah ſfirrah,thisunlookt for ſport comes well : 
Nay fit,nay fit, good Cozin Capuler, 
For you and I are paſt our daunting dayes : 
Bow long 'iſt now fince laſt your ſelte and [ 
Were in a Maske 
2, Caps, Bcrlady thirty yeares. 
I. Caps. What man: 'tis not ſo much,'tis not ſo much, 
'Tis ſince the Nupriall of Laceniio, 
Come Penticoſt as quickly as it will, 
Some five and twenty yeares,and then we Maskt. 
2* Cap. *Tis more, *tis more, his Sonne is elder fir ; 
His Sonne isthirty. 
3+ Cap. Will youtell me that? 
His Sonne was bur a Ward two yeares agoc, 
Row, Wuhat Lady isthat which doth in rich the hand 
Of yonder Knight? 
Ser. I konw not fir» 
Row. O ſhedoth teach the Torches to burne bright: 
Her Beauty hangs upon the checke of night, 
Likea rich Iewelin-an Z£thiops care : 
Beauty too rich for uſe,for earth too deare: 
So ſhewes a Snowy Dove trooping with Crowes, 
As yonder Lady ore her fellowes ſhowes? 
The meaſure done. Ile watch her place of ſtand, 
And touching hers, make bleſſed my rude hand. 
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The Tragedy of Romeo and Juber. 


Did my heart love till now, forſweare it ſight, 
For I never ſaw true Beanty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voyce,ſhould be a Monnagee. 
| Fetch me my Rapier, Boy,what dares the ſlave 
Come hither coverd with an antique face, 
To ficere and ſcorne atour Solemnity? 
Now by the ſtocke and Honour of my kin. 
To ſtrike him dead I hold innot a fin, 

Cap. Why how now kinſman, 

Wherefore ſtorine you lo? 

Tib. Vncle this is a 2Lountague, our foe: 
A Villaine that is hither come 1n ſpight, 
Toſcorne at our Solemnity this night. 

Cap. Young Romeols? 

Ti. Tis he,that Villiat Romeo. : 

{«p. Content thee gentle Coz, let him alone, 
Abeares him like a portly Gentleman: 
And to ſay truth, Verona brags of him, 
Tobe a vertuous and well govern'd youth: 
Iwould not for the wealth of all the towne, 
Here in my houſe doe him diſparagement: 
Therefore be potient,take no note of him, 
It is my will, the which if thou reſpe&t, 
Shew afaire preſence,and put off theſe frownes, 
Anjll beſee:niog ſemblance fora Feaſt . 

Tib. It firs when ſuch a Villuine isa gueſt, 
Ilenct endure him. 

Cap, He i}ailbe endur'd. 
What goodmanboy,1I ſay he ſhall, goto, 
Am I the Maiiter here or you? goto, | 
Youle not endure him,God ſhall mend my ſoule, 
Youle makea Mutiny among the Gueſts: _ 
You will fet cocke a hoope,youle be the man? 

Tib. Why Vncle'tisa ſhame. 

Cap. Goto, go to. 
You are a ſawcy Boy, tis ſo indeed? 
This tricke may chance to ſcath you, know vyhat, 
You wuft contrary me,marry tis time. 
Wellſaid my hearts, you area princox,goe, 
 Bequiet.or more light, for ſhame, 
llemake you puict. W hat,chearely my hearts. 
| Tb. Patience perforce,with wiltull coler making, 
| Makes my fleſhrremble in their different greeting: 
| Twill withdraw, bur this incrution ſhall 
Now ſeeming ſweet, conuert to bitter gall. 

Rem, If I prophane with my vnworthieſt hand, 
Ttus holy ſhrine, the gentic fin1s this, 
My lips two bluſhing Pilgrims ready ſtand, _ 
Toſmooth that rough touch} with a tender kiſſe. 
| lat, Good Pitgrime, 
 Yowrdowrong your hand too much, 
| Which mannerly devotion ſhewes in this, | 
' For Saints have hands,that Pilgrimes hand,doe touch, 
| And palmeto palme, is holy Palmers kifle. 
Row. Have not Saints lips, and holy Palmerstoo? 
Ials. 1 Pilgrim,lips that they muſt ufe in prayer. 
| Rom, O thzn deare Saint lerlips do what hands doe, 
| | They pray(graunt thou)leaſt faith turne to difpaire. 
| Inli. Saints doe not move, _ | 
 Thaugh graunt for prayersſake. | | 
Pom. Then'move not while my prayers cffet doe take: 
Thus from my lips, by thine my ſin is purg'd. | 
| I1s6, Then have my lips the ſin that they have tooke, 
| Rom, Sin from my lips?O treſpaſſe ſweetly vrgd: 
| Give me my fin againe, 
Tali. You kiſſe by th'booke. 
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SET 


Of one Idan'it withall. 


Rom. Whatis her Mother, 
Nurſe, Marry Batcheler, 
Her Mother is the Lady of the houſe, 
And a good Lady,anda wiſe and Vertuous, 
I Nur'ſt her Danghter that you talke withall: 
Itell you, hethat canlay holdof her, 
Shall have the'chincke. X 
Rom, Is ſhea (apnler? 
O deareaccount! My life is my foes debt. 
Ben. Away, be gone,the ſport isattbe beſt. 
fow. I ſol teare,themore is my unreſt. 
Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone, 
We haveatrifling fooliſh Banquet towards: 


| Is it &'ne ſo? why then I thanke you all. 


I thanke you honeſt Gentlemen,good night: 
More Torches here come on,then let's to bed. 
Abſirra,by my faie it waxeslate, 
lle to my reſt. 
ali. Come hither Nurſe, 
W hat is yond Gemleman: | | 
Nur. The Sonne and Heire of old Tyberio. 
Juli, What's hethat now is going our of doore? 
Nr. Marry thatI thinke be young Perrnchio. | 
ul. W at's he that follows here that would not dance? 
Nar. I know nor. 
Tali. Goaske his name;ifhe be maried, 
My grave islike to be my wedding bed. 
Nur. His nameis Romeo,and a ountague, 


Exenn. 


\ The onely Sonne of our great Enemy. 


1u6. My onely Loveſprung from my onely hate, 
Too early ſeene,unknow,and knowne, too late, 
Prodigious birth of Love it is to me, 

That 1 muſt lovea loathed Enemy. 

 Nar, Whac's this?what's this? 

Tuts. Arime, I learnd even now 


One calls within, Inlet. 
Nr. Anon,anon: 
Come let's away, the ftraungers all are-gone. 
Exennt 
(horts; 
Now old deſire doth in hisdeath-bed lye, 
Andyoung aftetion gapes to be his Hire, 
T hat faire,for which Love grou'd for and would dye, 
With tender /a!jet matcht, is now not faire. 
Now Romeois beloved, and Loues againe, 
Alike bewitched by the charme of lookes: 
But to his foe ſuppos'd he muſt complaine, 
And ſhe ſteale Loves ſweet bait from fearefull hookes. 
Being held a foe,he may not have acceſſe 
To breath ſuch vowes, as Loyers uſe to ſweare; 
And ſheas nuchin Love,hcr mEanes much leſfle, 
To meete her new Beloved any where: . 
But pafſion lends themPower,tiine,meanesto meete, 
Temp'ting extremities with extreame ſweete. 
| Enter Romeo alone. - 
Row, Can I goe forward when my heart is here? 
Turne backe dill carth,and find my Centour out. 
. Enter Benuolio, with CMercatio. 
Ben, Remeo,my Cozen Romo, Romeo, 
Atre. He is wile, 
And on my life hath ſtolne him home to bed, _ 
Be. He ran\ this way,and leapt this Orchard wall, 
Call good Herentio + | 


| Nay,Lle conturetoo. 
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The Tragedy of Romeo and Fuliet. 


Mer, Romeo, Humours, Madman,P affion,Lover 5 
Appeare thon in the likeneſle of a fight, 
Speake but one time,and I am fatisfied: 


{ Cry me but ayme,Couply but Love and day, 


Speake to my goſhip Yer onefaire wor, + 
One Nickname-for her purblind Sonne and her, . 
Young Abraham Cupid he.that ſhot ſo true, 
When Kiug Copherna loy'd the begger Maid, 
He heareth not, he ſtirreth not,he moverth nor, 
The Ape isdead,and I mult coniure him, 
I coniure thee by Koſal5nes bright eyes, 
By her high forchead,2nd her Scarlet lip, : 
By her fine foote, Straight leg,aud Quivering thigh, 
And the Demeanes, that there Aatacent lie, 
That in thy likenefte chou appeare to us. ; 
Ben. And if he heare thee thou wilt anger bim- 
Aer. This cannot avger him, t'would anger him 
To raiſe a ſpirit in his Miſtreſle circle, 
Of ſome ſtrange nature, letting itthere ſtand 
Till ſhe had laid it, and conjur'd it downe, 
That were ſome ſpight. ES} FIT 
My invocation is faire and honeſt,and in his Miſtris name 
I conjure onely but to raiſe up him. 
Ben. Come, he hath hid himſelfe among theſe Trees 
To beconſorted with the Humerous nigat : 


Blind is his Love, and beſt befits the darke. 


Her. If Love beblind, Love cannot bit the marke, 
Now will he ſit under a Medler tree, : 
And wiſh his Miſtreſſe were chat kind of Fruite, 
As Maides call Medlers when they laugh alone, 
O Romeo that ſhe were, O that ſhe were 
An open, or thou a Poprin Peare, 
Romeo goodnight,Tle to my Truckle bed, 


| This Field-bed is too cold for meto ſicepe, 


Come ſhall we go? ; 
Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vaine to ſecke him here——— 

| That meanes n*t to be found. E xeunt. 
Rom, He icaſts at Scarres that never felt a wound, 

But ſoft,what light through yonder window breaks? 

It is the Eaſt,and ler is the Sunne, 

Ariſe faire Sun and kill the envious Moone, 


} Who is already ſickeand pale withgreite, 


That thou her Maid art far more fairethen ſhe: 
Be not her Maid fince ſhe isenvious, 
Her Veſtall livery is but ficke and greene, 
And none bur fooles do weare it,calt ir off: 
Itis my Lady,O it is my Love,O that ſhe knew ſhe were, 
| She ſpcakes, yet the ſaies nothing; what of that? 
Her cye diſcourſes, I will anſwere it; 
I amtoo bold 'tis not to me ſhe ſpeakes: 
-Twoof the faireſt ſtarres in allthe heaver, 
Hauing ſome buſineſſe doentreat her eyes, 
To twinckle in their Spheres till they returne. 
What if her eyes were there,they in her head, 
The brightnefle of her cheeke would ſhame thoſe ſtarres, 
As daylight doth a Lampe, her eye in heaven, 
Would through the ayrie Region {treame 1o bright, 
That Birds would fing and thinke it were not night: 
See how ſhe leanes ber checke upon her hand. 
OthatT werea Glove upon thar hand. 
That I might touchthat checke. 
Ink. Ay me. | 
' Rom. She ſpeakes. 
Oh ſpeake againe bright Angell,for thou art” 
* Asglorioustothis night being ore my head, 
As 15a winged meſſenger of . heaven 
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Vaoto the white upturned wondering eyes 
Of morrallsthat fall backe togaze on him, 
When he beſtrids the lazy pudting Clouds, 
And failes upon the boſome of the ayre. | 
Tuls. © Romeo, Romee,wherefore art thou Rowes? 
Deny thy Father and refuſe thy name: 
Or ifthou wiltnot,be but ſworne my Love, 
And Iieno longer be a Capnlet. 
Rom. Shall 1 here more, or ſhall I ſpeake atthig? 
1a, "Tis but thy name that is my Encmy : 
Thou art thy ſelfe, though not a AJonntague, 
W hat's CMonntaguet it 1s nor hand nor foote, 
Nor arme, nor face,O be ſome other name 
Belonging to a man. | 
W bats in a name? that which we call a Roſe, 
By any other word would ſmell as{weete, 
So Romeo would, were he not Remeo cal'd, 
Retaine that deare perfection which he owes, 
Withoutthar title Romeo,doffe thy name, 
And for thy name which isno partof thee, 
Take all my iclfe, | 
Kom. | take thee at thy word: 
Call me but Love, 2nd Ile be new baptiz'd, 
Hence foorth I never will be Romeo. 
{uli. What man art thou, that thus beſcreen'd in nigh 
Soltumleſt on my councell? 
Rom. By a nagie, 
I know not how to tell thee who I am: 
My name deare Saint, is hatefull ro my ſelfe, 
Becauſe 1t is an Enemy to thee, 
Had I it written, I would tearethe word, 
[uli. My cares have yet not drunke a huudred words | 


| Of thy tongues uttering, yet I know the ſound. 


Art thou not Romec,and a Mountagwe? | 
Rom, Neither faire Maid,it either thee diſlike, 
Inls. How cam'ſt thou hither. 
Tell me, and whe: efore? 
The Orchard walls arc high, and hard to climbe, 
And the place deathyconſidering who thou art, 
If any of my kinſmen find thee here, 
Rom. With Loves light wings 
Did I ore-perch theſe Walls, 
For ſtony limits cannot hold Love out, 
And what Love can do, that dars Love attempt: 
Therefore thy kintmenare no ſtop to me. 
Tuls. Ifchey doe fee theesthey will murther thee. 
Rom. Alacke therelies more perill in thine eye, 
Then twenty of their Swords, looke thou but ſweete, 
And I am proofe againſt their enmity. 
nts. 1 would not forthe world n 6 ſaw thee here. 
Roms. I have nights cloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou love me,Jet them finde me here, 
My life werebetter ended by their bate, 
T hendeath proroged wanting of thy Love. |. 
Inli. By whoſe dircion tound'{t thou out this place? 
Rom. By Love that firſt did prompt me to enquire, 
He lent me counſell,and I lent him eyes, 
Tam no Pylotyzet wert thou as far 


| As that vaſt-ſhore:waſhd with the fartheſt Sea, 


I ſhould aduenture for ſuch Marchandiſc, 
Inh. Thou knoweſt the maske of night is on my face, 

Elſe would a Maiden bluſh bepaint my cheeke, 

For that which thon haſt heard me ſpeake tonight, 


| Faine would I dwell on forme,faine,taine,deny 


WhatT have ſpoke but farewell Complements 


Doeſt thou Love?O I know thou wilt ſay 1, And 


ws: . », 
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AndI will take thy word,yet if thou ſwear'ft, 
Thou mateſt prove falſe at Louers perJvries 
They ſay [oze laughes,oh gentle Romeo, 
If thou doſt Love, pronounce it fairhfully: 
| Orif thou thinkeſt I am tooquickly wonne, 
| le frowne and be peruerſe, and ſay thee nay, 
So thou wilt wooe: Bur «lſe not for the world. 
Incruth faire foxntague i am too fond: —» 
And thereforethou mayeſt thinke my haviour light, 
But truſt me Gentleman, Ile prove more true, 
Then thoſe that have more coyning to be iirange, 
I ſhould have beene more ſtrange 1 muſt contelle, 
But that thou over heard'ſt ere I was ware 
My true Loves paſſion, therefore pardon me, 
And not imputethis yeelding to light Love, 
Which thedarke night hath ſodiſcovered, 

Rom. Lady,by yonder Moone I vow: 
That tips with ſilver all theſe Fruite-tree tops- 
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That monethly changes in her circled Orte, 
Leaſt that thy Love prove likewile variable. 
Rom. What ſhall I {weare by? 
Tali . Donot ſweare at all: 
Or if thou wilt ſweare by thy gratious ſeltc, 
Which is the God of my Idolatry, 
And lle beleeve thee. 
Roms. If my hearts deare love=——_ 
Inj. W ell do not ſweare although I ioy inthee, 
Ihave no ioy ofthis contra tonight, 
Itis too raſh,too unadviſ'd,too ſodden, 
Toolike the lightning which doth ceaſe to be 
Ere, one can ſay,itlightens,Sweete good night: 
This bud of Love by Summers ripening breath. 
May prove a beavteous Flower when next we mcete:; 
Goodnight: goodnight, as {\reete repoſe and reſts 
Cometo thy heart, as that within my breſt. 
Rom. O wilt thou leave me ſounſarisfied? 
Inli,VVhat fatisraRion can'{t thou have to night? 


And yet 1 would it were to give againe, 

Rom. Would'it thou withdraw it, 

For what purpole Love? ; 
Inl:. Burt to be franke and give it thee againe, 
And yet I wiſh bur for the thing I hare, 

My bounty is as boundleſſe as the Sea, 

My Love as deepe, the more I giveto thee 
The more I have, for both are lofinite. 

I heare ſome noyſe wickin deare Love aduc. 


Anon good Nurſe, ſweer CMountagne be true: 
Stay but alittle, I will come againe. 

kom. O bleſſcd bleſſed night,l amafear'd 
Being in night, allthis is but a dreame, 

Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtanriail. 


Tal. Three words deare Romeo, Exter. Exits 
And goodnight indeed, : 
Ifthat thy Sent of Love be Honourable, Enter Frier alone with a barket, | 
Thy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word to morrow, : ; 
By one that Ile procure to come tothee, Fri. Now crethe Sun advance his burning eye, | 
Where and what time thou wilt performe the right, The day to cheere, and nights danke dey te dry, 
Andall my Fortunes at thy foote Ile lay, I muſt upfillchis Ofier Cage of ours , | 
And follow thee my Lord throughoutthe world. With balefull weedes, and precions Tuiced fiowers, | 
WPithin : Madam. } The carth that's Natures mother,is her Tombe, 
I come,anon:but if thou meaneſt not well, | W har is her burying grave that 1s her wombe:' 
Ido befecch thee. | And from her wombe c_— oſdivers kind. We 
| 3 We 


Rom. Th'exchange of thy Loves faithfull vow of mane, 
Iuli. 1 gave thee mine before thou cid'ſtrequeſt it; 


(als within. 


Juli. © ſwearenot by the Moone, th'inconltant Moone, 


(By and by I come) 
Toceaſe thy ſtrife,and leayeme to my griete, 
To morrow will Iſend. 

Rom. Sothrive my ſoule. 

{4b. A thouſand times goodnight. 


Rom. A thouſand timesthe worſe to want thy light, 
Love goes toward Love as ſchoole-boys fromtheir books 
But Love from Love,towards ſchoole with heavy lookes, 


Enter [uliet againe, 


[ul;. Hiſt Remeo hiſt: O for a Falkners voice, 
Tolure this Taffell gentle backe againe, 

Bondageis hoarſe, and may not ipeake aloud, 
Elſe would I teare the Cave where Eccho lies, 
And make her ayry tongue more hoarſe,then with 
Therepetition of my Romeo, 

Rom. It is my ſoule that calls upon my name- 
How filver (weete, ſound Lovers tongues by night, 
Like ſofteſt Muſicketoattending cares. 

Tali. Romeo. | 

Rom. My \{weetes 

Tuls. Whata clocke to morrow 
Sha!l 1 ſend to thee? 

Kom. Bythe houre of nine. 

ul, I will not faile, *tistwenty yeares till then, 
I have forgot why Idid call thee backe, 

Rom. Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 


| And yetno further then a wantons Bird, 


[uls. I ſhall forger,to have the ftili ſtand there, 
Remembring how I Love thy company. 

Rom. And lle fill ſtay, to have thee (till forget, 
Forgetting any other name but this. 
Ints, *Tis almoſt morning, I would have thee gone, 


That ler's it hop a little from his band, 
Like a poore priſoner in his twiſted Gyves, 
And with a (ilken thred plucks it againe, 
So loving lealous of hisliberty. 
Rom. I would I were thy bird. 

[ut Sweetlo would I, 
Yer I ſhould kill thee wich much cheriſhing: 
Goodnight,goodnight. 

Rom. Parting 1s ſuch ſweete ſorrow, 
That I ſhall ſay goodnight, rill it be moxrow. 

Iali, Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peacein thy breſt 


Exit, þ 
Rom. Would I were fleepe and peace {o ſweetto reſt, | 


The gray ey'd morne {miles on the trowning night, 
Checkring the Eaſterne Clouds with ſtreaks of light, 
Andgearkeneſle fleckeldlikeadrunkard recles, 

From forth dayes pathway,made by Titans wheeles. 
Hence wil I to my ghoſtly Friers cloſe Cell, 
His helpeto crave,and my deare hap to tell. 


| tithin : Madam | 


mand d. mad 


Exit, | 


— 
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The Tragedy of Romeo and Fuhet, : 


{ Weſucking on her naturall boſome find: 
| Many for many vertues excllent: 
None but for ſome, and yetall different. 
] Omickle is the powerfal!.grace that lies 
In Plants, Hearbs,ſtones,and their true qualities: 
For nought ſo vile, that on the earth doth live. 
{| Bur to theearth ſome {peciall good doth give. 
Nor ought ſo good, bur ftrain'd from thar faire vie, 
Revolts from true birth,ſtumbling on abuſe. 
Vertue itſelfe turnes vice being miſapplicd. 
And vice ſometime by ation dignified. 
| Enter Romeo. 
Within the infant rin'd of this weake flower, 
Poyſon hath reſidence, and medicine power: 
For this being ſmelt, with that part cheares cachpart, 
Being taſted {layes all ſences-with the heart. 
Two iuch oppoſed Kings encampe them {t1]l, 
In man as well as Hearbs grace and rude will: 
And where the worſer is predominant, 
| Full ſoone the Canker death eates up that Plant, 
Rom.Good morrow Father. 
Fre. Benedicite: 
W hat early tongue ſo ſweet ſalutethem? 
Young Sonne,itarguesa diftempercd, head, 
So ſooneto bid good morrow to thy bed; 
Care keeps his watch in every old mans eye, 
And where Care lodgeth, ſlecpe will never lye: 
But where unbruſed youth with unſtuft braine 


Doth couch his lims, there, golden fleepe doth raigne; 


Thereforetby earlineſſe doth me aſſure, 

Thou art uprouz'd with ſome diſtemprature z 

Or it not ſo,then here hit it right. 

Our Romeo. hath not beene in bed to night. 
Rom. Thatlaſt is true, the ſweeter reſt was mine, 

Fri. God pardon ſin:waſt thou with Re/atime? 

Rom, With Reſalme, my ghoſtly Father? No, 

I have forgot that name, and that names woe. ' 


Fri.That's my good Son, but where baſt thou bin then? 


Rom. Ile tell thee ere thou aske it me agen: 
I have beene fealting with mine enemy, 
Whereon a ſudden one bath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded : both our remedies 
Within thy belpe and holy phiſicke lies; 
I beare no hatred. bleſſed man: for loe 
My interceſhonlikewiſe ſteads my foe. 
Frs. Be plainc good Son, reſt homely in thy drift, 
Ridling confeſſion, finds but ridling ſhritt. 


Rom. Then plainely know my hearts dearc Love 1s ſet, 


Oa the faire daunger of rich Capwlet : 
Agmine on hers. {© hers is ſet on mine; 
And all combin'd, fave what thou mult combine 
By holy marriage: when and where,and how, 
We met,we woocd,and made exchange of vow: 
Tetell the as we paſle, but this I pray, 
That thou conſent tomarry us to day. 

Pri. Holy S, Francs, what a change is here? 
| Ts Reſalmerthat thou didit Love ſo deare 
Sotoone forſaken? young mens Love then lies 
Nottruely in their hearts, bur in theit eyes. 
| Iefu Afaria, whatadeale of brine 
Hath waſhrthby fallow cheeckes for Roſaline ? 
How much ſalt water throwne away in.walt; 
{ To ſeaſon Love that of it doth nottaſt. 
The Sunnor yet thy fighes,from heaven cleares, 
| Thy old grones yetring in my auncient cares: 

Lo here upon thy cheecke the ſtainedoth fit, 
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Of anold teare that isnot waſht off yer. 
It ere thou waſt thy {elfe ,and theſe woes thine. 
Thou and theſe woes, wereall for Roſalme, 
And art thou chang'd?pronounce this ſentence ther 
Women may fall, when there's no ſtrength in men, 
Kom. Thou chid'{t me oft for loving Roſatine, 
Fri. Fordoting not for lovingpuvill mine, 
Rom. And bad'it me bury Loye. 
Fri. Not in a grave, 
Tolay one in another out to have. 
Rom. I pray thee chide me not, her TT.ove now 
Doth grace for grate, and Love for Love «llow; 
The other did not ſo. ' 
Fri, Oſheknew well, 
Thy Love did read by rote, that could not ſpell : 
Bur come young waverer, come goe with me, 
In one reſpett. Ilethy afiſtanr bes | 
For this alliance may ſo happy prove, 
To turne your heuſhold rancordto pure Love. 
Rom, Oletus hence,I ſtand on ſudden haſt. 
Fre. Wiſely and flow, they ſtumble thar run faſt, 
Exennt, 
Enter Bennolio and Aexentio, 
Mer. Where the devile ſhould this Remeobe? came he 
ncthome to night? | 
Ben. Not to his Fathers,I ſpoke with his man. 
Aer, Why thatſ2mepale hard-harted wench, that 2 
ſalize torments him ſo, that he will ſure run mad. 
Ben. T alt, the kinſmen to old Capuler, hath tent a Let- 
ter to his Fathers houſe. 


| . Mer. A challengeon my life. 


Ben, Romeo wyl an{were it, 

Mer. Any man that can write, may anſ{were a Letter, 

Ben, Nay he will an{wcre the Letters Maiſter hoy he 
dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas poore Romeo, he is already dead,ſtab'd with 
a white wenches blacke cye; runne through the care with 
a Love ſong, the very pinne of his heart, cleft with the 
blind Bowe-boyes-but-ſhaft, and is hea man to encounter 
Tybatt? 

Ben, Why what is 77bat:? 

Aer. More-ther Prince of Cats. Oh hee's the Conragi- 
ous Captaine of Complements : ke fights as you fing 
prickſong, keeps time. diſtance, and proportion, he ets 
his minum, one,:wo,and the third in your boſome: the ve- 
ry butcher ofa ſiike butron, a Dualiſt, a Dualiſt:a Gentle- 
man of the very firſt houſe of the firſt and ſecond caulſc:ah 
the immorrtall Paſſado, the punto reverſo,the Hay. 

Ben. The what ? 

Mer. The Pox of ſich antique liſping affe&ing phan 
tacies,theſe new tuners of accent: Ieſu a very good blade, 
a very tall wan, a very good whore. Why is not this ala- 
mentable thing Grand{ire,that we ſhould be thus afflied 
with theſe ſtrainge flies: theſe faſhion Mongers,thcſe par 
don-mee's, who ftand ſo much on the new torm,tharthe 
cannot fit at caſe on the old bench. O their bones, their 
bones. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben* Here comes Remeo, here comes Romeo. 

iMers Without his Roe, like a dried Hering.Ofleſh, 
fleſh, how art thou fiſhified? Now is he for the numbers 
that Perrarchflowed in: Lawato his Lady was 2 kitchen 
wench,marry ſhe hada better Loveto berime her : Dido 
a dowdy, Cleopatra Gipſie, Hellen and Hero; hildings 


and harlots:Thiby a gray cie or ſo,but not tothe purpoſe | 


Signior Romeo , Boniowr,theres a French ſalutation to your 


French | 


a 


| 
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French flop: you gaveus the counterfeit fairely laſt night: 

Romeo. Good morrow to you both, what counterfelt 
did I give you? | ; 

Mer. The lip fir, the {lip,can you not conceive? = 

Rom, Pardon CMercutio, my bulineſſe was great,and in 
ſuch a caſe as mine, a man may ſtraine courſie. 

Mer. That's as much as to ſay,ſuch a caſe as yours con- 
ftrainsa man to bow in the hams. 

Rom, Mcaning to courtefie. 

Cer, Thou haſt moſt kindly hitit- 

Rom. A moſt courteous expoſitions —_ 

Mer, Nay. 1 amthe very pinck of courtel:?. 

- Rom. Pinke for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Rom, Why then is my Pump well fowr'd. 

Mer. Sure wit,tollow me this icaſt, now till thou haſt 
worne out thy Pump, that when the ſingle ſole of it 1s 
' worne, the icaſt may remaine after the wearing, fole- 
fingular. | 

Kom. O ſingleſoÞdicaſr, 

Soly ſingular for the fingtercſle. 0 
Mer. Come betweene us good Benuelio, my wit taunts, 
Rom. Swits and ſpurs, | 

Awitsand ſpurs,or Ile crica match. 

Mer. Nay, if our wits run the Wild-Goofe chaſc, Iam 
done : For thou haſt more of the Wiid-Gooſe in one of 
thy wits, then 1 am ſure I have in my whole five. Was I 
with you there for the Gooſe? | 

Rom, Thou was never with me for any thing, when 
thou walſt not there for the Goole. 

Her. I will bite thee by the eare for that icit, 

Rom: Nay,good Goole bite not. |» 

CHer, Thy wit is avery butter-l wecting, 

Itis a molt ſharpe ſawce., 

' Rom. Andis itnot well ſery'd intoa ſ{weet-Goole? 

Mer. Oh here's a wit of Cheverell, that ſtretches from 
an ynch narrow, toan ell broad. 

Row. (tretch it out for that word,broad,which added 
tothe Gooſe, proves the farre and wide, abroad Goole. 

Mer. Why is not this betrer now, then groning for 
Love, now ax thou fociable, now art thou Romeo: now art 
thou what thou art, by Art as wellas by Nature, for this 
driveling Love is like a great Naturali, that runs loliing 
up and downe to hide his bavle ina hole, 

Ben. Stop there, ſtop there. | 

Mer. Thou defir'it me toitop in my tale again the 

Ben, Thou would'ſteclic have made thy tale large,(haire, 

CHer.O thon artdeceiv'd,I would have made it ſhort, 
orI was come tothe whote. depth of n\y tale, and mcant 
| deed to occupy the arguinentao longeh. 


Enter Nar(e and her man, 


Rom, Here's goodly gearc. 
A ſayle, a ſayle. af 
Aer. Two, two:ra Shirt and a Smocke 
Nar, Peter? ; 
Peter, Anon. 
Nar, M y Fan Peter? 
Mer. Good Peterto hide her faces 
For her Fans the fairer face? | 
Nur. God ye good morrow Gentlcmen. 
Her, God ye gooden faire Gentlewomen, 
Nr. It is goodcn? - 
Mg .'Tis no lefle I tell you: for the bawdy-hand of the 
Dyall is now upon the pricke of Noone, 


f 
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Nv. Out upon you:what a man are you? 
Rom. One Gentlewoman, 
That God hath made, himſclfe to, mar. | e's 
Nor. By mytroth it isfaid, for himſelfe to; mar quo- 
tha Gentleman ,. can any of you tell me where I may find 
the young Romeo? - : | 
Romeo. I can tell you : but young Remes will be older 


| when you have found him, then he was when you ſought 
| him; Tam the youngeſt of rhatname,for tault of a worſe. 


Nur. Youliy well. 
Her, Yea 1s the worſt well. 
Very well tooke: Tfaith, wiſely, wiſcly, 
Nur, If yoube he fir, 
I defire ſome confidence with you? 
Beau. She will envite him to ſome Supper. 
Aer. A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho. 
Rom, W hat haſt thou found? 
Aer. No Hare fir, unleſſe a Hare fir ina Lenten pie, 
that is ſomething ſtale and hoareere it beſpent, 
An old Hare hoate, and an old Hare hoarcis very good 
meatin Lent. 


Bura Hare that is hoareis too much for aſcore, when it | 


hoares ereir be ſpent, 
Romeo will you come to your Fathers? Weele todinner 
thither, 
Rom. I will follow you. 
Aer. Farewell auncient Lady : 
Farewell Lady, Lady, Lady, 
Exit. Aercntio, Beneotzo. 

Nr. I pray you fir, what ſawcie Merchant was this 
that was fo full of his ropery ? 

Rom. AGenticeman Nurſe, that loves to here himſelfe 
talke, and will ſpeake more in a minute, thea he will Rand 
to ina Moneth. 

Nur, Anda ſpeakeany thing againſt me, Iletake him 
downe,and a were luitier then he is, andewenty ſuch lacks: 
and if I cannot, Lie find thoſe thar ſhall : ſcuruic knaye, 1 
am none of his flurt-gils, I am none of his skaines mates 
and thou mult ſtand by too and luffer every kuaveto uſe 
me ac his pleaſure. 
| Fee. liaw no man uſe youat his pleaſure: if T had, my 
weapon ſhouid quickly kave beene out, I warrant you, I 
dare draw afſoone as another may, if I ſee occaſion ina 
good quarrel], and the law on my fide” _ 

Nar.Now atore God, lam fo vext,that every part about 
m2 qulvers, skurvy knave: pray you fir a word: and as 1 
told you my young Lady bid me enquire yon out, what 


ſhe bid me ſay I will keepero my lcife :; bat firſt let me 


tell ye, if ye ſhould lead her ina fooks paradiſe, as they 
ſay, it werea very grofle kind of behaviour, as they ſay : 
for the Gentlewomen is yong:and therefore,if you ſhouid 
deale double with her, trucly it were an ill thino to be of- 
tered to any Gentlewoman, and very weake dealing, 
Rom, Nurſe commend me to thy Lady and Mifirehie,T, 
proteſt onto thee | 
Nu:.Good heart, and Ifaith I will tell ker as much: 
Lord, Lord ſhe wiilbe atoyfu!ll woman. 
Rom. What wilt thou tcil her Nurſe ? thou doeſt not 
marke me? | | 
Nur. I willtell her (ir , that you doproteſt, which as1 
take it, is a Gentleman-like offer. (afternoone, 
Rom. Bid her deviſe ſome meancs to come to {hrift this 
And there ſhe ſhall at Frier Lawrence Cell ” 
Beſhriv'd and married: here is for thy paines. 
Nr. Notruly fir nota penny. 
Rem, Goto I fay you ſhall. 
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Nr. This afternoone fir? well ſhe ſhall be there. = 

Re. And ſtay thou good Nurſe behind the Abbey wall, 

- Withinthis houre my man ſhall be with thee, 

And bring the Cords madelikea tackled ſtaire, 

. Whichto the high top gallant of my ivy. 

Muſt be my conuoy in the ſecret night. 

Farewell,be truſty and Ile quite thy paines; 

- Farewell,commend me to thy Miltreſle. 

__. Nr. Now Godin heaven bleſſe thee: harke you ſir, 
' Rom. What faiſt thou my deare Nurſe? 

Nurſe, 'Is your man ſecret, did you nere heare ſay two 
may keepe councell putting one away. 

Rom. I warrant thee my man as true as ſteels. 

N *r. Well fir, my Miltrefſeis the ſweeteſt Lady,Lord, 
Lord, when 'twas alittle prating thing. O there is a No- 
ble man in Towne one Pars, that would faine lay knife a- 
| board: but ſhe good ſoule had as leeve ſee a Toade. a very 
Toade as ſee him: I anger her ſometimes,and tell her thar 
Paric is the properer wan but Ile warrant you,when I ſay 
ſo ſhee, lookes as pale as any clout in the vecfall world, 
Doth not Roſemary and Romeo begin both witha letter? 

Roms, I Nurſe, what of that? Both withan 

Nur, A mocker that's the dogs name. KR. is forthe no, 
I know it begins with ſome otherletter, and ſhe haththe 
prettieſt ſententious of it, of you and Roſemary, that it 
would do you good to heareit, 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady: 

N wr. 1 athouſand times. Peter * 

Pet. Anon, 

N vr. Before and apace. Exiut Nurſe and Peter, 

Enter [ulsct. | 

Iuti.The clocke ſtrooke nine, when I did ſend che Nurſe, 

In halfe an houre ſhe promiſed to returne, 
Perchance ſhe cannot meete Irim:that*s not ſo: 
Oh ſhe is lame, Loves Herauid ſhould be thoughts, 
Whichrten times faſter glides then the Sunnes beames, 
Driving backe ſhadowes over lowring hils. 

T heretore do nimble Pinion'd Doves draw Love, 
And therefore hath the wind-{wift Capid wings: 
Now is the Sun uponthe highmott hill | 
Of this daics 10urney, and from nine till twelve, 
Ithree long houres,yet ſhe is not come: 
Had ſhe aftecions and warme youthfull blood, 
She'ld be as ſwift in motion as a ball, 
My words would bandy her to my ſweets Love, 
And his to me, but old tolkes, 
Many faine as they were dead, 
Vnwieldy, {low,heavy,andpale as lead. 
Emer Nurſe. 

O God ſhe comes, O hony Nurſe what newes? 
Haſt thou met with him?ſend thy man aways 

Nur. Peter ſtay atthe gate, 

Inli., Now good ſweet Nurſe : 
O Lord why lookes thou ſad? 
Though newes, be ſad,yet tell them merrily. 
| If good thou ſham'ſt the muſicke of tweete newes, 
By playing itto me, with ſo ſowera face. 

N xr. I am a weary, givemeleavea while, 

Fie how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had? 

Iuli. 1 would thou had*ſt my bones and I thy newes: 
Nay come I pray the ſpeake, good Nurſe ſpeake. 

Nur. I&{u what haſt?can you not ſtay a while? 

Do you not ſee I am out of breath? 

I#h;. How art thou ut of breath,when thou haſt breath 
Tofay to me, that thou arc out of breath? 

The excuſe thatthou doſt make in this delay, 


" -33004 - _ £ : 


Is longer then the tale thou doſt excuſe. 
Is thy newes,good or bad?anſwere to that, 
day either and Ile ſtay the circumſtance: 


Ler me be atisfied,ift goedor bad? | 


Nur. Well, you have made a fimple choice, you know 
nor how tochuſea man: Komes,no not he though his face 
be better then any mans, yet his legs excels all mens, and 
fora hand,anda foote,and a bawdy, though they be not to 
be talkt on, yet they are paſt compare:heis not the flower 
of courteſie, but I warrant him as gentle a Lambe : gg thy 
walcs wench,ſerve God, what have you din'd at home, 

{uli. No no:bur all this did I know before 
What ſaies he of our marriage? what of that? 

Nur. Lord how myhead akes,what a head hayeT: 

It beates as it would fall in twenty peeces. 

My backe a tother fide:O my backe,my backe: 
Bethrew your heart for ſending me about 

To catch my death with iaunting up and downe. 

/als. Tfaith I am ſorry that thou art ſo ill, 

Sweete ſweete,ſweete Nurſe, tell me what ſaies my Loye? 

Nvor. Your Love fayeslike an honeſt Gentleman, 
And a courteous,and akind,and a handſome, 

And I warrant a vertuous: where is your Mother? 

Jals, W here is my Mother? 
Why ſhe is within where ſhould ſhe be? 
How odly thou repli'ſt: 
Your Love ſaieslike an honeſt Gentleman: 
Where is my Mother? 

Xwr. O Gods Lady deare, 
Are you ſohot?marry come vpI trow, 
Is this the Poultis for my aking bones 2 
Hence forward do your meſſages your ſclfe. 

Iuli. Heere'sſuch a coile,came what ſaies Rowen? 

Nr, Have you got leave to. go toſhrift to day? 

[ali. 1 have. 

XN xr. Then high you hence to Frier Lawrexce Cell, 

There ſtaiesa Husband to make youa wie: 
Nov comes the wanton blood up in your cheeckes, 
The'le be in Scarlot ſtraight at any newes:- 
Hie you to Church, I muſt another way, 
To fetch a Ladder by the which your Love: 
Muſt climbe a birds neft Soone when it is darke: 
I am the drudye, and toile in your delight: 
But you ſhall beare the burthen ſoone at night, 
Go Ile to dinner, hie you to the Cell. 

Inuls. Hieto high Fortune, honeſt Nurſe, farewell. 

Exeurt 
Enter Frier and Romeo 

Fri, So {mile the heavens vpon this holy act, 
That after houres,with ſorrow chide us nor. 

Rom. Amen,amen,but come what ſorroyy can, 

It cannot counterualle the exchange of ioy 
Thar one thort minute gives me in her ſight: 
Do thou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 
Then Love devouring death do what he dare, 
It is enough.I may but callher minc. 

Fri. Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die like fire and powder; 
Which as they kifſe conſume. The ſweeteſt honey 
Is loathſome 1n his owne deliciouſneſle, 


| And in the taſte confounds the appetite. 


Therefore Love moderately, long Love doth ſo, 
Too ſwift arrives astardy as too ſlow. 
Enter lIuliet. 
Herecomes the Lady.Oh ſolighca foot 
Wall nere weare out the everlaſting flint; 
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A Lover may beſtride the Gofſamonrs, 
That ydles in the wanton Summer ayre, 
And yet not fall,ſolight is vanity. 

Juli. Good evento my goſtly Confeſlor. D; 

Fri. Remeo ſhall thanke thee Daughter for us both. 

;luls. As much to him;elfe in histhanks too much» 

Rom. Ah laliet, if the meaſure of thy 1oy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skillbe more 
To blaſon it,then ſweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre,and let rich muſickes tongue, 

Vnfold the imagin'd happineſſe that both 
Receive in either,by this deere encounter, 
Int, Conceit more rich in watter then in words; 
Brags of his ſubltance, not of Ornament: 
They arebut beggers that can count their worth, 
But my true Love is growne toſuch exceſle, 
I cannot ſum up ſome of halte my wealth. 
Fri.Come,come with me,& we will make ſhortworke, 
For by your leaues,you ſhall not {tay alone, 
. | Tilholy Church incorporate two1n one. 
a, Enter (Mercntio, Benuolio,and men, 
Ben. I pray thee good ercntiolets retire, 
The day 1s hot.the Capmlers abroad: 
And if we meet, we ſhall not ſcape a brawle,for now theſe 
hotdayes,isthe mad blood ſtirring 
Mer. Thouart like one of theſe tellowes, that when he 
enters the confines of a Taucrne,claps me his Sword vpon 
the Table,and ſayes,God fend me no need of thee: and by 
the operation ot the ſecond cup,draws him onthe Draw- 
er,when indeed there is no need. 

Ben, Am Tlike ſuch'a Fellow? 

Mer.Come,come,thou art as hot a Iacke in thy mood, 
aSany 1n /raty: and affoone moved to be moody, and al- 
ſoone moody to be mov'd, 

Ben, And what too? 

Mer* Nay, and there were two ſuch, we ſhould have 
none ſhortly, for one would kill the other:thou,why thou 
wilt quarrell with a man that hatha haire more,or a haire 
lefſe in his beard,then thou haſt: thou wilt quarrell with a 
man for cracking Nuts, having no other reaſon, but be- 
cauſe thon haſt haſell cyes 5 what eye, but ſuch an eye, 
would ſpy out ſuch a quarell ? thy head is as full of quar- 
rels, as an egge 15 full of mear, and yet thy head hath bin 
beaten as addjeas an egge for quarrcling: thou haſt quar- 
| rel'd with a man for coiting in the ſtreet, becauſe he hath 

wakened thy Dog that hath laine afieepe in the Sun.Did'ſt 
thou not fall out with a Tailor for wearing his new Doub- 
kt before Eaſter? with another, tor tying his new ſhooes 
_ oly Riband, and yct thou wilt Tutor me from quar- 
relling? | 

mn, And1I were ſoapt toquarrell as thou art, any man 
ſhould buy the Fee-ſimple of my life, for an hourc and a 
quarter. | | 

Mer, The Fee-fimple ? O ſimple. 

Enter Tybalt,Petruchio,and others. 

Ben. By my head here come the Caprlctes, 
| Aer, By my hedicI carenot, L 

Tib, Follow me cloſe; for I will ſpeake tothem, 
Gentlemen,Good den,,a word with one of you. = 

Mer And but one word with one of us? couple it 
. | fomething, make ita word anda blow. | 
Tis. You ſhall find me aptenough to that fir, and you 
will give me occafion. | 
\ . Mlercas Could yuunottake ſome occaſion without 
oiving? . 
Tib, CMercntio thou conſort'it with Romeo, 


E XEHNte 


with 


| Hey. Confort?what doſtthou make us Minſrels?and 


cords : here's my fiddleſticke,here's that ſhall make you 


| dance.Come conſort. - 


Ben. Wetalke here in thepublike haunt of men: 
Either withdraw unto ſome private place, 
Or reaſon coldly of your greevances: 
Orelle depart, here all eyes gaze on us. 
FCAler, Mens eyes were made to looke.and let them gaze 
I will not budge for no mans pleaſure I. 


Enter Romeo. 


Aer. But Ile be hang'd fir if he weare your Livery: 
Marry goe before to tield,heele be your follower, 
Your worthip in that ſenſe, tnay call him man. 

Tib,Romeo.the Love l beare thee,can affoord 
No better terme then this. Thou art a Villaine. 
Rom. Tibalt, the reaſon that I haveto love thee, 
Doth much excuſe the appertaining rage 
To ſucha greeting ; 
Therefore tarewwell, I ſee thou know'ſt me not. 

Tb. Boy,this ſhall notexcuſe the iniures 
That thou haſt done me, therefore turne and draw, 

Roms. Ido proteſt I never iniur'd thee, 

But lov'd thee better then thou can'ſt devile: 
Till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my love, 
And ſo good Caprlrr,which name I tender | 
As dearely as my owne, be ſatisfied. 

Aer. O calme, diſhonourable,vile ſubmiſſion 
AllaFFucatho carries is away. 93 
Tibalt.you Rat-catcher, will you walke?-. . 

Tb, W hat woulds thou have with me? 


lives, that | mcane'to make bold withall,andas you ſhall 

uſe me hereafter dry beate thereſt of the eight. Will you 

plucke your Sword out of his Pilcher by. che cares? Make 
haſt. leaſt mine be about your cares ereit be out. 

Tb" I am for you. 

Rem. Gentle Mercutio,put thy Rapicr up, 

Aer. Come fir, your Paſſado. 

Rom, Draw Benuoliobeat downe their weapons: 
Gentlemen,tor ſhame forbeare this outrage, 
Tebalt, Mercntio,the Prince expreſly bach 
Forbidden bandying in Verena ſtreetes. 

Hold Tybalr, good Merentio, 


Mer. I am hurt, 
A plague of both the houſes, I am ſped : 
Is he goneand hath nothing? 
Bow. What art thou hurt? 

Aer. I,l,a ſcrath,a ſcratch,marry 'tis inough, 
W here 1s my Page?go Villaine fetch a Surgon, 

Row, Courage man,the hurt cannor be much, 

Mer, No:*cis notſo deepe as a well, nor ſowideasa 
Church doore, but 'tis inoogh,' twill ſerue: aske for me to 
morrow, and you ſhall find mea graue man. 1am pepper'd 
I warrant for this world: a plague of both your houſes. 
W hat, a Dog, a Rat, a Mouſe, a Cat to ſcratcha man. to 


booke of Arichmeticke,;, why the deu'le came you- be» 


: tweene vs? | was hurtunder yourarme. 


Rom. I thought all for the beſt. _ 

Aer. Helpe me into ſome houſe. Bexwolio, 
OrT ſhall faint:a plague a both your houſes. 
They have made wormes meate of me, 


| 
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thou make Minſtrels of us, looke to heare nothing but diſ- | 


. 
* 


Tib, Well peace be with you fir, herecomes my tnan. | 


Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing bur one of your nine | 


ExitTybalt | 


death; a Braggart, a Rogue, a.Villaine : that tights by the } 


I 
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I have it;and ſoundly too your Houſes. Exit. 
Row, This Gentleman the Princes neere Allic, 
My very Friend hath got his mortall hurt 
In my behalfe, my reputation ſtain'd 
With 7#be/esflaunder,7 ybaltthatan houre 
Hath beene my Cozin:O Sweet [het, 
Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, 
And inmy temper ſoftned Valours ſteele- 
Enter Benuolio. 
Ben. ORomeo, Romeo, brave Mercutis's dcad, 
That Gallant ſpirit hath aſpir'd the Cloudes, 
| Which too untimely here did ſcorne the carth. 
Rom. This daies blacke Fate, on modaics doe depend, 
This but begins,the woeothers muſt end, 
Enter T ybalt. 
Ben. Here comes the Furious Tybett backe againe. 
Rom, Hegon in truumph,and Mercurio ſlaine? 
Away to heaven reſpective Lenity, 
And fire and Fury, be my conduct now. 
Now Tybalt take the Villaine backe againe 
That lace thou gav'it me,for Herentio »ſoule, 
Is butalittle way aboae our heads, 
Staying for thine to keepe himTompany: 
| Eitherthon or I, or both, muſt goe with him. = 
736, Tho wretched Boy that did{t conſort him here, 
Shalt with him hence . | 
Roms, This ſhall determine that. 
They fight. 
Ben. Romeo,away be gone: 
The Citizens are up,and Tybs/: ſlaine, | 
Stand not amaz'd,the Prince will Doome thee death 
If thou art taken: hence,be gone,away-. 
Rom. O'! Tam Fortunesfoole, 


T ybalt falle Ss 


Ben, Why doſt thou ſtay? | 


Exit Rameo. 
| | Enter Cult Ms, 
Cizs. Which way ran he that kild Mercntio? 
 Tybale that Murtherer,which way ran he ? 
Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 
Cits. Vp fir go with me: 
I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 
.. Enter Prince, old Monntague, ( apulet thir 
Wives and all. 
Prin, Where are the vild beginners ef this Fray? 
Ben. O Noble Prince, | candiſcover all 
The unluckie Mannage of this farall brall: 


| Therelies the man ſlaineby young Romeo, 


: That ſlew thy kinſman brave ercntio. 
| Cap. #.Tybalr my Cozind O'my Brothers Child, 
' © Prince,O Cozin,Husband,O the blood is ſpild. 
| Of my deare kinſman, Prince asthou art true, 
| For blood of ours, ſhed blood of Monnrague. 
' © Cozin,Cozin, 
; Prin. Benzolis,who began this Fray? . 
| © Bex. Tybakt here ſlaine, whom Romes's hand did ſlay, 
| Romeo that ſpoke him faire, bid him bethinke 
How nice theQuarrell was, and urg'd withall 
| Your high diſplcaſure:allrhis uttered, 
' With gentle breath, calme looke, knees humbly boy'd 
| Could not take truce with the unruly ſpleene 
Þ OF Tybaltdeafeto peace, but that he Tilts * 
| With Peircing ſteeleatbold Mercntio's breaſt, 
| Whoall as hotturnes deadly point to point, 
And with a Martialffcorne;with one hand beates 
Cold death afide,and with the other ſends 
It backe to Tybalr,whaſe dexterity 


a ade. ts 


1 Retorts it:Rowzeo he cries aloud, 


— 


Hold Friends, Friends part,and ſwifter then his tongue, 


| His able arme, beats downe fatall points, 


And twixt them ruſhes, underneath whoſe arme, 
An cruions thruſt from Tyba/, hitthe life | 
Of tout Mercntio, and then Tybalt fled. 

But by and by comes backeto Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertained Revenge, 
Andtoo't they goe like lightning, for cre 1 

Could drawrto part them, wasſtout T ybalt ſlaine: 
And as he fell, did Romeo turne and fly: 

This is thetruth,or let Benwoko dic. 

Cap.#7s. He is a kinſman tothe MMonntagne, 
Aﬀection makes him falfe, he ſpcakes not true; 
Some A__ of them fought in this blacke ſtrife, 
And all thoſe twenty could but kill one life. 

I begfor luſtice, which thou Prince muſt give: 
Romeo ſlew Tybalt, Romeo muſt notlive. 

Prin. Romeoſlew him, he ſlew Aercutio, 

Who now the price of hisdeare blood doth owe. 

Cap. Not Romeo Prince, he was Aercnttos Fricnd, 
His tault concludes but, what thelaw ſhould end, - 
The life of 7 ybalt. 

Pro. And for that offence, 

Immediately we doe exile him hence: 

I have an imtereſt in your hearts proceeding- 

My bloud for your rude braules doth ly a bleeding. 
ButIle Amerce you with ſo ſtrong a fine, 

That you ſhall ali repene the loſſe of mines 

I will be deafe to pleading and excuſes. 

Nor tcares,nor prayers ſhall purchaſe our abuſes, 
Therefore uſe done,let Remeo hence in haſt, 

Elſe when he is found, that houre 1s his laſt. 

Beare hence this body,and attend our will: 


| Mercy but Murders,pardoning thoſe that kill, 


Exenut. 

Enter Inlitt alone, 

lah, ons apace, you fiery footed ſteedes, 
Toward Phe s lodging, ſuch a Wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the welt, 
And bring in Cloudy night immediazely, 
Spred thy cloſe Curtaine Love-performing night, 
Thatrun-awaies eyes may wincke,and Romeo 
Leapt to theſe armes, untalkt of and unſeene, 


| Lovers can ſee todoe their Amorous rights, 


By their.owne Beauties:or if Love be blind, 
It beſt agrees with nighttcome civill night, 
Thou ſober ſuted Matronall in blacke, 
And learneme how to looſe a winnig match, 
Plaid for a paire of ſtainlefle Maidenheads, 
Hood my unman'd blood bayrting in my Cheekes, 
Wirthwhy blacke mantle, till trainge Love grow bold, 
| Thinke true Love acted fimple modeſty: 
Come night,come Romeo,come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night, 
| Whiter then new Snow on aRavensbacke: _ 
Come gentle night, come loving blackebrow'd night. 
' Give me my Romeo,and when I ſhall die, 
' Take hinmand cut him our in little ſtarres, 
And he will make theFace of heaven ſo fine, 
| That all the world will be in Love withnight, 
| And pay no worſhip tothe Gariſh Sun. 
OT have bought the Manſion of a Love, 
But not pofſeſt it,and though I am ſold, 
Not yet cnioy'd,ſo tedious isthisday, 


| 


| As is the night before ſome Feftuall, 
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Toan impatient child that hathnew. robes | 
And may not wearethem, O here comes my Nurſe: 
Enter I urſe with cords. | 


But Romeos, name, ſpeakes heavenly.cloquence: 
Now Nurſe, what newes? what haſt thou there? 
The Cords that Roxeo bid thee fetch? 
N #r. I,l,the Cords, 
Inti. Ayme, what newes? 
Why doit thou wring thy hands. | 
' Nar. A welady hee's dead, hec's dead, 
Weare undone Lady,we are undone. | 
Alacke the day, hce's gone, hee's kil'd,hee's dead. 
Iuli. Can heaven be ſo envious? 
\Nur.Romeo can , 
Though heaven cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 
Whoever would have thought it Komeo. 
[sli. W hat divell art thou, 
Thar dolt rorment me thus? 
This torture ſhould be roar'd in diſmall hell, 
Hath Remo ſlaine himſelfe? ſay thou but I; 
And that bare vowell I ſhall poyſon more 
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 
Tam not 1, if there be ſuch anl. - wy 
Or thoſe eyes ſhot, that makes the anſwereT, 
Ifhe be ſlaine (ay 1,or if not,no. 
Breife, founds,d termine of my weale or wo. 
N#r. 1 ſaw the wound, I ſaw it with mine eyes 
God lave the marke, here on his manly brefſt, 
Apitteous Coarſe, a bloody pitteous Coarſc: 
Pale,pale as alhes, all bedawb'd in blood 
Allin gore blood | founded at the fight. 
luls, O breake my.heart, 
Poore Banckrourt breake at once , 
Topriſon eyes,nere looke on liberty. 
Vilecarth to earth reſigne,end motion here, | 
And thou and Romeo preſſe one heavy beere. 
Nur. O Tybalt,Tybalt,che beſt Fricnd | had: 
O curteous T ybalt honeſt Gentlemen,; 
Thatever I ſhould live to fee thee dead. 
als, W hat ſtorme is this that bowes ſo contrary? 
Is Romeo {laughrred? and 1s T ybatt dead? 
M y deareſt C ozen, and my dearer Lord : 
Then dreadf1;}l Trumpet found the generall doome, 
For who is living, if thoſc two are gone? 
Nur. T ybatt is.gone,and Romeobaniſhed, 
Romeo that kii'd him, be 18 baniſhed, 
[uli. O God! ; 
Nur. Did Romeos hand ſhed Typalrs;lood 
Itdid, it did,alas the day,itdid. 217 
Tali. OSerpent heart, hid with a flowring face. 
Did cver Dragon keepe ſo faire a Cave? 
Beaurifull Tyrant, fiend Angelicall: 
Ravenous Dove, feather'd Raven, 
Woluiſh-raveningLambe, | 
Diſpiſed ſubſtance of Divineſt ſhow: 
luſt opptite to what thou ituſtly ſcem'lt, 
Adamned Saint, an Honourable Vallaine: 
O Nature ! what had'ſt chou to doein hell, - 
| When thoudid'ſt'bower the ſpiritota fiend 
In mortall paradiſe of ſuch ſweet fleſh? 
| Wasever booke containing ſuch vile matter 
| Sofairely bound? O chat deceit ſhould dwell 
| in ſucha gorgeous Pallace. 
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And ſhe brings newes and every ronguethat {peakes 


v . 


Nur. There's no truſt, no faith, nohoneſtyinmen, 


——— 
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j Ah wher's my man? give me ſome Aqua-vitz?: - 
Thelegrietes,theſe woes, theſe ſorrowes make meld! 

Shame come to Romeo, | 

[als Blilter'd be thy tongue 


Forſuch a wiſh, he wasnor borne to ſhame ; 
Vpon his brow thame isaſham'd to ſit; 
For *tisa throanc where Honobr may be Crown'd 
Sole Monarch of the univerſall earth : 
O whata beaſt was Itochide him ſo? 
Nor. Will youſpeake well of him, 
That kil'd your Cozen? * 

Juli. ſhall I ſpeake ill of him that is my husband? 
Ah poore my Lord,what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, 
When [ thy three houres wite have mangled it. 

But wherctore Villaine did'{t thou kill my Cozin? 
That Villaine Cozen would have kil'd my husband: 
Backe foolth teares, backe to your native ipring, 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Which your miſtaking offer up toioy: 

My hiusband lives that 77 9balt would havellaine, 
And Tybalr dead that would have kil'd my husband: 
All this is comfort, wherefore weepe I then? 

SOme word there was worſer then Tybalts death 
That murdred me,l would forget it faine; 

Bur oh,it prefſes tomy memory, | 

Like damned guilty deedestofinners minds, 

Tybalt is dead and Romeo baniſhed: 


| That baniſhed, that one word baniſhed, 


Hath flaine ten thouſand Tybales: Tybairs death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 
Or if ſower woe delights in tellowſhip, - 
And ncedly will be ranckt with other greifes, 
W hy toilowed not when ſhe ſaid Tybalrzs dead, 
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay or both, 
Which modernelamentartion might have mov'd. 
But with a rere-ward following Tybatts death, 
Romeo 1s baniſhed to ſpeake that word, 
Is Father, Mother,7 bats, Romeo, inlzct, 
All flatnc,all dead: Koweo 1s baniſhed, 
There 1sno end, no limir,meafure, bound, 
In that words death,uo words can that woe ſound. 
Whcre 18 my Father and my Mother Nurſe? 
Nur. Weeping and wailing over 7 ybalts Coarſe. 

Will you goto them? 1 will bring you thither. 

Ia.Waſh they his wounds with tears:mine ſhal be ſpent 
W hen theirs are dry for Romeo's baviſhment. 
Take up thoſe Cords,poore rops youare beguil'd, 
Both you and I tor Romeo is exild: 
He made you fora high way to my bed, 
But I a M2ide, dye Maiden widdowed. | 
Come Cord, come Nurſe, Ile to my wedding bed, 
And death not-Romes,takemy Maiden head. 

Nur. Hy to your Chamber, Ile find Remeo 
To comfort you, I wot well where he 1s: 
Harke ye your Romeo will be heere at night, 
He to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 
Iuli. O find him,give this Ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come,totake his laſt farewell. ; 


Enter Frier, and Romeo. 


Fri. Romeo come forth, 

Come forth thou fearefull man, 
Affiition is enamor'd of thy parts: 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 
Rom, Father what newes? ._ 


] Allperiur'd, all for{orne, allnaught,all dilemblers,” 
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Whatisthe Princes Doome? | Then wighteſt thou ſpeake, 
Whatſorrow craves acquaintance at wy hand, Then mights thoutcare thy hayre, 
ThatI yetknow nas? Andfall upon the ground as I doe now, 
Fri, Too familiar Taking the meaſure of an unmade grave, 
Is my deare Sonne with ſuch ſowre Company: ' Emer Nurſe, andkpockss, 
I bring thee tydings of the Princes Doome- Frier. Ariſe one knockes, 
Rom. What lefſe then Doomeſday, | Good Remeo hide thy ſelfe. 
Isthz Princes Doome? TEE LO Rom, NotT, 
Fri. A gentler judgetnent vaniſht from hislips, | Valeſle the breath of Heartſicke groanes 
Not bodies death, but bodies baniſhiment- Miſt.like infold me from the ſearch of eyes. 
Rem. Ha,baniſhment? be merciful, ſay death:. : | . 
For exile hath more terror in his looke, Fri. Harke how they knocke 
Much morethen death: do not ſay banuſhment- ( Who $there) Romeo ariſc, 
Fri. Here from Verona art thou baniſhed: Thou wilc be taken ſtay a while ſtand up: 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. | Knock, 
Rom, There is no world without Uerone walles, Runto my ſtudy:by and by, Gods will 
But Purgatory, Torture, hellic ſelfe: W hat ſimplencſſe is this:I come, I come, 
Hence baniſhed, is baniſht from the world, | Knoke. 
- And worlds exile is death. Then baniſhed, Who knockes ſo hard? 
Is death, miſtearm'd,calling death baniſhed, Whenc come you? what's your will ? 
Thou cut'ſt my head off with a golden Axe, | Emer Nurſe. 
And ſmileſt upon the ſtroke thac murders me. Nur. Letme come in. 
Fri. Odeadly fin, O rudeunthankefullneſſe! And you ſhall know my errand: 
Thy fault our Law calles death, but the kind Prince I come from Lady Inter. 
Taking thy part hath ruſht aſide the Law, Fri. Welcomethen. 
And turn'd that blacke word death, to baniſhment. Nur, O holy Fricr,O tell me holy Frier, 
T his is deare mercy, and thou ſeeſt it note | Wher's my Ladies Lord? wher's Romeo? 
Kem. 'Tis Torture and not mercy, heaven is here Fri, There onthe grouud, 
Where [whet lives, and every Cataud Dog, With his owne teares made druncke. 
| and little Mouſe, every unworthy thing Nur. O heis cven in my Miſtreliecauſe, 
Live here in Heavenand may looke on her, Tult in her caſe, O wofull ſimpatby: 
Bat Romeo may not, More Validity, P itttous predicament, even ſo liles ſhe, 
More Honourable ſtate, more Courtſhip lives Blubbring and weeping, weeping aud blubbring, 


Knock, 


In carrion Flies, then Romeo: they may ſeaze Stand up,ſtand up,ſtand and you be a man, 

On the white wonder of deare Inliers hand, For Inbiers ſake, for her lake riſe and Rand; 

And ſteale immorrtall bleſſing from her lips, Why ſhould you fall into ſo derpean O. 

Who even inpure and veftall modeſty Roms. Nurſe. 

Still bluſh, as thinking their owne kifles fin. N wr. Ah firaah far,deathsthe end of all. 

This may Flies doe, when I from this muſt flic, - em; Speak'ſt thou of /xlierthow is it with her? 
ailt thou yet, that exile is not death ? Doth not ſhe thinke me an old Murtherer, 


But Romeo may nothee is baniſhed. | ' Now Ihave ſtain'd the Childhood of our joy, 
Had'ſt thou nepoyfon mixt, no ſharpt ground knife, With blood removed, but little from her owne? 
No ſudden meant of _———— nere fo meane, W here is ſhe? and how doth ſhe? and whatſaics 
But baniſhed ro kill me? Bani My conceal'd Lady to our conceal'd Love? 
O Fricr, the damned uſe that word in hell: | : Nr. Oh ſhefayes nothing fir,but wrepes and weepes, 
ory, attend it, how haſt thou the heart ] And now fals on her bed, and then ſtartsup, | 
Being a Divine,a Ghoſtly Confeflor, | And Tybelecalls, and then on Romeocrics, 
A Sin-Abſolver,and my friend profcſt: - | Andthendowne falls againe- 
To mangle me with that word baniſhed ? Ro. Az if thatname ſhot from the deadly levell of a Gun, 
Fri. Fond Mad man, heare me ſpeake. | Did mnider her,asthat names curſed hand 
Roms. O thou wilt{peake againe of baniſhment. 1 Murdred ber kinſman. Oh tell me Frier,tell me, 
Fri. Ile givethe Armour tokeepe off that word, | In what vile part ofthis Anoramy 
j Adverfitics ſweet milke, Philoſophy, Doth my name lodge? Tell me, that I may ſacke 
To comfortthee, though thou art baniſhed. The hatcfuil Manſion, | 
Rom, Yet baniſhed? hang up Philoſophy: Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand: 
| Vnleſſe Philoſophie can make a-/whee, Art thou a man? thy forme cries ont thou art: 
Difplant a Towne, reucrle a Princes Doowme, Thy teares are womaniſh, thy wild ats doc note 
It helps not, itprevailes not,talke no more: | TheanreaſonableFury ofa beaſt, 
Frz. O then Ice, that Madmen have no cares. Vnſcemely woman, inaſceeming man, 
 } Row. How ſhouldthey, | Andill beſteming beaſt in ſeeming both, 
{ When wiſemen have no eyes? '| Thou baſt amaz'd me. By my holy order, 
Fri. Let me diſpaire with thee of thy eftate. | Ithought thy diſpoſirion better temper'd. 
| Kor. Thou can'ſt not ſpeake of thatth6 doſt notfeele, | Haſt thou ſlaine Tybe/? wilt thou ſlay thy ſelfe? 
Wert thou as young as [nlierrmy Lover '| Andflay thy Lady, that inthylifelics, 
] An houre but married, 7ybelr-murdred, '| By doingdamned hate uponthy ſelfe? 
Doting like me,and like me baniſhed, | Why rail tthouonthy birth?the heavenand _ 
| ince | 
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Since birth,and heaven and carth;all three do meete 
In thee at once,which thou at once would'tt looſe 
 Fic,fie,thou ſhami'ſt thy ſhape,thy love,thy wit, 
Which like a V ſurer abound'ſt inall:' 

Anduſelt none in that rue uſe indeed, 

Which ſhould bedecke thy ſhape,thy lovethy wit: 
Thy Noble ſhape ;1s but aforme of waxe, 
Digrelling from the Valour of a man, 

Thy deare Love ſworne but hollow perjury, 

Killing chat Love whick thou haſt vow'd to cheriſh, 
Thy wit,that Ornamenr,to ſhape and Love; 


| Miſ-ſhapen in the condud of them both: 


Like powder in a $killefle Souldters flaske, 


| Isſeta fire by thine owne 1gnorance, 


And thou diſmembred with thine owne defence. 
What,rowle thee man,thy /aber isalive, 

For whoſe deare ſake thou waft bur lately dead. 
There art thou-happy-Tybalt would kill thee, 
But thou lew'ſt Tyba/t,there art thou happy too 
Thelaiy that threatned death became thy Friend, 
And turn'd it to extle,there artrhou happy. 
Apacke of bleilings light upon tby backe, 


| Happineſſe Courts thee in her beſt array, 


But like a miſ-ſhaped andaſulien wench, 

Thou puttelt uþ thy Fortune and thy Love: 
Take heed, tak. heed, for ſuch die niiſerable. 

Goe get thee to thy Love as was decreed, 
Aſcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her: 
But looke thou ſtay not tillthe watch be ſer, 

For then thou canſt not paſſe to Hanna, 7 » 
Where thon fhalt live till we can finde a time 
Toblaze your marriage,reconcile your Friends, 
Bey pardon of thy Prince,and callthee backe, 
With twenty hundred thouſand times more joy 
Thea thou went'ſt forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nurſe,commend me to thy Lady, 
Andbid her haſten all the houſe ro bed, 

Which heavy ſorrow makes them apr urito. 
Rome? is COMMINg» of 
Near. © Lord,l could have ſtaid hereallnight, 


| To heare good counſell:oh what learming 1s! 


My Lord [le tellmy Lady you will come. ; 
Rows. Do ſo,and bid my Sweete prepare to chide, 
Near. Heere fit,a Ring ſhe bid me give you fir: 
Hie.you,make haſt,for it growes very late. 

Row: How well my Comfort isreuiy'd by this- 
Frs, Go hencc. © - 


| Goodnighr,and hereſtands a'lyour ſtate: 


Either be gone before the watch be ſet, 
Or by the breake of day diſguis'd from hence, 


Sojorne in Mantws,Te find out your tnan, 


And he ſhalt fignifie from time to time, 


Every good hap toyol that chaunces heere: 
Give me thy hand, tis late, farewell, goodnight. 


Rom, But that a joy paſt joy,calls out on' me, 


It were a Sriefe,ſo bricfe to part with thee: - 
| Farewell. Exeunt. 


Enter old (apulet,his Wife and Paris. 


Cay, Things have falne our ſir (0 unluckily, 


That we have hadno time to move our Daughter? 
Looke you, the Lov'd her kinſman'7y6att dearely, 
And ſo did 1. Well, we were borne'to'die. 

| Tis very late, ſhe'l nor come downetohighs: 


I 


I'promiſe you,but for your company, 


I would have bina bed an houre ago. . 6 
Par. Thele times of wo,affoord no times to wooe: 
Madam goodnight,commend me to your Daughter. 
Laa. 1 will,and know her mind early to morrow! 
To night,ſhe is mewed up to her hevineſle. 
- Cap. Sir Parts,[ will make a deſperate tender 
Of my Child:s love : I thinke ſhe wiil be rul'd 
Inall reſpects byme:nay more,I doubt it not, 
Wite,goyouto her cre you go to bed, 
Acquaint her here,of my Sonne Pars: Love, 
And bid her,marke you me, on Wenſgay next, 
But ſoft, whar day is this? 
Par, Monday my Lord. 
Cap. Monday, ha ha: well Wendfday is too ſoone, 
A Thurtfday letit be:a Thurſday tell ber, 
She ſhall be married to this Noble Earle: 
Will you be read; ?do you like this haſt? 
Weele keepe no great adoe,a Friend or.two, 
For harke you, T phat: being {laine 10 late, 
| It may be thought we held him careleſly, 
Being our kinſman,if we revell much: 
Therefore weele have ſome halfe a dozen Friends, 
And there an end. But what ſay you to Thurſday? 
Par, My Lord, 
I would that Thurſday were to morrow. 
Cap. Weli,ger you gone,a Tharſday,be it then: 


— 


Go youto [ulzer exe yon go tobed, 

Prepare her wife,againſt tlris wedding day. 
Farewell my Lor.i,light to my Chamber hoa, 
Afore me,ic is folate, that we may call it early by and'by, 
Goodighr. Exeunt. 


Enter Romo avd Inliet aloft. 


I. Wiltthou be gone? 
It was the Nightingale,and not the Larke, 
That pter'ſt the fearetu!l hollow of thine care, 
Nightly ſhe tings on yond Pomgranet tree, 
Beiceve me Love,it wasthe Nightingale. 

om. It was the Larke the Herauld of Morne: 
No Nightingale:Jooke Love what envious fireakes - 
Do laee the {bvering Clondes in yonder Eaſt: 
Nights Candles are burnt out,and Tocond day 


———— 


Standsripto on the miſtic Mouncainetops, 
.F muſt be goneandlive;or ſtay and dic. 


' Nor that is not the Larke whoſe notes do beate 


[al. Yond light isnot day light,l know it Iz © \: 
It is ſome Meteor that the Sun exhales, 
To be tothee this night a Torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 
Therefore ſtay yer,thounced®ſt nytro be gone, 
Rom. Let mie ve tanefet me be put todeath, 
[am content;ſo thou wilt haveit fo. 
Ile fay yon gray is not the mornings eye, 
Tis but the pale reflexe of Cimbias brow.. 


The vaulty heaven ſo high above onr heads, 
I have morecareto ſtay,then willro go: 
Come death ard welcome, lus wils it ſo. 
How iſt my ſoule,letsralkezivis'nofdays © 
It. It is,it is, hie hence begoneaway: 04 3c? 
It is theLarke that fings ſoout of tune, YRS 
Straining harſh Diſcords,and unpleaſing Sharpeg,” ':-- 
Some ſay the Larke makes ſweere Dvifion; 5517 21 // | 
This doth not ſo:ſor ſhedivideth us. } 1121] 27 it { 
Some ſay,theLarks and loathed Toad thange'eyes, © 


| O now I would they had chang*d'yoycestoo:' i! \/': 
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Since arme from arme that voycedoth us affray, [wl. Indeed 1 never ſhall be ſatisfied 

Hunting thee hence, with Huntſ-up to the day, . {| With Reweoztill I behold him. Dead 

O now be gone,more lightand it light growes- Is my poore heart ſo fora kinſman vext; 

Row. More light & light,more darke & darkeour woes. | Madam if you could find outbuta man 
Enter Madam and Nurſe To beare a poiſon, I would temper it; 
Nw. Madam. Fl; Thar Reweoſhould upon receit thereof, 
Inl. Nurſe. Soone ſleepe in quier. O how my heart abhors 
XN». Your Lady Motheris commingto your chamber, | To hcare him nam*d,and cannot come to him, 

The day is broke,be wary,looke abour, To wreake the Love bore my Cozin,Tybate 
Int. Then window let day in,and let life our. Vpon his body thas hath flaughter'd him. 
Row, Farewell,farewell,one kifſcand Ile deſcend. 440. Find thou the meanes,and Ile find ſuch a man, 
Int. Art thou gone ſo?Love,Lord,ab Husband, Friend, | Butnow lle tell thee joytull tidings Girle, 

I muſt heare from thee every day in the houre, Inl. And joy comes well, in ſuch a needy time, 

For ina minutethere are many dayes, W hat are they,l beſeech your Ladyſhip? 

O by this count [ ſhall be much in yeares, Ao. Well,well, thou haft a carefull Fa her Child? 

Ere Iagaine behold my R,omes. One who to put thee from thy heavineſſe, 

Rows. Farewell: Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of joy, 

I will omitno oportunity, T hat thou expect snot,nor I looke not for. 

That may convey my greetings Love,to thee. [ul. Madam in happy time, what day is this? 
Isl.O thinkeſt thou we ſhall ever meet againe? Mo. Marry my Child,early next Thurſday morne, 
Rom. I doubt 1t not,and all theſe woes ſhall ſerve The gallant, yourg,and Noble Gentleman, 

For {weetdiſcourſes in our time to come. The County Pars at Saint, Peters Church, 

Isl. O GodlI have anill Divining ſoule, Shall happily make thee a joyfull Bride. 

Me thinkesI ſee thee now,theu art ſolowe, Int, Now by Saint Peters Church,and Peter too, 

As one dead in the Bortome of a Tombe, He ſhall not make me there a joyfull Bride. 

Either my eye-ſight failes,or thou look'lt pale. I wonder atthis ba(tythatI muſt wed 
Rem. Andtruſt me Love,in my eyeſo do you: Ere he that ſhould be Husband comes to woe. 

Dry ſorrow drinkes our blood. Adue,adue. Ex. | I pray youtell my Lord and Father Madam 
Isl. O Fortune, Fortune,all men call thee fickle," | I will not marry yet,and whenl doe, I ſwearc 

If thou art fickle,what doſt thou with him | It ſhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate 

That is renown'd for faith?be fickle Fortune: Rather then Paris. Theſe are newes indeed, 

' For then I bope thou wilt not keepe him long, MeoHere comes your Father,tell him ſo your ſelle, 

| But ſend him backe. Andſce how he will take itat you hands, 

Enter e Mother. od 
Zad. Ho Daughter,are you up? Enter Capulet and Nurſe, 
Il. Whoiſt that calis?Is it my Lady Mother? 

Ts ſhe not downe ſolate,or up ſo early? Cap. When the Sun ſets,the carth doth drizzle dew; 

What unaccuſtom'd cauſe procures her hither? Bur for the Sunſet of my Brothers Sonne, 

Led. Why how now [uler? It raines downright. 
Inl. Madam I am not well. js a How now? A Conduit Girle,what tillin teares? 
Lad. Evermore weeping for your Cozins death? | Ever more ſhowring in onelittle body? 

Whar wilt thou waſh him from bis grave with teares?” | Thou counterfeits a Barke,a Sea,a Wind: 

And ifthouccould't;,thou could'ſt not make himlive: | For ſtill thy eyes,which TI may call the Sea, 

Therefore have done,ſome griefe ſhewes much of Love, | Do ebbe and flow with teares,the Barke thy body 

But much of gricte, ſhewes (till (ome want of wit. | Sailing in this falt floud,the windes thy ſighes, 

Tul. Yetlet me weepe, for {ucha feeling loſſe. ., Who raging wich theteares and they with them, 
Lad. So ſhall you feele the loſſe,butnotthe Friend Withoutaluddencalme will over ſet 
Which you weepe for. | Thy tempeſt-tofſed body. How now wife? 
Is). Fecling ſo the loſſe, 4/4. Haye you delivered to her our decrce?: . 
I cannot chuſe but ever weepe the Friend. Lad. I fir; - Sa 
La. WellGirle,thouweep'ſt norſomuchforhisdeath, | Butſhe will none,ſhe gives you thankes, . 
As that the Villaine lives whichſlaughter'd him. 1 would the foole were married to her grave. 
7] © Zul. What Villaine, Madam? Cap.Soft,take me with you,take me with you wite, 
] -* *L4d. That ſame Villaine Koweeo, | How,will ſhenone?dothſhe not give us thanks? 

' Il. Villaine and he,be many Milesaſſunder: Is ſhe not proud?doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 

| God pardop him,l doe withall my heart, Vnworthy as ſhe is,that we have wrought 

| And yetno manlike he doth grieve my heart. - So worthy a Gentleman,to be her Bridegroome ? 

] Lad. Thatis becauſe the Fraitorlives. Inl.Notproud you have, 

\thereach of theſe my: hands: But thankfull that you have: 

: ProudcanT never be of whatI have, 

I | But thankfulleven for batc,that is meant Love. 

| («p- How-now?  -.. 

Do | | How now?Chopt Logicke? what is this? 

Prond,and I thanke you:and I thanke younots« 

Thanke me no thankings,nor proud me no prouds, 

Butſertle your fine joints*gainſt Thurſday next, 
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Togo with Paris to Saint Peters Church: 
Or I will drag thee;on a Hurdle thitber. 
Out you greene ſickneſle carrion,out you baggage, 
You tallow face. 
' Lad, Fie, fie, what are'you mad? 
ul. Good Father, I beſeech you on my knees 
Heare me wtth patience,butto ſpeake a word. 
Fa. Hang thee young baggage, diſobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what,get the to Church a Tharſday, 
Or never after-looke me in the face.. 
Speake not, reply not,do not anſwere me. 
My fingers itch,wifezwe ſcarce thought us bleſt, 
That God had lent us but this onely Child, 
Butnow I ſee this one is one too much, 
And that we have a curſe in having her: 
Our on her Hilding. 
Nur. Godin heaven bleſſe her, 
' Youare too blame my Lord to rate her to. 
Fa. And why my Lady wiſedome?hold your congue, 
Good Prudence,ſmatrer with your gollip,go. 
Nar. I ſpeake notreaſon, 
O Godigoden, * 
May not one ſpeake? 
Fa. Peace you nuumbling foole, 
Vtter your gravity orea Goſlips bowle, 
For here we need it not. 
La. You are too hot. 
Fa. Gods bread,it makes me mad: 
Day, night, houre,tide,time,worke, play, 
Alone in company, ſtill my care bath bin 
To have her matcht,and having now provided 
AGentleman of NobleParentage, 
Of faire Demeanes. Youthfull,and Nobly Allied, 
Staft as they ſay with Honourable parts, 
Proportion?*d as ones thought would with a man. 
And then to have a iwretched puling foole, 
A whining memmet,in her Foitunes tender, 
Teanſwer, Ile not wed;Icannot Love: 
Iam too young, ! pray you pardon me. 


d 


} But,and you willnot wed, lic pardon you. 


Graze where vou will,you {hall not houſe with mes 


|| Looke too'r,thinke on't,1 do not uſeto jeſt. 


Thurſday is neerc, lay hand on heart,advile, 

And you be mine, lite give you to my Friend: 

And you be not, hang, beg,ſtarve,6te in the ſtreets, 

For by my ſoule, Ile nereacknowtiedge thee, 

[ Nor what is mine {hall never do thee good: 

Truft roo't,be thinke yon, He not be for{worn?, 

Isl.1s there no pitty ſitting in the Cloudes, 

That fees into the bottome of my gric fe? 

O ſweet my Mother caſt menot away, 

Delay tbis marriage,for a month, a weeke, 

Orit you do not, make the Bridall bed 

In that dim Monument where Tybal: lit'S. 

o.Talke not to megfor Ile not ſpeake a word, 

| Do as thou wilr,for 1 have done with thee. 

Tul. O God} ® 

O Nurſe, how ſhall this be prevented? 

| My Husband is on earth,my faith in heaven, 
How ſhall that faithreturne againetocarth, 

Vnleſſe that Husband ſend it me from heaven, 

By leaving earth? Comfort me,counſaile me: 

| Alacke alacke,thar heaven ſhould praftile ſtraragems 

| Vpon ſo ſoft a ſubjet as my ſelfe, * 

- What faiſt thou?haſt thou not a word of joy? 
Fome cotafort Nurſe: 


Exit. 


Exit. 


» 
© ct. 


| 


; 


Nur. Faith here it is, ; 
Komeo is baniſhed,andall the worldtonotbing, - 
| That he dares nere come backeto challenge/you: 
Or if he do, itneeds muſt be by ſtealth. ( 
1 hen fince the caſe ſo ftandsas now':itdoth, 
I thinke it belt you married with the Count, 
O hee's a Lovely Gentleman: J 
Romeos a dith-clour to him.an Eagle Madam 
Harh not ſo greene,ſoquicke,ſo faire aneye_ - 
As Paris hath,beſhrow my very heart, 
I thirike you ace happy'in this ſecond mitch, 
For it excels your tirſt:or if 1: did not, 
Your firſt is dead,or 'twere as good he were, 
As living here and you no uſe of him. 
Ful. Speakeſt thou from thy heart? 
Nwr. And from my ſoule too, 
Or elite beſhrew them both 
1s. Amen. | 
Ner. What? 
[u!. Well,thou haſt comforted me mary*Jous much, 
Go in,and tell my Lady I am gone, 
Having diſpleas'd my Father,to Lawrence Cell, 
To make confeſlic:,and ro be abſolv'd. 
Aer. Marry I will and this is wiſely done. 
Iul. Auncient damnation,O moſt wicked fiend 
Is it more fin to wiſh me thus forſworne, 
Or todilpraiſe my Lord with that ſame tongue 
Which ſhe hath prais'd him with above compare, 
So many thouſand times?Go Counſellor, 
Thou and my boſome henchforth ſhall be twaine: 
Ile to the Frier to know his remedy, 
It all elſe taile,my ſelfe have power to die. 


Enter Frier and Count Paris. 


Fri. On Thurſday ſir?the time igvery ſhort, 
Par. My Father Capuler will have it fo, 
AndI am nothing ſlow to ſlack his haſte. 
Fri. You fay you donot know the Ladies mind? 
Vneven is the courſe, T like it not. 
Pa, Immoderately the weepes for Tybalts death, 
And therefore have l little ralke of Love, 
For Venus (miles not in a houſe of teaxes. 
Now (ir, her Father counts it dangerats © 4 
That the doth give her ſorrow ſo much ways 
And in his wiſedome, haſts our marriage, 
To {top the inundation of ker teares, 
W hich coo much minded by her ſelfe alone, 
May be put from herby ſocicty. 
| Now duc you know'the reaſon of this haſte? © + 
Fri. 1 would I knew yot why it ſhould be flow'd, 
Looke fir, here comesthe Lady rowards my Cell.” 
Enter Juliet, 
Par. Happily met,my Lady and my wife. 
Iul, That way be fir,when I may be a wife. '* * 
Pax. That may be,mult be Lovye,on Thurſday next, 
Tal. W hat malt be ſhall be. 
Fri, That's a Certainetext. | 
Par. Come you to makegonfeſſion tothis. Father? 
Tel. To anfwerethar, 1 {hbulf confeſle ro you. | 
Par. Donotdeny to hilp, —_—= 
I1«l.1 will confefſe to y: 
Par. So will ye, Iam furethat you Loveme.' 
Ial.1f [doſo,it willbe of more price, © 
Being ſpoke behind your backe,thento your face. 
| * Par. Poore ſoulethy faceis much abis'd withieares? 
? .11 2 


Ex, 


Excum, 


Inl. The \ 


xt 7 be Trapedy of Romeo and Luliet. 


Jal. The teares have got ſmall viſtoxie by that: . --\ 
"m_ it was bad i before'their ſpight. 

; 4. 
| my ue: is no ; nas OS truth, 
1 And what1 ſpakcyl:{pake it tomy face, 
| Par. Thy 9 4 wg} chot baft laundred it. 


Ly 


1 2m. It may be ſo,for itis not mine owne. 

Are youat leiſure;Hely-Father now, 
1 Or ſhall I cometo you atevening Maſſe? 
4 Fri. My leiſure ſerves me penſive daughter now. 
My Lord 1 muſt intreatthe time alone. 

' Par. Godſheild:1fhould diſturbe Devotion, 
1 T=het, on Thurſday early will I rowle yee, 
1 Till then adue,and keepethis holy kiſle, Ext Pars. 
ul. O ſhut the doore,and when thou haſt done fo, 
| Come weepe with me,paſt hope,paſlt care,paſt belpe. 
Frs. O Inhet,l already know thy griefe, 
1 It ſtraines me paſt the compaſſe of my wits: 
I hearethon muſt, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thurſday next be married to this Count, 
| Z7zl. Tell me not Frier rhat thou heareſt of this, 
| Vnleſſe thou tell me how I may prevent it: 
If in thy wiſedome,thou canſt give no heipe, 
Dothou but call my re{olugzon wile, 
And with' this knife, [lc helpe it preſently. 
God joyn'd my heart,aud Komeos, thou our hands, 
And erc this hand by thee to Romeo (cal'd; 
Shall be the Labell to another Deede, 
Or my true heart with trecherous revolt. 
.-Turne to another,this ſhall ſlay them both: 
Therefore out of thy long experieryſt time, 
Give me ſome preſent counſell,or behold 
Twixt my extreames and me, this bloody knife 
Shall play the umpire,arbirrating that, 
1 Whichthe commillion of thy yearesand art, 
] Could to no ifſuc of true honour bring: 
{ Be notſolong to ſpeak,l long to die, 
| If what thou ſpeak'ſ{t,ſpeake not of remedy. 
Fri. Hold Daughter, I doe ſpice a kind of hope, 
| Which craves as deſperate an execution, 
| Asthatis deſperate which we would prevent. 
If rather then to marry Countie Paris 
4 Thou haſt the ſtrength of will to lay thy ſelfe, 
Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this ſhame, 
That coap'ſt with death himfſefe,to ſcape fro it: 
And if thou dar'tt,lle give thee remedy, 

Il, O bid me leape,rachcr then marry Paris, 

From of the Battlements of any Tower, 
{ Or walke intheevith waics,or bid me lurke 
Where Serpents are-chaine me with roaring Beares-' 
1 Or hide menightly in a Charnell houſe, 
Orecovered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
With recky ſhankesacd ycllow chappleſle ſculls: 
| Or bid mego into anew made grave, 
And hide me with a dead manin his grave, 
Things that to heare them rold,have made me tremble, 
- And I will doe it without feare or doubr, 
To livean vnſtaind wife to my ſweet Love. 
' © Frs, Hold then:goe home be merry,give conſent, 
| Tomarry #aris:wenſday is go morrow, * 
| To morrow night looke thatthou lic alone, 
' Lernot thy Nurſe he with thee in thy Chamber: 
Take thouthis Viollbeingthen inbed, 
| And this diſtilling liquor drinke thou of, 
| Whenpreſently throughall thy veines ſhall run, 


wrong'l[t itmore then teares with that report 


] A cold and drowſic humour:for no pulſe 


} 


| Cap. Why lam glad on't,this iswell,ſtand up, 


Shall keepe his nativeprogrefſc,butſurceaſe: 
No warmth,no breath ſhall teſtifie thou liveſt, 
TheRoſes in thy lips and cheekes ſhall fade 
To mealy afhes,the eyes windowes fall 
Like death when he ſhutsup the day of life: 
Each part depriv'd of ſupple government, 
Shall ſtiffe and ſtarke,and cold appeare like death, 
And in this borrowed likeneſle of ſhrunke death 
Thou ſhalt concinue twoand forty houres,, 
And then awake,asfrom a pleafantfleepe. 
Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes, 
To rowſe the from thy bed,there art thou dead: 
Then as the manner of our country 1s, 
In thy beſt Robes uncover'd on the Beere, 
Be borneto buriall in thy kindreds grave: 
Thou ſhalr be borne to that ſame antient vault, 
W here allthe kindred of the (apwmlets lie, 
In the meane time againſt chou ſhalt awake, 
Shall Romeoby my Letters know our drift, 
And hither ſhall he come, and that very night 
Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Mantra, 
And this ſhall free thee from this preſent ſhame, 
if noinconſtam toy nor womanilh feare, 
Abatetby valour in the acting it. - 
[al, Give me,give me,O tell not me of feare, 
Fri, Hold get you gonebe ſtrong and proſperous; 
In this reſolve, Ile ſenda Frier with ſpeed 
To Mantxa with my Letters to thy Lord. 
Tal. Love give me itrength, 
And ſtrength ſhall helpe afford: 
Farewell dcare father. 


Enter Father Capulet Mother, Nurſe,and 


ſerving men, twoor three. 


Exti, 


Cap. So many guelits jnvite as here are writ, 


| Sirrah,go hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 


Ser. You ſhall have noneill ſir, for Ile trie if they can 
licke their fingers. 

( ap. How canſt thou trie them ſo? | 
Ser, Marry ſir , tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his 
owne fingers:therefore he that cannot licke his fingers 

goes not with me. | 
Cap. Go be gone, we ſhall be much unfurniſht for this | 
time ; what is my Daughter gone to Frier Lawrence? 
Wav 1 forſooth. 
Cap. Well he may chance todo ſome goed on her, 
A peeviſh-ſelfe-wild harlotry it is. 
Enter luliet; 
} Nur. See where ſhe comes from ſhrift 
With merry looke 
(ap. How now my headſtrong, 


| Where bave you bin gadding? 


Inl. Where I have learnt meto repent the fin 

Ofdiſobedient oppoſition: 
To you and your beheſts,andam enjoyn'd 
By holy Lawrerce;to fall proſtrate here, 
To beg your pardon:pardon I beſeech you, 
Henceforward I am eyerrul'd by you, 

(4p: Send for the Count, goe tell him of this, 
Ile bave this knot knit up to morrow morning. 

il, T met the youthfull Lord at Lawrexce Cell, 
And gave him what becomed Lovel might, 
Not ſtepping ore the bounds of modeſtie. 


This 
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This isas't ſhould beylet me ſee the County: 
'I marry go I ſay,and'fetch him hither. 
Now afore God,this reyerend holy Frier, 
All our whole Citty is much boand to him. 
' Inl. Nurſe will you goe with me into my Cloſet, 
Tohelpe me ſort fuch needfull ornaments, 
As you thinke fit to furniſh me tro morrow? 
Af. No not till Thurſday,there is time inough, 
Fa, Go Nurſe,go with her, 
Weele to Church to morrow.. ' 
E xennt [uliet and N wrſe. 
Ao. We ſhall be ſhoxt in our proviſion, 
Tis now neerenight. 
Fa.Tuſh,I will ſtirre about, 
Andallthings ſhall be well, I warrant thee wife: 
Go thou to luket,helpe todeckeup her, 
Ile nocto bed to night, let me alone: 
Ile play the huſwife for this once. What ho? 
They are all forth,well T will walke my ſelfe 
To County Parss, to prepare him up 
Againft ro morrow,my heart is wondrous light, 
Since this (ame way-ward Gyrle is ſo reclam'd. 
E-xeunt Father and Mother. 


Enter Iuliet and Nurſe. 
Iul.T thoſe attiresare beſt,but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to my lelte tonight: 
For I have need of many Orylons, 
To move the heavens to ſmile upon my ſtate, 
| Which well thou know'ſt,iscrofle and full of fins 
Enter Mother. 
Wo. What arc you bufic ho?nced you my help? 
Iul. No Madam, we have cull'd ſuch neceflaries 
As are behoouefull for our ſtate to morrow: 


|.Sopleaſe you,ler me now beleft alone; 
And let the Nurſe thisnight fit up with you, . 


For I am ſure,you bave your handsfull all, 
In this ſo ſudden bulineſle, 
Mo. Goodnight. We 
Get thee to bed and reſt,for thou haſt need. 
Tat. Farewell: | 
God knowes when we ſhall meete againe. 
I have a faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 
That algzoſt freezes up the heate of fire: 
Ile call them backe againe.to comfort me. 


. | Narſe, what ſhould the do here? 


My diſmall Sceane, 1 needs mult a alone: : 
Come V iall, what if this mixture do not worke at all? 
Shall I be married thento morrow morning? 
No,no,this ſhall forbid it. Liethou there, 

What if it be a poiſon whichthe Frier 

Subtiily hath miniſtred to have me dead, 

Leſt in this marriage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, 
Becauſe he married ine betote to Romeo? 

I feare it is,and yet me thinkes it ſhould not. 


| For he bath ſtill becne tried a holy mans 


How,if when I am laidinto the Tombe, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
| Cometo redeeme me? There's a fearefull point: 
Shall I not thenbe ſtifled inthe Vault? 
To whoſe foule mouth no healthſome ayre breaths in, 
And theredie ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes. 
Or if 11ive, is i not very like, - - 
The horrible conceit of death-and night, 
Together with the terror of the place, 
Asin a Vaulr,anancient receptacle, 


nk», 


Exenmt.. 
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| W here tor theſe many hundred yeeres the bones 
Of ail my buried Aunceſtors arepackt, 

Where bloody Tybalt,yet but greene in carth, 

Lies feſtring in his ſhrow'd, whereas they ſay, 

At ſome houres in the night,Spirits reſort; 

Alacke,alack is it not like that I 

So early waking, what with loathſome ſmels, 

And ſhrikes like Mandrakes torne ont of the earth, 

That living mortals hearing them,run mad, 

Orit I watke,ſhall I not be diſtraught, 

Invironed with all theſe hideous feares, 

And madly play with my forefathers joynts? 

{ And plucke the mangled That from his ſhrow'd? 

And in this rage,with ſome greatkinſmans bone, 

As(with a club)dath out my deſperate braines. 

O looke, me thinks I ſeemy Cozins Ghoſt, 

Secking our Romeo that did ſpit his body 

Vpon his Rapiers point:ſtay Tybale, (tay; 

Kome, Romeo, Romeo,hcre's drinke:I drinke to thee. 


Emter Lady of the houſe, and Nurſe, 


Lady. Hold, 
Take theſe keies,and fetch more ſpices Nurſe, 


Enterold Capulet, 
Cap. Come, ftir,ſtir ſtir, 
The lecond Cocke hath Crow'd, | 
The Curphew Bell hath rung,tis three a clocke: 
Looketo the bakte meates,good Angelica, 
Sparenot for coft. 
Nor. Go you Cot-queane,go, 
Get you to bed, faithyoule be ſicke tomorrow 
For this nights watching. 
. Cap. Nonot a whit.what?I have watchtere now 
All night for a lefſe cauſe,and neere beene licke, 
La. I you havebin a Mouſe-hunt in your rime, 
But I will watch you from ſuch wa'ching now. 
Exit Lady and Nar(c. 
Cap. A jealous hood,a jealous hood, | 
Now fellow, whats there? 
Enter three or fonre with ſpits,and logs andbarkets. 
, Fel. Things for the Cooke fir,but I know nor what. 
Cap. Make haſt,make haſt, firrha,ferch drier Logs, 
{ Call Perer,he will ſhew thee where they are. 
Fel. T havea head fir,that will find out logs, 
| And never trouble Perer for the matter. 
Cap. Maſſe and wellfaid,a merry horſon, ha, 
Thou ſhalt be loggerhead, good Faith,tis day. 
| Play Maſicke. 
The County will be here with Muſicke traight, 
| For ſo he ſaid he would, I heare him neere, 


PY 


| Narſe,wife, what hofwhat Nurſe I ſay? 


| Enter Nurſe. 

| Go waken luliet , goandtrim her up, 

He goandchat with Paris:hic,make haſt, 
Make haſt,the Bridegroomehe is come already: 
Make halt | fay. 

Nur. Miſtcis, what Miſtris? /uler?Faſt I warrant her, 
Why Lambe, why Lady?fic you fluggabed, 
Why Love ] ſay?Madam,ſweet heart; by Bride? 
What nota word? Y ou infer peniworths now, 

P 


Sleepe for a weeke, for-thQext night I warrant © 
The County Parss hath ſethp.hisreft, 
That you ſhall reſt bur little,God forgive me: 


| 


| Marry and Amen:how ſound ts ſhe a ſleepe?* * 
| —_— 
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Nur, They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paſtric, F 
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I muſt needs wake her:Madam, Madam, Madam, 
I,let the County take youin your bed, _ 
Heele fright you up yfaith. Will it not bee 
What dreſt,and in your clothes,and downe againe? 
I maſt needs wake you: Lady,Lady, Lady? 
Alas alas,helpe,helpe,my Ladys dead, 
Oh weladay,that ever I was borne, 
Some Aqua-vitz ho.my Lord,my Lady? 

Mo. Whatnoile is heere? 

Ar. Olamentable day. 

Ao. W hat is the matter? 

Nur. Loeke,looke,oh beavy days. 

70. O me,O me,my Child, my onely life: 
Revive,looke up,or I will dic withthee: 
Helpe,heipe,call helpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For ſhame bring 1zlie: forth,her Lord is come- 

Nur. Shee's dead: deceaſt,ſhee's dead-alacke theday- 

M. Alacke the day,ſhee's dead,ſhee's dead, ſhee's dead. 

Fa. Ha?Let me ſee her : out alas ſhee's cold, 


Enter Mother: 


| Her blood is ſetledand her joynts are ſtiffe: 


Life and theſe lips havelong bene ſeparated: 

Death lies on her like ao untimely froſt 

Vponthe ſweteſt flower of ali the field. 
Nur. O Lamentable day! EP 
Me. O wofull time, | 


Fa, Death that hath tane her hence to make me waile, 


Tiesup my tongne,and will not let me ſpeake- 
Enter Frier and the County. 

Frs, Come,isthe Bride ready to go to Church? 

Fa. Ready to gogbut never to returne. 
O Sonne,the night before thy wedding day, 
Hath death laine with thy wife:{ee there ſhe lies, 
Flower as ſhe was,deflowred now by him. 
Death is my Sonne inlaw,death is my Heire, 
My Daughter he hath wedded.I will die, 
And leave himall life living.all is deaths. | 

Fa. Have I thought long to ſee this mornings face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a fight as this? 

Mo. Accur'it,unhappy,wretched,hatefull day, 
Moſt miſerable hourethat cre time ſaw 


| In laſting labour of his Pilgrimage. 


But one,poore one,one poore and loving Child, 

Bur ene thing to rejoyce and ſolace in, 

And cruell death hath catcht it from my ſight. 
Nsr. O wo, O wofull,wofull,wofull day, 

Moſt lamentable day,moſt wofull day, 

That ever,ever,l did yct behold. 


| Oday,Oday,O day,O batefull day, 


Never was ſcene ſo black e a dayas this: 
O wofull day,O wofull day. : 
Pa. Beguild,divorced, wronged, ſpighted,ſlaine, 


| Moſt deteſtable death,by thee beguil'd, 


By cruell,crucll thee quite overthrowne: 
O love,O life;not life, but loue in death. 
Fa. Deſpis'd,diſtrefſed,hated,martir'd,kil'd, 
Vncomfortable time, why cam'ſt thou now 
To murther,murther our ſolemnity? 
O Child,O Child;my ſoulc,and not my Child, 


| Dead artthou,alacke my Child is dead, 


And with my Child, my joyes are buried, 

Fri. Peace ho for ſhame,confuſions: Care lives not 
Intheſe confuſions, heaven a8 your ſclfe 
Had part in this faire Maid,n@b heaven hath all, 
Andall the b-tter is it for the Maid: 


Your part in her,you could not keepe from death, 


| But heaven kepes his part ineternall life; 
The moſt you fought was her promotion, | 
For twas your heaven,that ſhe ſhould be advanc'. 
And weepe ye now,ſ{ceing ſhe'is advanc'c 

Above the Cloudes,as high as Heaven it ſelfe? 
O1n this love,you love your Child ſo ill, 

That you run mad ſeeing that ſhe js well: 

Shee's not well marcicd;that lives married long, 
But ſhee's beſt married, thatdies married yong. 
Drie vp your teeres, and ſticke your Roſemaric 
On this faire Coarſe, and as the cuſtome is 
And in her beſt array beare her to Church: 

For though fond Nature bids all us lament, 
Yet Natures teares arc Reaſons merriment. 

Fa. Allthingsthat we ordained Feſtivall, 
Turne from their eifice to blacke Fancrall: 
Our infiruments to melancholy Bells 
Our wedding cheare,toa fad buriall Feaſt: 
Our folemne Hymnes,to ſullen Dyrges change; 
Our Bridall flowers ſerve for a buried Coarle: 
Andall tkingschange them tothe contrary. 

Fre. Sir go you in,and Madam,go with him, 
And go fir Paris,cvery one prepare 
To follow this faire Coark unto her grave: 


| The heavensdo lowre upon you, for ſome 1ll: 


Move them no more,by crofling their high will. Exean, 
Cs. Faith we may put up our Pipes and be gone. 
Nur Honeſt goudfellowes: Ah put up put up, 

For well you know,this is a pittifull caſe. 

_ Ma, | by my troth,the caſe may be amended. 
| Emer Peter. 
Pet. Muſitians,oh Muſitians, 

Hearts caſe, hearts caſe, 

O, and you v ill have me live,play hearts eaſe. 
Mn. Why Hearts caſe; 

Pet. O Mulitians, 

Becautc my heart it ſelfe plajes,my heart is full 
214, Not a dump we, tis no time toplay now. 

Pet. You will not then? 

Hs. No. 

Per. I will then give it you ſoundly. 

1, What will you give us? 

Pet. No money on my faith,but the glecke. 

I will give you the Miniſtrell. 

CH. Then will I give youthe Serving creature. 
Pet, Then will T lay the ſerving Creatures Daggeron 
your pate-I will cary no Crochets, le Re you,llc Fayou, 
do you noteme? 
Hu, And you Re ns,ard Fa us,you Note us. 

2. 44. Pray you put up your Dagger, 

And put out your wit. 

Then have at you with my wit. 

Pet. I will dry-bcate you withan yron wit, 

And put up my yron Dagger. 

Anſwere me like men; 

W hen griping gricfes the heart doth wounds, then Mu- | 

ſickewith her filver ſound. 

Why filver ſound?why Muſicke with her ſilver ſound? 

what ſay you Simon Cathing? 

As, Mary fir,becauſe filver hath a ſweet ſound. 

Petr. Prateſt, what ſay you Hwuph Rebicke? 

2.44.1 ſaysilver ſound,becauſe Muſitions ſound for ſil- 
Per. Praicſt to, what lay you [ames Sownd-Poſt ? (vx 
3- 44s. Faith | know.not whatto ſay. 

Pet. O 1 cry you mercy,youare the Singer. 


I will ay for you;it is Muſicke with her filver ſound, - 
Co 
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Becauſe Muſitians have no-gold for ſounding: 

Then Muſicke with her ſilver ſound, with ſpeedy helpe 

doth lend redreſſe. Exit. 
1s, W hat a peſtilent knave is this ſame? 

4.2. Hang him Iacke, come weele in hereztarry for 
the Mourners,and itay dinner. Exit. 
: Emer Romeo. 

Rom, If I may truſt the flattering truth of ſleepe, 
My drcames preſageſome joyfull newes at hand: 
My boſomes Lord fits lightly in his throne: 
Andall this winged vnaccuitoa!'d ſpirit, 

Lifts me above the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 
Idreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 
(Strange dreame that gives a dead man leayeto thinke, ) 
And brearh'd ſuch life with kiſſes in my lips, 
That I reutv*'d and was an Emperour. 
Ah me, how ſweet is loveit {clte poſleſt, 
When bur loves ſhadowesare ſo rich in joy. 
Enter Romeo s man. 
Newes from Uerona,how now Balthazar? 
Doſt thounot bring me Letters from the Frier? 
| Howdoth my Lady?Is my Father well? 
How doth my Lady 1{erthat [ aske againe, 
For nothing can be ill,if ſhe be well. 
Ma, Then the is well,and nothing can be ll. 
Her body ſleepes in (apels Monument, 
And her:immorrtall part with Angels lives 
I faw her laid loiy 1n her kindreds Vault. 
And preſently rooke Polte to tell it you: 
Opardon me for bringing theſe ill newes, 
Since you did leave it for my onNce Sir. 
Rom. Is teven 10? 
Then I deny you Starres. 
Thou knowelt my lodging,get me inke and paper, 
And hire Poſt-Horſes,I will hence tonight. 

Aa. I do beſeech you ir, have patience: 

Your lookes are palcand wilde,and do import 
Some miſadventure. 

Roms. Tuſh,thou art deceiv'd, . | 
| Leave me,and do the thing I bid thee doe: 
Haſt thou no Letters to me from the Frier? 

Ma. No,iny good Lord. | 

| Ex Han, 

Rom. No matter:Get thee gone, 

And hyrethoſe Horſcs,}lc be with thee ſtraight. 
| Well /aher, L will lie with thee to night: 

| Lets ſee for meanes:O milſchiete thou art{witr, 
 Toenter in the thoughts of deſperate men: 

I doremember an Appothecary, 

And hereabouts he dwels, which late I noted 

In tattred weeds, with overwhelming browes, 

Culling of Simples,meager were his lookes, 

| Sharpe miſerie had worne him to the bones: 

And in his necdie ſhop a Tortoys hung, 

An Allegater {tuft,and other skins 

| Of ill ſhap'd filhes,and about his ſhelves, 

| Abeggerly account of empty boxes, 

Greene caithen pots Bladders,and muſty ſcedes, 
Remnants of packthred,and old cakes of Roſes 

| Were thinly ſcattered,to make up a ſhew. 

Noting this penury,to my ſelfeI ſaid, 

Anifa man did need a poiſon now, 

W hoe fale is preſent death in damn, 

Herelivesa Caitiffe wretch would ſell it him. 

Othis (ame thought did but fore-run my need, 

' ] And this ſame needy man mult ſell it me. 


| 


| Farewell, buy food,and ger thy ſelfe in fleſh, 


As Iremember,this ſhould be the houſe, 
Being holy day, the beggers ſhop is ſhut. 
What ho?Appothecary? - 
App. Who calls ſo low'o? - | 
Rom, Come hither ma, I ſee that thou art poore, 


 Hdld,there is forty Dukets,let me have 


Acdram of poiſon,{uch ſoone ſpeeding geare, 


| As will ditperſe it ſelte through all the veines, 


That the life-weary-taker may falldead; 


 Andthatthe Trunke may be di{charg'd of breath, | 


As violently,as haſty powder ficr'd 
Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 
eFp. Such mortalldrugs I have,but Mantras law 
Is death to any he,that vtters them. 
Rom. Artthou ſo bare and full of wretchedneſle, 
And fear*(trodic? Famine is in thy cheekes, 
Needand oppreſſion ſtarveth in thy eyes, 
Contempt and beggery hang on thy backe! 
The world 1s notthy friend,nor the wortds law: 
The world affords no law to make thee rich. 
Then be not poore,bur breake it,and cake this: 
Ap. My poverty,but not my will conſents, 
Rom. | pray thy poverty,and not thy will, 
e-9p. Put this in any liquid thing you will 
And drinke it off,aud if you had the ſtrength 
Of twenty men,it would diſpatch you ftraigat, 
Roms. There's thy Gold, 
Worſe poiſon to mens ſoules, 
Doing mcre murther in thisloathſome world, 
Then theſe poore compounds that thou mayeſt not ſell. 
I fcll thee poiſon, thou haſt ſold me none, \y 
Come Cordiall,and not poiſon,go with me 
To Latiers grave,tor there muſt I uſe thee. 
E xennt. | 
Enter Frier Tohn to Freer Lawrence. 
Tohn, Holy Franciſcan Fricr Brother,ho? 
Enter Frur Laweence, 
Law. This ſame ſhould be the voice of Frier /obn, 
Welcome from Aantna,what ſayes Romeo? 
Or if mind be writ, give me his Letter. 
[oh. Going to find a bare-foote Brother our, 
One of our order to aſſociate me, 
Here in this City viſiting the ſick, 
And finding him,the Searchers ofthe Towne 
Suſpecting that we both were 1na houſe 
Where the infectious peſtilence did raigne, 
Seal'd up the doores,and would not let us forth, 
So that my ſpeed to Mantua there was ſtaid, 
Law. Who bare my Lerter then ro Romeo? 
oh. I could not ſend ir, hereit is againe, 
Nor get a meſſenger to bring it thee, 
So fearefull were they of infetion. - | 

Law. Vnhappy Fortune:by my Brotherhood 
The Letter wasnot nice,bur full of charge, 

Of deare import,and the negle&ting ir 

May do much danger: Frier /ohs go hence, 
Get me an'Iron Crow,and bring it ſtraight 
Vnto my Cell. | 

Toh. Brother Ile goand bring it thee. 

Law. Now mult I to the Monument alone, 
Within thisthree houres will faire /nher wake,: 
Shee will beſhrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had nonotice of theſe accidents: 

But I will write againe to Marra, 


_w— 


FIR 


CERES 


tt. 


10 4 


T he Tragedy of Romeo and Iukiet. 


— 


And keeps her at my Cell till Roweo come, - 
Pooreliving Coarſe.clos'd ina dead mans Tombe, 


| Exit. 
Emer Paris ana hit Page, , 


Pay. Give me thy Torch Ro and ſtand aloft, 
Yet put itout,for I would nor be ſcene: y 
Vnder yond young Trees lay thee all alone, 
Holding thy care cloſe tothe bollow ground, 
So ſhall no foot upon che Churchyard tread, 
Being looſe, unfirme with digging up of Graves, 
But thou ſhalt heare ir:whiſtle then to me, 
As fignall that thou hearcſt ſomething approach, 
Give tne thoſe flowers. Do as I bid thee,go. 
Pag. I amalmoſt afraid to ſtandalong 

Here in the Churchyard,yet I will adventure. Exit. 

Pa.Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed 1 ſtrew: 
O woe, thy Canopy is duſt and ſtones, 
Which with ſweet water nightly I will dewe, 
Or wanting that,with teares diſbill'd by mones; 
{ The obſequics that I for thee will keepe, 
Nightly ſhall be,to ſtrew thy grave,and weepc. 

Whiſtle Boy. 

| The Boy gives marag renting doth approach, 
| What curſed foot wanders this way to night, 
Tocroſſe my obſcquics,and true loves right? 
What witha Torch?Mufflc me night a while. 


Enter Romes,and Peter. 


Rom. Give me that Mattocke,& the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter,carly inthe morning 
See thou deliver it tomy Lord and Father, 
| Give mc rhetight:upon thy life I charge thee, 

W hat ere thou hcar'ſ> or ſceſt,ſtand all aloote, 
; And do not interrupt me in my courſe. 
Why 1 deſcend into this bed of death, 
[s partly co bchold my Ladies face: 
But chiefly to tzke thence from her dead finger, 
A precious Ring:a Ringthat1 _— 
In deare employment,therefore hence be gone: 
But if thou jealous doſt returne to prie 
In what I further ſhall intend to do, 
By heaven I will teare thee joyntby joynt, 
And ſtrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs: 
Thetime,and my intents are ſavage wilde: 
More fierce and more inexorable farre, 
Then empty Tygers, or the roaring Sca. 

Pet. 1 will be gone ſir,and not trouble you 
Po. So ſhalt thou ſhew me friend(hip : take thou that, 
Live and be proſperous,and farewell good fellow. 
Pet. For all this ſame, Ile hide me here about, 
His lookes I feare,and his intents I doubr. Exit, 
Rem. Thou deteſtable mawegthou wombe of death, 

Gorg'd with the deareſt morſell of the earth: 
Thus I enforce thy rotten Iawes to open, 
- And indeſpight, Ile cram thee wich more food. 
Par. This is that baniſht haughty CMountapgue, 
| That murdred my Loves Cozin;with which gricfe, 

It is ſuppoſedthe faire Creature died, 

And here is come to do ſome villanous ſhame 
' To the dead bodies:I will apprehend him. 
Stap thy unhallowed toyle,vile Adountague: 
Can'vengcance be purſued further then death? 
Condemned villaine,I do apprehend thee, 


A 


Rom, I muſt indeed,and therfore came I hither: 
Good gentle youth,tempr.nor adeſperate man, 
Flie hence and leave me,thinke vpon thoſe gone;' 
Let them affcight thee. Ibeſcech thee Youth, 


| Putnot an other ſin upon my head, 


By urging meto fury. O be gone, 

By heaven I love thee better then my ſelfe, 

For I come hither arm'd againſt my ſelfe: 

Stay not, be gone,live,and hereafter ſay, 

A mad mans mercy bid thee run away. 

Par, Idodefie thy commitleration, 

And apprehend thee for aFellon here. | 
Ro, Wilt thou provoke me?Then haveat thee Boy, 
Pet. O Lord they tight,I will go call the Watch, 
Pa, O 1 am flaine,if thou be mercifull, 

Openthe Tombe,lay me with /a/ter. 

Ros. In faith I will,let me peruſe this face, | 

CIMerentins kiniman, Noble County Parss, 

What ſaid my man,when my betofled ſoulec 

Did notattend him as we rode?I thinke 

He told me Perss ſhould have married /wlicr. 

Said henot ſo? Or did I dreame it ſo? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke of «het, 

To thinke it was ſo?O give me thy hand, 

One, writ with me in ſowre misfortunes booke, 

Ile bury thee in a triumphant grave, + 

A Grave, O noga Lanthorne;ſlaughtred Youth: 

For here lies /wlier, and her beauty makes 

This Vault a feaſting preſence full of ight. 

Death lie thou there,by a dead man inter d. 

How oft when men are at the point of death, 

Have they beene merry? Which their Keepers call 

A lightning betore death?Oh how may 1 

Call chisa lightning?O my Love,my Wife, 

Death that hath ſuck the boney of thy breath, 

Hath had no power yer upon thy Beauty: 

Thou are not conquer'd:eautics enfigne yet 

Is Crymſon in thy lips,ard in thy cheekes, 

And Deaths pale flag is not advanced there. 


| Tyba/z,ly'{t thou there in thy bloudy ſheer? 


O what more favour can I dotothee, 


/ Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine, 


To ſunder his that was thy enemy? 

Forgive me Cozen. Ah dearc [a/zet: 

Why art thou yet ſo fatre?l will beleeve, 

Shall I beleeve,that unſubſtantiall death is amorous? 
And that the leane abhorred Monſter keepes 

Thee hcre in darke to be his Paramour? 

For fcare of that, I ſtill will ſtay with thee, 

And never from this Palace of dym night 

Depart againe:come lic thou in my armes, 

Heere's te thy health, where ere thou tumblcſt in. 
O true Appothecary! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifſe I dic, 
Depart againe;here,here will I remaine, 

With Wormes that are thy Chambermaides:O here 
Willl ſet up my everlaſting reſt: 

And ſhake the yoke of inauſpicious ſtarres 

From this worlds wearied fleſh:Eyes looke yourlaſt: 
Armes take your laſt embrace: And lips,O you 
The doores of breath,ſeale witha righteous kiſle 
A datelefle bargaine to ingroſling death: 

Come bitter condu&t, come unſaveury guide, 

Thou deſperate Pilot,vow at once run on 

The daſhing Rocksythy Sea-ſicke weary Barke: 
Heere's to my Love. O true Appothecary: 


| | Obey and go with me,for thou mult die, 
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| Thy drugsarequicke. Thus with akifſe T die.- | | Who here hath laine theſe two dayes buried! © 
Enter Frier:with Lanthorne;Crow and; Spail, Go tell the Prince,rutitie tothe Capwlets, © 
Fri. St. Francis be my fpeed, how oftto night Raifeupthe' 24oxnragner,ſome others ſearch, ' 
Have my old feet ſtutmbledat graves? Who's there? © | We ſeethe ground whereon theſe woes do lies 
Mar.Her's one,a Friend,8 one that knowes you well: | But the true ground'of ali theſe pireous woes, - 
Fri, Bliſſebe'upon you. Tell me good my Friend'*' © |, Wecannot without-:eircumſtance defery. 
' What Torch is yond thatvainely lends his light - Enter Romeo”; man, 
| Togrubs,and eyeleſſe Sculles? As difcerne, © - Wat. Here's Remes's man; \ 
 Itburfieth in the Capels Monument. | | We found him 1a the Churchyard. | 
| Man. 1t doth ſo hcly fir, XC Con, Hold him in ſafery,tilithe Prince comes hitlier,! 
| And there's nay Maiſter,one that you love- Enter Frirr and another Watchman. 
| Fri. Who isit? - | 3-Fat.Here isa Frier that trembles, ſighes,and wetpes 
Man. Romeo... © | We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him, 
| Fri. How long hath he bin there? | As he was comming from this Church-yard fide. © 
| Man. Fall halteanhourt. Con. A great ſufptt1on,ſtaythe'Prier too. * 
| Fri. Go with me to the Vault. Et: Emer the Princes 
| CMan,idarenot Sir. Prin. What mifadventure isfo carely up, 
My Maiſter 'knowes notbut I am gone hence, Thar cails our perſon from our mornings reſt? 
And fearefully did menace me with death, we 
If did ſtay tolooke on/his entents. Enter Capulet ana his Wife. 
Frs. Stay ,then Ile-goalone,feares come upon Mme: (ap. Whar ſhould it be thzt they fo ſhrike abroad? 
O much I feare ſome illunluckie thing. W1fe, O the people in the ſtreete crie Roweo. 
Mar. As I did ſleepe under this young tree here, Some {zlier,and ſome Paris, and all runne 
 Idreamt my maiſter and another fought, With open out cry toward our Moriument. | 
And that my Maiſter ſlew him. Prz. What feare is this which ſtartles in your eares® | 
Fri. Romeo. 2. Soveraigne, here lies the Countic Pars ſlaine, 
Alacke,alacke,what blood is this which ſtaines | And Romeo dead,and Inhier dead before, | 
The ſtony entrance of this Sepulcher? | Warmeand ney kil'd. 
What mcane theſe Maiſterlefſe,and goary Swords Prz. Search, | 
Tolie diſcolour'd by this place of peace? Seeke,and'knoiy how,this foule murder comes. 
Roweo,oh pale: who elſe? what Paris too? IFar. dere is a Frier,and Slaughter'd Romeos ma n, 
And ſteept in blood? Ah what an unkn'd houre With Inſtraments upon them ticto open | 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance? Theſe dead merſs Tombes, | 
The Lady ſtirs. { 4p. O heaven! 
141. O comfortable Frier,where's my Lord? O ite looke how our Daughter bleedes! 
1 do remember well where I ſhould be; This Dagger hath milſtaine,for loe his houſe 
And thereT am, where 1s my Romeo? Is empty on the backe of Mountagne, 
Fri. 1 heare ſome noiſe Lady,come from that nel} | Andis miſheathcd in my Daughters boſome., 
Ofdeath,comagion,and unnaturall ſkepe, Wife, O methis {fight oft death,is as a Bell 
Agreater power then we can contradict That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 
Hath thwarted our entents,come, come away, I Enrer Mormagne. 
Thy husband 1n thy boſome there lies dead: Prs, Come Monvrague,for thou artearly up 
And Paris too:come Ie diſpole of thee, To ee thy Sonneand Heire,now early downe, | 
Among a Siſterhood of holy Nunnes: Honn, Alas myliege,my wite 1s dead ro night, 
Stay not to queſtion, for the watch is comming, Gricfe of my Sonnes exile hath ſtopt her breath; 
Come,go good Inlier,T dareno longer ſtay. Exit. | Whatfurther woe conſpires againlt my age? 
Izl. Go get thee hence, for TI will not away, Pris. Looke:and thou ſhalt {ee 
What's her? A cup clos'd in my tru2 loves hand? - _ CHors. O thou untaught,what manners in is this, 
Poiſon I ſee hath bin his timeleſſe end To preſfe before thy Father toa grave? 
Ochurle,drinke 3l!2and leftno friendly drop, Pri. Seale up the mouth of outrage for a while, 
To hlpe me after,I will kifſe thy lips, Tillwe can cleare theſe ambiguities, 
Happly ſome poiſon yet doth hang on them, And know their ſpring,th-ir head,their truedeſcent, 
To make me die with a reſtorative. And then will I begenerall of your woes, 
Thy lips are warme. Andlead you evento dea:h?meane time forbeare, 
Enter Boy and Watch. - And let miſchance be ſlave to patience, 
Wa'ch.Lead Boy, which way? ' Bring forth the parties ot ſuſpition.' 
Tul. Yea noiſe? | - - Fri. lamthegreatclt,ableto doe leaſt, 
Then ile be briefe. O happy Dagger. Yet molt fuſpectcd as the time and place 
| Tis inthy ſheath, there rutt and let me die Kuls herſelfe. Doth make againſt me of this dirctall murther: 
Boy. This is the place, And heere I ltand both to impezch and purge 
There where the Torch doth burne | My ſelfe condemned,and my ſelfeexcus'd. 1 
Watch.The ground is bloody, Pri. Then fay at once,whar thoudoſt know in this? 
| Search aboutthe Churchyard. | Fri. | will be briefe,for my ſhortdate of breath | 
Go ſome of you, whoere you find attach, Is not ſo long as is a tedious tale. _ ; 
Pittifnll Gght, here l1es the County faine, Romeo there dead, was husband to that 1wljez, 
| And Isfier bleeding, warme andnewly dead And the there dead, that's Pomeos fairhfull wife: | 
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I married them;and their ſtolne marriage day 
Was Tajbales Doomeſday:whole untimely death 
Baniſh'd the new-madeBridegroome fromthis City: 
For whom(and nox far Tybs{c) «hier pinde- | 
You, t6 remove that fiegeof Griefe from her, 
Bctro' h'd,and would have married her perforce 
To Countie Pars. Then comes ſhe to me, | 
And(with wilde lookes)bid me deviſe ſome meanes 
To rid her from this ſecond Marriage, .. : 
Orja my Cell there would ſhe kill ber (clfe. 
Then gave I her(ſo Tuter'd by my Art) 
A ſleeping Potion, which ſo tooke effect 
AsI intended, for it wrought on her - 
The forme of death. Meane time,1 writ to Romeo, 
That he ſhould hither come,as this dyre night, / 
To helpetotake her from her borrowed grave, 
Being the time the Potions force ſhould ceaſe. 
But he which bore my Letter, Frier /ohy, 
Was ſtay*d by accident;and yeſternight 
Return'd my Letter backe. Then 8ll alone, 
Atthie prefixed houre of her waking, 
Came Ito take her from her Kindreds vault, - 
| | Meaning to keepe her cloſely at my Cell, 
TillI convenjeartly could ſend to Roweeo, 
But when 1 came(ſome Minute ere the time 
Of her a waking)heere untimely lay 
The Noble Pars: and true Romeo dead, 
Shee wakes, and I Intreated her come foorth, 
And bcare this worke of Heaven,with patience: 
But then, anoiſe did ſcarre me from the Tombe, 
' And ſhe(too deſperate)would not go with me, 
But(as it ſeemes )did violenceon her ſelfe. 
Allthis I know,andto the Marriage her Nurſe,is privy: 
And if ought in this miſcarried by my fault, ' 
Let my old life be ſacrific'd,ſome houre before the time, 
Vntothe rigour of ſeyereſt Law, | 
Prin. We {till have knowne thee for a'Holy marr; 
Where's Reweo's man?What can he ſay to this? 
Boy, Ibrought my Maiſter newes of In/iers death; 
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And then in poſte he'came from Z{awss 
* Tothis fame place ,tothis ſame Monument, 
| This Letter he early bid me give his Father, 
| And threarned me withdeath,going in the Vault, 
. If I departed not;and left him there.: 
Prin. Give methe Letter,I willlooke on it. 
W here 1s the Counties:Page that-rais'd the Watch? , 
Sirra, what made your Maitter it this 'place? 


And bid me ſtand aloofe,and ſo I did; 
Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 
And by and by my Maiſter drew on him, 
| And thenI ran away to call the Watch. 
| Prim, This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courſe of Love,the tydings of her death: 
| And heere he writes;that he did buy a poyſon 
Of a poore Pothecary,and therewithall - 

Came to this Vault todye, and lye with 1uier, 
Where be theſe Enemies? Capmict HMountague, 
See what a ſcourge is laide upon your hate, 
That Heaven finds meanes to kill your joyes with Love; 
And I, for winkingat your diſfcords too, 
Have loſt a brace of Kinſmen: All are puniſh'd, 

Cap. O Brother Monntague,give methy hand, 
This is my Daughters joynture, for no more 
CanI demand. 
 Moun, ButT can givethee more: 
ForT will raiſe her Statue in pure Gold, 
That whiles Yerene by that name is knowne, 
There ſhall no figure at that Rate be ſet, 
AsSthat of True and Faithfull Iu/ter. 

Cap. As rich ſhall Roweo by his Lady lie, 
Poore ſacrifices of our enmity, 

Prin, Aglooming peace this morning with it brings, 
The Sunne for ſorrow will not ſhew his head; 
Go hence,to have more talke of theſe ſad things, 
Some ſhall be pardon'd,aud ſome puniſhed. 
For never was a Story of more W oe 


Then this of /ubet, and her Romeo. E xexnt ones, 


8 


Pag.He came with flowrestoſtrew his Ladies grave, | 


| 


| 
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Afﬀtus Primits. Scaena Prima, 
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Enter Poet, P asnter, [eweller, Merchant,and Mercer, 
at ſeverall doores. 


Y 


Pret. 


»Z Oodday Sir. 
AS Pain.lamgladyare well. 
Poet. | have not ſeenc you long, how goes 


Pam. it wearesir,as it prowes. 
Poet. I that's well knowne: : 
But what particular Rarity? W har ſtrange, 
Which manifold record not matches:ſce 
Magicke of Bounty, all theſc ſpiritsthy power 
Hath conjur'd to attend. 
I know the Merchant. 
Pai.I know them both: th'others a Ieweller. 
Mer. Otis a worthy Lord. 
lew, Nay thar's moſt fixt. | | 
Mer. A moſt incomparable man , breath'd as it were, 
To an untyrable and continuate goodneſle ; 
He paſſes. 
Jew. | have a Tewelt heere, | 
UHer. O pray let's ſee't, For the Lord Timen,(ir? 
Tew, If he will touch the eſtimate, but for that—— 
Poe. W hen we for recompence have prais'd the vild, 


| It Raines the glory in that happy Verſe, 


Whichaptly ſings the good, 
Mer. Tisa good forme. 
lew. And rich:heere is a Water looke ye. 
Pai. You are rapt fir , in ſome worke,ſome Dedication 
'to the great Lord. 
Poe. A thing lipt idly from me. 
Our Poeſie is asa Gowne, which uſes 
From whence tis nouriſht:the fire 1ch'Flint 
Shewes not, cill it be ſtrooke:our gentle flame 


 Provokes it ſelfe,and like the currant Alyes 


Each bound it chaſes. W hat have you there? 
Pas. A Picture fir:when comes your Booke forth? 
Poe, Vpon the heeles of my preſentment fir. 
Let's ſee your peece. 
' Pas. Tis a good Pecce. 
Poe. So tis,this comes off well,and excellent. 
Pain, Indifferent: 
Poe. Admirable:How this grace 
Speakes his owne ſtanding: what a mentall power 


| This eye ſhootes forth?tHow bigge imagination 


_ ja 


Moves in this Lip;to th'dumbnefſeof the geſture, 


TI” wan... ov en _- WW EEE oo. can 


One might interpret. 
Pas. It isa pretty mocking of the life: 
Heere isa touch:1s't good? 
Poe. I will fay of it, 
It Tutors Nature, Artificiall ſtrife 
Lives in theſe touches, livelier then life. 


Enter certaine Senators. 


Paz. How this Lord is followed. 

Poe, The Senators of Athens, happy men. 

Paiz. Looke moe. 

Po. You ſee this confluece,this great flood of viſitors, 
I have in this rough worke ſhap'd outa man 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugge 
With ampleſt entertainement;My free drift 
Halts not particularly,buc moves it ſelfe 


| Ina wide Sea of wax,no levell'd malice 


Infets one commain the courſe I hold, 
Bur flies an Eagle flight,bold ,and forth on, 
_ Leavingno Tract behinde. 
Par. How ſhall I underſtand you? 
Poe. I will unboult to you. 
You ſce how all Conditions, how all Mindes, 


} 


| 


As well of glib and ſlipp'ry Creatures,as 

Of Grave and auſtere quality,tender downe 

Their ſervicesto Lord T#mon:his large Fortune, 
Vpon his goodand gracious Nature hanging, 
Subcues and propertiesto his love and rendance 

All ſorts of hearrs;yea,from the glaſſe-fac'd Flatterer 
To e-Lpementsrs,that few things loves better 

Then to abhorre himſelfe, even hee drops downe 
The knee before him, and returnes in peace 

Moſt rich in Timers nod. 

Pai. I ſawthem ſpeake together. 

Poe. Sir, I have upon a highand pleaſant hill 
Feign'd Fortune tobe thron'd. ; 
The Baſe o'th* Mount FAY 
Is rank'd with all deſerts,all kinde of Natures 


| That labour on the boſome of this Sphere, _ 
- | Topropagate their ſtares; among” 


themall, 
Whoſe eyes arc on this Soveraigne Lady fixt, 
One do I perſonate of Lord Timons frame, 


Whoſe preſent grace,topreſent (laves and ſervants 


- Tranſlates his Rivals. 


Pas. Tis conceiv'd,to ſcope . Tl | 
This Throne,this Fortune,and this Hill me thinkes ' 


_— 


Whom Fortune with her Ivory hand waftsto her, | | 


| 


"With 


th 


Some better then his valew;on the moment 
Follaw his ſtrides, his Lobbics fill with tendance, 
Raine Sacrificiall whifperings in his care, 
Make Sacred even his ſtyrrop,and through him 
Drinke the free Ayre. 

Pai. I marry,what of theſe? 

Fee. When fortune in her ſhift and change of mood 
Spurnesdowne her late beloved;all his Dependants 
| Which labour'd after him to.the Mountaines top, 
Even on their knees and hands,let him fit downe, 
Not one accumpanying tus declining foot. 

Pai. Tis common: 
| A thouſand morall Paintings I can ſhew, _ 

That ſhall demonſtrate theſ: quicke blowes of Fortune, 
More pregnantly then words. Yet you do well, 
To ſhew Lord 7Timor,that meane eyes have {eene 
The foot above the head 


| Trumpets ſound. 
Enter Lord 'T imon ,addreſsing himſelfe carteonſiy 
: ro every Sustor. 


Tim. Impriſon'd is he,ſay you? 
CMef. I my good Lord,five Talents 1s hisdebt, 
-His meanes molt ſhort, his Creditors molt ſtrate: 
Yeur Honourable Letter he deſires 
To thoſe have ſhut him up,which failing to kim, 
Periods his comfort. ' 
Tww, Noble Fentidins well: 

Iam not of that Featber,to ſhake of 
My Friend when he muſt ncede me. I do know him 
A Gentleman,that well deſerves a helpe, 
Which he ſhall have.lle pay the debt,andfrec him. 

ef. Y our Lorſhip ever bindes him. 

Tm. Commend me to him,l will ſend his ranſome, 
And being enfranchized bid him cometo me; 
Tis not enovgh to helpe the Feeble up, 
But to ſupport him after. Fare you well. 

Mef. All happinefle to your Honor. 


Enter an old Athenian, 
 Olam, Lord Timon, bearc meſpeake. 
- Tim. Freely good Father, 
- O14. Thou haita Servantnam'd Lucilias, 
T.T have ſo:What of him? 
Old. Molt Noble Timos,cal! the man before thee 
Tim, Attends he heere,or no? Lucelizs, 
| Lac: Heereat your Lordſhips ſervice. 
| O14. This Fellow hcere,L. 7imen, thisthy Creature, 
' By night frequents my houſe. Tam a man 
' That from my firſt have beene inclio'd to thrift, 
; And my cſtate delerves an Heyre more rais'd, 
| Thenone which holds a Trencher. 
| Tom, Wadl:whatfurtber? 7 
.  Ot4;Onevnely Daughter have T,no Kincke, 
+ On whom I may conferre what I have got: - 
1” The Maid is faire,a'th'youngelt for a Bride, 
- And I have bred hey at my deereſt coſt 
To Qualicics of the beſt. This manof thine 
her loye:I prythe:(Noble Lord) 


| 


01a. Therefore he will be Timer, ;  * 
His honeſty rewards him in itſelfe, 
It muſt not beare my Daughter. ' | 
Tim. Does ſhe love him? 
OA. She 1s young andapt: = 
Our owne precedent pailions do inſtruQt us 
W hatleviries in youth. 
Tim, Love you the Maid? 
Luc. 1 my good Lord,and ſhe accepts of it.- 
Old. If in her Marriage my conſent b miſling, 
I call the Gods to witneſſe,l will choſe 
Mine heyre from forth the Beggers of the world, 
Anddifpoſſeſſe her all. 
Tim. How ſhall ſhe be endowed, 
If ſhe be mated withan equall Husband? 
Ola. Three Talents on the preſent; in futureall. 
Tir. This Gentleman of mine 
Hath ſerv'd me long: 
To build his F ortune,I will ſtraine a little, 
For tisa Bond in men. Give him thy Daughter, 
What you beſtowyin him Ile connterpoize, 
And make him weigh with her. 
Cd, Moſt Noble Lord, 
Pawne me to this your Honour,ſheis his, 
Tim. My hand to thee, 
Mine Honour on my promiſe. 
Lac, Humbly I thaoke your Lordſhip,never may 
That ſtate or Fortune fall into my keeping, 
W hich 1s not owed to you. 
Poe. Vouchſafe my Labour. 
And long live your Lordſhip. 
Tim, | thanke you,you ſhall keare from meanen: 


. "- 
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Ext, 


| Gonot away. W hat have you there,my Friend? 


Pai. Apecce of Painting, which I do beſeech 
Your Lordihip toaccept. 

Tim, Painting 1s welcome. 
T he Painting 1s almoſt the Natutall man: 


| For ſince Diſhonor Traihickes with mans Nature, 


He is but out-ſide:The Penſild Figures are 
Even ſachasthey give out, I like your worke, 
And you fhall findeTI like it; Waite attendance 
Till you heare further from me, 
Pai. The Gods preſerve yes 
Tim, Well fare you Gentleman:give meyour hand. 
We muſt needsdine together:fir yoor Icwell 
Hath ſuffered under praiſe, 
Tew. W hat my Lord,diſpraiſe? 
T *m, A meere faciety of Commendations, 
If I ſhould pay you for'tas tis extold, 
It would unclew me quite, 
ew. My Lord,tisrated 
As thoſe which {ell would give:but you well know, 
Things of like valew differing inthe Owners, 
Are prized by their Maiſters. Beleev't deere Lord, 
You mend the Iewell by the wearingit. 
Tim. Well mock'd. Enter Apermantus. 
Mer.No my good Lord, he ſpeakes the common toong 
Which all men ſpeake with him. 
Tim. Looke whocomes heere,will you be chid? 
Tew. Wee'lI beate with your Lordſhip. 
Mer. Hee ſpare none, 
Tim. Good morrow tothee, 
Gentle Apermantns. 


—_ - 


 Timonof eAthens, 


"I _— — 
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:+pe. Thou knowlt I doe, I call'd thee by thy{ name: 
Tim. Thouartproud Apemantrus ? 

Ape. Of nothing ſomuch,as thar I am not 

Tim, Whetherart going ? : 
| Ape. To knocke outan honeſt Athenians braines, 

Tim, That's a deed thou't dye for. | 

- eJpe. Right, if doing nothing be death by th'Law, 
Tm. How lik'{t thouthis piture Apernvantiw ? 

Ape. The beſt, for the innocence. —» 

' Tim. Wrought he not wellthar painted it: = 
eApr. He wrought better that made the Painter, and 
the's but a filthy peeceof worke. 

Pain. Y are a Dogge- _- 
- 4pr- Thy Mothers of my generation : whats ſhe, if I 
beg DoggeE 3 

Tim. Wilt dine with me Apemantus ? 
' Ape, No: Icatenot Lofds. . 

Tim. And thou ſhould(t, thoud'ſt anger Ladies. 
- Ape, O theyeareLords; 
they come by great bellies. | 

Tim. That'sa laſcivious apprehenſion- 

Ape. So. thou apprehendlt ir. 
Take it for thy labour. | 

Tim, How doſt thou like thislewell, Apemantig, . 


like Tino. 


amana Doit, : 
Tir. Whar doſt thouthinke tis worth ? 
Ape. Not worth my thinking. 
| | How now Poet? 
Peer. How now Philofopher ? 
Ape. Thoulyeit. 
Poet, Artnot one? 
Ape. Yes. 
Poet. ThenTI lyenot. . 
eNpe, Art nota Poet? 
' Poet. Yes. | 
> ape. Then thou lyeſt? ©. 
ooke in thy laſt worke, where thou haſt feign'd him a 
worthy Fellow- _ 
Poet. That's not feign'd, heis ſo. 
. Ape. Yes heis worthy of thee,and to pay thee for thy 
labour. He thar loves to be flattered, is worthy o'th flat- 
terer. Heavens, that I were a Lord.. 
Tir. What wouldſt doc then eApemantr.? —_ 
Ape. E*neas Apemantrs docs now, hatea Lord with 
my heart. oY FO 
Tim, What thy ſelfe ? 
Ape, 1. 
Tim, Wherefore? , . © 
Ape. That Thad noatgry wittobe a Lord. 
Are not thou a Merchant ? 
Mer, 1 Apemantw. : | TH 
Ape, Traificke confound thee, it the gods will not; 
Wer. If Trailicke doe it, the gods doe it. | 
. Ape. Traifickes thy god,and thy god confound thee. 
; Trumpet ſounds. Enter 4 CMeſſenger. 
Tim, What Trumpets that? 
eſe, Tis Alcibiades, and fome twenty horſe 


qurrr—_— s a 7 COS 03-36 m- ; ; — — — 
=_bes pony hon far thy good —_ _ of Companionſhipe: 21 1 oe 

Whenthou art T imons dogge, and theſe Knaves | im. Pray et ; Ln chomnmanbs . 

jo" Why doſt thou —— Knaves , thon kn@wlt | You muſt we mr nm -_ Gem —_ 

not ? = oY Jill I have rhankt you zand when dinners done 
» Ape» Are they not Athenians ? Shew me this pecce, Iam joyfull of your fights, 
| Tim. Yes. | 4. G&mateAinbiadernith there, 
© Ape. Then I repent not. Moſt welcome Sir. - NY . 
Jaw. You know me, Apemant: ? | Ape. So, ſoz their Aches contratt , and ſterue your 


ie, Notſo well as plain-dealing, which will not caft |. 


{ 


| Come ſhall wein,  .. 
 Andtaſte Lord Timons bounty : he out goes 


And call him to long peace ; 


ſupple joynrs : that there ſhouid be ſmall love amongeſt 
theſe ſweet Knaves, andall this Curtefie. The ftraine of 
mans bred out into Baboon and Monkey. 
Alci. Sir, you bave fav'd my longing, and I feed 
Moſt bungerly on your fight. ,” 
Tim, Right welcome Sir. 
Ere wedepart, we'll ſharea bounteons time 
In different pleaſures. ;! O3S14 
Pray you letusin* Exennt. 
4  "Emtertwo Lords. + 
I Zord. What time a day is teApetwantwe. 
e-Tpe, Time to be honeſt, | 
I Thattime ſerves ftill. | | 
«pe. The moſt accurſed thou that ſill omitt it. 
2 Thouart going to Lord Timons Feaſt. | 
Ape. 1, to ſee meate fill Knaves, 2nd Wine heat faoles, 
2 Farthee well, tarthee well. | ; 
Ape. Thou art a Foole to bid me farewelltwices:: 
2 Why Apemanim ? [54 | 
Ape. Shouldſt have kept one tothy (elfe, for I meane 
to givethee none. | | 
I Hangthy ſclfe. 2 
Ape. No Iwilldoe nothing atthy bidding « 
Makethy requeſts tothy Friend. 
2 Away unpeaccable Dogge 
Orlle f_ thee hence. wg x 
Apes I will lyelike a dogge, the heelesa'th' Ae, 
1 He's oppoſite to humanity. 


The very heart of kindneſſe, 

2 He powres it out: P/atwthe god of gold 
Is but his Steward ; no meede but he repayes | 
Sevenfold above it ſelfe : Noguift to him, 
But breeds the giver areturne : exceeding 
All uſe of quittance. | 

I The Noblelt minde he carries. 
That ever govern'd man. 
. 2 Long may he live in Fortunes. Shall-we in ? | 
Ile keepe you Company. Exeant. | 


Hobojes Playing lowd Muſicke. 


A great Banquet (erw'd in : and then, Enter Lord Timon,the 
States, the Athenian Lords, Ventigins which Timon re- 


deemdfrom priſon. Then comes dropping after all A 
mantis Semcal like humſelfe, e 4 uh 


Yentig. Moſt honoured Times, 
It hath pleas'd the gods to remember my fathers age, 


He isgone happy, and bhasleftme rich : 

Then, as in gratefull Vereue Iambound —=_ 
To your free heart, I doe returae thoſe Tajſents 
Doubled with thankes and ſervige, from whoſe helpe 
I deriu'd liberty, | 

Tim O by no meanes, | 


| Honeſt Pentsgins : you — =P love, 4 
| I il 
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j Icome to obſerve,TIgivet 


{ therefore welcome: I my ſelfe would have no 
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Timon of. Athens, 


Igaveit freely cver, and there's none 
Can truely ſay he gives, if he receives z | 
If our betters-play at that game, we muſt not dare 


To imitate them... faults that are rich are faire. 


Un. A Nobleſpirit. = 
Tim:Nay my Lords,Ceremony was but devis'd at firſt 
To feta gloſſe on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodnefle, ſorry ere tis ſhowne : 
But where there istrue friendſhip, there needs none. 
Pray fit, more welcome are ye tomy Fortunes, 
Then my Fortunes to me. 
I Lord. My Lord, we alwayes haveconfeſtit. 
Ape. Ho ho, confeſt it ? hang*d it? have you not ? 
Tim, O Apermants, you are welcome. 
eApe. No+-youthali not make me welcome. 
I cometo hayethee thruſt me out of doores. 


Ti#-—Fye, th'art a churle, ye have got a humour there 
| Doesnot 


come a man, tis much too blame : 
They ſay my Lerds, /rafwror breziy ef, 

But yond man is very angry. 

Goe, let him have a Table by himſelfe : 
Forhe/does neitheraffet company, 


{ Nor is he fit for't indeed. 


Ape.Let me {tay.at thine apperill 7imos, 

warning on't. 

Tww.-I take no heede of thee ; Thiart an. Athenian, 

power, 

prethee let my meate make thee ſilent. | 
Aper. I ſcorne thy meate, twould choake me : for T 


ſhould nere flatter thee. Oh you Gods | What a inamber 
1 of men cates Timon, and he ſees em not ? It grieves-me 
| to ſceeſomany dip there meate in one mans blood, and 
{| all the madneſſe1is, hecbeeres them up too. | 
{ I wonder mendaretruft thcmſclves with men. 


Me thinkes they ſhould invite them without knives, 
Good for their meate, and ſafer for their lives. 

Theres mnch example for't, the fellow that ſits next him 
now parts bread with him, pledges the breath of hia in 
adivided draught : is the readieſt man to kill him. Tas 
beene proved, if I were a huge man I ſhould feare to 


{ drinke at meales, leaſt they ſhould tpye my wind-pipes 


dangerous noates,great men ſhould drinke with harneſſe 
on their throats. , 
Tim. My Lordin heart : and letthe health goe round. 
2 Lora. Let it low this way my good Lord. 
per. Flow this way ? A brave fellow. He keepes his 
tides well, thoſe healths will make thee and thy Kate 
looke 1], T #n207. 
Heeres: that which is too weake to be a ſinner, 
Honeſt water, which nere left man i'th'mird : 
This and my food arc equall, theresno ods, 
Feaſts are to proud to give thankes to the gods. 


A Grace, 
Immortal gods, I crave no pelfe, 
Ipray for no man but my ſelfe, 
Grant { may never prove ſo fond, 
To truit man on his Oath or Bond. 
Or a Har\ot for ber weeping. 
Or @ Dogge that (eemes aſleeping, 
Or a keeper with my frecdeme, 
Or my friends if I ſhould need em 
LHmen. Sofal too't : 
ch gooddichthy good 
Muc ch thy Mt. 
oh oternng y good heart, Aperwane 


| 


| 


MR 


Alcibiades, your hearts in the field now. T4 
eflci. My heart is everat your fervice,my Lord. 
Tmm, You had rather be at a_ breakefaſt of Encmies 

then a dinner of Fricnds. 

' Aldi. So they were bleeding new my Lord, theres no 
meat like em, I could wiſh my friend at ſuch a Feaſt, 

Aper, Would all thoſe flatterers were thine Encmies 
then, that then thou might> kill em : and bid me tom, 

I Lord, Might we but havethat happincſſe my Lord 
that you would once uſe our hearts, whereby we might 
expreſle ſome part of our zeales, we ſhould thinke our 
{elves for ever perfect. 

Tw. Oh no doubt my gocd Friends, butthe gods 
themfclves have provided that1 ſhall. have much helpe 
from you : how had you beene my Friends eſe. Why 
have you that charitable title fre m thouſands? Did not 
you chiefcly belong to my heart? 1 have told more of 

.you to my ſelfe, then you can with modeſty ſpeake in 

your owne behalfe. And thus farre I confirme you, Oh 

you gods (thinke 1 ) what need we have any Friends; if 
we ſhould nere have neede of em ? They were the moſt 
necdlefſe Creatures living ; ſhould we nere have uſe for 
em? And' would moſt reſemble ſweet Irſtruments 
hung up in Cates, that keepe their ſounds to: themielves, 
Why I have often wiſht wy ſelte poorer, that 1 might 

COmMe neerer to you ; we are borne todoe benefits. And 

what better or properer cap we call our owne, then the 

riches of our Friends ? Oh what a pretious ccm-fort tis 
to have ſo many like Brothers commanding one anothers 

Fortunes, Oh joyes, ene made away er't can be borne, 

mine eyes cannot hold out watter. me thinkes to forget 

their faults. I drinke to you, 

eAper. Thou weep'ſt to madethem drinke Timon, 

2 Lord. Toy had the like conception in our ces, 
Andat that inſtant; like a babe ſprung up. 

Aper. Ho, ho : | laugh to thinke that babe abaſtard, 

3 Lora. | promiſe you my Lord you mov'd we much. 

eAper. Much. 


Sound T ucket. Enter the Marker 5 of Amazons with 
Lutesin their hands, dancing and playing. 


Tim. W hat meancs that Trumpe ? How now ? 


| They onely now come but to Feaſt thine eyes: 


Enter Servant. 
Ser. Pleaſe you my Lord, there are certaine Ladics 
Moſt deſirovs of admittance. 
7Tw. Ladies? whatare their wills? 
Ser. There comes with them a ſore-runner my Lord, 
which beares that odice, toſignihie their pleaſures. 
Tim, I pray letthem be admitted. 


Enter Cupid with the Magcke of Ladies. 


Cup. Haile to thee worthy Timer and to all that of | 
bis Baunties taſte : the five beſt Sences acknowledge thee 
their Patren, and come freely to gratulate thy picnteous 
boſome. 

There taſte, touch all, pleaſ*d from thy Table riſe: 


Timo. Their welcome all, let em have kind admit- 
tance. Muſicke make their welcome. 
Lac. You ſee my Lord, how ample yeare belov 'd- 
Aper, Hoyday, 
Whata {weepe of vanity comes this way» 


They daunce ? They are madwomen. Lik 
| ike 
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Timon of Athens, 
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Like Madneſſe is the glory of this life, | 

Asthis pompe ſhewes to little oyle and roote. 

We rl our ſelves fooles, todiſport our ſelves, 

And ſpend our Flatteries, to drinke thoſe men, , 
ypon whoſe Age we voyde it upagen 

With poyfonous Spight and Envy. 

| wholives, that's not depraved, or depraves3 

| Who dyes, that bearcs not one ſpurneto their graves 


Of their friends gitt : 


Tſhould feare, thoſe that dance before me now, 
Would one day ſtampe upon me : Tas beene done, 
Men ſhut their doores againſta ſetting Sunne. 


The Lords riſe from Table, with much adoring of Timon, and 


Hoboyes, and ceaſe. 


Tim. You have done our pleaſures 
Much grace( faire Ladies), 
Sets a faire faſhionon our entertainment, _ 
Which was not halſe ſo beautifull, and kind : 
You have added worth untooyc, and lively luſtex, 
Andentertain'd me with mine owne device. 
lam tothanke you for't* | 
' 1 Lord. My Lord you take us even at the beſt. | 
Ape. Faich for the worlt is filthy,and would not hold 
taking, I doubt me. 
Tim, Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you. 
Pleale you to diſpoſe your ſelves. | 
All Ls. Moſt thankfully, my Lord. 
Tim, Flanins , 
Fla. My Lord. | 
Tim. Thelittle Casker, .bring me hither. 
Fla. Yes; my Lord. More Iewels yet ? 
There is no croſſing him in's humour, 
Elſe I ſhould tell him well, ifaith I ſhould ; 
Whenalls ſpent, he'ld be croſt then, and he could ; 
Tis pitty Bounty had not eyes behind, | 
That man might ne'rebe wretched for his minds 
t Lord. Where be our men ? 
Ser, Heere my Lord in readinefle, 
2 Lord, Our horſes. 
Tim. Q my Fricnds ; , 
] have one word to ſay to yop - Looke you,my goodL. 
Iawſt intreat you honour wie ſomuch. : 
Asto advance this Iewell, accept, and weare it, 
Kind my Lord. __ OY 
1 Lord. lam ſofarrealready in your guifts- 
All. So are weall. EEÞ2 + 
Enter a Servant. | 
Ser, My Lord, there are certaine Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to vilit you. 
.Tim, They arc fairely welcome, 
Emer Flavins. | 


Exenust. 


| Fle. I beſcech your Honor, vouchſafe me a word, it 


does concerne you necre. | 

Tim. Neere ? why then another time Ile heare thee. 
 Iprethee ler's be provided toſhew them entertainment, 
Fla. 1 ſcarſe know how, 2 

Enter another Servant. 

Ser, May it pleaſe your honor, Lord Lucine 

(Our of his free love) hath preſented toyou 


| Foure Milke-white Horſes, trapt in Silver. 


Tim, 1 ſhall accept them fairely : let the Preſents 


| Be worthily entertain'd. 


to ſhew therr lones, each ſingle out ane Amaz.om,and all 
Dance, menwith women, a lofty Firaine oy two to the 


f 


| 


JR. 


| 


a 


— 


Enter a third Servant. 
How now? Whart newes ? 

3 Ter. Pleaſe you my Lord, that honourable Gentle- 
man Lord Lacutws, entreats your company to morrow, 
to hunt with him, and ha's ſent your Honour rwo brace 
of Grey-hounds. 

Tam. Tc hunt with him. 

And let thea be received, not without faire Reward. 

Ms, What willthis come to? 

He commands us to provide, and give great guifcs, and 
all ourof anempty Coffer : 

Nor will he know his purſe, or yeeld me this, 

To ſhew him whar a Begger his hearr is, 

Being of no power to make his wiſhes good, 

His promiles flye ſo beyond his ſtate, 

Thar what he ſpeakes is all in debr, owesforev'ry word: 
He is ſo kind, that henow payes intereſt for't ; 

His Lands pur to their Bookes. Well, would 1 were 
Gently pur out of O'lice, ere I were forc'd: 
Happier is herhat has no friend to feede, 
Then ſuch that doe ene Enemies exceede. 

I bleed inwardly tor my Lord. 

Tim. Youdort your feives much wrong, 
You bate too much of your owne merits; 


Ex, 


| Heere my Lord, a trifle of our Loves 


2 Lord. With more then commen thankes 


I willreceive ig, 


3 Lord. O has the very ſoule of Bounty. 
Tm. And now | remember my Lord, you gave good 
words the other day of a Bay Courſer Irod on. Tis yours 


becauſe you lik'd it. 


I £. Oh, I beſcech you pardon me, my Lord, inthat. 
Tim, You maytake my word my Lord: I know no 


aan can juſtly praiſe, but what he does affeRt. I weigh 
my friends affection with mine owne ? Ie tell you true, 
Hecallto you. | 


All Lor. O none ſo welcome. 
Tim. Ttake all, and your ſeverall yifitations 


So kind to heart, tis notenough to give: | 
Me thinkes, I could deale Kingdomes to my friends, 
And nere be weary. Alcbiades, 

Thou arta Souldier, therefore fildome rich, 

It comes in Charity tothee ; for all thyliving 

| Is mone'ſtthe dead : and all the Lands thou haſt 

Lye ina pitcht field. 


es. I defie Lind, my Lord. 

1 Lord. Weare {o vertuoufly bound, 

Tim. Andioam Ito you, 

2 Lord. So infinitely endeer'd, 

Tm. Al to you. Lights, more Lights, more Light. 
I Lord. The beſt of Happines, Honor, and Fortunes 


| Keepe with you Lord Timon. 


Tim. Ready for his Friends. 
Aper. W hat a coiles-heere, ſerving ofbeckes, and jut- 


ting out of bummes. I doubt whether their Legges be 
worth the ſummes that are given for *em. 

Friendſhips ful! of dregges, 

| Methinkes falſe hearts, ſhould never have found legges, | 
Thus honeſt Fooleslay out their wealth on Curtfics 


Tim. Now Apermantus (if thouwerr not ſullen) 


I would be good to thee, ; 


Aper. No, Ile nothing ; for if I ſhould be bcib'd too, 


there would be none left to raile upon thee,and then thou 
would(t finne the faſter. Thou giv'it fo long Timon (1 
feare me) thou wilt give away thy ſelfe in paper ſhortly. 


| What ncede theſe Feaſts, poopes, and Vaine-gloties ? 
- : -” 


Exennt Lords, | 


| 


4 


Tim). 
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Timonof Aihens. 
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Tim, Nay, and youbegin toraile on Society once, I 
am ſworne not to give regard to you. Farewell,and come 
with better Muſicke. Exit. 
- Aper. So : thou wilt not heare menow, thou ſhalt not 
then. Ile lockethy heaven from thee ; 

Oh that mens eares ſhould be 
To Counſell deafe, but not to Flattery. Exit. 


Enter a Senator. 

Sen. Andlate five thouſand : to Varroand to 1/idore 
He owes nine thouſand, befidesmy former ſumme, 
Which makes it five and twenty. Still in motien 
. Of raging waſte? It cannot hold, it will note 
If I want Gold, ſteale but a beggers Do gge, 

And give it Timon, why the Dogge coynes Gold. 
If I would {ell my horſe, and buy twerty more 
Better then he ; why give my horſe to T 102. 
Aske nothing, give it him, 1t Foles me ſtraight 
And able Horſes: No Porter at his gate, 
But rather one that ſmiles, and ſtill invites 
All that paſſe by. It cannot hold, no reaſon 
Can ſound his ſtate in ſafety. Caphs hoaz 
Caphis 1 ſay. 
Enter Caphzis. 

(aph. Heere fir, what is your pleaſure. | 

Sex. Get on your cloake, and haſt you to Lord 7 im0% 
Importune him for my Moneyes, be not cealt 
With light denial! ; nor then filenc'd, then 
Commend me to your Maſter, and the Cap 
Playesin the right hand, thus : but tell him ſirrah 
My uſescry to me; I mult ſerve my turne 
Out of mine owne, his dayes and times are paſt, 
And my reliances on his frated dates _ 
Havc ſmit my credit, I love, and honour him, 
But muſt not breake my backe, to heale his fingers 
Immediate are my needs, and my releife 
Muſt not be toſt and turn'd to me in words, 
Bur find ſupply immediate. Get you gone, 
Put ona molt importunate aſpect, 
A viſage of demand : for 1doe feare 
When every Feather ſtickes in his owne wing, 
Lord T:mon will be lefta naked gull, 
Which flaſhesnow a Phoenix, get you gone. 

Ca. I goe fir. 

Sen. I goe ir? 
Take the Bonds along with you, 
And have the dates in. Come. 

{a. 1 will Sir. 

Sen. Gore. Exenunt. 


Enter Steward, with many billes in hi hand. 
Stew. Nocare, noitop, fo ſenſclefieof expence, 
Thar he will neither know how to maintaine it, 
Nor ceaſe his flow of Riot. Takes no accompr 
How things goe from him, nor reſume no care 
Of what isrto continve : never mind 
Wasto be ſo unwiſe, to be ſo kind. 
What ſhall be done, he will not here, till feele : 
I muſtbe round with him, now he comes from hunting. 
Fic, fie, fie, fie. 


Emer Caphn,, Iſidore, and Varro, 
Cap. Good even Varro: what, you come for money ? 
Var. Is't not your buſinefle too ? | 
Cap. Itis, and yours too, 1ſdore ? 
"16d. It is10.- 


| 


Cap. Would we wereall diſcharg'd. 
UVar. I feare It, | 
Cap. Heere comes the Lord. 


Enter Timon, and his Traine. 


Tim. Soſoone as dinners done, we'll forth againe 


My Alcibiades. With me, what isyour will? 
Cap. My Lord, heere is a note of certaine dues, 
7mm. Dues? whence are you ? 

Cap. Of Athens heere: my Lord. 

Tim, Goe to my Steward. 

C ap. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip, he hath put meo 
To the ſucceſſion of new dayes this moneth: - 
My Maſter is awak'd by great Occaſion, 

To call upon his owne, and humbly prayes you, 

That with your other Noble parts, you'll ſuite, 

In giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine honeſt Fricnd, 

{ prethee but repaire to menext morning. 

Cap. Nay good my Lord. | 

Tim, Containe thy ſelfe, good friend. 


Uay, One Varrees ſervant, my good Lord. 


ﬀf 


Ij;a. From Ifidere, he humbly prayes your ſpeedy pay- 


ment, 


Cap. If you did know my Lord, my Naſters wants. 
Var. Twas duc on forteyture my Lord, ſixe weekes, 


and paſt, 

Id. Your Steward puts me off my Lord, and [ 
Am ſent expreſſely to your Lordthip. 

Tim. Give me breath: 
I doe beſeech you good my Lords keepe on, 


He waite upon you inſtantly. Come hither ; pray you 


How goes the world, that Iam thus encountred 


With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds, 


And the detention long ſince due debts 
Againſt my Honor ? 

Stew. Pleaſe you Gentlemen, 
The time is unagreeable to this buſineſle : 
Your importunacy ceaſe, till after dinner, 
That I may make his Lordſhip underſtand 
Wherefore you arenot paid. 


Tim, Doeſo my Friends, ſec them well entertain'd. 


Stew. Pray draw necre- 


Enter Apemantus and Fosle. 


Caph. Stay, ſtay, here comes the Foole with 4pemes | 


tus, lets ha ſome ſport with em, 
Yar. Hang him, he'll abuſe us. 
[f:d. A plagueupon him dogge. 
Var, How doſt Foole ? 
e-Zpe. Doſt Dialogue with thy fhadow ? 
Var. Iſpeake not to thee. 
Ape. No tis to thy felfe. Come away. 


Ifid. Theres the Foole hangs on your backs already. | 


Ext, 


Ape. No thou ſtandit ſingle, thou art noton him yet 


Cap. Wheres the foole now ? 


Ape. He laſt ask'd the queſtion. Poore Rogues and 


Viurcrs men, Bauds betweene Gold and want. 
eAl, What are we Apemantin ? 
Ape. Aſſes. 
Ape- That youaske me what you are,and doc not 
your ſelves. Speake to em foole. 
Foole. How doe you Gentlemen ? 
All. Gramercies good Foole : 
How does your Miltris ? 


know 


Foole, 


wn 


| 


wt 
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kensas you are. Would we could ſce youat Corinth. 
eApe. Good, Gramercy. 


| Entey Page, 
Foole, Looke you,hecre comes my Maiters Page. | 
Page. Why how now Captaine? what doezyou 1 this 
wife company. 
How doſt thou eprrmantu ? : 
Ape. Would I hada Rodinmy mouth, that 1 might 
anſwer thee profitably. NS 
Boy. Prethee Apermantus*tcade me 'the ſuperſcriptt- 
on of theſe Letters, I know not which is which. 
Ape. Canſ{tnot read ? 
Page. No. v | 
Ape. There will little Learning dye then that day thou 
art hang'd. This is to Lord 7 imox,this to eAlcibiades,G0 
thou wav borne a Baſtard, and thou't dye a Bawd- 
Page, Thou was't whelpt a Dogge, and thou ſhalt 
famiſh a Dogges death. 
Anſwer not, I am gone, _ 
Ape. E'ne ſothou out-runſt grace, 
Fvole I will goe with you to Lord T imons. 
Fooke, Will you leave methere ? 
Ape, It Timon (tay at home. 
Yeu three ſerve three VYſurers? 
ell, I would they ferv*d us. 
Aper. So wouldI: | 
Asgood a tricke as ever Hangman ſery'd theete. 
Foolz. Arc you three Vſuers men ? 
All. I foole : 
Foole. I thinke no V ſarer, but has foole to his Ser- 
vant. My Miftris is -re, and I am her foole: when men 
cometo borrow of your Malters, they approach fadly , 
and goe away merry : butthzy enter my Maſters houſc 
merrily, and goe away ſadly. The reafon of this? 
Var. T could render onc. | 
Ape. Doc it then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
maſter, anda Knave, which notwithttanding thou ſhalt 
beno leffe eſteemed, 
Var. W hat isa Whoremaſter foole ? : 
Foole. A foole in good cloathes, and ſomething like 
thee. Tis a ſpirit, fomerime tappeares likea Lord, fom- 
time like a Lawyer, ſometime like a Philoſopher, with 
two ſtones morethen's artificiall one, He is very often 
likea Knight ; and generally, in all ſhapes that man goes 
up and down in, trom fourcſcore to thirteen, this ſpirit 


Excite 


| walkes in. 


: Var. Thonart not altogether a toolc. 

Foole. Nor thou altogether a Wiſe manzg 
As much foolcry as 7 have, ſo much witthou lack'ſt. 
Ape. That anfwer might have become Aip:mantma. 
All. Aſide, afide, here comes Lord Timen, 


Enter Timoy, and Stewards 


Ape. Come with me (foole ) comc. T 

Foole. 1 doe not alwayes follow Lover, elder Brother, 

and Woman, fometime the Philoſopher. 
Stew. Pray you walke neere, | 

Ile ſpeake with you anon. | Exeunt, 

Tm, You make me mervell whercfore crethis time 

Had you not fully laid my ſlate before me, 

O 

ASI bad leave of meanes. - 

Stew. You wouldnot heare me : 


That 1 mighr-ſo have rated my expence 


Foole, She's ene ſetting on water to ſcal'd ſuch Chic- | 


— = 


Art many leyſures I propof'd. 
Tim. Goeto: 
Perchance ſome ſingle vantages you tooke, 
When my indiſpofition put youbacke, 
Andthat unaprnefle made you miniſter 
Thus to excuſc your {clfe. 
Stew, O my good Lord, 
At 1nany times I breught in my accompts, | 
Laid them before you, you would throw them off, 
And fay you found them in mine honeſty, 
When torſome trifling preſent you have bid me 
Returne {0 much, I have ſhooke my head ,and wept ; 
Yea gainſt th' Authority of manners, pray'd you 


| To hold your hand more cloſe :; 1 did indure 


Not fildome, nor no flight checkes, when I have 
Promp:ed you tathe ebbe of your eſtate, 
And your great floiy of debts ; my deareloy'd Lord, 
Though you herc now (too late) yer nowesa time, 
The greatelt of you having, lackesa halfe, 
To pay your preſent debts. 

Twa, Letall my Lind be fold. 

Stew. Tis all engag'd, ſome forfeyted and gone, 
And what remaines will hardly ſtop the mouth 
Ot pretcnt dues : the farure comes apace : 
VW hat ſhall defend the interim, and atlength 
How goes our reck'ning ? 

7m. ToLaccdemondid my Land extend. 

Stew. O my good Lord, the world 1s but a world, 
Were It all yours, to give it ina breath, 
How quickly were it gone. 

Tim. You teilme true. | 

Stew. If you ſuſpect my Husbandry or Falſhood, 
C2li tne beforethne exatelt Auvitors, 
And {ct me on the prootc. So the gods bleſſe me, 
When ali our Offices have beene opprelt 
VV :th riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept 
Wirth drunken ſpilrh of Wine; when Every roume 
Hath blaz*d with Ligh:s,and braid with Minftrelfie, 
[ have retyr'd me to a waltefull cocke, 
And ct mine eyes at flow, 

Tim. Prethee no Wore, | 

Stew, Heavens have I ſaid, the boanty of this Lord ! 
How many prodigalibits have Slaves and Pezants 
Thisnight englutted ; who isnot 7 imens, 
W hat heart, head, {word,forcc,meaucs; but is L. T imons: 
Great 7 »0u, Noble, Worthy, Royall 7 imons - 


| Ah, when the meancs are gone, that buy this praiſe, 


The breath is gone, whereof this praiſe ts mace : 
eaſt won, faſt loſt ; one cloud of Winter ſhowres, 
Thete fiyesare concht. | 

71m. Come ſermon meno further, 

No villainous bounty yet bath pait my heart; 
V:vifely, not ignobly have I grven, 

W by dolt thou weepe, canltthou the confcience lacke, 
Torthinkel thalilacke triends : !ecure thy hcart, 

{Fj would brozct: the veſſels of my love, 

Aud try the argument of hearts, by borrowing, 

Mcn, a'2d mens fortunes could I frankely ule 

As I can bid thee {pcake. 

Stew. Aſſurance bleſſeyour thoughts, 

Tim.And in ſome fort theſe wants of mine are crown*d 
That I account them bleſſings. For by theſe 
Shail I try friends. You ſhall perceive 
How you miſtake my fortunes 3 
I am wealthy in my friends. 

Within there, F/avius, Servilins > 
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114 | | Timon of. Athens. 


Enter three Servants. Gentleman of Athens;thy very bountifull good Lord and 

Ser. My Lord, my Lord. Maſter > ; 

T#. I willdifpatch you ſeveraliy. Flam. His health 1s well fir. 

You to Lord Lncixs,'to Lord Luculiue you, 1 hunted Lec. I am right glad that his health is. well fir : ard 
with his Honor to day; you to Sempron, commend me | what haſt thou there under thy Cloake,pretty Flaminius? 
totheir loves, and I am proud ſay, that my occaſions Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box Sir, which in 
have found time toufe*em toward a ſupply of mony: let | my Lords behalfe; I come toiintrear your honor to ſup- 
the requeſt be fifty Talents. ply : who having great and inſtant occaſion ro uſe fifty 
- Flam, As you have ſaid, my Lord. Talents, hath ſent to your Lordſhipro furniſk him ; nc- 

Stew. Lord Lucins and Lyculw ? Humb. thing doubting your preſent aſſiſtance therein, 

Tiz. Goe youlir tothe Senators ; Lac. Tala, la, la : Nothing doubting fayes he? Alas 
Of whom. even to the States beſt health? I have good Lord, a Noble Gentlemantis,if he would not keepe 
Deſerv'd this hearing ; bid *em ſend o'th'inſtant {ogooda houſe. Manya timeand often I ha din'd with 
A thouſaud Talents to me. him, and told him on't,and come againe to ſupper to him 

Stew. I have beene bold of purpoſe,to have him ſpend lefſe,and yet he would cm- 
( For that I knew it the moſt generall way ) brace no counſell,take no warning by my comming,eve. 
To them, to uſe your Signet, and your Name, ry man has his fault,and honeſty is his.I hatold him ore, 
But they doe ſhake their heads, and I am heere hut I could nere get him from't. 

No richer in returne. ; Enter Servant, with Wine. 
Tim. I1st true ? Can't be? Ser. Pleaſe your Lordſhip, here is the Wine. 

Stew. They anſwer ina joynt and corporate voyce, Luc, Flaminizs, I have noted thee alwaycs wilc. 
That now they are at fall, want Treaſure,cannot Heres tothee, 

Doe what they would, are ſorry : you are Hononrable, | Flay. Your Lordſhip ſpeakes your pleaſure, 

But yet they could have wiſht,they know not, Lacs, I have obſerved thee alwayes for a towardly | 
Something hath beene amiſſe ; a Noble Nature 4 prompt ſpirit, give thee thy due, and one that knowes 
\ May catcha wrench ; would all were well ; tis pity, what belongs to reaſon;and canſt uſe the time well,if the 
And ſo intending other ſerious matters, ; time uſethce well. Good parts in thee ; get you gone fir | 
After difſtaitefull lookes ; and theſe hard Frattons rah. Draw neerer honeſt Flaminize. Thy Lords a boun- 
' With certaine halfe-caps, and cold moving nods, tifull Gentleman, but thou art wiſe, and thou knowſt 
They froze me into Silence, . well cnough (although thoucom'ſt to me) that this is 10 

Tim. You gods reward them : | time to lend money , eſpecially upon bare friendſhip 
Prythee man looke cheerely. Theſe old Fellowes without ſecurity. Heres three So/lidares for thee, good 
Have their ingratitude in them Hereditary : Boy winke at me, and fay thou ſaw'ſt menot, Farethce 
Their blood is cak'd, tis cold, it ſeldome flowes, well. 

Tis lacke of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; Flam, Ts't poſſible the world ſhould ſo much diftcr, 
And Nature, as 1t growes againe toward earth, And wealive that lived ? Fly damned baſcnefſe 

| Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. | To him that worſhips thee. | 

| Goeto Ventidiue (prythee be not ſad, Zuc. Ha? Now I ſee thou art a Foole, and fitfor thy 
| Thouart true, and honeſt 3 ingeniouſly I ſpeake, Maſter. Exit Lucullts, 
No blame belongs to thee : ) YVentsdine lately Fla,May theſe adde to the number that may ſcaldthee: 
Buried his Father, by whoſe death he's ſtepp'd Let multen Coyne be thy damnation, 

Into a great eſtate : when he was poore, Thou difeaſe of a friend, and not himſelfe ; 
Impriton'd, and in ſcarſity of Friends, Has friendſhip ſuch a faint and milky hearr, 

I cleer'd him with five Talents : Greet him from me, It turnesin lefſerhen two nights? O you gods | 

Bid bim ſuppoſe, ſome good necelſlity I feele my Maſters paſſion. This Slave unto his bonor, 
Touches his Friend, which craves tobe reme nbred Has my Lords meate in him : 

With thoſe five Talents ; that had, give'ttheſe Felowes | Why ſhould it thrive, and turne to Nutriment, 

To whom tis inſtant due. Neu'r ſpeake, or thinke, When he is turn'd to poyſon? 

That T *mons fortunes *mong his friends can ſinke, O may Diſcaſesonely worke upon't : 

Stew, I would I could not thinke itz - And when he's ficke todeath, let nor that part of Nature 
That thought is Bountics Foe ? % hich my Lord paid for, be of any powre, 

Being free it felfe, itthinkes all others fo. —Exennt. | To expelllickneſle, bur prolong his hower. Exit. 


—__—_— 
"—— 


Flaminiu waiting to eake with a Lord from bis Maſter, Enter Lucim, with three Strangers. 
enters a ſervant to bim. Luc, Who the Lord Timon? He is my very good friend | 

; and an honourable Gentleman. 

Ser, I havetold my Lord of you, he is comming downe 1 Weknow him for noleſſe, though we are but ſtran- 

to YON. IM gers to him. -ButT can tell you onething my Lord, and 

Flam: Ithanke you Sir. which I heare from common rumours, now Lord 7:08 


Emer Lucullus. happy howres are doneand paſt, and hiseſtate ſhrinkes 
Ser. Heres my Lord. from him. 


Luc. Oneof Lord Timons men? A GiftT warrant. Lac. Fye no, doe not beleeve it; be cannot want for 

Why this hitsright : Idreampt of a Silver Baſon and | money. | 

| Ewreto night. Flaminius, honelt Flamirima, you areve= | 2 But beleeve you this my Lord, that not long agoe, 
ry reſpeQively welcome fir. Fill me ſome: Wine. And one of his men was with the Lord Lzcul#4,to borrow ſo 
| how does that honourable, Compleate , Free-hearted many Talents, nay urg'd extreamely for't, and _ 

4= vohat : 
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what neceſſity belong'd too't, and yet was deny'de, | 

Luc. How ? 

2. I tell you, deny'de my Lord | 

Luc. Whata ſtrange cale was that? Now before the 
gods I am aſham'd on't. Denyed that honourable man ? 
] here was very little honour ſhew'd in. For my- owne 
part, 1 muſt needs confeſle, 1 have received ſome {mall 
kindnefſes from him, as Money, Plate, lewels, and ſuch 
like Trifles ; nothing comparing to his: yet had he mi- 
ſtooke him, and ſent to me,[ ſhould ne're bave denicd his 
occaſion 1o many Talents. 


Enter Servilitts. 

Servil. Sec, by good hap yonders my Lord, I have 
ſwetto fee his honor. My honor'd Lord. 

Lai. Servilins ? You are kindly met fir. Farthewell, 
commend me to thy honourable vertuous Lord, wy ve- 
ry exquiſite Friend. 

Servil. May it pleaſe your Honor,my Lord hath ſent 

Luci. Ha ? what has he ſent ? Iam ſo much endeered 
to that Lord; hes ever tending ; how ſhall I cthanke him 
think*{t thou? And what has he ſent now ? 

Serv. Has onely ſent his preſent occaſion now my 
Lord: requeſting your Lordſhip to ſupply his inſtant uſe 
with ſo many Talents. 

Laci. 1know his Lordſhip isbut merry with me, 

He cannot want fifty five hundred Talents, 

Serv. Burt in the meane time he wants leſſe my Lord, 
If hisoccaſion were not vertuous, 

I ſhoud nor urge it halfe ſo faithfully. 

Luc, Doſt thou ſpeake ſeriouſly Servilsw, 

Serv, Vpon my {oule tis true Sir. 

Luc. "VN hat a wicked Beait was I to ditfurniſh my 
ſelfe againlt ſuch a good time, when I might ha ſhewne 
my ſeife honorable ? how unluckily it hapned, that I 
ſhould purchalc the'day before for alittle part,and undoe 
a preat deale of honor? Serviline, now betore the gods I 
am not able ro doe (the more bealt I fay) I was ſending 
toule Lord Timon my (clte,rheſe gentlemen can witneſle; 
but I would not for the wealth of Athens I had don't now 
Commend me bountifuliy to his good Lordſhip, and I 
hope his Honor will conceive the faireit of me, becauſe 
I have no power to be kind. And tell him thisfrom rae, 
I count it one of my greateſt aflitions ſay, that T cannot 
pleafure ſuch an honorable Gentleman. Good Ser vs ims, 
will you befriend me ſo farre,as to ute mine owne words 
to him ? 

Serv, Yes (ir, I ſhall, Exit Servilines, 

'Laci. He louke you out a good turne Servilins, 
True as you taid, T5mon is {hrunkeindeed, 
And he thats once deny'd, will hardly ſpeed 

1 Doe you obſerve this Hoftulins ? 

2 I, to well. 

I Why this is the worlds ſoule, 

And jaft ofthe fame peece 

Is every Flatterers ſport : who can call him his friend 
That dips in the ſame dith ? For in my knowing 
Timon has bin this Lords Father, 

And kept bis credit with his purſe : 

Supported his eſtate, nay Timons money 

Haspaid his men their wages. He ne're drinkes, 

But Timo» Silver treadsupon his Lip, 

And yer, oh (ee the monſtrouſnefle of man, 

When he lookes out in an ungratefull ſhape ; 

He docs deny him (in reſpect of his) | 


Exit. 


"That ere received gift from him. 


What charitable men affoord to Beggers. 

3 Religion grones atit. , , |} _.. 
1 For mine owne part,I never taſted Timoy in my life, 
Norcame any of his bounties over me, 
To marke me tor his Friend. Yet I proteſt. 
For his right Noble mind, illuſtrious Vertue, 
And honourable Carriage, 
Had hisnecellity made uſe of me, — 
I would have put my wealth into Donation, . * 
And the beſt halfe ſhould haue return'dto him; 
So mnch I love his heart : But1 perceive, 
Men muſt learne now with pitty todiſpence. 
For policie fits above Conſcience. Exennt. ; 
Enter a third ſervant with Sempronivus, another 

of Timmons Friends. 


Sep. Muſt he needs trouble me in't ? Hum, 
Bove all others ? | 
He might havetried Lord Lucius, or Lucullns, 
And now Ventsding is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeemd from priſon. All theſe 
Owe their eſtates unto him. 

Ser, My Lord, 
They haveali bin rouclt'd, and all are found Baſe-Mettle, 
Forthey haveall denied him. 

SJemp. How ? have they denyde him?. 
Has YVentidgzes arid Lyyewtires deny de bim, 
And does he ſend ro me ? Three? Humh ? 
Ic ſhewes but little love, or judgement in him. 
Muſt I be his lait Refuge? his friend 2 (like Phyſitians) 
Thar chriu'd, give him over. Mult 1 rake th'Cure upon | 
Has much diſgrac'd me in't, Pme angry at him; (me? 
That might have knowne my place. I ſec no ſenſe for't, 
But. his occaſtons might have woocd me firſt : 
For in my conſcience, I was the firkt man 


And does he thinke ſo backwardly of menow, 

That Ile requite it laſt ? No : 

So it may prove an Argument of Laughter 

To th'reſt, and 'mongſt Lords I be thought a Foole: 

Ide rather then the worth of thrice the ſumae, 

Had ſent tome firit, but for my minds fake ; 

Ide ſuch a courage to doe him good. Bur now returne, 

Ard with their taint reply, thisanſwer joyne 

Who bates mine honor, thall not know my Coyne. Exit. 
Ser, Excellent : Your Lorſhipsa goodly Villaine.. the 

divellknew not what he did, when he made man Poli- | 

ticke ; he crofled himfcife by't ; and I cannor thinke, but 

in the end,the villanies of man will fet him cleere. How 

fairely this Lord {trives to appeare towule? Takes Verty- 

ous Copies to be wicked 3 like thoſe, that under hot ar - 

dent zeale, wou'dſer whoic Realmes on tire,ot fuch a na» 

ture is his politike love. 

This was my Lords beſt hope, now ailare fled 

Save oncly the gods. Now his friends are dead, 

Doores that were re're acquainted with their Wards 

Many a bounteous yeere, muſt be imploy'd 

Now to guard ſure thetr Maſter ; 

And this 1s alla liberaltcourte allowes, + 

W ho cannot keepe his wealth, muſt keepe hishonſe. Fx. 


Enter Uerro's man, meeting others, All Timons Creditors to 
wait for his comming out. Then enter Luci: 

and, Hortenſins. =. 

Var.man. Well met,good morrow Titw and Hortenfir:s 

Titus 


Pa TY 


——— 
_—_ 


"RT 


- 


| 


Timon of Athens. 


Tit. Thelike to yon kind Varro. 
Hort, Lucius, what doe we meet together ? 
Las. 1, and I thinke one buſineſſe do's command us all. 
For mine ismoney. . 
Tit. So is theirs, and Ours. - 
Enter Philotuss 
Lucs. And fir Philotus too. 
Phi. Good day at once. 
Luci. *Weicome good Brother. 
What doe yourhinke the houre ? 
Phil. Labouring for Nine. 
Luci. So much ? 
Phil. Is not my Lord ſcene yet ? 
Luci, Not yet. 
Phil. I wonder or't, he was wont to ſhine at feaven. 
Lacs. T, but the dayes are waxt ſhorter with him : 
You muſt conſider, that a Prodigall courſe 
Islike theSunnes, but notlike his recoverable, I feare : 
Tis deepeſt Winter in Lord 7i*moxs purſe, that 1s: One 
may reach deepe enough, and yer find little, 
Phil. Iam of your feare, for that. 
Tz. Ile ſhew you how t obſerve a ſtrangeevent ; 
Your Lord ſends now for Money ? 
_ Hore. Moſt true, he does. 
Tit, And he weares Ilewels now of Timmons guift, 
For which T waite for money. 
Hort. It is againit my ncart. 
Luci. Marke how ſtrange it ſhowes, 
T imon in this, ſhould pay more then he owes : 
And e*neas it your Lord ſhould weare rich Tewels, . 
Ad fend for money for *em. | 
Hort, I me weary of this Charge, 
The gods can witneſle : 
I know my Lord hath ſpent of 7imons wealth, 
And now 1ngraticude, makes it worſe then ſtealth, 
Varro. Yes mine's three thouſand Crownes : 
W hats yours ? | 
Lai, Five thouſand mine, 
Var. Tis much deepe, and it ſhould ſeeme by th'ſum 
Your Maſters confidence was above mine, 
Elſe ſurely his had equall' d. 
| Emer Flamimins, 
Tit, Once of Lord Timons men. 
Lnc. Flaminins ? Sir, a word ; Pray 1s my Lord ready 
to come forth ? 
_ Flam.No, indecd he is not. 
Tit. Weattcend his Lordſhip ; pray figntfie ſo much. 
Flam. T need nottell him that, he knowes you are too 
diligent, | 4 
Enter Stewardin a Cloake, muffled. 
- Lxcs, Ha : isnotthat his Steward muffledſo ? 
He gocsaway in a Clowd : Call him, call him. 
Tit. Doe you hear, fir ? 
2 Varro. By your leave, fir. | 
Stew. What doe yeaske of me,my friend, 
Tit, We waite for certaine Money heere,ſir. 
Stew. I, if Money wereas certaine as your waiting, 
Twere ſure enough. 
Why then preferr'd you not your ſummes and Billes 
'When your falſe Maſterseate of my Lords meat ? 
Then'they would ſmile and fawne upon his debts, 
And take downe thiintreſt into their glutt'nous Mawes. 
Youdoue your {elves but wrong, to ſtirre meup, 
Let me paſle quietly :' | = 
Beleeve't, my Lord andT have made an end, 
I have nomoreto reckon, he to ſpend. 


| 


Lacs. I, but this anſwer will not ſerve. 
Stew. Ift twill not ſerve, tisnot ſo baſe as you, 
For you ſerve Knaves. 

I Yarro, How? what does his caſheer'd Worſhip mut- 
ter e 

2 Varro, No matter what, he's poore, and thats re- 
venge enough. Whocan ſpeake broader, then he that 
has no houſe to put his head in? Such may rayle again} 
great buildings. | 

Enter Servilins. 
F Tit, Oh heres Servilins: now we ſhall know ſome an- 
WEI. 

Serv, If 1 might beſeech you Gentlemen, to repayre 
ſome other houre,I ſhould derive much from't.For tak'r 
of my ſoule, my Lord leanes wondrouſly to diſcontent : 
his comfortable temper has forſooke him, hes much out 
of healrh, and keepes his Chamber. 

Lucie Many doe keepe their Chambers, are not licke : 
And if it beſo farre beyond his health, | 
Me thinkes he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 

And makea cleare way to the gods. 

Servil. Good gods. 

Tit. We caunorttake this for anſwer, ſir. 

Fleminins within, Servilins helpe, my Lord, my Lord. 

Enter Timon ina rage. 

Tim. What,are my dores oppos'd againſt my paſlage? } 
Havel binever free, and muſt my houſe 
Be my retentive Enemy? My Goale ? 

The place whichI have Feaſted, does it now 
(Like all Mankind) fhew mean Iron heart? 
\Laci. Putin now Titzes. 
Tit. My Lord, heere is my Bill. 
Luci, Heres mine. 
1 Var. And mine, my Lord. 
2 Var. And ours, my Lord, 
Phito. All our Billes. 
Tim. Knocke me downe with em, cleave me to the 
Girdle. | 
Luc, Alas my Lord. 
Tim. Cut my heart inſummes. 
Tit, Mine, fifty Talents." 
Tim. Tell out my bloud. 
Luc. Fivethouſand Crownes, my Lord. 
Twn. Five thouſand drops paycs that. 
What yours ? and yours * 
I Var. My Lord. 
2 Var. My Lord. 
Tim. Tearc me, take me, and the gods fall upon you- 
Exit T 101, 

Hort. Faith I perceive our Maſters may throw their 
capsat their money,theſe debts may well be call'd deſpe« 
rate ones, for a madman owes cm. Excunt, 

Enter Timon. 
Tim, They have e'ne put my breath from me the | 
ſlaves. Creditorsr Divels. | | 
Stew. My deere Lord. | 
Tim, What jf it ſhould be ſo? 
Stew, My Lord, 
Tim. Ile have it ſo. My Steward ? 
Stew. Heere my Lord. 
Tim. So fitly ? Goe bid all my Friends againc, 
Lncins, Lucultus add Semprovics : All, 
Ile once more feaſt the Rafcals. 

Stew, O my Lord, you onely ſpeake from your diſtra- 
ed ſoule ; there's not ſo much leftto furniſh out a mo- 
derate Table. 


T1101, | 
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Tim. Beit not in thy care : ; ' 
Goe I charge thee, invite them all, let in the tide 


| with Attendants. | 
1 Sen. MyLord, you have my voyce, too't, 
The faults Blondy ; 
Tis neceſſary he ſhould dye: 
Nothing imboidens finne ſo much, as Mercy. | 
2 Moſt true; the Law ſhall brutte em, 
eAlci. Honor, health, and compaſſion to the Senate, 
. I Now Captaine. 
Alcs. 1 am an humble Sutor to your Vertues ; 
For pitty is the vertue ofthe Law, | 
And none but Tyrantsuſe it cruelly. 
It pleaſes time and Fottune tolye heavy | 
VponaFriend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath ſtept into the Law : which is paſt depth 
Tothole that ( without heed ) doe plundge intoo t. 
Heisa Man (ſetting his Fate aſide) of comely Vertucs, 
Nor did he ſoyle the fat with Cowardice. 
(And honour in him, which buyes out his fault) 
But witha Noble Fury, and faire {pirit, 
Seeing his Reputation touch'dto death, 
He did oppole his Foc ; 
] And with ſuch ſober and unnoted paition 
He did behoove his anger ere twas ſpent, 
AS1t he had but proV'd an Argument. 
L Sen. You undergoe too ſtrict a Paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly decdlooke faire x | 
Your words have tooke ſuch paines, as they labourd. 
To bring Mad-ſlaughter into forme, and ſet Quarrelling 
Vpon the head of Valour ; which indeed 
Is Valour miſ-begor, and came into the world, 
When Sects, and Factions were newly borne. 
Hes truly Valiant, that can witely ſafer 
The worit that man can breath, 
| And make his wrongs, his Out-ſides, 
To wearc them like his Rayment, carcleſlely, 
And ne're preferre his injuries to his heart, 
Tobring it into danger. 
If wrongs be evills, and inforce us kilt, 
What Folly tis, to hazard life tor ill, 
Alcis My Lord: | 
1 Sex, You cannot make groſſeſinnes looke cleare, 
 Torevenge 1s no Valour, but to beare. 
Alci. My Lords, then under favour, pardon me. 
[t I peake like a Captaine, 
Why doe fond men expoic themſclves to Battell, 
And not endure all threats? gleepe upon't, 
And let the Foes quietly cut their throats 
Without repugnaucy ?lit there be q 
Such Yalour in thebearing, what make we 
Abroad? Why then, Women are more valiant 
That ſtay at hone, if Bearing carry it s 
And the Aſle, more Captaine then the Lyon ? the fellow 
Loaden with Irons, wiſer then the Indge ? 
If Wiſedyme be in ſuffering. Oh my Lords, 
As you are great, be pittifully good, 
Who cannot condemne raſhneſle'in cold blood ? 
To kill, I grant, 13 ſinnes extreameſt Guſt, 
But in defence, by Mercy, tis molt juſt.. 
Tobe tn Anger, is implety :: 
But whois Man, that is not Angry. 
Weigh but the Crime with this. 


1 


Of Knaves once more: ny Cookeand Ile provide-Exenn. 


Enter three Senators at one doore, Alcibiades meeting thim, 


2 Sen. You breathin vaine- 

Alci. Invaine ? eb, 
His ſervice done at Lacedemon, arid Bizantium, 
Were a ſuiticient briber for his life. . 

YUhat's that ? - 


And ſlaine in fight many of your cnemies ; 

How full of valour did he beare bim(clfe 

Inthe la{t Conflict, and made plenteous wounds ? 
2 de has made too much plenty with em 

Hes a {worne Riotor, he has a {inne 


If there were no Forts, that were enough 
To overcome him. 1a that Bcaſtly fury, 
He has bin knowne to commit outrages, 
And cherriſh Factions: Tis inferr'd to us, 
His dayeSare foule, and his drinke drangerous. 
I He dyes. | f 
Alci, Hard fate : he might have dyed in warre. 
My Lords, if nor forany parts in him, 


And be in debt to none: yet more to move you. 
Take my deſcrtsto his,and joyne em both. 


He pawne my Victories, all my honoursto you 

Vpon his good returnes. 

| If by this Crime, he owesthe Law his life, 

Why let the Waare recetve't in valiant gore, 

For Law is ſtrict, and Warre 1s nothing more, 
I Wearefor Law, hedyes, urge it no more 


———— —— - 


He fotfcits bis owne blood, that fpilles another, 
Alci. Mult it be 10? It mult not bee : 


My Lords, 1 doe beſcech you know me. 
2' Howe: 
eAlci, Call me to your remembrences. 
3 What, 


It could not elſe be, Ifſhould prove 1o bace, 
To ſueand be deny'de tuch common Grace. 
My wounds ake at you. 
T Doe you dare our anger ? 

Tis few words, but fpacious in ctfect, 
We baniſh thee forever. 

Alci, Baniſh me ? 
Baniſh your dotage, baniſh uſury, 
That makes the Senate ugly. - 


Attend our waightier Iadgemeat, 
And not to ſwell our Spirit. 


Alci. Now the gods keepe you old enough, 
Thar you may live | 
Onely in bone, that none may looke on you. 
I'm worſe then mad: I have keptbackerheir Foes 
W hile they havetoid their Money, and let out 
Their Coyne upon large interelt. I my {clte, 
Richonely in large hurts. Allthoſe, for this ? 
Is this the Balſome, that the uſuring Senar 


Powres into Captaines weunds? ha Baniſhment, 
It comes not ill ; I hate not to-be bamtht, 

It is a cauſe worthy my Spleene and Fury, 

That I may f(trike'at Athens.” 4le cheere up 

My diſcontented Troopes, and lay for hearts ;' 
Tis honour with moſt Lands to beat ods, | 
Souldiers ſhould brooke as little wrongs as gods, 


* 


Ales. W hy I ſay my Lords ha'sdone faire ſervice; 


Thatoften drownes him, and takes his valour priſoner, 


Though his right arme might purchaſe his owne time, 


And for I know, your reverend Ages love Security, 


On height of our ditpleaſure : Friend, or Brother, 


Alci. I cannot thinke but your Age has forgot me, 


1 If after two dayes ſhine, Athens containe thee, 


He ſhall beexecutcd preſently. Exennt. 


| 


En — — 
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T imon of Athens. 2 


| Enter divers Friends at ſeverall deorts. 


I The good time of day to you, fir. | 

2 Lalſo wiſhitto you; I thinke this honourable Lord 
did but try us this other day- : 

1 Vponthat were my thoughts tyring when we en- 
countred. I hope itis not ſolow with himas he made 1t 
ſeeme inthetriall of his ſeverall Friends. _ 

2 It ſhould not be, by the perſwaſion of his new Fea- 
{ti | 


| 


ng. ; 
a” ſhould thinke ſo: He hath ſent me an earneſt 1n- 
viting, which many ey neere occalionsdid urge me to 
put off : but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, and 1 
| muſt needs appeare. 

2 Inlike manner wasI in debt to my importunat bu- 
fineſſe, but he would not heare my excuſe. | am ſorry, 
when he ſentto borrow of mee, that my Proviſion was 
out; 

x Tam ſicke of that griefe too, as I underſtand how all 
things goe. 

2 Every man heares ſo : what would he have borrow- 
wed of you? 
1 A thouſand Peeces. 
2 Athoufand Peeces ? 
z What of you? 
2 He ſent to me fir=——— Heere he comes. 


Enter Timon and Attendants. © 
| Tim. Withall my heart Gentlemen both; and how 
| fareyou?  SEIAR S, 
| | 1 Everatthebeſt, hearing wellof your Lordſhip. 
|] 2 The Swallow followes not Summer more willing, 
| then we your Lordſhip, 

Tim, Nor more willingly leaves Winter, ſuch Sum- 
mer Birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not re- 
compence this long ſtay : Feaſt your cares with the Mu- 
ficke a while : if ) will fare fo harſhly o'th Trumpets 

ſound; we ſhall too'c preſently, : 
2 TIhopeitremainsnot unkindly with your Lordſhip, 
that Lreturn'd you an empty Meſſenger. 
Tim. O fir, let it not trouble you, 
2 My Noble Lord. | 
Tim. Ah my good friend, what cheere? 
T he Banket brought in. 

2 My moſt honorable Lord, I am ene ſfickeof ©, 
that when your Lordſhip the other day ſent to mr,T was 
ſo unfortunate a Begger. 

Tim. Thinke not on't, fir. 

2 If you had ſent but two houres before. 

Tim. Letitnot camber your better remembrance. 
] Comebringin alltogether. 
] _ 2 Allcover'd Dithes. 

1 Royall Cheare, I warrant you. 

3 Doubt not that, if money and the ſeaſon can yeild it 

1 How doe you? Whats the newes? 

3 Alcibiaderis baniſh'd : here you of it. 

Both. Alctbiades baniſh'd ? 

3 Tis ſo, beſure of it. 

r How ? How? Rh 

2 I pray you upon what ? 

Tim. My worthy Friends, willyoudraw neerc ? 


| 


# Thisis the old man ftill, 
3 Wilt hold > Wilt hold ? 
2 Itdoes.. buttime will, and ſo. 


+ 
—_—— 
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| 


F 


3 Iletell youmoreangn, Here's a Noble feaft toward | 


| Obedience fayle in Children : Slavesand Fooles 


— 


3 I doe conceive. 

Tim, Each mab to his ſtoole, with that ſpurre as hee 
would tothe lip of his miſtris:your dyerſhal be iq al pla- 
cesalike. Make not a City Feaſt of it, to let the meat 
coule, ere we canagree upon the firſt place. Sir, ſir. 
The gods require our Thankes. 

Tox great Benefaftors, ſprinkle our Society with Thanke.- 
fnlneſſe. For your owne guiſts, make yorr ſelves prais'd: But 
reſerve 5tili to give, leaſt your Deities be deſpiſed. Lend treach 
an exongh, that one neede not lend to another, For were your 
Godheads to borrow of men,men wanld forſake the gods. Make 
the Meatebe beloved, more then the Man that grvesit, Let 
vo Aſſembly of Twenty, be without a ſcore of Villames. If there 
fit twelve Women at the Table, let a dozen of them be as they 

are, Thereft of your Fees, O gods, the Senators of Athens, 

together with the common legge of People, what # amifſe in 
them, you Gods, make ſuteable for deſtruttion. For theſe my 

Preſent Friends, as they are to me nothing, ſoin nothing bleſe 

them, and to nothing arethey welcome. 

Vncover Dogges, and lap, 
Some Seake, What doc's 
Some other, I know not. 
Tim. May youa better Feaſt never behold 

| You knot of Mouth-friends: Smoke, andluke warme 

Is your perfetion. This is T5wons lat, (water 
W ho ſtucke and ſpangled you with flatreries, 
Waſhes i: off, and ſprinkles in your faces 

| Your reeking villany. Live leath'd, andlong 

| Moſt ſmiling, ſmooth, deteſted Paraſites, 

-Curteous deſtroyers, affable Wolves, mecke Beares : 

You fooles of fortune, Trencher-friends, Time flzes, 

Cap and knee Slaves, vapours, and Minute Iackes 

Of Man and Beaſt, the infinite Malady 

Cruſt you quite o're, Whatdo#ſt thou goe ? 

Soft, take thy Phyſicke firſt ; thou too, and thou ; 

Stay I willlend rhee money, borrow none. 

What ? All in Motion ? Henceforth be no Feaſt, 

| Whereat a Villaine's nota welcome Gueſt. 
| Burne houſe, finke Athens, henceforth hated be 
Of Timon,Man, and all hunanity- 


his Lordſhip meane ? 


Exit, 
Emter the Senators, with ather Lords. 


| 1 Howtvnow, my Lords? 

2 Know you the quality of Lord 7imens fury ? 

3 Puth, did you ſee my Cap? 

4 Thaveloſt my Gowne. 

I Hesbuta mad Lord,and nought but humors ſwaies 


| him. He gave mealewellth'other day, and now he has 
beate it out of my hat. 


| Did you-ſee my Iewell ? 

2 Did youſcemy Cap. 

3 Heeretis. 

4 Hecrelyes my Gowne. 

x. Lets make no ſtay. 

2 Lord Timens mad. 

3 1 fee lt upon my bones. 

4 One day he giues us Diamonds, next day ſtones- 
E xexemt the Senators, 


Enter T5109, 


Tim. Lect me looke backe upon thee. Othou Wall 


| That girdles in thoſe Wolves, dive in the carth, 


And fence not Athens. Murtrons, turne incontinent, 


Plucke, 


- —— 
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| Are we undone, caſt off, nothing remaining ? 


—_— 


| Doo't in yout Parents eyes. Bankrupts, hold faſt 


| With it, beate out his Braines. Piety, and feare, 


| Domeſtickeawe, Night-reſt, and Neighbour-hood, | 


| On Athe:1s ripe for ſtroke. Thou cold Sciatica, 
| Cripple our Senators, that theirlimbes may halt 


| From our Companion, throwne into his grave, 


Hearing the Surges threat z we muſt all part 


Timon of eAthens. 


Plucke the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 
And miniſter in their ſteceds, to generall Filches. 
Convert oth'inftant greene Virginity, | 


Rather then render backe z out with your Knives; 

And cut your Truſters throates. Bound Servants, {tcale, 
Large-handed Robbers your grave Maſtersare, 

And pill by Law- Maide to thy Maſters bed, 

Thy Miftris is o'th Brothell. Sonne of ſixteene; 

Piucke rhelyn'd Crutch from thy old limping Sire, } 


Religion to the gods, Peace, Luſtice, Truth, 


Inſtruction, Manners, Myſteries, and Trades, 
Degrees, Obſervances; Cuſtomes, and Lawes, 
Decline to your confounding contraries. - 

And yet Confufionlive - Plagues incidentto men, 
Your potent and infe&ious Feavors, heape 


As lamely as their Manners, Luſt and liberty 
Creepe in the Mindes and Marrowes of our youth, 
Thar gainlt the (treame of Vertue they may ſtrive, 
And drowne themſelves in Riot, Itches, Blaines, 
Sowe all th' Athenian buſomes, and their crop 

Be generall Leproſie : Breath, infe& breath, 

That their Suciety (as their Friendſhip) may 

Be meerely poyſun. Nothing [le beare from thee 
But nakedneſle , thou deteſtable Towne. 

Take thou that too, with multiplying Bannes : 
Timon will tothe Woods, where he ſhall find 
Th'unkindeſt Beaſt, more kinder then Mankind. 
The gods confound (heare me you good godsall) 
Th Athenians both within and out that Wall : 
And graunt as T:mozgrowes, his bate may grow 
To the whole race of Mankind, high and low. 
Amen. 


Ext. 

Enter Steward with two or three Servants. 
x Heare you Maſter Steward, where's our Maſter? 
Stew. ' Alacke my feltowes, what ſhouid I ſay to you 2 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poore as yOu. 

I Sacha houſe broke ? RES 
So Noblea Maſter falne, all gone, and no 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the arme, 


And goe along with him. 
2 As we doeturne our backes 


_ 


So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes 

Slinke all away leave their falſe vowes with him 

Like empty purſes pickt. and his pooreſelte 

A dedicated Beggar tothe Ayre, | 

V7 ith his diſeaſe, of all ſhunn'd poverty, 

Walkes likes contempt alone. More of our Fellowes. 

| Enter other Servants, 7 

Stew, All broken Implements of aruin'd houſe, 
3 Yet doe our hearts weare Timors Livery, 

That ſee 1 by our Faces : we are Fellowes till, 

Serving alike in ſorrow : Leak'd is our Barke, 

And we poore Mates, ſtand on thedying Decke, 


Into this Sea of Ayre. 


| It isthe Paltor Lords, the Brothers ſides, . | 


Stew. Good fellowes all, | 
| 


The lateſt of my wealth Ile ſhare amongſt you. 
here cver we ſhall meete, for Timons ſake, + | 

Let's yet be Fellowes, Lets ſhake our heads, and ſay 

AS twere a Knell unto our Maſters Fortunes, 

We have ſeenc better dayes. Let eachtake ſome ; 

Nay put out all your hands: Not one word more, 

Thus part we rich in orrow, parting poore. 

Embrace and nart ſeveral] wajes. 

Ohthe fierce wretchedneſſe that giory bring us ! 

Who would not wiſh tobe from weaithexempr,' 

Since Riches point to Miſery and Contempt F + 

Who would be ſo mock'd with glory, or tolive 

But in a Dreame of Fricndlhips 

To have hispompe,andall what ſtate compounds, -/ 

But onely painted like his varniſht Friends 2 

Poore honeſt Lord, brought lowe by his owne heart, 

V ndone by goodnefle: Strange unuſuall blood, 

W hen mans wort finne is, he do's too much Good. 

Whothen daresto be halfe ſo kindagen ? 

For Bounty that makes gods, doe ſtill marre Men, 

My deerelt Lord, bleſt to be moſt accurtt, 

Rich onely to be wretched; thy great Fortunes 

Are made thy chiefe Aﬀictions. Alas (kind Lord) 

Hes flung in Rage from this ingratcfull Seate 

Of monlirous Friends : ; 

Nor his he with hin toſupply his life, 

Or that which can command it : 

Ile follow and enquire him out. 

Ile ever ſerve his mince, with my beſt will, 

Whyltt I have gold, Ile be bis Steward (ill, 


hm T 
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Ex. 
Enter Timon mn the Woods. 


T im. O blefſed breeding Sun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity : below thy Siſters Orbe 
Infe the ayre. Twin'd Brothers of one wombe, 
Whole procreation, reſidence, and birth, 
Scarſe 1s dividant ; touch them with ſeverall fortunes, 
The greater ſcornes the leſſer. Not Nature 
(To whom all ſores lay fiege)can beare great Fortune -| 
But by conterhpt of Nature. 
Raiſe me this Begger, and deny't that Lord, 
The Senators ſhall beare contempt Hereditary, 
The Begger Natiue honor. 


The want that makes him leane : who dares? who dares 
In purity of Manhood ſtand upright 

And fay,.this mansa flatterer. IF one be, 

Soarethey all : for every grize of fortune 

Is ſmooth'd by that below. The Learncd pate 
Duckesto the Golden foole. Alls obliquy ; 

Theres nothing levell in our curſed Natures 

But direc villainy. Therefore be abhorr'd, 

All Feaſts, Societies, and Throngs of men. 

His ſemblable, yea.himſcife Timon diſdaines, 
Deſtruction phang mankind,arth yecld me Rootes, 

W ho ſeekes for better of thee, ſawce his pallate 

Wirth thy moit operant Poyſon. What is heere ? 

Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold ? 

No gods, Iamnoidle Votariſt, wedis 117] 
Roots youcleere Heavens. Thus much of this will make 
Blacke, white ; fowle, faire; wrong, right ;. 

Baſe, Noblc.z Old, young ; Coward, valliant. 

Ha you gods ! why this? what this yoa gods ? why this | 
Will lugge your Prieſts and Servantsfrom your fides: | 
Plucke {tout mens pillowes from below the heads. A 4 
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This yellow Slave, 157 2520 
Will knit and breake Religions, bleſſerh'accurſt, 
Make the hoate Leproſicador'd,: place Theeves:- | © - 
And give them Title, knee, andapprobation + 
With Senators ontlie Bench ? This 1s it 

That makesthe wappen'd Widdow wed againe; 
Shee, whom the Spittle-houſe, and vicerous fores, 
Would caſtthe gorge at- This EmbalmesandSpices 
To'thAprillday againe.' Come damn'd Earth, 

Thou common whore of Mankind, that puttes pddes 
Among the rout of Nations, I will makethee. - 
Doe thy right Natute. March afwvre off. 
Ha? ADrumme? Th'art quicke, | 

But yerlle bury tee: Thou't goe (Rrong Theefe):. 
When Gowty keepers ef thee cannor ſtand ; 

Nay ſtay thou oat for earneſt. | 


3 
] Enter Alcibiades with Dranme and Fift in warlike manner 
and F hryvia, and Timanara. 


Alci. What artthou there ? ſpeake. 
Tim. A beaſt asthouart, The Canker gnaw thy heart 
For ſhewing me againe the eyes of man, 
| ÞAld. What isthy name ? Is man ſo hatefall to thee, 
That art thy ſelfe a Man ? | 
Tim, I am ſas thropos, and hate Mankind. 
For thy part, I doe with thou wert a dogge, 
That 1 might love thee ſomething, 
Alc. I knowhee well : 
{ Butin thy Fortunes am unlearn'd, and ſtrange, 
Tim. I know theeto, and more then that I know thee 
I not deſire to know, - Follow thy Drumme, 
With mans blood paint the ground Gules, Gules ; 
Religious Cannons, civill Lawes are cruell, 
Then what ſhould warre be ? This fell whore of thine, 
| Hath inher more deſtruction then thy Sword, 
| For all her Cherubin looke. 
| Phrin. Thy lips rot off... 
Tim, I willnot kiſfe thee, then the rot returnes 
Tothine owne lippes agatne. | 
| eAci. How came the Noble Tsmon to this change ? 
Tim. Asthe Moone doe's, by wanting light to give ; | 
1 But then renew I could not like the Moone, 
| There were no Sunnes to borrow of. 
Alci, Noble Tiwen, what friendſhip may T doe thee? | 
Tim, None, butto maintaine my opinion, : 
Alcs, W hat is it Timon ? 
1 Tim. Promite me Friendſhip, but performe none. 
If thou wilt not promiſe, the Gods plague thee, for thou 
4 arta man : ifthou do'ſt performe, confound thee, for 
thou arta man. | 
Ali. I have heard in ſome ſort of thy Miſcrics. 
Tim. Thouſaw(iſt them when I had proſperity. 
eAlci. I ſeethem now, then wasa bleſſed time. 
Tim, As thineisnow, held with a brace of Harlots. 
| Timer. Isthisth*Arhenian Minion, whom the world, 
| Voyc'dſoregardfally ? | | 
Tim. Artthou Timandra ? Taman, Yes. 
Tim. Bea whore ſtill, they love thee notthat uſe thee, 
give themdiſcaſes, leaving with thee their Luſt. Make 
uſe oftby ſalthonres, ſeaſon che flaves for Tubbes and 
Bathes, bring downe Roſe-checkt youth to the Fubfait, 
andthe Diet. | ; (2 


How curſed Athens, 'mindlefle of thy worth, 


| Thinke ita Baſtard, whom the Oracle 


| Whoſe proofe, norycls of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes 
| Shall piercea jot. Theres Gold to pay thy Souldiers. 


| Although I know you'll ſweare, terribly ſweare 
Into ſtrong ſhudders, and to heavenly Agues 


Times. Hang thee Monſter, does 
Mich. Pardonhim ſweet Timendrs, for his wits 
} Aredrown'dand loft in his Calamites. 
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Þ Both. Well, more Gold, what then ? 


havebit litre Gold6f ate; brave Times, 
The wantwhiereef; doth dayly inake revolt | 
In my penuriowus Band. 1 have heard and greev'd 


Forgettiig thy great deeds, when Neighbour ſtates 
Bur for thy Sed ang Fortune trod upon ther. 
T mm, 1 prethee beate thy Drum, and get thee gone. 
Als. 1am thy Friend, and pitty thee deere 7 mon, 
Tm .Ho& doeſtthou pitty him whom thon doſt trou- 
I had ratherbealones ble, 
Alci. Whyfarethee well : 
Heere is ſome gotd for thee. 
7. Keepe it,I cannot cat it. 
Alci, When have laid proud Athens on a heape. 
Tim, Warrlt thou, gainſt Athens: 
Alci. 1 Timon, and have cauſe. 
Tim. The gods confound them all in thy Conqueſt, 
And thee after, whenthou haſt Conquer'd. 
Tem, Thatby killing of Villaines 
Thou was't borne to conquer my Country. , 
Put up thy Gold. Goon, heeres Gold, goe 0n3 
Be asa Plannetary plague, whom love 
Will ore ſome high-Vic'd City, hang his poyſon 
In the ſicke ayre : Jet not thy ſword skip one . 
Pitty nor honout'd Age for his white Beard, 
He is an Vſurer. Strike tne the counterfet Matron, 
It is her habiteonely, that is honeſt, 
Her ſclfes a Baywd. Let notthe Virginschecke 
Make ſoft thy trenchant Sword ; for thoſe Milke pappes 
That through the window Barne bore at mens eyes, 
Are not within the Leafe of pitty writ, 
But ſet them down horrible I raitors.Spare not the Babe 
W hoſe dimpled ſmiles from Fooles exhauſt their mercy; 


Hath doubttully pronounced, the throat ſhall cut, 
And mince it ſans remorſe. Sweare againſt Objects, 
Put Armour on thine cares, and on thineeyes, 


Nor ſight of Prieſts in holy Veſtments bleeding, 


Make large confuſion : and thy fury ſpent, 
Counfounded be thy ſelfe. Speake not, be gone. 
Alci. Haſt thougold yet, Iletakethe gold thou givelt 
me, not all thy Counſel. 
OP Doſt thou or doſt thou not, Heavens curſcupon 
thee. 
Beth, Give us ſome Gold good Timer, haſt thou more? 
Tim. Enough to make a W hore forſweare her Trade, 
And to make Whores, a Bawd. Hold up you Sluts 
Your Aprons moantant ; you are not Othable, 


Th'immortallgods that heare you. Spare your Oathes: 


Hetruſt to your Cenditions, be whores till. | 
And he whoſepious breath ſeekes to convert you, | 
Beftrongin Whore, allure him, burne him up, 

Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoke, 

And benoturne-coats - yet may your paines fix months 
Be quite contrary. And Thatch 


Yourpoore thin Roofes withburthens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang'd) no matter : ; 
Wearethem, betray with them ; Whore till, 
Painttill a horſe-qnay myre upon your face : 

A pox of wrinkles. 


' Beleeve!t | 
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| Bexeve'r that wee do ahy thing for Gold. 

' [7iw. Conſutriprions fowe- 7,411 | 
In hollow bones of man, ſtrike their ſharpe ſhinnes, 
| | Andaarremens {purring-Cracke the Lawyers voyce, 
'That he may never more falſe Title pleade, 

Nor-found his Quillets ſhrilly ; Hoare the Flamen, 
[Ttatſcoldftagainlt the quality of fleſh, 


'Downe wirh ir Nat, take the Bridge quite away 
'Of him, that his particular to foreſee (bald 
' | Smels from the generall weale. Make curld'pate Ruffians 
And let the unſcarr*dBraggarts of the Warre 
'Deriue ſome paine from you. Plagveall, 
'That your Activity may defcate and quell 
The ſourſe of all Eretion- There's more Gold, 
'Doyou dame others, andletthis damne you, 
Andditches grave you all. 
| Both. More counſell with more Money , bounteous 
Tamon. 
Tim. More whore, more Miſcheefe firſt, I have given 
you earneſt. 
Alc. Strike up the Dram towardes Athens, farewell 
Timon : if I thrive well, He uiſitthee againe. 
'. Tim. If Thope well, le never {cethee more, 
© efle. Inever did the harme. 
Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'it well of me, 
| Alc, Call'it thon thatharme ? 
| Thu. Men dayly finde it,Gert thee away, 
| And take thy Beagles withthee, 
| Alc. We but offend him, ftrike. 


| Tim. Thai Nature being ficke of mans unkindnefſe 
Should yet be hangry: Common Mother, thou 
' Whoſe wombe vnmealureable, and infinite breſt 
| Teemes and feedsall: whole ſelfeſame Mettle 
'Whereof thy proud Child (arrogant man) is puff, 
| | Engenders the blacke T oad, and Adder blew, 
| The gilded Newt, ard eyeleſſe venom'd Worme, 
' With all th*abhorred Births below Criſpe Heaven, 
' Whereon Hyperion« quickning fire doth ſhine: 
Yeeld him,who ail the hamane Sonnes do hate, 
From foorth thy plentious boſome,one poore roote: 
Enſeare chy Ferttle ard Conceptions wombe, 
let itno more bring ont ingratefull man. 
Goe great with Tygers: Dragons, Wolnes, and Beares, 
Teeme with new Mouſters, whom thy upward face 
Hathto the Marbled Manſionall above 
Neverpreicnted. O,a Root, deare thankes - 
Dry up thy Marrowes, V ines, and Plough-torne Leas 
Whereof ingratefull man with Licouriſhdraughts 
And Morſels Vnctious, greales his pure minde, 
That from itall Confideration ſlippes 
Wy Emer eApemanttts, 

More man ? Plague, plague. ZN T9, 
| pe. I wasdireted hither. Men report, 

Thou doſtatfe& my Manners, and doſtuſe them. 

Ti. Tis then, becanſe thou doſt nor keepe a dogge' 
Whom 1 would imitate, Conſumption catchthee. 
| Ape. This is in theea Nature bur infected, 
Apooreunmanly Melancholy ſprung | 
From change of. future, Why'this Spadezthis place? * 
This Slave like Habit, and theſe lookesof Care? > © '* + 
Thy Flarterers yer weareSitke, drinke Wine,lye ſofs;* 
 Hugge their difcaſed Perfumes, and have forgor' - 
That ever 7 502 was. Shame not theſe Woods,” 
By putting onthe cunning of a Carper.” 
IShot 2'blatterer now, and ſeeke totbrive 
be” 
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' And'not beleeves himſeife. Downe withthe Noſe, | 


| 


Exenut. | 


Blow of thy 


| 


+ | They never flatter'd 


By that which ha's undone thee hindge tky knee {: i! 1 + 
And {ct his very breath whom thou'le 6bſerve/'': :© | 


Andcall it exellent : thou waſt told thus +. ', +145] = 
Thou gay it thine cares (like Tapfters, that bid welcome) 
To Knaves, and all approachers: Tis mioſtiult ' + > 
That thou turne Raſcal!, had'&rhou wealth againe, + 
Raſcalls ſhould have't, Do noralſume my likenef/e; 

Tia, Where I like thee, I'de throw away my {elfe. 


eſpe. Thou haſt caſt away thy ſelfe,beingiike thy ſelfe | 


A Madman ſo long, now a Foole: what think'f& 
Thatthe bleake ayre, thy boyſterousChamberlaine 
Will putthy ſhict on warme? Will theſe moyit Trees, 
That have out-liv'd the Eagle, page thy heeles 


And skip when thou pointſt our?-: Will thecold brodke | 


Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning tafte |: - 
To curethy o're-nights ſurfer ? Callthe Creatures, 
W hoſe naked Natures liyc in all thefpight | 
Of wrekefull Heaven,whoſe bare unhouſed Trunkes, 
Tothe conflicting Elements expos'd 8. 
Anſwer meere Nature: þid them flattet thee. 
O thou ſhalt finde. | 

Tim. A Foole of thee : depart. 

Ape. I lovethe better nov, then ere I did. 

Twn. 1 hate thee worſe, 

eApe. Why? | 

Tim. Thou flatter'ſt miſery. 

Ape. I flatter not,but {ay thou arta Caytiffe, 

Tim. Why do'lt thou ſeeke me out ? 

Ape. To vex thee. 

Tim, Alwaicsa Villaines Oxfice, or a Fooles. 
Dot pleaſe thy ſelfeire ? 

Ape. I. 

Tim. What, a Knavetoo? LI... 

eſpe. If thou did*{t put this ſowrecold habit oty' 
To caſtigate thy pride,*twere well : but thou 's 
Doſt it enforcedly : Thon'dſt Countier beagaine 
Wert thou not Beggar: willing miſery 
Our-lives : in certaine-pompe, is crown'd before : 
The one is filling (til, never complear'; 
The other, at high with : beſt ſtate Contentlefle, 
Hath a diſtrated and moſt wretched being, 
Worſe then the worſt, Content. 
Thou ſhould'ſt defire todye, beingmiſlerable. 

Tim. Not by his'breath, that is more miſerable. 
Thou art a Slave, whom Fortunes tenderarme 
With favour never claſpt : but bred a Dogge. 
Had'ſt thou like us front our firſt ſwath proceeded, 
The ſweet degreesthar this breefe world affords, 
To ſuch as may the paſſive drugges of it - | 
Freely command'(t : thou would'ſt have plung'd thy ſelfe 
In generall Riot, melted downe thy-youth'''/ ' 

In different beds of Laſt, arid never Yeat'd 

The lcie precepts of reſpect, bur followed. 
Tye Sugred game before thee. But my {elfe, 
Who had the world as my ConfeRionary, - | 
The mouthes, the tongues, theeyes,and hearts of men -- 
At duty more then I could frame employinenrs 4 -**-- 
That numberlefſe upottthie-ſtucke; asleaves ' 
Doon the Oake, have with one Winters braſh: | * 
Fell from their boughes; and left me open bare, - © /'- 
For every ftorme that blowes. I eo beare' this, - 157 
That never knew'burbetter, isſume'burthen!:” '- -- 


* 


Thy Natare, did commence in ſufferapce; Time”! pods 31-1 
thee. What haſt thon'given # 4: 16:43. # 
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Hath made the hard in't. Why ſhould" ſt 
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Cap : praiſe his moſt vicious ſtraing,)/ | © | | 


ba . , 
S Shia S Þþ 


| 


| 


| 


] 


Timon of «Athens. 
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If thou wiltcurſe: thy Father(that poore ragge) 
Muſt be thy GR Sho eek put ffs 

To ſome ſhee-Begger, and compounded thee 

Poore Rogve, hereditary. Hence be gone, 

If thou hadit not beene the worſt of men, 

Thou hadfſt bene a Knave and Flatterer* 

Ape. Artthou proud yet ? 
Tim, I,that Iam not thee. 

Ape. I, that I wasno Prodigall, 
Tim, 1, that I am onenow-. 

Wereall the wealth I have ſhut up inthee, 

I'd give the leaveto hange it. Get the gone - 

That the wholelife of Athens were inthis, 

- Thus wouldI eate it. 

Ape. Heere, I will mend thy feaſt. 
Tim. Firſt mend thy company, takeaway thy ſelfe, 
Ape. So I fhallmend mine owne, by th'lacke of thine 
Tam. *Tis not well mended fo, it is but botcht; | 

If not, I would it were. 

Ape. What would'{t thou bave to Athens ? 

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlewind : if thou wilt, 

Tell them there I have Gold, looke, ſo [ have. 

Ape. Heereis nouſe for Gold. 
Tim. Thebeſt, and trucſt : 
For here it \leepes, and do's no hyred harme. 
Ape. Where lyeſt a nights 7imon ? 
Tim. Vnder that's above me. 
Where feed't thou a- dayes Apemanime ? 

Ape. Where my ſtomacke findes meate, or rather 
where Icatc ir. 

Tim.Would poyſon were obedient,and knew my mind 

Ape. Where would'it thou ſend it ? 

Ta. To ſawcethy diſhes. 

Ape. The middle of Humanity thou never kneweſt, 
| but the extremity of both ends. When thou waſt in thy 
Gilt, and thy Perfume , they mockt thee for too much 
Curioſity : in thy Ragges thou knoweſt none, but art de- 
ſpis'd for the contrary. Ther's a medler for thee, cate it. 

Tim.. On what I hate, I feed not. | 

Ape. Do'ſt hate aMedier? 
T wn, 1,though it looke like thee. 

Ape. And th'hadſt hated Medlers ſooner,thou ſhould'ſt 
haveloved thy ſelfe better now. What mandidd'ſt thou 
| ever know. unthrift, that was beloved after his meanes ? 

Tim. Who without thoſe meanes thou talk*ſt of, didſt 
thou ever know belov'd ? 

Ape. My ſclfe.. 

Tim, I underſtand thee : thou had't ſome meanes to 
keepe a Dogge. 

Apem. W hat things in the world canſt thou neereſt 
compare tothy Flatterers ? 

Tim. Womenneereſt, but men : men are the things 
<- —s 4 e's m__ thou do with the world 4- 
pementrs, if it lay inthy power ? 

Ape. Give itthe Beaſts,ro be rid of the men. 

Tim, Would'ſt thou have thy ſelfe fall inthe confuſion 
of men, and remainca Beaſt with the Beaſts. 

Tim. A beaſtly Ambition, which the Goddes grant 
thee Yattaine to. If thou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee : if thou wertthe Liebe, the Foxc would 
eate thee : ifthou wert the Fox, the Lion would ſuſpe&t 
thee, when peradventure thou wert accus'd by the Aﬀe : 
If thou wert the Aﬀe, thy dulneſſe would rorment thee : 
| andſtill thou lin'df but as aBreakefaſt rothe Wolfe. 1f 

thou wert the Wolie; thy greedineſſe would afflit thee, 


# 


| 


and oft thou ſhold*ſt hazard thy life for thy dinner, Wert 
thou the Vnicorne, pride and wrath would confound 
thee, and make thine owne ſelfe the conqueſt of thy fury, 
Wert thou a Beare, thou would'ft be kill'd by the Hort: 
| wert thou a Horſe, thou would'ſt be ſeaz'd by the Leo- 
-pard : wertthoua Leopard, thou wert Germane tothe 
-10n, and the ſpottes of thy Kindred, were Iurors on thy 
life. All thy ſafety were remotion, andthy defenceab- 
ſence. What Beaſt could'{t thou bee, that were not ſub- 
ject toa Beaſt 2 and what a Beaſt art thou already, that 
ſeelt notthy loſſe in transformation. 
Ape. It thou could'ſt pleaſe me 
With ſpeaking to me thou might'ſt 
Have hit upon it heere- 
The Common wealthof Athens, is become 
A Forreſt of Bealts* 
Ti. How ha's the Aſſe broke the wall, thatthouart 
out of the City, 
Ape. Yondercomes a Poet and a Painter : 
The plague of Company light upoa thee: 
I will feare to catch it, and give way- 
W hen 1 know not what elſe to do, 
| Ile ſee thee againe. 
Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, 
; Thou ſhalt be welcome. 
T had rather be a Beggers Dogge, 
TheneApemantms. 
Ape. Thou art the Cap 
Ofall the Fooles alive. | 
Tim, Would thou wert cleane enough 
To ſpit upon. 
| Ape. Aplagueenthee, 
Thou art too bad tocurles 
Tim. All Villaines 
That do ſtand by thee,are pure, 
Ape. There isno Leproſie, 
Bat what thou ſpeak'ſt. 
Tim. If 1 name thee, He beate thee; 
Bur I ſhould infe&t my hands. 
epe. 1 would my tongue 
Could rot them off. : 
Tim: Away thou iflue of a mangy dogge- 
Coller does kill me, -oShas 
That thou art alive, I {\woond to ſee thee, 
Ape, Would thou would*ſt burkt, 
Tim. Away thoutcdious Rogue, I am ſorry I ſhall loſe 
a ſtone by thee, 
Ape. Bealt. 
Tum. Slave. 
Ape. Toad, 
Tim, Rogue, Rogue,Rogue. 
I am ſicke of this falſe world, and will loyvenought 
But even the meere neceſſiries upon't : 
Then Timon preſently prepare thy grave :' 
| Lye where thelight Fome of the Sca may beate 
Thy-grave-ſtone dayly, make rthineEpitaph, 
That death in me, at others lives may laugh. 
 O thou ſweeteKing-killer, and deare divorce 
Twixt naturallSunneand fire: thou bright defiler 
of Himens puteſt bed, thou valiant Mars, 
Thou ever, young, freſh, loved,and delicate wooer, 
Whoſe blaſh doththawe the conſecrated Snow 
That lies on Dians lap. 
Thou viſible God, | 
Thar ſouldreſt cloſe Impoſſibilities. 
And malcft thee kifſe ; that ſpeak'ſt with every me | 
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Tocvery purpoſe ; O thou touch of hearts, 


Thinke thy ſlave-man rebels, and by thy yertue 
Setthem into confounding oddes, that Beaſts 
May have the world in Empire. 

Ap» Wonld'twere ſo, 
But not till I am dead, llefayth'haſt Gold : 
Thou wilt be throng'd too ſhortly. 

_ Throng'd too ? 

- I; 

Tim. Thy backe I prythee, 

Ape. Live, and love thy miſery, 

Twn. Longlive fo,and ſo dye, I am quit. - 

Ape. Mo things like men; 
Eate Tamox, and abhorre then. Exit Apeman 
Enter the Bandctts. 


I Where ſhould he have this Gold? It is ſome poore 
Fragment, fome ſlender Ort of his remainder ; the meere 
want of Gold, and the falling from ofhis Friendes, drove 


| him into this Melancholly. 


2 Itisnoisd . 

He both a maſſe of Treaſure, 

3 Let us make the aflay upon him, if he care not for't, 
be will ſupply us cafily : if he couetouſly reſerue it, how 
ſhall's get 1t # 

2 True: for he beares it notabourt him : 

Tis hid. 

1 Is not this hee ? 

All, Where ? 

2 Tis his deſeription. 

3-He? I know him. 
| All, Save thee Timon, 

Tim. Now Theeves. 

All, Soldicrs, not Theeves. 

Tim. Both toa,and womens Sons. 

Ai, Wearenot Theeves, but mcn 
That much do want. 

Tim. Your greateſt want is, you wont much of meat : 
Why ſhould yau want? Behold, the Earth hath Rootes : 
Within this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs: 

The Oakes beare Maſt, the Briers Scarlet Hips, 

The bounteous Huſivife Nature, on cach buſh, 

Layes her full Meſſe before you. Want? why Want ? 
1 Wecannot live on Grafle, on Berries, Water, 
As Beaſts,and Birds,and Fiſhes. 

Ti. Nor on the Beaſts themlelves, the Birds and Fiſhes, 
You muſt cate men. Yet thankes I maſt you con, 

That you are Theoves profeſt : that you worke not 

In holier ſhapes : Forthere is boundlefle Theft 
Inlimited Profeſſions. Raſcall Theeves 

Heere's Gold. Go, ſucke the ſubtle blood o'th Grape, 
Till the high Feavour ſceth your biqod to froth, 

And fo ſcape hanging. Truſt notthePhyſitian, 

His Antidotes are poyſon, and he flayes 

Moe then you Rob : Take wealth, agd live together, 
Do. Villaine do, fince you proteſt to doo'r, 

Like Workemen, Heexample you with Theevery : 
The Sunnes a Thecfe, and with his great attration 


| Robbes the vaſte Sea, The Moones an arrent Thecfe. 


And her pale fire, ſho ſnatches fram the Sunne. 

The Seas a Theefe, whoſe liquid Surge, ceſolues 
The Moone into Salt teares. The Bavthys a Theefe, 
That feeds and breeds by a ureftolne 

From gen'rall excrement : each think'sa Theefs. 


| The Lawes, your curbe and whip, intheirrough power 


5 OT 


1 vSnatto have vs thrive in our myltery, 


- Sorrue, ſo iuſt, and now ſo comfortable ? 


RY "EI 


Ha's uncheck'd Theft. Lovenort your ſclves,away, 
Robone another, there's more Gold, cut throates, 
Allthat you meere are Theeves : to Athens go, 


Breake open ſhoppes, nothing can you ſtcale | 


Bur T heeves do looſe it : ſteale lefle, for this I give you 
And Gold confound you howſoere : Amen- 
3 Has almoft charm'd mefrom my Profeſſion, by per- 
{wading me to it. I 
I *Tisin the malice of mankinde, that he thus adviſcs 


2 lle beleeve him as an Enemy, 
And give over my Trade. 

1 Letvs firlt ſee peace in Athens, there is no timeſo 
miſerable but a man may be true. Exennt T beeves, 


Enter the Stwoer d to T 1m0%. 


Stw. Oh you Gods ! 
Is yon'ddiſp1s'd and ruinous man my Lord ? 
Full of decay and fayling? Oh Monument 
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beftow'd ! 
What an alteration of Honor has deſp'rate want made ? 
W hat vilder thing upon the carth, then Friends, 
Who can bring Nobleſt mindes, to baſeſt ends, 
How rarely doesit meete with this times guile, 
When man was wiſhttolove his Enemies : | 
Grant I may everlove, and rather'woo 
Thoſe that would miſcreefe me, then thoſe that doo, 
Has caught me in his eye, I will preſevt my honeſt griefe 
unto him; and as my Lord, ſtill ſerve him with my life. 
My deereft Maſter. 
Tim. Away : what art thou? 
Stew, Have you forgot me-Sir ? 
Tim. Why doſt aske that? I haue forgot all men, 
Then ifthou grunt' th'art a man, 
I have forgot thee. | 
Stew. An honeſt poore ſeruant of yours, 
Tim. Then I know thee not : 
I never had honeſt man about me,1 all, * | 
I kept were Knaves, to ſerve in meate to Villecnes, | 
Stew. The Gods are witnelſle, 


—_ 


Nev'r did poore Steward wearea truer greefe 
For his undone Lord, then mine eyes for you» 
Tim, What doſt thou weepe? 
Come necrer. thenlI love thee 
Becanſethouart a woman, and diſclaim'ſt 
Flinty mankinde: whoſecyes donever give, 
Bur thorow Luſt and Laughter : pittie's flecping : (ping. 
Strange times that weepe with laughing, not with wees | 
Stew. I begge of you to know me, good my Lord, 
Taccept my greefe, and whilſt this poore wealth laſts, 
To entertaine me as your Steward (Ull. 
Tim, Had I a Steward 
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It almoſt turnes my daungerous Nature wild. 
Let mebeholdthy face : Surely;this man 
Was borneof woman, ._ | 


— 


Forgive my generall, and exceptleſle raſhnefſe | 
You perpetuall ſober Gods. I do proclaime- 
One honeſt man : Miſtake me not, but one * 
No more I pray, and hee's a Steward: 

How faine would Ihave hated all mankinde, 
And thou redeem'ſt thy ſelfe. Butall fave thee, 
I fell with Curſes, 
Methinkes thou art more 
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Timon of Athens. 
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Thou mighr'{ have ſooner got another Service : 
For may, fo arrive at ſecond Maſters, 


| Vpon thei firſt Lords necke. But teli me true, 


(tor I miſt ever doubt, though ne're ſo fate) 


Isnatthy kindneſſe ſabcle. couetous, 
| If noraVſuring kindneſſe, and as rich men deale Guifts, 
- ] Expettiog in returne twenty for one ? | 

{ _ * SrewNo my moſt worthy Maſicr,in whole breſt 
] Doubt, and ſuſpe (alas)are plac's tolate : 


You ſhould have fear'd falle times, when you did Feaſt, 


| Suſpedt ill comes where an cftate 1s leail, 
| That which I hew, Heaven knowes, is mcerely Love, 


{ Duty,and Zeale, to your unmarched minde; | 


Care of your Food and Living, andbelceveit, 


| My moſt honovr'd Lord, 
| For any benefit that pointsto mee, 


Either In hope, or preſent, I'de exchange 
For this one with, that you had powerand weakh 


| Torequite me, by making rich your ſelfc. 


Tim. Looke the'tis ſo : thou {ingly honeſt man, 
Heere take : theGods out of my miſery 
Ha's ſent the Treaſtre. Go, liverich and happy. 
But thus condition'd : Thou ſhalt build from men: 
Hate all,curſe all, ſhew Charity tonone, 
But let the famiſht fleſh ſlide from the bone, 
Ere thou releeve the Begger, Give tro dogges _ 
W hat thou denyeſtto men. Let Priſons ſwallow em, 
Debts wither'em to nothing, be men like blaſted woods 
And may Dilcaſes licke vp their falſe bloods, 
And ſofarewell,and thrivc. 

Stew, O let me ſtay and comfort you my Maſter: 

Tim. If thou hat'ſt Curſes 1:37" 
Stay not: flye, whilſt thou art bleſtand free : 
Ne're ſee:thou man, aud let me ne'reſce thee. Extt, 

Enter Poet, and Painter. | 
Pain. As I tooke note of the place, it cannot be farre 

Where he abides, | 

Poet. What'stobe thought of him ? 
Does the Rumor Fold for true, 
That hee's ſo full of Gold ? 

Painter, Certaine. 


Alcsbiades r it : Phrintaand T1 mandra 


{ Had Gold of him he likewiſe enrich'd 


Poore ſtragling Soldiers, with great quantity. 

'Tisfaide, ne gave unto his Steward 

A mighty ſumme. 

-” Poer. Then this breaking of his. 

Ha's beene but a try: for his Friends ? 
Pawmter,Nothing elſe : 

Youſhall ſee him aPalmein Athens againe, 

Aud flovrith with thehigheſt: 

Therefore, *tis zot amiſle, we tender our loves 


| To him, in this ſuppogddiſtreſſe of his : 
{ It will ihew honeſtly-inus,- 
{ Andisvery likely,to loade our purpoſes 


Wich whatthey travailefor, _ 
If i: bea juſt and true report, that goes 


Port W hat have you now 


| To preſent unto him #: 


Painter. Nothing at this time 


| Bat my Viſitation : onely I will promiſe him 


Anexcellent Peece. _.. 
Poet. | muſt ferve himifo tobg 1 | 


4 Tellhim of an intentthat's comming toward him. 0 


| Painter, Goodasthe beſt © '* * 


Promiſing; isthe very Ayre o'th' Time ;-- 

It openstheeyes of Expectation. - 
Pertormance, is ever the duller for hisaRe; | 
And but in the plainer and ſimpler kind of people, 
The deede of Saying is quiet out of uſe. | 

To promiſe, is moit Gourtly and faſhionable ; _ - 
Performance, is a kind of Will or Teſtament 


| Which argues a great ſickeneſſe in his iudgement 


That makes it. 


Emer T «mou from his Cave 


Timon. Excellent Workeman, - 
Thou canſt not paint a man ſo badde 
As 15 thy elfe. 

Poet, I am thinking: 

W har I ſhall ſay I have provided for him : 
It muſt be a perſonating of himſelfe: 

A Satyre againſt the ſottneſle of Proſperity, 
Witha Diſcovery of the infinite Flatteries 
That follow youth and opulency. 

Timon, Muſtthou needes \ 

Stand fora Villaine inthine owne Worke ? - 
Wiltthou whip thineowne faults inother men ? 
Do fo, I have Gold for thee, | 

Poet. Nay let'sſcekehim. | 
Then do we ſinne againſt our owneeſtate, 

W hen we may profit meete, and come too late: 
Painter, True : | 
W hen theday ſerues before blacke-corner'd night 
Finde what thou want'ſt, by free and offer's light, 
Come, 
Tim, Ile mecte you at the turne : 
W hat a Gods Gold, that he is worſhipt 
In a baſer Temple, then where Swine feede ? 
"Tis thou that rigg' the Barke,andplow'ſt the Fome, 
Setleſt admired reverence in a Slave, . 43-0 
'Tothee be worfhipt,;and thy Saints for aye : 
Be crown'd with Plagues, that theealone obay. 
Fit I meetethem.. .. | 

Poet. Haile worthy Timon. 

Pain. Our late Noble Maſter. 

Timon. Have I once1iv'd 
To ſee two honeſt men ? 

Poet, Sir : 
Having often of your open Bounty teſted, 
Hearing you were retyr'd, your Friends falne off, 
W hoſe thankelefſe Nature: (O abhorred Spirits) 
Notall the Whippes'of Heaven,are large enough, 
Whart,to you, ._. . 11 
Whoſe Starre-like Nobleneſſe gave life and influence 
Totheir whole being 2 I am rapt,and cannot cover 
The monſtrus bulke of this Ingratitude 
With any fize of words. 45) 

Timon. Letit gog' ...: F 

Naked men may ſee't the better :-:. . 
Youthat are honeit, by being what yov are, 
Make them beſt ſcene; and knowne. -_ 

Pan, He, and my ſfelfe ul oo 
Have travail'd in thegreat ſhowre of your guifts- 
And ſweetly felt it. : 

Timoy.. I, you are honeſt wen. - 

Painet, We axe hither come 
To offer youonr ſevice. : .: .. 
: . Timon," Moſt honeſt men: (+ 1: - ..:.... 
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| Why bow ſhall Irequite you? Thatfram'd him thus. Time with his fairer band, 
| Can you cate Roots, and drinke cold waterzno? Offcring the Fortunes of his former dayes, 
Both. What. we can do, The former man may make him: bring us to bim 
Wee'l do to do you ſeruice. And chance itas it may, 
Tim. Y are honeſt men, | Stew. Heere is his Cave: 
Yhave heard thatI have Gold, * Peace and content be heere- Timon,7imon, 
Iam ſurc you have, ſpeake truth,y'are honeſt men, Looke out, and ſpeake to Friends : T h' Athenians 
Pain, SO it is ſaid my Noble Lord, but therefore By two of their moſt reverend Senare greer thee : 
Came not my Friend, nor I. Speake to them Noble Timon, ” 
Timos, Good honeſt man : Thon draw'lt a counterfer 
Beſtin all Athens, th'art indeed thebelt, | Enter Timon ont of his Cave. 
Thou counterfet' moſt lively. | 
Pain, So,ſo,my Lord, ® Tim, ThouSunne that comfortburne, 
Tim. E'ne ſo fir asI ſay. And for thy fiction, Speake and be hang'd : 
Why thy Verſe fwels with ſtuffe ſo fine and ſmooth, For each true word, a bliſter, and cach falſe 
That thou art even Naturaliin thine Art. | BeasaCarherizing to the root o'th'Tougue, 
But for all this(my honeſt Natur'd friends) Conſuming it with ſpeaking. 
Imuſt needs ſay you havea little fault, I Worthy Timon. 
Marry 'tis not monſtrous in you, neither wiſh 1 Tn. Of none but ſuch as you, 
You take much paines tromend. And you of Timor. 
Both, Beſeech your Honour I The Senators of Athens,greet thee Timon. 
Tomake it knowne tous. Tim. I thanke them, 
Tim. You'l take it ill. And would ſend them backethe plague, 
Both. Moſtthankefully, my Lord Could | but catch it for them. 
Timon, Will you indeed? 1 O forger 
Both. Doubt itnot worthy Lord- W hat we are ſorry for our {elves in thee : 
Tim, There's never a one of you but truſts a Knave, | The Senators, with one conſent of love, | 
That mightily deceives you- Intreate thee backe to Athens, who have thought 
Beth, Do we, my Lord ? | On ſpeciall Dignities, which vacantlye 
Tim, I,and you heare him cogge, For thy beſt uſe and wearing. 
| See him diſſemble, 2 They contfecfle 
' Know his groſle patchery, love him, feede him, Toward thee, forgerfulnefſe roo generall grofle; 
Keepe in your boſome, yet remaine aſſur'd W hich now the publike Body, which doth fildome 
That he's a made-up-Viillaine. Play the re-canter, feeling in it ſelfe | 
Pain, I know none ſuch, my Lord. A lacke of Timon ayde, hath ſince withall 
- Poet. NorlT. Of it owne fall,reſtrainirg ayde to Txmen, 
Tim, Looke you, And lend forth us,to make their ſorrowed render, 
Lloveyon well, le give you Gold Together, with a recompence more fruitfull 
Rid me theſe Villaines from your companies; Then their offence can weigh downe by the Dramme, 
Hang them, or ſtab them, drowne them indranght, I even ſuch heapes and ſummes of Love and Wealth, 
Confound them by ſome courſe, and come to me, As ſhall to thee blot out, whare wrongs werethecirs, 
Ile give you Gold enough. And write in thee the figures of their love, = 
Both. Namethem my Lord, let's know them» Ever to read them thine. fo: 
Tim, You that way, and you this : Tim, You witch me in it ; | 
But two in company : 7 Surprize meto the very brinke of teares; 
Exch man apart, all ſingle,and alone, Lend mea Fooles heart, and a womans eyes, 
Yet an arch Villaine keepes bim company : AndIſe bewcepe theſe comforts, worthy Senatorse 
If where thou art, two Villaines ſhall norbe, I Therefore ſo pleaſe thee to returne with us, 
Come not neere him, If thou would'ſt not recide And.four Athens, thineand curs to take 
| But where one Villaine is, then him abandon. T he Captaineſhip, thou ſhalt be mer with thankes, 
Hence, packe, there's Gold, yecawe for Gold ye ſlaves: | Allowed withabſolute power and thy good name 
You have worke for me ; there's payment, thence, Live with Authority :ſo ſoone we ſhall erive backe 
| You are an Alcumiſt, make Gold of thar : Of Alcibiades h'approaches wilde | 
Out Raſcall dogges.. Exennt, | Wholikea Boare too fayage, doth root up 
H1s Countriespeace. = 
Enter Steward, and two Senators. 2 And ſhakes his threatning Sword 
| 22083 Againſt the walls of Athens, 
Stew. Tt 1s.vaine that you. would ſpeake with 75men : 1 Therefore:Timwon:: : - : | 
For he is ſet {0 onely to himſelfe, -- Tim. Well fir, will: therefore L will fir thus: 
That nothing bur himſclfe, which lookes like man, IF 4lcibiades kill my Countrymen, $5 
Isfriendly with bim. Let Alcibiades know this of 7 wmon, * TRY 
1.Sez, Bring usto his Cave. That Tixz0n cares not, Bur if he facke faire Athens, 
It is our part and promiſe to th'Athenians And take our goodly aged menby*rh'Beards,”... 
To ſpeake with Timor. | Giving our holy Virginsto the ſtaine 
2Ser. Atall times alike Of contumelious, beaſtly, mad-brair'd-warre : : 
Men are not ſtill the ſame : *twas Time and Greefes | Then let him know, andrell _ Timonſ{pcakes it. 
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Timon of eAthens. 


1 cannot chooſe buttellhim that I carenot, 
Andlet himtak't at worſt : For their Knives care not, 
While you have throats roanſwer. For my ſeltc, 
There's not a whittle, in th'unruly Campe, 
But 1 do prize itat my love, bctore 
The reverendſt Throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the proteQion of the proſperous Gods, 
AS Theeves to Keepers. | 
- Stew. Stay not, all's in vaine- 

Tim, Why I was writing of my Epitaph, 
It will be ſecne tomorrow, My long licknefle 
Of Health, and Living, now beginsto mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go,live ſtill, 
Be eAlcibiades your plague ; you his, 
And laſt ſo long enough. 

1 We ſpeake in vaine, | 

Tim. But yet I love my Country, and am not 
One that reioyces in the common wracke, 
As comman bruitedoth pur it. 

1 That's well ſpoke. 
Tim. Commend me to my loving Countreymen- 
be Theſe words become your lippes as they paſſe rhorow 

| > emo 

2 Andenter in our eares, like great Triumphers 
In their applauding gatcs. 

Tim. Commend me torhem, ; 
And tellithem, that to caſe them of their greefes, 
Their feares of Hoſtile ſtrokes, their Aches loſſes, 
Their pangs of Loue, with other incident throwes 
Thar Natures fragile Veſſell doth ſuſtaine 
In lifes uncertaine voyage, I will ſome kindnes do them» 


Ile teach. them to preveut wilde Alcibiades wrath. 


1 1likethis well,he will returneagaine. | 
' Ts. ThaveaTrece which growes heere in my Cloſe, 
That mine owneuſe inuites me to cut downe, 
And ſhortly muſt I fell it. Tell my Friends, 
Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree, 
From highto low throughout, that who ſo pleaſe 
To {top Affliction, let him take his haſte ; 
Come hither ere my Tree hatb felt the Axe, 


} And hang himſelfe. I pray you do my greeting. 


Stew. Trouble him no further, thus you ſtill ſhall 
Finde bim. : | 
Tim. Come not tome againe, but ſay to Athens, 


} Timm hath made his cuerlaſting Manſion 


Vpon the Beached Verge of the falt Flood, 


| Whichoncea day with his emboſſed Froth 


The turbulent Surge ſhall cover ; thither come, 
And let my grave-ſtone be your Oracle : 
Lippes, let foure words go by, and Language end ; 


| What isamiſſe, Plague and Infetion mend, 
Graves onely be mens workes,and Death their gaine; 
Sunne, hide thy Beames, T5»es hath done his 


Raigne, 
Exit T smon. 
. x His diſcontents are unremoveably coupled to Na- 


2 Our hovefin him is dead: let us returne, 


And traine whar other meanes is left unto us 


In our deere perill. . 


x Ic requires ſwift foot, Exenmt. 


Enter two other Senators, with a Meſſenger. 


I Thou haſt painfully diſcover'd : are his Files 
| Asfullastheyreport T  - wt, 


tt. 


| 


| ; 


| 


| 


| 
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_ have ſpoke the leaft. 
cl1des his expedition promiſes preſent approzch. 
2 We ſtand auch hazard, if they being at Timon, 
ef. I met a Currier, one tine ancient Friend z 
Whom though in generall part we were oppog'd, 
ow our - w— madea particular force, 
nd made us ſpeake like Friends. This man wasridi 
From Alcibiades to Timons Cave,' —_ 
With Letters of intreaty, which imported 
His Fellowſhip i'th'cauſe againkt your City, 
In part for histake moy'd. 


Enter the other Senators. 
1 Heere come out Brothers. 
3 Notalke of 7:»w0», nothing of him expe, 
The Encmies Drumme'is heard and fearcfull f; couring 
Doth choakethe ayre with duſt : In, and prepare, 
Ours ts the fall I teare,our Fots the Snare. Exenm, 
Enter 4 Souldiey in the Woods ſeeking Timon. 

Sel. By all deſeription this ſhould be the place. 
Whos heere ? Speake hoa. Noanſwer ? What is this 
T jmon is dead, who hath our-ftretcht his {pan, 
Some Bealt reade this ; There do'snolive a Man. 
Dead ſure, and this his Grave, what'sonthis Tomb, 
I cannot read : the Charracter Ile take with wax, 
Our Captaine hath in every Figure skill , 

An ag'd Interpreter, though yong indayes : 
Bcfore proud Athens hee's ſet downe by this, 
Whoſe fall the marke of his ambition is. Exit 
T rumpets ſound. Enter Alcibiades with bu Powers 

befe ore A thens . 


ec. Sound to this Coward and laſcivious Towne, 


| Ourterrible approach. 


Sounds a Part, 

The Senators appeare npon the wals. 
Till now you haye gone on, and filld thetime 
Withall Licentious meaſure, making your wikes 
The ſcope of Iuftice. Tillnow my 1clfe and ſuch 
As flept withinthe ſhadow of your power 
Have wandcr'd with our traverſt Armes, and breath'd 
Our ſufferance vainly . Now the time is fluſh, 
When crouching Marrew iu the bearer ſtrong 
Cries (of it ſelf) no more: Now breathleſſe wrong, 
Shall tit and pant inyour great Chaires of eaſe, 
And purſe Infolence ſhall breake bis winde 
With feareand horrid flight. 

I. Sex. Noble and young ; 
When thy firſtgreefes were but a meere conceit, 
Ere thou had'{t power, or we had cauſe to feare, 
We ſent to thee, to give thy rages Balme, 
To wipe out our Ingraritude, with Loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 So did we wooe 
Transformed 75wento our Cittics love 
By humble Meſſage, and by promiſt meanes - 
We were not all unkinde, nor all deſerve 
The common ſtroke of warre, 

r Theſe wallesof ours, 


} Were not erected by their hands,from whom 


| 


You bave receiv'd your greefe : Nor arethey ſuch, _ 
T hattheſe great Towres, Trophees,8 Schools ſhould fall 
For private faults inthem. 


2 Norarethey living hs 


—— 
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Who were the motives that you firſt went out, 
Shame (that they wanted cunning in exceſle) 
Hath broke their hearts, Martch, Noble Lord, 
Into our City with thy Banners ſpred, 
By decimationanda tythed death ;. 
Ifthy Revenges hunger for that Food 
Which Nature loathes, take thou the deſtin'd tenth, 
And by the hazard of the ſpotted dye, 
Let dye the ſpotted. 
1 All have not offended : 

For thoſe that were, it is not ſquare to take, 
On thoſe that are, Revenge : Crimes, like Lands 
Arenot inherited, then deere Countryman, 
Bring in thy rankes, but leave without thy rage, 
Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and thoſe Kin 
Which in the bluſler of thy wrath mult fall 
With thoſe that bave offended, likea S hepheard, 
Approch the Fold, and cull tinfeRed forth, 
But kill not al together. 

2 Whatthou wilt, 
Thou rather ſhalt inforce it with thy ſmile, 
Then hew too't, with thy Sword. 

1 Setbut thy foot 
Againit our rampyr'd gates, and they ſhall ope : 
Sothou wilt ſend thy gentle heare before, 
To fay thou't enter Friendly. 

2 Throw thy Glove, 
Or any Token of thine Honour elle, 
That thou wiltuſe the warres asthy redrefle, 
And notas our Confuſion : All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour 1a our Towne till wee 
Have ſeal'd : hy full deſire. 

Alc. Then there's my Glove, 


Deſcend and open your uncharged Ports, 


Thoſe Enemies of Timons, and mine owne 
Whom you. your ſelves ſhall ſet out for reproofe; 
Fall and no more; and to attone your feares 
With my more Noble meaning, not a man 

Shall paſſe his quarter, or offend the ſtreame 

Ot Regular luſtice if your Citries bounds, 

But ſhall be remedicd by your publique Lawes 


} Atheavielt anfaver. 


Both. 'Tis moſt Nobly ſpoken. 
Als.Deſcend, and keepe your words. 
Emer a Meſſenger. 

PAMeſ. My Noble Generall, Trmon is dead, 
Entomb'd upon che very hemme o'th'Sea, 
And on his Graveltone, this Inſculpture which 
With wax I brought away: whoſe ſoft Impreſſion 
Interprets for my poore ignorance. 


Alcibiades reades the Epitaph, 
Heere lies awretched (, oarſe, cf wretched Soule bereft, 
Seek,not my name: A Flague cor(ume you, Catifs left: 
Heevre the [ T imon,wbo all (sving men' aid hate, 
Paſſe by, end curſe thy fill, but itay not here thy gate. 
Theſe well expreffe in thee thy latter ſpirits: 
Though thou abhorrd'tt in vs our hu;i:ane greites, | 
Scornd'ſt our Braines flow,and thoſe ovr droplets, which 
From ntggard Nature fall; yet Kich Conceit 
T aught thee ro make vaſt Neptuce weep for aye 
On thy low Grave: on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is Noble Trm2z, of whole Memory 
Heereafter more. Bring me into your Citty, 
And I will uſe the Olive with my Sword : 
Make war breed peace;make peace fiint war, make each 
Preſcribe to other, as cach others Leach. 


Let our Drummes ſtrike. Exennt, | 
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© T6 Lucius, And 
2d Lucullus,two Flattering Lords. 


Sempronius another flattering Lord. 
Alcibiades,an Athenian Capraine. 
Poet, 

Painter. 

Teweller. 

Merchant. 

Certaine Senatours. 

Certaine Maskers. 

Certaine Theeves. 


Pena! Appemantus,a Churliſh Philoſopher, * 


Flaminjus,one of Tymons Servants, 
Servilius, another. 

Caphis, | J 
Varro, | 
Philo. | 

xn PScverall Servants to Vluters. 
Lucius, | 
Hortenſius. _ 

Ventidius,one of Ty mons falſe Friends, 
Cupid, | 

Sempronius, 

With divers other Servants, 


And Attendants. 
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Enter Flavius, Murellns and certaine Commoners 
oucr the Stages 


Flawins, 
4 Ence ; home you idle Creatures, get you home: 
Is this a Holiday ? W hat, know you not 
(B-ipg Mcchanicall) you ought not walke 
Vpon a labouring day, without the figne 
Of your Profetlion ? Speake, what Trade art thou ? 
Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. 
Hr. Where is thy Leather Apron,and thy Rule? + 
Whar doſt thou with thy beſt Apparreil on ? 
4 You fir what Trade are you ? ey 
Cebl. Trucly Sir, in reſpect ofa fine- Workeman, I am 
| but as you would ſay, a Cobler. $3 23% 
Mar, Put what Trade art thou ? Anſwer me directly. 
Cob. A Trade Sir, that 1 hope I may.uſe with, a-{afe 
Conicicnce, which is indeed Sir, aMender of bad ſouls. 
Ela. What Trade thou knave 2 Thou nauglty knave, 
what Trade ? 2617 
| Cobl. Nay I beſeech you Sir, be not out with met yet 
if you be out Sir I can mend yous : 
Mar, What mcan'{t-thou by that? Mend mee, thou 
fawcy Fellow 2 , | 
(6. Why fir Cobble you. 
Fla. Thou arta Cobler art thou? | 
Cob, Truacly fir, all that 1live by z :48 withthe Anle : 1 
meddle with no Tradeſmans matters, nor womans mat- 
ters; but withall I an indeed Sir, a Surgeon to old thooes: 
when they are ingreat; danger, I recover them. - Aspro- 
] per men asever trod upon; Neates Leather, have gone up- 
on my handy worke. * ; \ 242 <Qlabt 
Fla. But whercfore art not in thy-Shop. to day?.. 
| Why do'{t thou leads theie men aboutthe ftreers ? 
| Cob. Truly lir, to -wea e out their-ſhooes ,"to get my 
| ſelfe into more workes. But indeede.fir we make Holy- 
day to ſee Ceſar,and to reioyce in his Triuumphs :-: 1 
Mer. Wherefore telgyce?.. ; :. 1: RY 
What Conqueſt brings he home2.. 
| What Tributaries follow himto Romezs. :- | _ 
| Tograce in Caprivebonds his Chariot:Wheeles-;'  ' 
| You Blockes, you ſtones; you worſe then ienſleflethings; 
1 Oyou hard hearts, you-crucll men'of Rome, "I 11 
| Knew you not Pompey many atime and oft? : || 
| Have you climb'd.up x9; Walles and Battlements,- |! ' 
| To Towres and, VWindawes? Yeaxto Ghumoey tops,! 
| Your Ipfants in your Armes,: and;there haveſate;'' -- 11. * 
| Thelive-long day, with paticat.evpectation, -.;:2 3: ,: 
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To ſce great P ompey pale the ſtreets of Rome : 
And when you ſaw his Chariot but appeare, 
Have you not made an Vniverfall ſhone, 
That Tyber trembled underneath her bankes 
To heare the replication of your ſounds; 
Made in her Concave Shotes ? 
And do you now put on your beſt attyre'? 
And do you now cull outa Holyday ?. 
And do you now ſtrew Flowers in his way, - 
That comes in'Triumph over Pompey's blood? 
Be gone, 2. o OSS IDOLS. 
Runne to your houſes, fall yÞonyoar knees, 
Pray to the Gods to intermit the plague. 
That needs mult light on this Ingratitude. | 
Fla. Go,go, good Countrymen, and for this fault” 
Afſembleall the poore men of your ſort ; : 
Draw them to Tyber bankes, and weepe your tcates 
. Itothe Channell, till the loweſt ſtreame 
Do kifſe the moſtexalted Shores of all. | 
E *ennt all the ( ommoners» 

| See where their baſeſt mettle be notmou'd; 

They vaniſh tongue-rycd in their guiltineſle : 
Go you downethat way towards the Capitoll, 
| This way will I : Ditrobe the Images, 
| If you do fizde them deckt with Ceremonies, 

Afzr. May we doio? 

You know itis the Feaſt of Lupercall, 

Fla, It is no matter, let on Images 
 Beh ang with the CeſarsTrophees : Ile abour, 
| And drive away the Vulgar from the fireers ; 
So do.you too, where you perceive them thicke. 
Theſe growing Feathers, pluckt rom Ceſars wing, 
Will make him flycan ordinary pitch, Z 
W hoelſe would foare above the view of men. 
And keepe us allin ſeryileftearefulneſle, 


Exennt. | 


Enter (*ſar, Antony for the Courſe, Calphurnia, Portia, De= 
cis, (icero, Brutus, Caſſius, ( acka, a Soothſayer:af< 
- terthem Unrellns and Flatvina. | 

Cef. (alphurnias is 3c 2: 

(4k. Peace ho,Cafar ſpeakes. 

(ef, . Calphurnia. | 

C«lp. Heeremy Lord. oo bo, 

Ceſ. Stand you direaly in Antonio's way, 
When he duth run his courſe, Antonio » i 
Ant. («ſer, my Lord. ti 


(«{. Forget not 1n your ſpeed {ntouie, | 


| | Totouch Ca/plmrnia ; tor ourElders fay, 
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The Barren touched inchis boly chace, 
Shake off their errilecurſe. 4, > 


When 


- _ hon 


The Trazedy of "Fulius Ceſar. 


oma 


Ant. I ſhallremember, , 
(«ſar (ages;:Do this ;it is perform'd. 
Ce. Set on, andtlgaveno Ceremony out- 
Sooth. (ſar, - © 
C+ſ. Ha? Whocalles ? | {gp 
Cack. Big every noyſe be ſtill : peace yet againe- 


Cl. 18 itinthe preſſe, thatcalles on me? 


I hearea Tongue ſhrillerthen all the Muſicke 
Cry, (ſer :Speake, Ceſar isturn'd to heare- 


Sooth. Beware the Ides of March, 
Cj; What man is that ? 

Br. ASooth-ſayer bids you beware the Ides of March | 
Cef. Set him before me, let me ſee his face. 

Caffi. Feilow,come from the throng, looke opon Ceſar. 
(ef. What ſayſt thou to me now ? Speake once agune. 
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March. 

Ceſ, He is a Dreamer letus leave hum : Paſſe. 

Sennet. . Exennt, Manent Brat, &-Caſſ- 

Caſſi. Will you goe ſee the order of the courſe ? 

brat, Not I, | fo: 

Caſſi. I pray youdoe* 

Brst, 1 am not Gameſiom : Ido lacke ſome part 


| Ofthat quicke Spirit that is in eL#tony: 
| Let menot-hinder (afius your deſires; 
 Heleave you. 


(ſi. Brutus, I doe obſerue you now of late: 


| T hare not from your eyes, that gentleneſſe 

| And ſhew of Love, as[ was wontto have : 

| You bearetoo ſtubborne,androo ſtrange a hand 
+ Over your Fricads, that Loves you. 


Bru, Caſſius. | 


Be notdeceiv'd : If 1 have veyl'd my looke, | 


tarnethe trouble of my Countenance 


Meerely upon wy ſelfe. Vexed Iam 
Ofate, with paſſions of ſome difference, 


| (apammions onely proper to my ſelfe, ; 

| Which give ſome {oyle (perhaps)to ry Behaviours: 

| But lctnottherefore iy good Friends be greev'd 
(Among which number Caſſius be you one) 


Nor conſtrue any further my negle, 
| Then'that poore Brut with himſclfe at warre, 


orgets the ſhewesof Loveto other men. 
Caſſi. Then Br#tm,] have much miſtooke your paſſion, 
meanes whereof, this Breſt of mine hath buried 
ghts of great value, worthy Cogitations. 


Tell me good Brat, Can youfee your face ? 


Bret. No (affine t - 


Fos theeye ſees not himſclfe but by refleRion, 
| By ſome other things. 


Caſſine. "Tis 1uſt, 


And it is very much lamented Zratw, 

That you have no ſuch Mirrors, as will turne 
| Your hidden worthinefle ito your eye, 

' That y 
I have heard, 
| Where many of the beſt rej 


you might ſee your ſhadow : 


pet ip Rome, 


xcept immortall Ceſar).ſpeaking of Brutus 
| pure vnderneath this A > yoake, | 
| Have wiſh'd, _ Noble _ ad his eyes. 
\ Bra. Into what daungers w 
| Leade me Caſſine ? . .. nm 
| That you would have me ſeeke into my ſelfe, 
| For that which isnot:inme? ' © - 
Cs- Therefore good Brat, be prepar'dto heare; 


? 
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| Where I a common Laughter, or 


And fince you know you cannot ſee your ſelfe 


| Yell mately diconer ayer ie 


895 Oy 
of yourtelfe, which you yetkuow not of, 
; And be not icalous on me ure Dyes : 
C 
| Toſtale with ogdinary Oathes my love 
To every new Proteſter : if youkuow, 
That I'do fawne on men, and hugge them hard, 
Andafter ſcandallthem : or if you know, 
That I profeſſein Banquetting 
ToalltheRout, then hold me dangerous. 


Flonrifh , and Shout. 


Bru. W hat meanes this Showting? 
Ido feare,the People choole (ſar 
For their King. 
Caſfi. 1 do you fearcit? 
Then muſt I thinke you would not have it ſo. 
Bern, I would not Casfixe, yet I love him well; 
But wherefore do you hold me here ſo long? 
What is it,thar you would impart te me ? 
It itbe ought toward the generall good, 
Set Honour in one eye, and Deathi'th other, 
And I will looke onboth indifferently : 
For let the Gods ſo ſpeed mee,as I love 
The name of Honour, more then I feare death. 
(fi. 1 know thatvertueto be in you Bratw, 
As wellas I do know your outward fayour, 
Well, Honor is the ſubieRof my Story : 
I cannot tell, whatyou and other men 
Thinke of tbis life : But my ſingle felfe, 
I had asliefe not be, as live to be 
In awe of ſuch a Thing, as 1 my ſelfe. 
I was borne free as Ceſar, ſo were you, 
We both have fedas well, and we can both 
Endure the Winters*cold, as well as hee. 
For once. upon a Rawe and'Guſty day, 
Thetroubled Tyber,chaſing with herShores, 
Ceſar ſaiesto me, Dar'ſt thou Caſſivs now 
Leape in with me into this angry Flood, 
And ſwim to yonder Point? Vpon the word, 
Accounted as I was, I plunged in, 
And bad him follow : ſo indeed he did. 
The Torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 
With luſty Sinewes, throwingitaſide, 
And ſtemming it with hearts of Controverſie. 
But cre we could arrivethe Point propos'd, 
Ceſar cride. Helpe me (af/ivs, or I ſinke. 
I (as e/£xeas, our great anceſtor, 
Did from the Flames of Troy, ypon his ſhoulder 
The old Azchiſer beare)ſo,from the waves of Tyber 


| Did Itheryred Ceſ@&: And this Man, 


Is now becomea God,and Caſſixe is 


{ Marke him, 


. | A wretched Creature,and mult bend his body, 


If Ceſar careleſly but nod on him. 
He had a Feaher whetthe was in Spaine, 

And whentheFit was on him, I-did marke 
How he did ſhake:Tis true,this God did ſhake, 

His Coward lipes did fromtheir colour fiye, 

And that ſame cye, whoſe benddoth awe the World, 
Did looſc.his Luſtre; 1 did heare him rome: 

I, andghat Ti of his, that bad the Romans 
write his Speechesintheir Bookes, 


| Alas, it cried, Givemeſome drinke Tirawne, 
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'Aman of ſucha feeble temper ſhould 
: So Li the ſtart of the Maieſticke world; 
' And beare the Palme alone. 


Bra. Another generall ſhout ? 
'I doe beleeye, that theſe applauſes are 


Likea Coloſſus, and we petty men 
Walke under his huge legges, and peepe ab 
To finde ourſelves diſhonourable Graves. 


But in our Selves, that we are underlings. 


Brutus will ſtart a Spirit as ſoone as (ſar, 
Now in the names of all the Gods art once, 


| But it was fam'd with more then with one 


Now is it Rome indeed, and Roome enough 
When there is m it but one onely man. 
Olyou and I, have heard our Fathers ſay, 


As eaſily asa King. 
Bru, That you do loveme, I am nothing 


Ifhall recount heereafrer. For this preſent, 


I will conſider: what yon have toſay - 
Ivill with patience heart and finde a time 


Tillthen my Noble Friend, chew upon this : 
Brutus had rather be a 'Villager, 

Then to repute himſelfe a Sonne of Rome 

' Vader theſe hard Conditions, as this rime 
Islike to lay upon us. 

Caſſi, Iam glad that my weake words 


Enter C ſar and his Traine. 


Bru, The Games are done, 
And (ſar is returning. | 
Caſſi. Asthey pafiby; 
Plucke Cacks by theSleeve, 


| What hath proceeded worthy note to day. 

'{ Bre. Twill doſo : but looke you'Caſſine, 

| The angry ſpot doth hlow on Ceſar#brow, 

; Andall the reſt looke like achidden Traine; 
Celphuinia sCheeke'is palezand Cicero 
Lookes with ſach Ferret, and ſach f&ery eyes 
Az we haveſcene him inthe Capitoll 


i 
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' Aa ficke Girle: Ye Gods,it doth amaze me, 


Shost, Flouriſh, 


' For fome new Honors, thatare heap*d on ('2/ar, - 
Caſſi. Why man, hedoth beſtride the narrow world 


Men at ſometime, are Maſters of their Fates. 
The fault (deere Bratvs ) is not in our Starres, 


Brutus and Ceſar ; What ſhould be in that Caſar ? 

, Why ſhoutd thatname be ſounded more then yours 
Write them together: Yours, is as faire a Name: 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth aſwell. 
Weigh them, itis as heavy : Coniure with'em, 


Vpon what meate doth this our Ceſar feede, 

That he is growne ſo great? Age, thou art ſham'd. 
Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of Noble Bloods. 
When went thereby an Age, ſince the great Flood, 


When could they fay (till now ) that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide Walkes in compaſt but one man? - - 


What you would worke me to, I have ſomeayme : 
How TI have though of this,and of theſe times 


Iwould not ſo {with love I might intreat you) 
Be any farther mooy*d: W hat you bave faid, 


Both meer to heare, and anſwer ſuch high thinges. 


Have ſtrucke but thus much ſhew of fire from Brutnr. 


Andhe will (after his ſowre faſhion) tell your | 


out 


| 


man ? 


tealous :- 


—_— 


| Being croſt in Conference,by ſome Senators, 


There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd © | 
Th'eternall Divell to keepe his State in Rome, 


Caſſi. (aka will tell us what the matter is. 
Ceſ. Antonio. 

Ant. (* <ſar. 5"; 

(*/. Ler me have men about methar arc fac; 
Slecke-headed men, and ſuch as ſleepe a-nights 3 
Yond (27s has a leane and hungry looke, 

He thinkes too much : ſuch men are daungerous. - 
ent; Feare him not (ſar, he's not daungerous, 
He 1s a Noble Roman, and well given. | 

Czf. Would he were fatter; But I feare him not: 

Yetifmy name were lyauletofeare, 
I do not know the man ſhould ayoyd 
$0 ſoone as that ſpare (aſ/izs. He reades much, 


| He1s a great obſerver, and he lookes 


Quite through the Deedes of men. He lovesno Playes, 
As thou doſt Antony : he heares no Muſicke : 
Seldome he ſmiles, and ſmiles in ſucha fort 
As if he mock'd himlelfe, and ſcorn'd his ſpicir 
T hat could be mov'd toſmile at any thing. 
Such men as he, be never at hearts caſe, 
Whiles they behold a greater then themſelves, 
And thereforeare they .zery daugerous. 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 
Then whar 1 feare : for alwayesI am Caſar 
Come on my right hand, for this care is deafe, 
And tell me tcuely, what thou think'ſt of him, 
| Senxit, 
Excunt Ceſar and his Trane, 
Cack, You pul'd me by the cloake, would you ſpeake 
with me? .- Oo: 
Bru. T'Ca;ka, tejl us what hath chanc'd today 
That C2ſar lookes ſo fad. 
Cask. Why you were with him, were you not ? 
Br. ] ſhould not then aske Cazkha what had chanc'd. 
Ck. 'W hy there was a Crowne offer'd him ; and being 
offer'd him, heput it by with the backe of his hand thus, 
and th en the people fell a ſhouting. Et 
Brw, What was the ſecond noyſe for ? 
(4%ks Why for that too. | 
Caf. They ſhoured thrice : what wasthe laſt cry for ? 
Cath, Why for that toos 
Bru, Was the Crowne offer'd him thrice ? 
( 45k, 1 marry was't, and hee put it by thrice -every time 
gentler then other; and at every putting by , mine honeſt 


| Neighbors ſhowred- 


Caſc Who offer'd him the Crowne? 
Caik, Why Amony. 
Bra. Tellus the manner of it,gentle ( a5ks. 
 Cacka, Icanas well bee bang'd as tell the manner of it; 
It were meere Foeliry,' I did not-marke it. I ſawe fark 


| Antony offer him a Crowne, yet*twas nota Crowne ney” | 
' ther, 'twas one of theſe Coronets : and asTItold you, 


hee put it by once : bur for all that, romy thinking, he: 
would faine have had it. Then he offered it tohimagaine: 
then hee put by againe - bur to my thinking, he was 
very loath to lay his fingers off it. And then he offered 
it the third tire; he put it'the third time by , and ill 


. as he refas'd it; the rabblement howtred, -and-.clapp'd 


their chopt hands, and threw vppe ther (weaty Night» 
cappes, and uttered *ſuch a [deale of itinking- breath, 


tt. Am att. 4 v. tits.” - _d hate. ate 4 — het... i — —_— 
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T he Tragadyof Furs Cofare. + 


| 


Cack. He fell downe inthe Market-place, and foam'd 
at mouth, and was ſpeechleſle. TEEN 
Brut* *Tisvery like he hath the Falling ſickeneſſe. 
Cas/ſi, No, («ſar hath-ienot: but you; and I; . 
And honeſt Casks,we have the falling ſickenefles | | 
Cech, I know, not what you 'meane by that, but'T am 
ſure Ceſar fell downe. If the tag-ragge people did not 
clap him, and hifſe him, according as he pleas'd, and dif- 
pleag'dthem, as they uſe to doe the Players in'the Thea- 
tre, Iamno true man. - 
Brut. What faidhe, when he came unto himfelfe?- 
Cazk. Mary, before he fell downe, when he perceiv'd 
the common Heard' was glad he refus'd the Crowne, he 
pluckt me ope his Dovblct, and offer'd them his Throat 
to cut :and I had beene: a man offany Occupation, if 1 
would not have taken him at aword , I'would I . might 
oe to Hell among the Rogues, and fo hee fell. When 
came to himſclte againe, he ſaid, If hee bad done, or 
faid any thing amifle, he defir'd their worſhips to thinke 
it was his infirmity.. Three or foure Wenches where T 
ſtood, cryed, Alaſſe:gvod Soule, and forgaye him with 
all their hearts : Burthere's heed to betaken of theta z if 
| Ceſar had ſtabl'd their Mathers, they would have done no 
leſſe, , | - 
Brut, And after that, he came thus fad aways 
(ak.T. | by 
- («f. Did (tcerofay any thivg ? 
Cack, 1, he poke Greeke- 
Caf. TowhateſſeRt? OO 
| Cack, Nay, and I tell you that, Ile ne're lopke. you 
| ich'face againe. - But thoſe that underſtogd-him, (rail'd 
ar onE andther, and ſhooke their heads: but for mite: 
| owne part, it was Greeke to me.- I could tell youwmage. 
.bewes tao: : ares. and Flavins, for pulling Scarffes 
off Ce(@rs:Imags, are put.to filence. Fare you well. There 
was more Foolery yet , if Icould remember t. .,,,. . 
Caſfſi. Will you ſuppe withwetonight, Cake? | 
Cack, No, I am promis'd forth. co 
Caf. Willyou Dine with me to morrow-?  * > 
| F Cak, 1, if i bealive, and your mind hold, and your 
Dinner worth theeating. \ 
Caſſi. Good, I wilt expeſt you. 
a tet er ; ,.. 1 Xs 
Bru. Whata blunt fellow is this growne to be 2. 
He was quicke Mcttle, when be went to:Schoole, 
Caſſi. So is he now, in execution; ut 
Of any bold or Noblc Enteprize, 
|: How-everbe pursonthistardy forme z - 
This Rudenefle. is a Sawceto his gaod Wit, - - 
- Which gives men ſtomacke todiigeſt his words . - 
_ Wich better Appetites.. 5 30 © 
» Brat. And {ſo it1$.2// {13 
1: For this time I will ave you: 


| Iwilkcomehometo youizoraf you willy. ! o {1 +; 

: Come home to me; and I will waitfor you. __ :;-,;;- 

| (fi Ewilldoe fo: till then thinke of the world.; | 
| Exit Brutahs, | 53. T1125 

. Well Bratss., thou artz:Noble yetT ice, --: 

Thy-houourable Mettallniay be wrought --/ 

| Fromthatitis difpos'd, thereforetis meet, -, / |... 

| That Noble mindes keepe ever-withrheis likes: - +. 

: L'For wheſo firme. , that: cannot be: ſeduc'd? _ | 

' | Ceſar doth beare me hard, bnt he loves Brutas. 


- OP 
A _ 


—_—— 


Tomorrow if yon pleaſe to ſpeake with with me,,' ;..- | 


WS$--0 


Caſſi. But ſoft Ipray A=Y b what,:did Ceſar ſwound ? 


| Vnto!the Clymate, that they 


| 


" ds IT 


If I were Bruz#snewgand he were Caſſire, 

He ſhould not humor me. 1 willthis Night, 

In ſeverall hands, in/athis Windowes throw, 

As if they came from ſeverall Citizens, 

Writtings, alltendingto the great opinion 

That Rome holds of his Name; alas obſcurely 
Ceſars Ambition ſhall be glanced ar. 

And after this; let Ceſar {eat him ſure, 

For wee will ſhake him, or worſe dayes endure. 


Exs, 


T hunder, and Lightning. Enter Caiks, 


and Cicero. 


Cic. Good even, Caska: brought you Ceſar home? 
W byare you breathlefſe, and why ſtare you ſo ? 
Catks Arcnot you mov'd, whenall-the ſway of Earth 
Shakes, like athing untirme ? O Cicero, 
I have ſeene TJempefts, whenthe ſcolding Winds 
Have riu'd the knotty Oakes, and I have ſeenc 
Th'ambitious Ocean {well, and rage, and foame, 
To beexalted with the-threatning Clouds : 
Burt never till to Night, never till now, 
Did I goethrough aTempelt-dropping-fire. 
Eyther there is a Civill ftrife in Heaven, 
Or elſe the World, too fawcy-with the Gods, 
Incenſes them to {end deſtruction. 
('*, Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderfull ? 
Cak. A, common flave, you know bim wellby ſight, 
Heldup his left hand, which did flame and burne 
Like twenty Torches ioyn'd; and yer his hand, 
Not ſenſible of fire, remain'd unſcorch'd. 


Beſides, I ha'not fince put up my Sword, 


Againſt the Capitoll I met a Lyon, 
W hoglaz'd upen me, and went ſurely by, 
Without annoying me. And there were drawne: 


; Vpon a heape; a bundredgaſtly Women, 
. Transformed with their feare,who ſwore, they ſaw 


Men, all in fire, walke up and doyne the ſtreexes- 
And yeſterday, the Bird of Night did fit, 
Evenat Noone day, upon the Market place, 
Howting,and ſhreeking- Whentheſe Prodigics 


| Doeſoconioyntly meet, letnot men ſay, 


Theſe aretheir. Reaſons they-are Naturall : 
For I beleeve, they are portentous. things 
intupon. 
poledtime: 


(#. Indeed, itisa ſtrange 


| But men may couſtrve things after their faſhion, 


Cleane from the purpoſe of the things themſelves. 
Comes («ſar to the Capitollto morrow ? 
(ak, He doth : forhe did bid Antonio 
Send word to you, he would bethere tomorrow 
Cic. Good-night then, Cake; 
This diſturbed Skie is not to walke in. 
Cack, Farewell Cicero. 


Emer ( afſins. 

(ffi. Who's there? o 
(ack. A Romanee 1 eve) 5g 
Caſſi. Carks, by your Voyce. 
Caik, Your Earei ©: 

Caſſius, what Nightisthis? - Ne 
Caſſi. A very pleaſing Night to honeſt men. 
{ask, Who ever knew. the Heavens menace ſo? 


E xit Cicero: 


faults. 


ee IS ; For | 


—— 


Caſſi, Thoſe:that kave knowne- the Earth ſo full of 


FE", 


_—_ 


4 For wy part.) have walk'd about the fireets, 
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Submi:ting me untothe perilous Night; 


4 And thus unbraced,Carks,as you ſee, 


' Havebar'd my Boſome to the Thunder-ſtone: - 
'And br y the. croſe blew Lightning ſeem'd toopen 
The Breit of Heaven, I'did preſent my ſclfc 
Even in the ayme,and very flaſh of it. (uens? 
Cack, But wherefore did you ſo much tempt the Hea- 
It is the partof men,to feare and tremble, 
When the moſt mighty Gods,by tokens ſend 
Such dreadtull Heraulds,toaſtoniſh us. 
Caſſi. You arc dull, (ack: 
And thoſe ſparkes of Life that ſhould be ina Roman, 
You doe want or Elſe you uſe not. 
You looke pale,and gaze and put on feare, 
And caft your ſclfe in wonder, 
To ſee the ſtrange impatience of che Heavens: 
But if you would conlider thetrue cauſe, 
Why all theſe Fires, why all theſe gliding Ghoſts, 
Why B:rds and Beaſts,from quality and kinde, 
Why Old inen, Fooles,and Children calculate, 
W hy all theſe things change from their Ordinance, 
Their Natures,and pre-formed Faculties, 
Tomonttrousquality;why you ſhall finde, _ 
That Heaven bath infus'd chem with theſe Spirits, 
To make them Inſtrments of feare,and warning, 
Vato ſome monſtrous State. | 
Now couldI(Caska)name to thee a man, 


| Moſt likethis dreadfull Night, 


That Thunders, Lightens,opens Graves,and teares, 
As doth the Lyon in the Capitoll: 


| Aman no mightier then thy ſelfe,or me, 


In perſonall action;yet prodigious growne, 

And fearefull,as theſcr ſtange eruptions are, 

(ack. Tis Ceſar that you meane: 

Isit not, Cſſius? 

Caf. Let it be who it is:for Romans now 
Have Thewes,andLimbes,like to their Anceſtors; 
But woe the while our Fathers mindesare dead, 
And weare govern'd with our Mothers ſpirits, 
Our yoake,and ſufferance,thew us Womanith. 
Cack. Indeed,they ſay,the Senators to morrow 


' Meane to eſtabliſh Ce/aras a King: 


And he ſhall wearehisCrowne by Sea,and Land, 

In every place,fave herc in Iraly. | 
Caſ. I know where I will weare this Dagger then; 
(afſius from Bondage will deliver {afſius: 

Therein, yee Gods,you make the weake moſt;{trong; 


Therein, yee Gods,you Tyrants doe defeat. 
Nor Stony Tower,nor Walls of beaten Braſfle, 


Nor ayre-lefſe Dungeon,nor ſtrong Linkes of Iron, 
Can be retentive to the ſtrength of ſpirit: 

But Life being weary of theſe worldly Barres, 
Never lacks power to diſmiſle it ſelfe. 


| IF I know this, know all the World beſides, 


That part of Tyranny that I doe beare, wy 
I can ſhake offatplraſure. ' Thunder ſtill. 
(ak. SocanT : | 

So every Bond-man in his owne hand beares 


| The power to cancell his Captivity. 


(af. And why ſhould Cezſarbe a Tyrant then? 
Poore man,l know. he would not be a Wolfe, 
But that he ſees the Romans are bur Sheepe: 
He were.no Lyon, were not Romans Hindes- 
Thoſe that with haſte will make a mighty firc, - 


Begin it with weake Strawes. W hat traſh 1sRome? 


lM 


| | What Rubbiſh and what Ofall ? when it ſerves 


_ 


["_ 
—— 


Forthe baſe matrer,to illumingre - 
| So vile a thing as Ceſar. But oh Griefe, 

W here haſt chou led me?I(perhaps)ſpeake this 
Before a willing Bond-man:then I know | 
My anſwere muſt be made. Burt I am arm'd, 
And dangersare to me indifferent. 

Cak, You ſpeake to Caska,and ro {uch a man, 
That isnoflearing Tell-tale, Hold,my Hand : 
Be fatious for reddrefle of all theſe Griefes, 
And I will fer this foot of mineas farre, 

AS who goes fartheſt, 

t Coſ- There'sa Bargaine mades 

Now know you,(«ka,i have mov'dalready 
Some certaine of the Nobleſt minded Romans 
To under-goe, with me,an Enterprize, 

Of Honourable dangerous conſequence; 

And | doe know by this,they ſtay for me 

In Pompeyes Porch:for now this fearefull Night, 
There is no ftirre,or walking in the ſtreetes; © 
And the Complexion of the Element 

Is Favors,l.ke the Worke we have in hand, 
Moſt bloody,fiery,and moſtterrible. 


| Enter (me, 


I 9 Stand cloſe a while , for heere comevone in 
"IE 
Caf. Tis Cirne,l doe know him by his Gate, 
He is a friend. (4, where haſte you ſo? 
. (imma. To finde Qut you > Who's that, CMetellns 
Cymber? 
| Caf. No, it is Caska,one incorporate 
To our Attempts, Am I nor ſtay'd for,Cinna? 
Cir. Iam glad on't. 
What a fearefull Night? £9 uÞ 
There's two orthree ofus have ſcene ſtrange ſights, 
('aſ« Am I not ſtay'd for?tell me. 
Cin.Yes,you are, O (aſrins, 
If you could but winne the Noble Bratus 
To our party 
Caf. Be you content. Good Ci take this Paper, 
Andlookeyoulay it inthe Pretors Chayre, 
Where Brutxs may bur finde it;and throw this 
| In at his Window;ſer this up with Waxe 
Vpon old Brerns Statue:allthis done, | 
| Repaire to Powpeyes Porch, where you ſhall finde us, 
Is Decins Brutwrand Treboners there? | 
Cn. All,bur 2derellus (pmber,and hee's gone 
To ſecke you at your houſe. Well, L will hie, 
And ſo beſtow theſe Papers as-you bad me. 
Caſ.: That done,repayre to Pompeges Theaters 
Exit Canna. 
Come Caka,you and 1 will yet,cre day, 
| See Brut at his houſe:three parts of him 
Ts ours already,and the man entire - 
Vpon the next cncourter, yeelds him ours. 
| Cak, O,heſits high inall the Peoples hearts: | 
And that which would appeare Offence in vs, ; 
His Countenance,like richeſt Alchymic, 
Will change to Vertue, and ro Worthineſſe. 
Caſe Him,and his worth,and our greatneed of him, © | 
You haveright well conceited:let us goe, = 
For it isafter Mid-night,and cre day, 
We will awake him,and be ſure of him. | | 


Exemet. -| 


| 
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Atus $eounilar. 


Emtey BYutus in his Orchard. 


Bru. What Lacins, hoc? 
I cannot,by the progreſſc'of the Starres, 
Give gueſſe how neereto -— he v4." uo 
I would it were my faultto ſleepe ſo ſoundly. 
When Lacins, whentawake,I fay:what Lncins? 
| Enter Lucius. 
Luc, Call'd you,my Lord? 
Bras. Get me a Taper in my Study, Lucixs: 
When it 1slighted,come and call me here. ; 
Le. I will, my Lord. Ext, 
Bra, It muſt be by his death:and for my part, 
T know no perſonall cauſe, to ſpurne at him, 
| But for the generall. He would becrown'd: | 
How that might change his nature , there's the queſtion? 
It is the bright day,that brings forth the Adder, 
And that craves wary walking:Crowne him that, 
And thenT graunt we puta Sting in him, _ 
Thar at his will he may doc danger with. 
Th'abuſe of Greatneſle,is, when ir dis- zoynes 
Remorſe from Power: And to ſpeake truth of Ceſar, 
I have not knowne, when his Aﬀe&ions ſway*d 
| More then his Reaſon, But tisa common proofe, 
{ That Lowlynefſcis young Ambitions Ladder, 
Whereto tlie Climber upward turnes his Face? 
But when he onceattaines the upmoſt Round, 
Hethen unto the Ladder turnes his Backe. 
Lookes inthe Clouds, ſcorning the baſe degrees 
By which he did aſcend:ſo Ceſar may; 
| Then leſt he may,prevent.And ſince the Quarrell 
Will beare no colour,fcr the thing he is, 
Faſhion it thus;toat what he is,augmemed, 
Would runne to theſe,and theſe extremities: 
And therfore thinke him as a Serpents egge, 
Whick hatch'd,would as his kinde grow muſchicyous; 
And kill him in the ſhell. 
| Enter Lucius. 
Luc. The Taper burneth inyour Cloſer,Sir: 
Searching the Window for a Flint, I found 
This Paper,thus ſcal'd up,and Iam ſure - 
{ Itdid not lye there when I went to Bed. 
Gives bim the Letter, 
Bra. Get yuu to Bed againc,it is not day: 
Is not to morrow(Boy )the firſt of March? 
Luc, I know not, Sir. 
 Br«.Looke inthe Calender,and bring me word. 
Luc. I will,Sir. Exiz. 
Bro. The cxhalations,whizzing in the ayre, 
Give ſo muchlight, that I may reade by them. 
the Letter and reades. 
Bratss thou flee ff;awake,and ſcetby ſelfe: 
Shall Rome, c. ſpeake ftrike,redreſſe. 
Brutus,thou fleep fi: awake. 
Such —_ have becne often dropt, 
Where I have tooke them up: | 
Shall Rowe &c. Thus muſt I piece it outs /* > / 
{ Shall Rome ſtand under one mansawe? W e> 
| Anceſtors did from the ſtreetes of Rome 
| The Targuindrive,when he was call'da King. 
; Speaks frike yedreſſe Am lIcntreated , | 


th. 
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"The Tragodief fuliu (far 


To ſpeake,and ſtrike?O Rome, I makethe promiſe, 

If the redrefſe will follow, thou receiveſt 

Thy full Petition at the hand of Braews, 
Enter Lucius. 

Ze. Sir,March is waſted fiftecne dayes. 

Knocke within. 

_ Brs. Tis good, Gotothe Gate, ſome body knocks; 

ince Caſzivs firſt did whet me againſt Ceſar, 

I have not ſtepr. - | 

Betweene the acting of a dreadfull thing, 

And the firſt morion,all the Imrerimis 

Likc a Phantsſma,ora hideous Dreame: 

The Genizs,and the mortall Iuſtruments 

Are then in conncell;and the ſtate of man, 

Liketo a little Kingdome, ſuffers then 

The nature of an InſurreQion. 


Emter Lucins. 
Luc. Sir,tis your Brother Ca/ri#1 atthe Doore, 
Whodoth deſire to ſce you, 
| Brs. Is he alone? 
Zxc. NoySir,there are moe with him, 
Bru. Doe you know them? 
Zuc. No,Sir,their Hacs are plucktabout their Eares, 


| And halfetheir Faces buried in their Cloathes, 


That by no meanes I may diſcover them, 
By any mari. ec of fayour. 

Bra. Let'ementer: 
They are the Faction. O Conſpiracie, | 
Sham'ſt thou ro ſhew thy dang'rous Brow by Night, 
W hen evilis are moſt free?O then,by day 
Whcre wilt thou finde a Caverne darke _ 
To maske thy monſtcous Viſage?Sceke none Conſpiracic, 
Hide it in Smiles,and Afﬀability: 
For if thou path,thy native ſemblance on, 
Not Erebus it ſclie were dimme enough, 
To higethce from prevention. 


' Emer the ( on (pirators,(aſting, Cacka,Decins, 
Cuna, Metellns,and Trebonins. 


Py 


Caf. I thinke we arc too bold upon your Reſt: 
Good morrow Zratus,doc we trouble you? 
Brw. | have becye up this howre,awake all Night: 
Know I theſe men,that come along with you?” 
Caſ. Yes,every man of them;and no-man here 
But honors you:and every one doth wiſh, 
You had bur tharopmion of your ſelfe, 
W hich every Noble Roman bearcs of you. 
This is Trebomms. 
Bru. He is welcome hither. 
Caſ.This, Derms Brutus, 
Bru. He is welcometoo. 
Caf. This, («ke ; this (inva ; and this , CHetelns 
Camber. 
Bra. They are all welcome. 
What watchful Cares doe interpoſe themſelves 
Betwixt your Eyes,and Night? 
Caf. Shall L intreata word? T hey whiſper, 
Dee.Herclyes the Eaſt:doth not the Day breake here? 
Cak, No. 
Cin. O pardon, Sir,it doth;and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Clouds,are Meſſengers of Day» 
Cask. You ſhall confefſe, that you are both deceiv'd: 
Heere,as I point my Sword,the Sunne ariſes, | 
W hich isa great way growing onthe South, 
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Weighing the youthfull Seafon of the yeare. 
Some two moneths hence,up higher toward the North 
He firſt preſents hisfire,andrthe bigh Eaſt 
Stands as the Capito!l,direly heere. 
Bra. Give nie your hands all over,one by one. 
Caf. Andlet us ſweare our Reſolution. 
Bra. No,notan Oath:if notthe Face of men, 
The ſufferance of our Soules,the times Abule; 
If theſe be Motives weake,breake off betimes, 
And every man hence\to his idle bed: 
So let high-fighted-Tyranny range on, 
Till each man drop by Lottery. But if theſe 
(As Iam ſure they do) beare fire enough 
To kindle Cowargs,and to ſteele with valour . 
The melting Spirits of women; Then Countrymen, 
What neede we aty ſpurre,but our owne cauſe 
Topricke us to redrefſe? W hat other Bond, 
Then ſecret Romans,that have ſpokethe word, 
And will not palter? And what ocher Oath, 
[ Then Honeſty to Honeſty ingag'd, - 
That this ſhall be,or we will fall for it; 
Sweare Prieſts and Cowards,and men Cautelous 
Old feeble Carrions,and ſuch ſuffcring Soules 
That welcome wrongs: Vnto bad caules, {\ weare 
| Such Creatures as men doubt;but donor ſtaine 
| The even vertue of our Enterprize, 32 
Nor th'in{uprefſive Merttle of our Spirits, 
Tothinkezthat or our Cauſe,or our Performance 
Did ncede an Oath. W hen every drop of blood 
That every Roman beares,and Nobly beares 
Is guilty of a ſeverall Baſtardy, 
If hedo breake the ſmalleſt Particle 
Of any promiſe that hath paſt from him. 
Caf. But what of Cicero?Shall we ſound him? 
I thinke he will ſtand very ſtrong with us» 
Cak. Let us notleave him out. 
Cin, No,by no meanes. « —_ ; 
Met. O let us have himfor his Silver haires 
Will purchaſe usa good opinion: 
' Aud buy mens voyces,tocommend our deeds: 
It {hall beſayd,his judgement rul'd our hands, 
Our youths,and wildenefle, ſhall no whit appeare, 
But all be buried in his Gravity. | 
Bre. O name him not;{et us not breake with him, 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 
- Caf. Thenleave him out. 
Cack. Indeed, he isnot fit | 
Dec. Shall no manelſe be toucht,but onely Ceſar? 
(#/. Decirs well urg'd:I thinke it is not meet, 
Marke Antony {ſo well beloy'd of Ceſer, 
Should out-live Ceſar,we ſhall finde of him 
A ſhrew'd Contriver. And'you know,bis meanes 
Ifhe improve them, may wellſtretcho farre 
Asto annoy.us all: which to prevent, 
Let Antory and («ſar fall together. | 
Bru. Our courſe will ſceme too bloody, (aims Caſſins, 
To cut the Head off,and then hacke the Limbes: 
Like Wrath in death,and Envy afterwards: 
For Antony,is but a Limbe of Ceſar. 
Let's be Sacrificers, but not Butchers Caivs: 
We all ſtand up againſt the ſpirit of Ceſar, 
| And in the Spirit of men,there 1s no blood: 
O that we then could come by Ceſars Spirits, 
| And not diſmember Ceſar | But(alas) 
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| Let's kill him Boldly,but not Wrathfully: 

Let's carve him,as a Dith fit forthe Gods, 
Not hew him as a Carkaſſe fit for Hounds; 
And let our Hearrs,as ſubtle Maiſters do, 
Stirre up their Servants to an aRte of Rage, 
And after ſecme to chide.em. This ſhall make 
Our purpoſe Necefſary,and not Envious. 
W hich ſo appearing to the common eyes, 
We ſhall be call'd Pargers not Murderers. 
And for Marke Antony,thinkenot of him: 
For he can dono more then («ſars Arme, 
When Ceſarchead is off, 

Caf. YerI feare him, | 
For inthe ingraftcd love he bearesto Ceſar. 

Be. Alas,good (aſsins,do not thinke of him: 
If he love (2ſar,all that hecan do 
Is to himlelte, take thought,and dye for Ceſar. 
And that were much heſhould:for he is given 
To fports,to wildeneſſe,and much company. 

Treb, There is no feare jn him;let him not dye, 
For he willlive,and laugh atthis heereafter. 


Clocks ftirikes. © 
Bra. Peace,count the Clocke. Thake, 
Caf. The Clocke hath ſtricken three. 
Treb. Tis time to part. 
Caf. But it isdoubtfull yet, 
Whether (ſax will come forth to day,or no: 
For he is Superſtitious growne of late, 
Quite trom the maine Opinion he held once, 
Of Fantaſie, of Dreames, and Ceremonies; 
It may be,theſeapparant Prodigies, 
The unaccuſtom'd Terror ofthis night, 
And theperſwalion of his Angurers, 
May hold him from the Capitoll today. © © 
Dee. Never feare that: If he beſo reſolv'd, 
I can ore-ſway him:for he loves to heare, 
That Vnicornes may be betray*d with Trees, 
And Beares with Glaſſes, Elephants with Holes, 
Lyons with Toiles, and men with Flatterers. 
Bur,whet I tell him;he hates Flatterers, 
He fayes, he does;bo#fh then moſt flattered. 
| Let me worke: | 
! Forl cangivehis humour the true bent; 
| AndI will bringhim to the Capiroll. | 
{ Caf: Nay,we will allofus,be thereto fetch him; 


—— 
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Bru, By the cight houre, is that the uttermoſt? 
Cin, Be that the uttermoſt and failenotthen. 

Met. Cains Ligarins doth beare Ca/ar hatred, 
Whorated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey, 

I wonder none of you havethought of him. 

Bru, Now good Mete!lusgoalong by him: 

He loves me well, and I have given him Reaſons, 
Send him but hither,and Ile faſhion him. 

Caf. The morning comes upon's: 
Wee'l leave you Bratz, | 
And friends diſperſe your ſelves;but all remember 
What you have ſaid,and ſhew your ſelves true Romans. 

Bru. Good Gentlemen,looke freſh and merrily, 

Let not our lookes put on our purpoſes, 
But bearc it as our Roman Actors do, 

With untyr'd Spirits, and formall Conſtancy, 
And ſogood morrow to you every one. 

\ v0 97IOh Atanet Brutus ; 
Boy:Lacins : Faſt aſleepe?Ir isno matter, 
Enjoy the hony-heavy-Dew of Slumber: 

| Thou haſt no Figures,nor no Fantaſies, 


' 


Exennt., | 


Ceſar muſt bleed for it. And gentle Friends, 
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| Which bufie care drawes, inthe braines of men ; 
Therefore thou ſleep'it ſoſound. 
Enter Portia, 
Por. Brutrs, my Lord: 
Bra. Portia, W hat meane you? wherfore riſe you now? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weake condition, to the raw cold morning» 
Por, Nor for yours ncither. Y*have ungently Brits 
'Stole from my bed : and yeſternightat Supper 
You ſedainly aroſe, and walk'd about, 225} 
Muſing, and Gghing, with-your armesa-crofle 2 = 
And when I ask'd you what the matter wass: 
You ſtar'd upon me, with ungentle lookes, 
I urg'd you further, then you ſcratch'd your head, 
And too impatiently tampt with your foote - 
Yet I inſiſted, yet you anſ{wer'd not, 
But with an angry waf:er of your hand 
| Gave ſigne for me toleave you : So I did, 
Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatience 
Which ſcem'd too much inkindled; and withall; 
Hoping it was but an.cfte& of Humor, | 
Which ſometime hath his houce with every man. 
It will not let you cate, nor talke, nor fleepe ; 
{ And could it workeſo much upon your ſhape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your Condition, 
I ſhould not know you Bratus. Deare my Lord, 
Make ms acquainted with your caule of greefe,, 
\ . Bra, I amno: well in health, and that is all, 
Por. Brutus is Wile, and were he not in health, 
He would cmbrace. the mcanes to come by it, 
Bru. Why ſo I do: good Portiago to bed. 
Por. Is Brutus ficke? And is it Phyſicall 
To walke unbraced, and ſacke upthe humors- + - -+ 
Of the darke Morning ? What, is Bret ſicke ? 
And will he ſteale out of his wholeſome bed 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night 2 
And tempt the Rhewmy, and unpurged-. Ayres: | 
Toadde unto his ficknefſe ? No my Brume, 
'You have ſome ſicke Offence within your minde, 
Which by the Rightand Vertue of my place 
I ought to know of : Aud upon my knees, 
I charme you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your vowes of Love, and thar great Vow 
Which did incorporate and make ns one, 
That you unfold to me, your ſelfe ; your halfe; 
Why youare heavy, and what men tonight 
Have had reſort to you: for heere have beene 
Some ſixe or ſeven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkneſlc, 
Bru. Kneele not gentle Portsa. 
Por. Iſhould notneede, if you were gentle Brutus 
Within the Bond of Marriage, tell me Brarzs, 
Is it excepted, I ſhould know no Secrets 
That appertaine to you? Am I your Selfe, 
But as it were in ſort, or limitation ? 
To keepe with you at Meales, comfort your Bed, 
And talke to you ſometimes ? Dwell I but in the Suburbs 
| Of your good pleaſure ? If it be n» more, 
Portia is Brniur Harlot, not his Wife. | 
Bru. Youare my true and honourable Wife, 
Asdecreto me,asarethe ruddy droppes 
That viſit my fad heart, 
Por, If this were true, then ſhould I know this ſecret, 
I graunt I am a Woman; but withall, - 
A Woman that Lord Brutwtooke to Wife: 
I graunt I ama Woman; but withall, 
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A Woman well reputed : Caro's Daughter: 
Thinke you, Iam no ſtronger thenmy Sex 
Being ſo Father'd, and ſo Husbanded ? 
Tell me your Counſels,I will not diſcloſe *erm ; 
I have made ſtrongproofe of my Conſtancie, 
Giving my ſelfe a voluntary wound 
Heere, in the Thigh: Can I beare that with patience, 
And not my Husbands Secrets ? 
Brea. O yeGods! 
Render me worthy ofthis Noble Wife. Knocke, 
Hearke, hearke, one:knockes: Portia go ina while, 
And by and by thy boſome ſhall partake 
Theſccrets of my Heart. BS 
All my engagements, I will conſtrue to thee, 
All the CharaQtery of my ſad browes : 
Leave me with haſt, Ex Portia. 
Enter Lucius and Ligaris, 
Lecis, who's that knockes. | 
Luc. Heere isa {icke man that would ſpeake with you, 
Bru. Canu Ligarine, that Hetellus ſpake of, 
Boy, ſtand aſide. Caine Ligarius, how ? 
( 45. Vouchſafe good morrow from a feeble tongue, 
Bra. O what atime have you choſe out brave Cain 
To weare a Kerchiefe ? Would you were not licke, 
(44, Tam not ſicke, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor. 
ire. Suctian Exploit have I in hand Ligarize, 
Had you @ healthfull care to heare of it. 
Cai. By all the Gods that Romans bow before, 
I heere diſcard my fickneſſe. Soule of Rome, 
Brave Sonne, deriy'd from Honourable Loines, 
Thou like an Exoreſt, haſt conjur'd up 
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me runne, 
And [ will ſtrive withthings impoſlible, 
Yea gct the better of them. Whar'sto do ?. 
Bra. Apeece of worke, 
That will make ficke men whole. 
{ 4s. But are not ſome wholegthat we muſt make licke? 
Bru. That muſt we alſo. What it is my Cain, 
I ſhall unfold to thee, as we are going, 
To whom it mult be done. 
(as. Set on your foote, 
And with a heart new-fir'd, I follow you, 
Todo 1 know not whar : bur it ſujficeth 
That By#14 leads me on. 
Brs, Follow me then. 


T hundet 
E xen't, 


T hunder and Lightning. 
Emer Iulins Ceſar in hu N_ght-gowne. 


( «ſar. Nor Heaven, nor Earth, 
Have beene at peaceto night : 
Thrice hath Calphurria,in her {leepe cryed out; 
Helpe,ho : They murther Ceſar. Who's within ? 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser, My Lord. | 
Ceſ. Go bid the Prieſts do preſent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of Succefle. | 
Ser. I will my Lord. 
Emer Calphurnia. 
Cal. What meane you Ceſar? Think you to walke forth? 
You ſhal not ſtirreout of your houſe to day, 
(e/. («ſar ſhall forth ; the things that threaten'd me, 
Ne'ce look'd but on my backe : When they ſhallſec 
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The face of Ceſar, they are vaniſhed. 
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Cabp. Ceſar,l never ſtood on Ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me: There is one within, 
Beſides the things that we have heard and ſeene, 
Recounts moſt horrid fights ſeene by the Watch. 
A Lionefſe hath whelped in the ſtreets, 
'And Graves have yawn'd,and yceldedup their dead; 
Fierce fiery Warriours fight upon the Clouds 
In Rankes and Squadrons,and right forme of Warre 
W hich drizel'd bleud upon the Capitoil: 
The noiſe of Battcll hurried in the Ayre: 
Horſes did neigh, and dying men &1d grone, 
And Ghoſts did ſhricke and ſqueale about the ſtreets. 
O Ce2ſar,theſe things are beyond all uſe, 
AndI do feare them, 
Ceſe., Whar can be avoyded | 
Whoſe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods? 
Yet (ſar ſhall go forth:for theſe PrediRtions 
Areto the world 11 generall,as to Ceſar. 
(ap. When Beggersdye,thereare no Comets ſcene, 
The Heavens themlclves blaze forththe death of Princes 
(#/. Cowards dye many times before their deaths, 
The valiant never taſte of death but once: 
| Ofallthe Wonders that I yet have hcard, 
It ſcemesto me nwſt range that men ſhould feare, 
Seeing thar death,a neceflary end 
Will come, when it will come. 
Enter a Servant. 
What ſay the Augurers? 
Ser. Taey would not have you to ſtirre forth to day. 
Plucking the intrailes of an Offering forth, 
They could not findea heart within the beaſt, 
Cef. The Gods do this in ſhame of Cowardice: 
Ceſar ſhould be a Beaſi without a heart 
If he ſhould ſtay at home to Gay for feare: 
No,Ce/ar ſhall not;Davger knowes full well 
That Ceſar is more dangerous then he. 
We heare two Lyons litrer'd 1n one day, 
And I theeldcr and more terrible, 
And Ceſarſhallgo forth. 
Cal. Alas my Lord, 
Your wiſedome is conſum'd in confidence: 
Do not go forth to day: Call it my feare, 
That keepes you in the houſe,and not your oWNes 
Wee'l ſend IHarke entony to the Senate houte, 
And he ſhall ſay, you are not wellro day: 
Let ne upon my knee,prevailein this. 
Ceſ. Marke «Anzony (hall ſay Iam not well, 
And for thy bumor,I will ſtay at home. 
Enter Decins, 
Heere's Pecizs Brutus he ſhall tell them fo. 
Dec, (*«ſar,all haile:Good morrow worthy Ceſar, 
I cometo fetchyou to the Senate bouſe. 
Ce/. And you are come invery happy ume, 
To beaxe my greeting tothe Senators, 
And tell them that I willnot come to day: 
Cannot,is falſe:and that I dare not,falſer: 
I will not come to day,tell them ſo Decias, 
Cat. Say he is ſicke, 
Caf. Shzll Ceſar ſend a Lye? 
Have 1 in Conqueſt ſtretchr mine Armefofarre, 
To be afcar'd to tell Gray-beards the truth- 
Decrus,go tell them,Ceſar will not come. 
Dec. Moſt mighty Cefarlet me know ſome cauſe, 
Leſt I be Iaughtat when Ttell them ſo. | 
Ce/. The cau\c 15 in my Will, I will not come, 
That is enough to fatisfic the Senate. 


Es eee. 


But for your private ſatisfation, 
Becauſe [love yougl will let you know. 
Calphurnia heere my wife, ſtayes meat home: 
She dream'*t to nigh, the ſaw my Statue, 
Whichlike a fountaine, with an hundred ſpouts 
Did run pure blood:and many luſty Romans 
Cameſmiling,and did bathe their hands in itz | 
And thele docs ſhe apply,for warnings and portents, 
Andevilsimminent;and on her knee 
Hath begg'd,chat I will tay at home to day. 
Dec. This dreame is all amiſſeinterpreted, 
[t was a viſion,faire and fortunate: 
Your Statuc ſpouting blood in many pipes, 
J 1 which {o maiy {niling Romans bath'd, 
SIgnthes,that from you great Rome ſhall ſacke 
Reviving blood,and that great men ſhail prefle 
For 11nctures,Staines, Reliques,and Cognitance. 
This by Calphzrria's Dreame is fignified. 
Cef. And this way have you well expounded it. 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can fay: 
And know it now,the Senate have concluded 
Togive this day,a Crowneto mighty Ceſar, 
It you ſhall ſend them word you w illnor come, 
Their mindes may change.Beſides,it were a mocke 
Apt to be render'd, for ſome one to ſay, 
Breakeup the Senate, till another time, 
When C'fars wife ſhall meete with better Dreames: 
If Ceſar hide himtelfe,ſhall they not whiſper 
Loe Cafar is affraid? 
Pardon me { «far,for my deere deere love 
To your proceeding bids me tell you this; 
And reaſon to my love is liable. 
C2f.How fooliſh do your fears ſceme now Calpharnia? 
I amaſhamedI did yeeld to them. 
Give me my Robegtor I will go, 


Enter Brutus, Ligarins, Metel'ns,Caska, Tre- 
bontes, Cinna,and Publius, 

And looke where Pablies is cometo ferch me. 

Pub. Good morrow Ceſar. 

Cf, Welcome Pablins, 
W hat Brutus,are you itirr'd fo carely too? 
Good morrow Cacka:Cains Ligarins, 
Caſar was ne're ſo much your enemy, 
As that ſame Apguc which hath made you leane, 
What is't a Clocke? 

Bru. Ceſar,tis {tracken eight. 

Caf. I thanke you for your paines and curteſie, 

Enter eAmony. 

See, Antony that Revels long a-nights 
Is notwithitanding up. Good morrow eAmory. 
Ant. So to molt Noble Ceſar 
(ef. Bid them prepare within: 
I am too blame to be thus waited for. 
Now (Ju,now etellns:what Trebonias, 
I have an houres talke in ſtore for you: 
Remember that you call on me to day: 
Be necre me,that I may remember you, 
Treb. Ceſar T will;and ſo neere will I be, 
T hart your beſt Friends {ball with I bad beene further. 
(*/: Good Friends go in, andtaſte ſome wine with me 
And weflike Friends)will ſtraight way go together. 
Bru. That every like 1s not the ſame,O Ceſar, 


The heart of Bya:ascarnes to thinke upon, Exennt. | 
Enter eArtemidorns. 
Ceſar,beware of Brutus,take heede of Caſrinr;come not | 
2 eere 
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weere C aka have an eye to Cynna,truft not Trebonius marks 
well Merellus Cymber Decins Bruins loves thee not ; Thou 
baft wrong d Cains Ligarins. There is but one minde in all 
theſe men,and it is bent againſt Ceſar: If thou bee ft not Immor- 
tall, looke abort you : Seenrity gines way to Conſpiracy. The 
mighty Gods defend thee. 
* Thy Lover eArtemidorss. 
Heere will I ſtand,till Ceſar paſlc along, 
Andasa Sutor will | give him this; 
My heart laments,that Vertue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of Emulation. 
If thou readethis, O Ceſar,thou mayelt live; 
If not, the Fates with Traitors do contriue. 
Enter Porita and Lucins. 
Por. I prythee Boy,runto the Senate-houſe, 
Stay not roanſwer me, but get thee gone. | 
Why doeſt thou ay? 
Lnc. Toknow my errand Madam. 
Por. I would have had thee there and heereagen 
Ere I can tell thee what thou ſhould'ſt do there: 
O Conftancy, be ſtrong upon my fide, 
Sct a huge Mountainc *tweene my Heart and Tonguer 
i have a mans minde,but a womans might: 
How hard it is for women to keepe coun{.ll. 


Artthou hecre yet? 


Luc. Madam,what ſhould I do? 
Run to the Capitoli,and nothing elſe? 
And ſo returne to you,and nothing elſe? 
Por. Yes,bring me word Boy ,itthy Lord looke well, 
For he wem: bckly forth:and tare good note 
W hat Ceſar doth, what Sutors preſic to him, 
Hearke Boy, what noiſe is that? 
Lac, I heare none Madam. 
Por. Prythee liſten well: 
I heard a buſsling Rumor likea Fray, 
And the winde brings it from the Capitoll. 
Lu«c.Sooth Madam,T heare nothing. 
Emter the Sootbſayer. 
Por. Come hither Fellow,which way haſt thou bin? 
Sooth. At mine owne houſe,good Lady. 
Por. W hat is't a 6locke? 
Sooth. About the ninth houre Lady. 
Por. Is Ceſer yet gonetothe Capitoll? 
Sooth. Madam not yet,l gototake my ſtand, 
Toſce him paſſe on tothe Capitoll, - 
Por. Thou haſt ſome ſuite to (ſar, haſt thou nor? 
Sooth, T hat I have Lady,if it will pleaſe Ceſar 
To be fo geod to Ceſar as to heare me: 
I ſhall beſe:ch him to befriend himſclfe. 
Per, Why know'lt thou any harme's intended to- 
wards him? 
S2oth. Nonethat I know will be, 
Much that | feare may chance; 
Good morrow to youtheere the ſtreet is narrow: 
The throng that followes Ceſar at the heeles, 
Of Senators,of Prztors,common Sutors, 
Will crowd a feebleman(almoſt )to death: 
Ile get me to a place more voyd,and there 
Speake to great Ceſar as he comes along. 
Por. | muſt poin: 
Aye me ! How weake a thing 
The heart of woman is? O FBratus, 
The Heavens ſpeede thee in thine enterprize. 
Sure the Boy heard me: Bruns hath a ſuite 
That C4/ar will not grant. O, 1 grow faint; 
Ran Ixcivs, and commend me to my Lord, 


Say I am merry; Come to me againe, 
And bring me word what he doth ſay to thee. 


—_ n—— ee ee, 
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Florrsſh. 
Enter Ceſar ,Bruts,Caſſins,( «ha, Decins, Metellus, Tre- 
bonins, Cynna, Antony, Lepidus, Artemiderus,Popi- 
Ims,and the Seothſayer. 


Cf. The Ides of March are come. 
Sooth. I (4ſar, but not gone. 
Art. Haile Ceaſar:Read this Scedule. 
Dec. Trebonias doth deſire you to ore-read 
(Art your belt leifure)this his humble ſuite. 
«rt, O Ceſar,reade mine firſi:for mine's a ſuite 
That touches (7/#> neerer. Read it great Caſor- 
 Cef. What touches us our ſelfe,ſhall be laſt ſerv'd. 
Art. Delay not Ceſar,rcad it inſtantly. 
( </- What, is the fellow mad? 
Pubs Sirra,give place. 


Caf. What,urge you your Petitions in the ſtreet? 
| Come to the Capitoll. 
Pep. I wiſh your enterprize to day may thrive, 
Caſe. What enterprizc Popriins? 
Pop. Fare you well. 
Bra. W hat ſaid Popilins Lena? 
Caf. He wiſht to day our enterprize might thrive: 
I teare our purpoſe is diſcovered. 
Bru. Looke how he makes to Ceſar:marke him. 
Caſ. Caika be ſodaine,for we feare prevention. 
Brutes what ſhall be done?If this be krowne, 
({afſizs or Ceſar never ſhall turne backe, 
For I will ſlay my ſclfe. 
Bru, (aſswmsbe conſtant; 
. Popilins Lenaſpeakes not of our purpoſes, 
For looke he {miles,and {ear doth not change. 
(fe Treboninsknowes his time: for look you Brut 
He drawes CMarke Antony out of the way. 
Dec. W here is Mezellus Crmber,let him go, 
And preſently preferre his ſaite to (*/ar. 
Bra. He is addreit:preſſe neere,and ſecond him. 
Cn, Cacka,you are the firſt that reares your hand. 
Caſe. Are we all ready? What isnow amiſle, 
| That Ceſ«r and his Senate mult redreflc? 


Metel. Moſt high,moſt mighty,and moſt puiſant («a | 


AMetellus Cimber throwes betore thy Seatc 
An humble heart. 

Cf; I muſt prevent thee Cymber: 
Theſe couchings, and thele lowly courteſics 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 
And turne pre-Ordinance, and firſt Decree, 
Into the lane of Children, Be not fond. 
Tothinke that Ceſar beares ſuch Rebell blood 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
Withthat which melteth Fooles, I meanc ſweet words, 
Low-crooked-curtſies,and baſe Spanicll fawning: 


| Thy Brother by decree is baniſhed: 


If thou doeſt bend,and pray,and fawne for him, . 


| Tſpurne theelike a Curre outof my way: 


Know, Ceſar doth not wrorg,nor without cauſe 
Will hebe fatisfied. : 
Met. Is there no voice more worthy then my owne, 


— 
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To ſound more ſweetly in great (ſars care, 
For the repealing of my baniſh'd Brother? 
Bru, 1 kiiſe thy hand,but not in flattery ( «ſar: 
Defiring thee,that Pablins Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedome of repeale. 
Ceſ. What Brutus? 
Caf. Pardon Ceſar: Ceſar pardon: 
Asloveas to thy foote doth Caſſir fall, 
To begge infranchiſement for Paublins Cimber. 
Ce/. 1 could be well mov'dyif I were as you, 
If I could pray to moove, Prayers would moove me: 
But I am conſtant as the Northerne Starre, 
Of whoſe true fixt,and reſting quality, 
There 1s no fellow in the Firmament 
The Skies are painted wich unnumbred ſparkes, 
They age all Fire,and every one doth ſhine: 
But,there's bat one in all doth hold his place. 
So,in the World; Tis furniſh'd well with Men, 
And Men are Fleſh and Blood,and apprehenſive; 
Yetin thenumber,I do know but One 
That unaſſayleable holds on his Ranke, 
Vnſhak'd of motion: and that I am he, 
Let me a little ſhew ic,even in this: 
That I wasconſiant Cyber ſhould be baniſh'd, 
And conſtant doremaine to keepe him fo. 
(mm. O Ceſar. 
Cef. Hence: Wilt thou lift np Olympus? 
Dec. Great Ceſar. 
Ce/. Do not Brutus bootlefle kneele? 
Cak, Speake hands for me. 
| They flab Cſar. 
Caf. Et Tu Brute Then fall { «ſar» 
Cin.Liberty, Freedome;Tyranny is dead, 
Run hence,proclaime;, cry it about the Strects. 
Caf. Some tothe common Pulpits,and cry out 
Liberty, Freedome,and Enfrachiſcment. 
Bru, People and Senators, be not affrighted: 
Fly not,ſtand till: Ambiriens debt is paid. 
(+:k.Go tothe Pulpit Brut. 
Dec. And Caſsiss t00, 
Fru, Where's Publius? 
Cm. Heere,quite confounded with this mutiny. 
Atet. Star d fait together , leſt ſome Friend of Ceſars 
Should chance——— 
Bra. Taike not of ſtanding. Publins good cheere, 
There is no harme intended to your perſon, 
Nor to no Roman elſ{e:{o rell them Publius, 
Caf. And lcave us Publms, leſt that the people 
Ruſhisgon us,ſhould do your Age ſome miſchicte, 
Bru, Do fo,and let no man abide rh1s deede, 
But we the Doers. 


Enter T robonias, 
Caf. Where is «Mnthony? 
T rcb. Fled to his Houſe amaz'd: 
Men, Wives,and Children,ſtare,cry out,and run, 
As it were Doomeclſday. 
Fra. Fares,we will know your pleatures: 


1 


That we ſhall dye we know.tis but the time 
And drawing dayes out,that menitand upon” © 
(ack. Why hethat cuts off twenty ycares of lite, 
Cuts off ſo many yeares of fearing death. | 
Bra, Grant that,and then is Death a Benefit: 
So are we (ſars Friends that have ab:idg'd 
His time of tearing death. Stoope Romans, itoope, 
And letus bathe our hands in Cefars blood 
Vp to the Elbowes, and beſmeare our Swords: 


| Then walke we forth,even to the Market place, 
| And waving our red Weapons 0're our heads, 
Let'sall cry Peace, Freedome,and Liberty. 
Caf. Stoop then,and waſh. How many Ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Sccne be ated over, 
In States unborne,and Accents yet unk nowne? 
rs. How many times ſhall Car blced in iport, 
That now on Powpeyes Baſis lyes along, 
No worthier then the duſt? 
_ Caf. Sooft as that ſhall be, 
SO often fhallthe knot of us be call'd, 
The Men that gave their Country liberty. 
Dec, What, ſhall we forth? 
Caſ-i every man away. 
Brutws (hall leade,and we will grace his heeles 
With the moit beldeſt,and beit hearts of Rome. 
Enter a Servant, 
Bra. Sofc, who comes hcere?A friend of eAntonyes, 
Ser. Thus Frans,did my Maſter bid me kneele; 
Thus did Afarke Antony bid me fall downe, 
And being proitrate,thus he bad me ſay, 
Bratas is Noble, Wite, Valiant,and Honeſt, 
Cefar was Mighty, Bold, Royali, and Loving: 
Say,l love E&rarrs,and [ honour him; 
Say, { fear'd Ceſar,honour'd him,and lov'd him. 
It B raw will vouchtate,that Antony 
| May fafely come to him,znd be retolv'd 
How (ſar hath delerv'd rolye in dearh, 
1 CMark Antory,ſhail nut love © efar dead 
So well as Brarus itving;bat will follow 
The Fortunes and Afures of Noble Brates, 
Thoroughthe hazards of this untrod State, 
Withall cruc Faith. So fayes my Maſter Antony, 
£78. Thy Maſter isa Witc and Vajiant Romane, 
I never thought bim worte: 
| Tellhim,fo pleaſe him come unto this place 
He ſhall be {atisfied:and by my Honor 
Depart untouch'd. 
Ser. Ile fetch him preſently. E xit Servant, 
Br, I know that we {hall have him well to Friend, 
(af. I with we may:Bur yet have Ia minde 
Thac feares him much:and my enſgtving (till 
/ Falls ſhrewdly to the purpoſe. 
| Enter Antony. - 
| 
| 


Bru, But heere comes Aptoay. 
Welcome Hark Anteay. 

| e-Zat.O mighty { «ſar ! Dolt thoulye fo low? 
Are all thy Coaquetts,Glories, Triun:phes, Spolles, 

| Shrunke to this little Meaſure? Fare thee we!l, 
I know not Gentlemen what you intend, 
W ho clic muſt Delet blood, who clic is ranke; 
If I my ſelfe,there 15 no houre fo lit 
As Ceſars deaths houre;nor no Inſtrument 
Of haltethar worth,as thoſe your Swords;maderich 
With the moti Noble blood of allthis Worid. 
I do belcech yec,if you beare me hard, 
Now, whil{t your purpled hands do reeke 2nd {moake 

| Fulfill your pleaſure. Live a thoutand yecrcs, 

I ſhall not finde my ſclte{oapt todyc. | 

No place will pleaſe me ſo,no meane of death, 

Ag heere by (/ar, and by you cut off, 

The Choice and Maſter Spirits ofthis Age. 


Bru. O Antony | Begge not your death of us: 
Though now we aut appeare bloody and cruell, 
Asby our hands,andthis our preſent Act 


| You ſee we do:Yetſce you but our hands, 
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| And this, the bleeding buſineſſe they havedone: | 


Our hearts you ſee not,they are pittifull: 

And picty to the generall wrong of Rome, 

As firedrives out fire,ſo pitty,pitty, 
Hath done this deed on Ceſar. For your part, 


To you,our Swords have leaden pomnts CMarks eAntony; 


Our Armes inſtrength of malice,and our Hearts 
Of Brothers temper,do receive you in, 
With all kinde love,good thoughts,and reverence. 
Caf. Your voyce ſhall beas {trong asany mans, 
In the diſpoſing of new Dignities. 
Bre. Onely be patient,till we have appeas'd 
The Multitude,beſide themſelves with feare, 
And then,we will deliver.you the cauſe, 
Why I,that did love Czfar whea I ſtrooke him, 
Have thys procceded. 
Ant. T doubtnot of your Wiſedome: 
Letceach man render me his bloody hand. 
Firſt Marcns Bratus will I ſhake with you; 
| Next Cains Caſſius do I take your hand; 
Now Decins Bratas yours,now yours Metelins; 
Yours {mna;and my valiant Catka,yours; 
Though laſt,not leaſt in love,yours good Treboxins, 
Gentlemen all:Alas, what ſhall I ſay, 
My credit now ſtands on ſuch ſlippery ground, 
That one of two bad wayes you mult conceit me, 
Either a Coward,or a Fl:tterer. 
That I did love thee Czfar,O tis true: 
If thenthy Spirit looke upon us now, 
Shall it not greeve thee decrer then thy death, 
Toſee thy Antevy making his peace, 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy Foes? 
Moſt Noble,in the preſence of thy Coarſe, 
HadI as many eyes,as thou haſt wounds, 
Weeping as faſt as they ſtreame forth thy blood, 
It would become mebetter,then tocloſe 
In tearmes of Friendſhip with thine enemies. 
Pardon me /utins,heere was'tthou bay'd brave Heart, 
Heere did'{t thou fall,and heere thy Hunters ſtand 
Sign'd in thy Spoyle,and Crimſon'd in thy Lethe. 
O Worldithou waſt the Forreſt tothkis Bart, 
| And this indeed, O World,the Hart of thee, 
How like a Deere,ſtricken by many Princes, 
Doſt thou heere lye? 
(aſe. Marke Antony, 
Ant,Pardon me Cains (aſcins: 
The Enemies of (ſar,ſhall fay this: 
Then,in a Friend,it is cold Modeſty. 
Caf: I blame you not for praiſing (eſar ſo, 
But what compad meane you to have with us? 
Will you be prick'd innvumber of our Friends, 
Or ſhall we on; and not depend on you? 
Ant. Therefore I tooke your hands,but was indeed 
' Sway'd from the point,by looking downe on (ſar. 
' Friends am I with you all, and loye-youall, 
Vpon this hope,that youſhall give me Reaſons, 
 Why,and wherein, Ce/ar was dangerous. 
' Bra. Occlle were this aſavage Spectacle: 
Our Reaſonsare ſo full of good regard, . 
That were ru Antony, the Sonne of ( «ſar, 
You ſhond befatisfied- 
Ant. That's.all I ſeeke, 
And am moreover {utor,;thatT may 
Produce hisbody to the Market-place, 
And in thePulpitas becomes a Fricnd,-. 
Speake in the Order of his Funcrall. - 


Caſe. Brutrs, a word with you: 
You know not what you do;Do not conſent 
That Aztery ſpeake in his Funerall: 
Know you how much the people may be moy'd 
By that which he will utter. 

Bra, By your pardon; 
I will my {clfe into the Pulpit firſt, 
And ſhew thercaſon of our Ceſarsdeath: 
What Aztoxy ſhall ſpeake,T will proteſt 
He ſpeakes by leave,and by permiſsion: 
And that we are contented (ſay ſhall 
Haveall true Rites,and lawfull Ceremonies, 
It ſhalladvantage more,then do us wrong. 

Caf: l know not what may fall,I like it not. 

Bru. Marks Antoxy,heere take you Ceſars body: 
You ſhall notin your Funerall ſpecch blame us, 
But ſpeake all good you can deviſc of { «ſar, 

And ſay you doo't by otr permiſs1on: 
Elſe ſhall you not have any hand at all 
About his Funerall. And you ſhall ſpeake 
In the ſame Pulpit whereto Iam goivg, 
After my ſpeech is ended. 
Ant, Be ut 10: 
I do defire no more. | 
Bru. Prepare the body then,and follow us. Exenr:. 
Lanes Antony. 
O pardon me,thou bleeding peece of Earth: 


| That am mecke and gentle with theſe Butchers. 


Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleſt man 

That ever lived in the Tide of Times. 

Woe tothe hand that ſhed this coſtly Blood, 
Ouer thy wounds,now dol1 Propheſic, 
(whichlike dumbe monthes do ope their Ruby lips, 
To begge the voyce and utterance of my Tongue) 
A Curſe ſhall light upon thelimbes of men; 
Domeſticke Fury,and fierce Civill,ſtrife, 

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy: 

Blood and deſtruction ſhall be ſo in uſe, 

And dreadfull Objeas ſo familiar, 

That Mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behofd 
Their infants quartered with the hands of Warre: 


| All pitty choak'd withcuſtome of fell deeds, 


And CefarsSpirit ranging for Revenge, 
With te by his ſide, come hot from Hell, 
Shall in theſe Confines, with a Monarkes voyce, 
Cry hayocke,andlet ſlip the Doggesof Warre, 
That this foule deede, ſhall ſmell above the earth 
With Carrion men,groaning for Buriall. 
Enter Oflavio's Servant, 

You ſerve Ofavins Ceſar, do you not? 

Ser, I do CMarks Antony. 

ent. ( «ſar did write for himto come Rome. 

Ser, He did receive his Letters,and is comming, 
And bid me ſay to-you by word of mouth=—— 


' O (aſar! 


Ant. Thy heart is bigge:getthee a-part and weepe: 
Paſsion I ſeeis catching, for mine eyes, 
Seeing thoſe Beads of forrow ſtand in thine, 
Beganto water, Is thy Maſter comming? 
Ser. Heliesto night within ſeven Leagues of Rome. 
Ant. Poſt backe with ſpeede, 
And cell kim what hath chanc'd: 
Heere is a mourning Rome,a dangerous Rome, 


| No Rome offafety for Ofavins yet, 


Hie hence,and tell him ſo. Yet ſtay a-whilc, 


Thou | 


reno 
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Thou ſhalt not backe;rill I have borne this courſe | Shall be Crown'd in Brutus. 7 

Into the market place : There ſhall I try I. Wee'l bring him to his Houſe, 

1n my Oration, how the __ take With Showrs and Clamors, 

The cruell iſſue of theſe bloody men, Bru. My Coantry-men. | 

According tothe which, thou ſhalt diſcourſe 2. Peacc,lilence, Brutus ſpeakes- pk 

Toyoung Ofavins of the ſtate of things. | I. Peace ho. 
| Lend me your hand. Exennt | Bru. Good Countrymen, let me deparct alone, 

| And (for my ſake) ſtay heere with Antony : 
Enter Brutus and goes i120 the Pulpit, and Caſ/i- Do grace to Ceſars Corpes, and grace his Speech 
= with the Eleboians* Tending to Cefars Glories, whicb HMarke eAntony 
| | (By our permiſſion) is allow'd to make: 

Ph. Wewillbe ſatisfied : let usbe ſatisfied. I do intrcat you, nota man depart. 

Bru, Then follow me, and give me Audience friends. | Save I alone, till Antony have ſpoke. Exit, 

Caſſins go you intothe other ſtreete, I Stay ho,and ietus heare Aark eLntony, | 
And partthe Numbers : 3 Lethimgo up intothepublike Chaire, 
Thoſe that will heare me ſpeake, let em ſtay heere ; Wee'l heare him + Noble Antony go u 
Thoſe that will follow Ca//i«z, go with him; Ant. For Brutus ſaice,T am beholding to you, 
And publike Reaſons ſhall berendred. 4 What docs ht ſay of Brutus? | 
Of {ears death; 3 He ſayes for Brat lake 

I Phe. 1 will heate Brat ſpeake. : He findes himſeite beholding to us all. 

2. I will heare Caſſixs, and compare their Reaſons, 4 Twere beſt ſpeake no harme of Bratws heere ? 
When ſeycrally we heare them reodred. 1 This Ceſar was a Tyrants 

3. The Noble Bratz is aſcended : Silence. 2 3 Nay thats certaine : 

Bru, Be patient till the laſt. - Weareglad that Rome isrid of him. 

Romans, Countrey-men, and Lovers, heare mee for my 2 Peace, let us hcare what Antony can ſay; 
cauſe,and be ſilent, that you may heare. Beleeve mee for j et, you gentle Romans. 


mine Honor, and have reſpe& to mine Honor, that you | All. Peace hoe, tus heare him. 

may beleeve. Cenſure me in your Wiledome, and awake | 4», Friends, Romans,Countrymen, lend me yourcars: 
your Senſes, that you may the better Iudge. If there bee | T cometo bury Caſar, not to praiſe him: 

any in this Aſſembly, any deere Friend of (/ars, tothem | Theevillthat men do, lives after them, 

| Tfay, that Brut love to Caſar, was nolefſe then his. If | The good 1s oft enterred with their bones, 

then, that Friend demand, why Bratw role againit Ceſar, | So letitbe with Ceſar. The Noble Bruna, 

this is my. anſwer : Not that I lov*'d Czſar lefſe, but | Hathtold you Ceſar was Ambitions: | 
that Tlov'd Rome more. Had you rather Ceſar were li- | If it were to, it was a greevous Fault, 
ving, anddye alt Shves; rhenthat Ceſar were dead, to | And greevouſly hath Ceſar an{wer'd it | 
live all Free men? As Ceſar lov'd mee, I weepe for him; | Heereunder leave of Brutws, and thereſt, | | 
as he was Forcunate, I rejoyce atit; as he was Valiant, I | (For Bratws is an Honourable man, 

konour him : But,as he was Ambtious, } ſlew him. There | Soarethey all, allHonourable men ) 

is Teares, for his Love: Ioy , for his Fortune : Honor,for | Come I toſpeake in (ſars Funerall. 

his Valour : and death for his Ambition, Who is heere | He was my Friend, faithfull, and juftto me; 
ſo baſe, that would bea Bondmian # If any, ſpeak, for him | But Sr=zzs ſayes, he was Amoitious, 

have { offended. Who is heere fo rude, that wouid not | And Bree is an Hononrable man. | 
be a Roman ? Ifany, ſpezk, for him have | offended. Who | He hath brought many Captives home toRome, = | 
is heereſo vile, that will not love his Countrey ? If any, | Whoſe Ranſomes, did the generall Coffers fill : 
{pcake, for him have I offended. I pauſe tor a Reply. Did this in Ceſar ſeeme Ambitious ? | HS; 
All. None Bras, none. When that the poore lavecry'de, Ceſar hath wept : 
Brutus. Then none have I offended. T have done no | Ambition ſhould be made of fterner ſtuffe, 
more to Ceſar, then you ſhall do ro Brut, The' Queſti« | Yet Bratz (ayes, he was Ambitious ; 
on of his death, is inroli'd inthe Capitolt: his Glory not | And Bymrzs is an Honourable man. 
extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor his offences en- | You all did ſee, that on the Lupercall, 


forc'd, for which he ſuff-red death, I thrice preſented him a Kingly Crowne, 
W hich he did thrice refuſe. Was this Ambition ? 
Enter Mark Antony, with (ſar: body. Yer Brutus (ayes, he was Ambitious : 


And ſure he is an Honourable man, 

Heere comes his Body, mourn'd by Marks eAntery, who | I ſpeake not to diſprave what Brutzs ſpoke, 

though he had no hand in his death, ſhall receive the be- | Bur heere I 4m, to ſpeake what I do know ; 

nefit of his dying,aplace in the Commonwealth,as which | You all did love him once, net without cauſe,” 

of you ſhallnot. With this I depart, that as I lewe my | Whar cauſe with-holds you then, tomourne for him? 
beſt Lover for the good of Rome, I havetke ſame Dag- | O Tudgement ! thou art fled to brutiſh'Beaſts, 

ger for my ſelfe, when it ſhall pleaſe my Country toneed | And Men have loſt their Reaſon. Beare with me, 


my death. My heart is in the Coffin there with (ear. 
ell, Live Bretw, live, live, | | AndI muft pawſetill'it come backe to me. 
7, Bring him with Triumph home unto his kouſe, 1 Methinkes there is much reaſon in his ſayings; 


If thou conſider rightly of the matter, DL 
Ceſar ha's had great wrong. b place. 
3 Ha's he Mafters? I feare there willa worſe come in 
| 4- Marks\ 


2, Give him a Statue with his Anceſtors, 
3. Lethim be Ceſar. 
| 4, Caſars better parts, 
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;  4Mark'd yc his words? he would not take 5 Crowne, | 
; Therefore tis certaine,he was not Ambitious. ! 
I If it be found ſo,ſome will deereabide it. 
3 Poore ſoult;his eyes are redasfire with weeping, 
3 There's not a Nobler man in Romethen Antony. 
4 Now marke him,he begins againe to ſpeake. | 
; Ant. But yaſterday,the word of Ceſar might 
' Have ſtood againſt the World:Now lics hethere, 
none {o poore todo him reverence. 
| O Maiſters L1f I were diſpos'd to ſtirre 
| Your hearts and mindesto Mutiny and Rage, 
] ſhould doe Brutus wrong.and Cafſins wrong: 
who(you all know)are Honourable mens 
I will not dothem wrong:I rather chooſe 
To wrong the dead,to wrong my ſelfe and you, 
Then T will wrong ſuch Honourable men. 
But hceere'sa Parchment, with the Scale of Ceſar, 
I found ir in his Cloſſet,tis his Will: 
Let but the Commons heare this Teſtament: 
(Which pardon me) Ido not meancto reade, 
And they would ge and kifſe dead («rs wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in bis Sacred Blood; 
Yea,begge a haire of him for Memory, 
And dying,mentionir within their Willes, 
Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy 
Vnto their iflue. : 
4 Wee'l heare the Will,reade it Marke Antony. 
Al. The Willzthe Will;we will heare Ceſars Will. 
Amt. Have patience gentle Friends, I muſt not read it» 
It is not meet you know how Ceſar lov'd you: 
You arc not Wood, you are not Stones,but men: 
| And being men, hearing the Will of ('aſer, 
It will inflame you,it will make you mad; 
Tis good you know not that you ate his Heires, 
For if you ſhould,O-what would come of it? 
| 4 Readthe Will, wee'l heare it Antony; 
You ſhall reads ns the will, Ce/ars W1ll. 
Ant. Will you be Patient? Will you ftay a while? 
I have o'ce ſhot my ſelfe to tell you of it, 
I feare I wrong the Honourable men, | 
W hoſe Daggers have ſtabb'd Cefar:1 do feare-it. 
They were Traitors:Honourable men? 
All. The Will,the Teſtament. 
2 They were Villaines, Murderers:the Will,reade the 
Will. 
Ant. Y ou will compell me then to read the Will; 
Then makea Ringabout the Corpesof Ceſar, 
And let me ſhew you him that made the Will: 
Shall I deſcend? And will you give me leave? 
All. Come downe. 
2 Deſcend. 
3 You ſhall have leave. 
4 A Ring,ſtand round. 
x Stand from the Hearſe, ſtand from the Body. 
2 Roome for Antony,moſt Noble Stony. 
ent. Nay prefic not ſo upon me;ſtand farre off. 
eAl. Stand backe:roome,beare backe, | 
Amt. If you have teares, prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this Mantle, I remember 
The firſt time ever («ſar pur it on, 
Twas on a Summers Evening in his Tent, 
Thar day he overcame the Nervij. 
Looke,in this place ran (a/ix- Daggerthrough: 
| Sce what a rent the envious C aka made: 
Through this,the welbeloved Bratw ſtabb'd, 
Andas hepluck'd his curſed Steele away: 


Marke how the blood of Ceſar followed it, 
As ruſhing out of doores,to be reſolv'd_ 
If Bratus 10 unkindely knock*d,or no: 
For Brutus,as you know,was Ceſars Angel. 
Indge,O you Gods, how deerely Ceſar loy'd him: 
This wasthe moſt unkindeſt cut of all. 
For when the Noble Ceſar ſaw him ſtab, 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong then Traitors armes, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him:then burſt his Mighty heart, 
And in his Mantle,muffling up his face, 
Even at the Baſe of Pompeyes Statue 
( Which allthe while ran blood)great Ceſar fell. 
O what afall was there;my Countrymen? | 
Then Landyou,and all of ns felldowne, 
WhiPſt bloody Treaſon flouriſh'd over us. 
O now you weepe,and 1 perceive you feele 
The dint of pitty:T heſe aregracious droppes. 
Kinde Soules, what weepe you,when you but behold 
Our Cſars V eſture wounded?Look you heere, 
Heere 1s Himſclfe,marr'd as you ſee with Traitors, 
I O pitteous ſpectacle! 
2 O Noble (far! 
3 O wofull day! 
4 O Traitors, Villaines! 
I O moſt bloody fig! 
. 2 Wewillbereveng'd:Revenge 
Abour,ſecke,burne,fire,kill,flay, 
Let nota Traitor lives 
ent. Stay Country-men, 
1 Peace there, heare the Noble e-G#tony, 
2 Wee hcare him, wee'l follow him , wee! dy with 
him. (you up 
Ant. Good Friends,ſweet Friends,let me not ſtirre 
T-ſuch a ſodaine Flood of Mutiny: 
They that have done this Deede,are honourable, 
W hat private greefes they have, alas I know nor, 
That made them do it: They are Wiſe,and Honourable, 
And will no doubt with Reaſons anſwer you. 
I come not(Fricnds)to ſteale away your hearts; 
I am no Orator,as Bratws 1s; 


| But (as you know meall)a plaine blunt man 


| That love my Friend.and that they know full well, 


That give me publicke leave to ſpeake of him: 

For I have neither wit nor words,nor worth, 

Action,nor Vtterance,nor the power of Specch, 

Toſtirremens Blood. I onely {peakeright on: 

I tell you that, which you your {elves do know, 

Shew you ſiweer (ſars wounds,poor poor dum mouths 

And bid them fpeake for me;But were I Brmts, 

And Brutzs Antony,there werean Antony 

Would ruffle up your Spirits,and put a Tongue 

In every Wound of C e/#r,that ſhould move 

The ſtones of Rome,toriſe and Mutiny. 
All. Wee'l Mutiny. 
1 Wee'l burne the houſe of Bruras. 
3 Away then,eome ſecke the Confpirators. 
ent. Yet heare me Countrymen, yet heare me ſpeake 
eAll. Peace hoe, heare Antory,moſt Noble Antony. 
Ant. Why Friends,you goto do you know not what. 

W herein hath (ſar thus deſerv'd your loves? 

Alas you know not,I muſt tell you then: 

You have forgot the Will I told you of. | 
All. Moſt true,the Will, let's ſtay and heare the Wil. 
Axr.Heete is the Will,and under (ſar Scalc: 

 Toevery Roman Citizen he gives, 


Toevery ſeverall man, ſeventy five Drachmacs- s 
2 Pl. | 
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2 Phe. Moſt Noble Ceſar,wee'l revenge bis death: 
3 Ple. O Royall (ear. 
Ant. Heare me with patience: 
All. Peacc hoe 04 
et. Morcoverghe hath left youall his Walkes, 
His private Arbors,andnew-planted Orchards, 
Onthis ſide Tyber;he hath left them you, 
And to your heyres for cutr:common pleaſures 
To walke abroad,and recreate your ſelyes. 
Heere was a ( e/ar:wheri comes ſuch another? 
1 Ple, Never,never:come,away,away: 
Wee'lburne his body in the holy place, 
And with the Brands fire all the Traitors houſes. 
Take up the body: 
2 Ple, Go fetch fire. . 
3 Pie. Plucke downe Benches. 
4 Ple. Plucke downe Formes, Windowes any thing, 
xewnt Plibriays, 
Am, Now let it worke:Miſcheefc thou art a-foor, 
-Take thou what courſe thou wilt. 
How now Fellow? 
Emer Servant. 
Ser, Sir, tavins is already come to Rome. 
ent. Where is hee? | 
Ser, He and Lepidas are at Ceſars houſe. 
Ant. And thither will I iraight,to viſit him: 
He comes vpon a wiſh. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 
Ser. I heard him ſay, Bratus and Caſſms 
Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. 
' Ant. Belike they bad ſome notice of the people 
How I had moved them. Bring me to Oftawn, Exennt, 


Enter Cinna the Poet,aud after him the Plebrians. 


Cin.T dreamt to night,that 1 did feaſt with Cz/ar, 
Arid things unluckily charge my Fantaſie: 

Thave no will to wander ferth of doorcs, 
Yetſomething leads me forth. 
1 What is your name? 

2 Whether are you going? 

3 Where doyou dwell? 

4 Arc youa married man,or 4 
. 2 Anſwerevery man direaly. 

1 I,and breeſely. 
4 Land wiſcly. : 

3 1, and truly,you were beſt, 

({ *", What is my name? W hetheram I going ? Where 
do I dwell?Am 1 a married man, or a Batchcllour ? Then 
to anſwer every man ,'diretly and breefely , wiſcly and 
traly:wiſely I ſay, Iam aBatchellor. 

2 That'sas much astoſay , they are foolcs that war- 
ry : you'l beare mea bang for that feare - procecde di- 
rely. | 

Ct 4 Directly I am going to (</ar: Funcrall: 

1 Asa Friend,ar.an Enemy? 

Civ. Asa friend. IS 
2 That matter is anſwered dircatly. 
| 4 For your dwelling:breefely. . . 
(is. Brecfely, 1 dwell by the Capitoll. 
' 3 Yourname ſir,truly, 

Can. Truly,my name.is C:ma, 7 
x Teare him to peeces,hee's a Confpirator. 

Ciz, I am ( innathe Poet, ] am Cine the Poets. ---.. 
- 4 Teare him for hisbad verſes,teare him for his bad 
Verſes. | 


Batchelor? 


"I 


| Androoke his voyce who ſhould bepricktto dic 


| (Like to the empty Aſle)to ſhake his cares, 


| He maſtbe taught,andtrain'd,and bid go forth: | | 


' Are levying Powers; We mult ſtraight make head; 
- Our beſt Friends made and our beſt meanes ſiretcheout, 


_Ahdopen Perils ſureſt anſwered. 


* 
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Ciz. I am not (imnethe Co x BG, 181d 
4 It is no matter; his name's Cimne,pluck but higname 
out of his heart, and turne him going. 3 27 
3 Tearehim ,teare him;Come Brands hoe, Firebrands: 
to Brams,to Caſ7int,burne all.Some to-Decins Houſcsand 

ſometo (@ke's;ſometo Ligarins: Aviay,go. _ 
Exrunt all che Plebriani. 


Cee ca 
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Attus Quartus 


Enter Antony ,Oflavins,and Lepidns. 
Axt.Theſe many the ſhall die,their. names are prikt 
O#, Your Brother too muſt dyetconſenryou Lepidns? 
LZep. 1 doconlent.. 4 43y, 

O02. Pricke him downe e-Antony, | 
Lep. Vpon condition P«blrs ſhall not Live, 
Who is your Sifters ſonne, derke e Antony. 
Avt, He ſhall not live;looke,with aſpot I dam hign 
But Zepidzr,g0 you ro Ceſars houſe: 
Fetch the Will hither;and we ſhall determine 
How to cut off ſome charge in Legacies. 
Lep. W hat?ſhall I finde you heere? 
Of, Or hecre,orart the Capitall. _, 
e-Nt.This isa {light unmeritable man, 
Meet to be ſent on Errands:isit ft. + - 
The three-fold World divided,he ſhould ſtand 
One of the three to ſhare it? 
O#, So you thought him, 


| Bis Lepidas, 


In our blacke Sentence and Proſcription. 

Ant. Otavins,] have ſecne more dayes then you; 
And though welay theſe Honours on this man, 
To eaſe ourſelves of divers ſland'rous loads, 

He ſhall but beare them,asthe Aﬀe beares Gold, 
To groane and ſweat under the Buſinefle, 

Either led or driven,as we printthe way: 
And having brought our Treaſuregwhere we will, 
Then rake we downe his Load,and turne him off 


And graze in Commons. 
O#. You may do your will: 
Buthee's a tried, and yaliant Soaldier. 
Ant. Sois my Horſe Oftavges,and for that 
I doappointhim ſtore of Provender, 
It is a Creature that I teach to fight, 
To winde,to ſtop,torun diretly on: 
His cerporall Motion,govern'd by my Spirit, 
And in ſome taſte,is Lepidws but ſo: | 


A barren ſpirited Fellow;one that feeds 

On Objects, Arts,and Imitations. OY! 
Which-our'of vi and Ral'de by other men 
Begin his faſhion.Donortalke of him, 

But as a property:and now Oftevins, 

Liſten great things. Brutus and ("aſians 


4 


Therefore let our Alliance be combin'd, 
And let us preſently go fit inCouncell; © -- <6 


=] 


How covert matters may be beſt diſclos'd, 


Of. Letusdo ſoifor weare atthe ſtake, 
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And bayed about with: 
Millions of Miſchecfes. 


— 


"The Trapedieeffuline Ceſar. 
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And ſome that ſmile have intheir hearts I feare IE 
£ ent. 


an a 
_— j's 


a7: meite them. 
Lc. Give the word ho,and Stand. 
Bru, What now Lacilius, is Caſrins neere? 
Luo, He is at hand,and Pindarms iscome 
Todo you ſfalutationiftom his 'Maſter. 
Bru. He greets me well. Your Maſter Pinderm 


THO; 


In his ownechange,or by ili Oxficers, 


Hath given me ſome worthy cauſe to wiſh 


Things done,nndonetBut'if he be at hand, 
'_ Þjx.-Idonot doubt 


But that my Noble Maſter will appeare 


Such as he 15,full of regard,and Honour. 
Bre. He is hot doubted. A-word Lacifine 

How he receiv*d you:tet me bereſolv*d. 

Lines With coutteſie,and with reſpet enough, 
But not with ſuch familiar inſtances, 
Nor with ſuch free and fricndly Conference 
As be hath us'd of old. 

Bru. Thou haſt deſcrib'd | 
Ahit Friend, cooling:Ever note Zacilins, 
When Love begins to ficken and decay 
It uſeth an enforczd Ceremony. Hs 
There zre notrickes,inplaine and ſimple Faith: 
But hollow men,like Horſes hot at hand, 
Make gallant ſhew,and promiſe of their Mettle: 

Low March within. 

But when they ſhould cndure the bloody Spurre, 
They fall their Creſt,and like deccifull Iades 
Sinke in the Triall. Comes his Army on? 

Inc. They meane this nightin Sardisto be quarter'd: 
The greater part,the Horſe in generall 
Are come with Coſims. 

. - Enter Caſsins and hit Power c. 

Bru. Hearke,he is arriv'd: 
Martch gently on to meete him, 

Caſ. Stand ho. 

Bru. Stand ho,ſpeake the word along, 
Stand. 


{| Stand. 
| Stand 


Cal. Moſt Noble Brother;you have done me wroug. 
Bru. Indge me you Gods;wrong 1 mine Encmies? 


| And ifnot ſo, how ſhould I wrong a Brother. 


Caf. Brann: this ſober forme of yours, hides wrongs, 


| And when you do them o—_ 


Bru. Caſsins,be content, 
Speake your greetes ſoftly, I do know you well. 


| Bcforethe eyes of both our Armies heere 

| (Which ſhould perceive nothing but Love from us) 
.\ Let usnot wrangle. Bid them moveaway: 

{ Thenin my Tent {ſr enlarge your Greefes 

1 And 1will give you 
| Bid our Commanders 
| Alictle from this 


Coſi. Pindarns, 
leadetheir Charges of 


Brs. Luciins,do youthe like;and let no man 


| Come to our Tent,till we havedooe our Conference. 


Let Lncivs and Titivins guard our doore. 
AManent Brutusand Caſrins. 


' Exentitt, 


_—— 


(4{- That yowhave wrong'd-me,doth appear in this; 
You have condemn'd,and noted Lavins P ola 
For taking Bribes hecre of the Sardians; 
Wherein my Letter, praying on his ſide, 
Becauſe I knew the man,was lighted off. 
Br. You wrong'd your ſcife to write in ſuch a calc. 
Ca/.In ſuch arime as this,it is not. mect 
That every nice offence ſhould beare his Comment. 
Bra. Let me. tell you Caſzins,you your ſelte. 
Are much condemn'd ro have an itching Palme, 
To ſcll,and Mart your Orlices for Gold 
To Vndeſervers. 
Caf. Lan itching Palme? 
You know thar you are Brarus that ſpeakes this, 
Or by the Gods,this ſpeech were elſe your laſt, 
Bru. The name of Caſs Honors this corruption, 
And Chaſticement doth therefore hide his head. 
Ca{.Chaſticemenr? 
Bru.Remember March,the Ides of March remember; 
Did not great /#{s blecde for Juſtice ſake? 
W hat Villaine touch'd his body,that did ſtab, 
And not for Iuſtice? What, Shall one of Vs, 
That ſtrucke the Formoſt manof all this World, 
But for ſupporting Robbers: ſhall we now, 
Contaminate our fingers, with baſe Bribes? 
| Andſell the mighty ſpace of our large Honors 
For ſo much traſh,as may be graſped rhus? 
I hadrather be a Dogge,and baite the Moone, 
Then ſuch a Roman, 
Caſ. Brates, baite not me, 
Ile not 1ndure it: you forget your ſclfe 
To hedge me in,l am a Souldier, 1, 
Older in practice, Abler then your ſelfe 
To make Conditions. 
Bru. Goto: youare not Caſrins. 
(/. Tam. 
Bru 1 ſay,you are not- 
Caf. Vrge meno more, ſhall forget my ſelfe: 
Have minde upon your health:Tempr me no farther. 
Bru. Away ſlight man. 
Caſe Is't pollible? | 
Bru, Heare me,for I wi'l ſpeake. 
Muſt 1 give way,and roome to'your raſh Choler ? . 
Shall I be frighted,when a Madman ſtares ? 


| Caf. O ye Gods, ye Gods, Muſt I endure all this? 


Bra, All this?I more, Fret till your' proud heart break, 

Go ſhew your Slaves how Cholericke you: are, 
And make your Bondmentremble. Muſt I boudge? 
| Muſt I obſerve you? Muſt I ſtand and crouch 
Vnder your Teſtie Humour?By the Gods, 
You ſhall digeſt the Venom of your Spleene 
Thought it doSplit you. For from this day forth, 
Ile vic you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter 
When you are Waſpiſh, | 

Caſ. Is it come tothis? 

Bru. You ſay,you area better Souldier: 

Let it appeare ſo;make your vaunting trae, 


| And'it ſhall pleaſe me well. For mine owne part, 


I ſhall be gladtolearne of Noble men. 
Caf. You wrong meevery way: 
You wrong me Brutus: 
I ſaide,anElder Souldier,nota Better. 
Did I fay Better? 
Br. If you did,I care not. me. 
Caſ. When («er liv'd, he durſt not thus have mov'd 
Bra.Peace,peace , youdurſt not ſo have tempted him. 


—_— 


Caſs | 
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{afſi. Idurſt not- 
Bri. No- en, 
Cafſi. What ? durſt nottempt him ? 
Br. For your life you durit nor. 
| Caf/i. Doe not preſume toomnch upori my Love, 
I may doe that I ſhall be ſorry for. | 
Bre, You have:done that you ſhould be ſorry for, 
There is no terror Caſſimsin your threats. 
For Iamarm'd ſoſtrong in Honeſty, 
That they paſle by me, as the idle winde, 
Which I reſpe& not. 1 did ſend to you 
For certaine ſummes of Gold.which you deny'de me, 
For I can raiſe no money by vile meanes : 
By heaven, I had rather Coyne wy heart, 
And drop my blood for Drachmaes, then to wring 
From the hard hands of Peazants, their vile traſh 
By any indire&tion, I did ſend = 
To you for Gold topay my Legions, 
Which you deny*d me : was thar done like Caſſine ? 
Should I have anſwer'd Cain ( afſins lo ? 
When e Harers Brutus Srowes to Covetouts, = 
To locke ſuch Raſcall Counters trom his friends, 
Beready gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 
Daſh him to peeces, 
Caſſt, I deny'de you nots 
Bru, You did. 
(aſſt. T did not. He was but a Foole 
That brought my anſwer back. Bruts: hath riu'd oy hart 
A friend ſhould beare his friends infirmityes , 
But Brutus makes mine greater then they are. 
Bru. Idoe nor, till you practice them on me« 
Caſſi, You love me not. 
Bru. I doe not like your faults. 
(afſi. A friendly eye could never ſee ſuch faults. 
' Brut: A flatterers would not, though they doappeare 
As hugeas high Olympus. 
Caſſi. Come Antony, and yong Oftavits come, 
Revenge your ſelves.alone on Caſſivs, 
For («fins is a-weary of the World : 
| Hated by one he loves, brau'd by his brother, 
Check'd like a bondman, all his faults obſerv'd, 
Set ina Note-booke, learn'd, and con'd by roate 
| To caſt into my Teeth. OI covtd weepe 
| My Spirit from mine eyes: There is my Dagger, 
And bans my naked Breaſt : Wirhin. a heart 
Deerer then Pluts's Mine; Richerthen gold * 
| If that thou beeſt a Rowan, take it forth. . 
| I that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart : 
Strike as thou diditat (ſar: for I know, 
When thou didft hate him worſt,thou lovedit him better 
| Then eyer thou lovedſt (aſſim. 
Bru... Sheath your Dagger : 
| Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope : 
Doe what you will, diſhonor, ſhall be humour. 
O Cafirs, you are yoaked with a Lambe 
"That carries Anger, as the Flint beares fire, 
| Who much inforced, ſhewes a halty iparke, 
| And ſtraite ts cold agen. 
Cafſi. Hath Cafſins liv'd | 
To be but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutus, 
When griefe and blood 1llremper'd, vexeth him? 
Bru. When I ſpoke that, I was ll temper'd too. 
(#3.- Doe you eonfeſſe ſo much?Give me your hand, 
Bra. And my heart to0. ; 32 | 
(afſi. O Bratw| > 
| Bru, Whats the matter ? 
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The Tragedy of Fulius (afar. 


In this I bury all unkindneſſe Caſs. 


Fill Lxcire, till the Wine ore- ſwell the Cup : 
I cannot drinke too muchof Brwrws love. 


| Welcome good Meſſals : 
Now fit we cloſe about this Taper heere, 
And call in queſtion our neceſſities. 


Meſſala, I have here received Letters, OO 
That yong Ofavu, and Marks e Antony [- 
Come duwne upen us with a mighty power, © 


Caſſi. Have not you love enough to beare with me, | 
When that raſh humour which my Mother gave ave 
Makes me forgetfulls? | 

Bru. Yes (afſuw, and from henceforth 
When you arc over-ecarneſt with your Brutus, 
Hee'l thinke your Mother chides, and leave you ſo. 


Emter a Poet. 

Poet, Let me goc into ſee the Generals, 

There is ſome grudge betweene em, tis not meete 
They bealone. 

Luci. You ſhallnotcome to them. 

Pot, Nothing bur death ſhall ſtay me. 

Cafi. How now ? Whats the matrer ? 

Poet, For ſhame you Generals? what doe you meane? 
Love, and be friends, as two ſuch men ſhould be, 
For I have feenc more yceres Ime lure then yee. 

Casfi. Ha, ha, how vildely doth this Cynicke rime ; 

Bra. Get you hence firrah : Sawcy fellow, hence. 

Ca;/i. Beare with him Brarzs, tis his faſhion, 

Bra. Ile know his humour,when he knowes histime-" 
What ſhould the Warres doe with theſe ligging fooles? 
Companion, hence. 

( 4:/i. Away, away be gone. Exit Poet, 

Bru, Lucilius and Tits bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies tonight. | 

(a5/t.And come your ſelyes,& bring Heſſala with you 
Immediitely to us. 

Bru. Lucius, abowle of Wine. 

Cas/i. T did not thinke you could have bin ſo angry, 

Bru. O Caſſins, I am ſicke of many griefes, + 

Caſſi. Of your Philotophy you make no uſe, 

If you give place to accidentall evills. 

'Bre, No man bearesſorrow better. Portia is dead, |} 

Cas, Ha? Portia? | 

Bru. She is dead. | 

Cas. How ſcap'd I killing, when I croſt youſo? 

O inſupportable, and touching loſle ! 
Vpon what fickneſſe ? 
Br. \mpaticntof my abſence. 
And griete, that yong Oftavine with Marke eAntony, 
Have made themſelves ſo ſtrong : For with her death 
That tydings came. With this the fell diſtract, 
And (her Attendants abſent) ſwallow'd fire. 
Cas. Anddy'd ſo? | 
Bru. Even (0. 
Cayfi, O yeimmortall gods! 
Enter Boy with Wine, and T apers. 
Bru.Speake no more of her : Give me a bowleof wine 
Drinkes, 
Caſſi. My heart is thirſty for that Noble pledge, - - 


Emer Titinin, and Heſſaln, 


Brut, Come in Titinins 


Caſſi. Portia, art thoh'gone?” 


Bru, Nomeote I pray yous' 


Bending their Expedition toward Fhalippi. 
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Brs. With what Addition. 
Mefſ. That by proſcription, and billes of Outlary, 
Often, Antony ,and Lepidu, 

Have put to death, an hundred Senators. 

Brx. Therein our Letters doe not well agree : 

Mine ſpeake of ſeventy Senators, that dy'de 

By their proſcriptions, Cicers being One- 


\  Cafſi. Ciberoone? 


Meſſe.(icerois dead, and by that order of proſcription 
Had you your Letters from your wife, my Lord? 
Bru. No Meſcala, ; 
Meſſa. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 
Bru. Nothing CHeſſala. 
HMeſſa. That me thinkes is ſtrange. 
Bru. Why aske you ? 
Heare you ought of her, in yours ? 
Meſſe. Notmy Lord. 
Bru. Now as youare a Romantell me truc. 
Meſſ, Then like a Roman, bearethe truth I tell, 
For certaine ſhe is dead, and by ſtrange manger. 
Bru. hy farewell Portia : We muſt dyc Meſſala: 
With mcditating that ſhe muſt dye once, 
I havethe patience to endure it now. 
| Meſſa. Evenſogreat men, great loſſes ſhould indure, 
Caſe. I baveas much of this in Art as you. 
But yet my Nature could not bearc it fo. _ + 
Brew, Well, to our worke alive. Whatdoe you thinke 
Of marching to Philippe preſently, | 
Caſſi, 1doenotthinke it good. 
Bra. Your teaſon? 
Caſſi. Thisit is 
Tis better that the Enemy ſeeke us, 
So ſhall he waſte his meanes, weary his Souldiers, 
Doing himſelte offence, whilſt we lying fill, 
Are fall cf reſt, defence, and nimbleneſle. 
Bru,Good reaſons muſt of force give place to better: 
The peoplerwixt ?hil5pps, and this ground 
Doe ftand but in a forc'd aftection : 
For they have grug'dus Contribution. 
The Enemy, marching along by them, 
By them ſhall make a fuller namber up, 
Come on refre{ht, new added, and encourag'd ; 
From which advantage ſhall we cut him off. 
If at Philepps we dor face him there, 
Theſe people at our backe, 
Caf. Heare me good brother. 
Bru, Vnder your pardon. You muſt note beſide, 
That we have triaethe utmoſt of our friends ; 
Our Legionsare brim full, our cauſe is ripe, 
The Enemy encreaſerhevery day, 
We at the height, are ready todecline. 
] There isa Tide intheaffayres of men, 
Which taken atthe Flood, leades on to Fortune x 
Omitted, allthe voyage of their life, 
Is bound in Shallowes, and in Miſcries. 
On ſuch a full Sea are we now a-float, 
And we muſt takethe current when it ſeryes, 
Or looſe our Ventures, RN B41 
Caſſi. Then with your will goe on : we'll along 
' Ourſelves,and meet them ar Philipps. 
Bru, The deepe of nightis creptupon our talke, 
| And Nature mult obcy Neceſſity, 
Which we will niggard witha lucle reſt: 
There is no moreto ſay. 
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Caffi. No more, good night, 


i I EGIOTS p—_ Ms te 


MeſſuMy ſelfe have Letters of the (clfc-ſame Teonre. | 


Mu OO” 


Early to morrow will we riſc, and hence. 


| Canſtthou hold up thy infirument a ſtraine or two., 


| Itrouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 


. 


| Enter Lucius. 
Br#. Luc my Gowne : farewell good Meſſala, 
Good night Titinins; Noble, Noble (afſixe, 
Good night, and goodrepoſe. 
Cajji. O my deere brother : 
This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come ſuch diviſion tweene our ſoules : 
Let it not Bratwe. 
Emer Lucius with the Gowne. 
Bre. Every thing is well. 
Caſſi. Good night my Lord. 
Bru. Good night good brother. 
Tit. Meſſa. Good night Lord Brains. 
Bra. Farewell every one, Exeun, 
Give methe Gowne. Where is thy inſtrument? 
LZxc. Heere in the Tent. | 
Bru, What thou ſpeak'it drowſily ? 
Poore knave I blame thee art, thou art ore-watch'd, 
Call (Yudio, and ſome other of my men, 
Ile have them flcepe on Cuſhions in my Tent. 
Ince Varrns, and ( lavdio. 
Emer Varrus and Claudio. 
Var. Calls my Lord? 
Bre. I pray you firs, lyc in my Tent and leepe, 
Ic may be I ſhall raiſe you by and by 
On buſinefſeto my brother Caſſime, 
Vas. Sopleaſe you, we will ſtand, 
And watch your pleaſure. | 
Br, T will not haveit ſo: Lyc downe good irs, 
It may beI ſhall otherwiſe bethinke me. 
Looke Lucie, heeres the booke I fought for ſo : 
I putit in the pocket of my Gowne. 
Zuc. I wzs1ure your Lordſhip did not give it me. 
Bru. Beare with me good Boy, I am much forgettull 


And touch thy heavy eyes a-while, 
En. 1 my Lord,an't pleaſe you. 
Bru, It does my Boy ; 


Luc. It is my duty Sir. 
Bra. I ſhould noturge thy duty paſt thy might, 
I know yong blouds looke for a time of relt. 
L£xc. 1 have ſlept my Lordalready. 
Bru. It was welldone, and thou ſhalt {lcepe againe 
I will not hold thee long. 1f I doelive, 
I will be good to thee. 
CHuſicke, and « Song, 
This is a ſleepy Tune ; O Murdrous flambler ! 
Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, 
| That playes thee Muſicke? Gentle knave good night : 
I will nor doe thee ſo much wrong to wake thee : 
If thou doſt nod, thou break*ſt thy inſtrument, 
Ietake it from thee, and (good Boy ) good night. 
Let me ſee, let me ſee? is not the Leafe turn'd downs 
Where left reading ? Heere it is I thinke. 
| Emer the Gbo#t of Ceſar. 
How ill this Taper burnes. Ha !Who comes heere ? 
I thinke it is the weakeneſſe of mine eyes 
That ſhapesthis monſtrous Apparition. 
It comes upon me : Artthou any thing ? | 
Artthon ſome god, ſome Angell, or ſome Divell, 
That mak'ſt my blood cold, and my haire to ſtare? 
Spcake to me, what thou art. 
Gheft., Thy cvill Spirit Brurms 


—_ 


Bru. Why comſtthou ? 
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' GhoFt. Totelltheethou ſhalt ſee me at Fhilppi. 
Brut. Well : then I ſhall ſee thee againe ? , 
Gho#t. I, at Phzlippe. 

Bru, Why I will (ce thee at Phi/ipps then : 

Now I have taken heart, thou vaniſhelt. 

Ill Spirit, I would hold moretalke wich thee: 

Boy, Lncius, Varrtis, (Tandio, Sirs; awake © 

Claudio, | 
Laci. The ſtrings my Lord are falſe. 

Bru. Hethinkes he ſtill is at ys1nſtrument-. 

Lnucins, awake, 

Luci. My Lord- 
Bru. Didſt thou dreame Lucins, t 

out e 

Luc. 
Bru. 
Luc 


hat thou ſo cryedfi 


My Lord, I doe not know that I did cry. 

Yes that thou did(t ; Didſt thou ſee any thing ? 
. Nothing my Lotd, 

Bru. Sleepe againe Lucim : Sirra (,landio, felloy, 
Thou : Awake. 

Var. My Lord. 

(lan. My Lord: 

Bru, Whydid you ſocry out firs in your flcepe? 
Both. Did we my Lord ? 

Bru, I : {aw you any thing ? 

Var. No my Lord, I ſaw nothing. 

Claw, Nor I my Lord. : 
Bru Goe, and commend meto my brother (ſims : 
Bid hin ſet on his Powres betimes before, 

And we will follow. 


Both, It ſhall be done my Lord Exennt. 


—————, 
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eActns Quintus, 
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Enter Oltavits, Antony, and their Army. 
Ofa. Now eAntony, our hopes are anſwered, 
You faid the Enemy would not come dov/ne, 

Bur keepe the hilles and upper Regions : 
It proves nor ſo : their batrailes are at hand, 
They meane to warne us at Phi/ipps here: 
Anſwering before we doc demand of them. 
ext. Tut Iam in their boſomes, and I know }] 
Wherefore they doe it : They could be content 
To viſit other places, and come downe 
With fearetull bravery : thinking by this face 
Tofaſten in our thoughts that they have Courage : 
But tis not {0, 

Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. Prepare you Generals, 
Th Enemy comes 0n in gallant ſhew : 
Their bloody ſigneof Batrell is hung out, 
And ſormething to be done immediately. 
eAnt. Oftavins,leade your Battaile (oftly on 
Vpon the left hand of the even field. 
08a. Vpon the right hand 1, keepethon the left. 
Ant. Why doe you croſſe me 1n this exigent. 
OZa. I doe not croſſe you: but I will doe ſo. arwh. 


Drum. Eiiter Bruths, Caſſing, and their Army. 


Brgy. They ſtand, and would have parley- 

Cafſi. Stand faſt Tit#1$#s, we muſt out and talke. .. _ 
Ofta, Marke Antony, ſhall we give ſigne of Battaile ? 
Ant, No Ceſar, we will anſwer on their Charge. 


4 
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Make forth, the generalls would have ſome words. 
Ota. Stirre ot untill the Signall. : 
Bra. Words before blowes : isit ſo Countrymen ? 
Ota. Not that we love words better, as you doe. 
Bra.Good words are better then bad ſtrokes Oftavies 
Amnt.In your bad ſtrokes Brutus you ove good words 

Witnefle the hole yon made in Cezſars heart, 

Crying long live, haile (ſar. 

 (afſie Antony, 

The poſture of your blowes are yet unknown z 

But for your words, they rob the Hib/a bees, 

Andleavethem Hony-lefle. 

ent. Not ſtingleſle too. 
Bra. Oyes, and ſoundleſſe too : 
For you have ſtolne their buzzing Antony, 
And very wiſely threat before you ſting. 
Ant. Villaines: yon didnot fo, when your vile daggers 

Hackt one another in the ſides of Ceſar : 

You ſhew'd your teethes like Apts, 

And fawn'd like hounds, 

And bow'd like Bondmen, kiſſing Cars feete 
Whilſt damned {aka, like a Curre, behind 
Strooke (ſar on the necke. O you fAatterers- 

Caſſi, Flatterers? Now Brat thanke your ſelfe, 
This tongue had not offended ſo to day, 
If Caſſizs might have ruld, 

O#&a. Come, come, the cauſe. If arguing make usſwet, 
The proofe of it will turne to redder drops : 
Looke, I draw a Sword againſt Conſpirators, 
When thinke you that the Sword goes up againe ? 
Never till Ceſars :hree andthirty wounds 
Be wellaveng'd ; or till another Ceſar 
Haveadded {laughter to the Sword of Traytors. 
Bru. ( «far, thou canſt notdye by Traytors hands, 
Vnlefle thou bringſt them with thee. 
Ofta. SOT hope : | 
I was not borne todye on Pretty Sword.” 
Bru. Oitthou wert the Nobleſt of thy Scraine, 
Yong-man, thou couldſt not dye more honorable. 
Caſſi, A peeviſh Schoole-boy, worthies of ſuch honor | 
Toyn'd with a Masker, and a Reveller. 

Ant. Old Casſi6s ſill. 
Ota. Come Antony : away : 
Defiance Traijtors ,hurle we in your teeth: 
If you dare fight roday, come tothe ficld ; 
If not, when you have (tomackes, 

| Exu Ottavins, Antony, and Army, 

Cas, Why now blow winde, fiwell billow, 
And {wimme Barke : 
The Storme is up, and all is on the hazard: 
Bru, Ho Lncillizs, hearke, a word with you. _ 
Lucillinzs, and Hefſala ftand forth, 


| 


Le 
” 


Luc - My Lord, 
(asf. Meſſala. 2 | 
Meſſa. What (ayes my generali ? | 

Casfi. Meſala, this is my Birth-day as this very day 
Was Caſ/ixzs borne. Give me thy hand Heſſals : 

Be thou my witneſle, that againſt my will, 

(As Pompey was) am I compell'd to fer 

Vpon one Battell all ourLiberties. 

You know, that I held Epicurw ſtrong, 

And his opinion: Now I change my minde, | 

And partly credit things thar doe preſage. TS 
Comming from Sardire, on our Fariner Pafone ="4 
Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pearch'd, 
Gorging and feeding from our Souldiers hands, 
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Who to Philipps here conſorted us : 
This Morning are they fled away, and gone, 
And intheir ſteeds, doe Ravens, Crowes, and Kites 
Flye ore our heads, and downward looke on us 
As we were ſickely prey ; their ſhadowes ſceme 
A Canopy moſt fatall, under which 
Our Army lyes,ready to give up the Ghoſt. 
Meſſa. Belcevenot ſo. 
Caſſi. I but beleeve it partly, 
For 1 am freſh of ſpirit, and refolv'd 
To mect all peril, very conſtantly. 
Bru, Even (o Lucille. 
Caſſi. Now molt Noble Eratas, 
The gods to day ſtand friendiy, that we may 
Lovers inpeace, leade on our dayes toage- 
But ſince the affayres of men reſts (till incertaine, 
Lets reaſon with the worſt that may befall. 
| If we doe loſe this Battaile,then is this - 
| The very laſt time we ſhall ſpeake together : 
| Whartare youthen determincd todo? 
Bru. Even by the rule of that Philoſophy, 
Be which I did blame (azo, for the death 
W hich he did give himſclfe, I know not how : 
But I doe find it Cowardly, and vile, 
For feare of what might fall, ſoto prevent 
The time of life, arming my ſclfe with patience, 
To ſtay the providence of ſome high Powers, 
That governe us below. | 
Caſſi. Then, if we looſe this Battaile, 
Youare contented to be led in Triumph 
Thorow the ſtreets of Rome» 
Brgy. No Caſſius,no ; 


| Thinke not thou Noble Romane, 


That ever Brutus will goe bound to Rome, 
He beares toe great a minde, But this ſame day 
Muſt end that worke, that Ides of March begun. 
And whether we ſhall meete againe, I know not :; 
Therefore our everlaſting, farewell take : 
For ever, and for ever, farewell Caſſius, 
If wedoe meecte againe, why we ſhall ſmile : 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 
Caſſi. For ever, and for ever, farewell Bruew : 

If wedoe meecte againe, we'll {mile indeed ; 
If not, tis true, this parting was well made. 

Bru. Whythenleadc'on. O that a man might know 
Theend of this dayes buſineſle, ere it come : 
But it ſiticeth, that the day will end, 
And then the end is knowne. Come ho, away. Excunt. 


Alarums, Enter Brains and Meſſala. 


Bru. Ride, ride Meſſala, rideand give theſe Billes 


| Vato the Legions, on the other ſide. 


Lowd Alarum. 
Let them ſet on at once : for I perceive 


.| But cold demeanor in Oftaww's wing : | 


And ſodaine puſh gives them the overthrow ; 
Ride, ride Heſſa/a, let themall come downe, Execunt. 
Alarums. Enter Caſſins and T itin514:." 

Caſſi. O looke Titinizs, looke, the Villaines flye : 

My ſelfe have to mine owne turn'd Enewy : 

ThisEnſigne heere of mine was turning backe, 

I ſflewthe Coward, -and did take it from bim. 
Titin. O Caſſine, Brat gave the word toocarly, 
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' Who having ſome advantage on Ottavius 


| Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troopes 


Tooke it too eagerly : his Souldiers fell to ſpoyle, 
Whilſt we by Antony are all inclos'd, 


Enter Prudarns. 


Find. Flye further off my Lord : flye further off, 
Marke «Antony is inyour Tents my Lord : 
Flye therefore Noble Cafius, fiye farre off. | 
Caſſi. This hill is farre enough. Looke, looke Tiriniu 
Are thoſe my Tents where perceive the fire ? 
Tit. They are, my Lord. | 
- Cafſi. Titmme, if thou loveſt me, 
Mount thou my horſe, and hidethy ſpurres in him, 


And here againe, that I may reſt aſlurd 
Whether yond Troopes, are fricnd or Enemy, | 
Ti. 1 willbe heereagaine, even witha thought. Ex, 
Caſſi, Goe Pindars, get thither on that bill, 
My ſight was ever thicke : regard T is8iws, 
And tell me whatthou notſt about the field. 
This day I breathed firſt, time is come round, 
And where | did begin, there ſhall I end, 
My life 1s run his compaſſe. Sirra, what newes? 
Pind. Abent, O my Lord, 
(ſi. What newes? 
Find. Titmis is encloſed ronnd about 
With hericmen, that make ro him on the Spurre, 
Yetheſpurres on, Now they are almoit on him : 
Now T5, Now ſome light : O he lights too, 
Hestane, Shewt, 
And hearke, they ſhout for joy. 
C2//7. Come downe, behold no more 
O Cowardthat I am, tolive ſo long, 
To ſee my belt friend ranc before my face 
Enter Pindarns. 
Come hither ſirrah ; In rarthia did I take thee Priſoner, 
And then I ſwore thce, faving of thy life, 
That whatſoever I did bid thee doe, 
Thou ſhould{t attempt it.Come now, keepe thine oath, 
Now be a free-man, and with this good Sword 
That ranthrough ( «ſars bowels, ſearch this boſome, 
Strand not to anſwer : Heere, take thouthe Hilts, 
And when my face iscover'd,as tis now, 
Guide thou the Sword Ceſar, thouart reveng'd, þ 
Even with the Sword that kill'd thee. Kills hum. 
Pw. So, 1 am free, 
Yer would not ſo have beene 
Durſt I have done my will. O Caſſius, 
Farre from this Country Pindarws ſhall run, 
Y7 here never Roman ſhall take note of him- 


Enter Titinis, and Meſſala. 
AMeſſa. It is but change, Titinins « tor Oftavites 
Is overthrowne by Noble Brarx: power, 
As (4ſſius Legions are by Antony. 
Tirm. Thelc tydings will well comfort Caſſius, 
Meſſa. Where did you leave him. 
Tum, All difconſolate, 
With Pimderw bis Bondiman, on this hill, 
Meſſas Ts not that he that lyes upon the ground? 
Tis, Helyes not ikethe Living. O my heart ! 
AMeſſa. 1s not thathe ? 
Titi. No, this was he CMeſſala, 
But C//z#4 15 no more. O ſetting Sunne x 


As inthy red Rayes thou doeft finke to night ; 
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So in his red blood Caſſixe day it ſect. | Brutus my Countries friend : Know me for Brutns, | 
The Sonne of Rome is ſet. Our day is gone, | L£#c. O yongand Noble (ao, art thou downe ? 
Clowds,Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done: | Why now thou dyeſt, as bravely as T 3tiwins, 
Miſtruſt of my ſuccefle hath done this deed. _ And may'{t be honour'd, being { aro'sSonnes 
; CMeſſa. Miſtruſt of good ſucceſſe hath done this deed. | Sold. Yeeld, or thou dyeſt. 
O batefull Error, Melancholies Childe : | Lac, Onely I yeeld todye : "ON Ie P 
Why do'ſt thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men There is ſo much,thatthou wilt kill me ſtraight 3 
The things that are not ? O Error ſoone conceyu'd, Kill Br#rns, and be honor'd in bisdeath; 
Thou never com'ſt untoa happy byrth, Sold. We muſt not ; a Noble Priſoner. 
But kilſt the Mother that engendred thee. 6 | | 
Tit. What Pindars: ? Where art thou Pindaru ? Enter Antony. 
Meſſa. Secke him Tit::#5, whilſt I goe to meet 2 Sola. Roome hoe : tell Amony, 'Bratur istane, 
The Noble Bratz, thrulting this report r Sold. Tic tell thee newes. Heere comes the Generall, 
Into his cares ;I may ſay thruſting it : Brutns is tane, Brutusis tane my Lord: 
For piercing Steele, and Darts invenomed, ent, Whereis he? 
Shall be as welcome to the carcs of Brutuc, Lac. Safe Antony, Brutus is fafe enough: 
As tydings of this ſight. I dare afſure thee, that no Enemy 
Ti. Hye you Meſſala, Shall ever takealive the Noble Brutus : 
And I will ſeeke for Pindarw the while : | The gods defend him fromfo great a ſhame, 
| Why did(t thou ſend me forth brave (aſſiru ? W hen you doe finde him, or a live, or dead, 
Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they He will be found like Braurzs, like himſclfe. 
Put on my browes this wreath of Victory,. . ; Ant. This is not Brazss friend, but I aſſure you, 
And bid me give it thee? Did({t thou not heare theit Aprize nolefle in worth; keepe this man fafe, 
Alas, thou haſt miſconſtrued every thing. ({howts? | Give him all kindneſſe. 1 had rather have 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, Such men my fricnds, then Enemies. Goe on, 
Thy Brutus bid me giue itthce, and I h And ſee where Brutus be alive or dead, 
Will doc his bidding. Br#tus, come apace, And bring us, unto Ofevins Tent , 
And ſee how I regarded Cains Caſſine : How every thing ischanc'd. Exennt. 
By your leave gods: This isa Romans part, = - + 
Come Ca//izs Sword, and find Titiniu hearts Dyes» Enter Brutus, Dardanins, Clitas, Strato, 
| | and Volummius. 
eAlarnm. Enter Brutus, Meſſala yong Cato, * Bru. Come poore remaines of friends , reſt on this | 
| Strato, Volumnine, and Lacillin. . Rockes 
Bres, Where, where MHeſala, doth hisbody lye? Clit. Statillias ſhe'd the Torch-light, but my Lord! 
Mtſſa. Loe yonder, and Titinsu mourning it. He came not backe : he is or tane, or flaine. : 
Bru. Titinus face is upward, Brs. Sitthee downe, (itz: : ſlaying is theword,' 
Cav. Heis laine. _ It 18a decd infaſhion. Hearkethee, Clitss. LED 
Bru. © Iulins Ceſar,thou art mighty yet, Cir. What I, my Lord? No, not for allthe World. 
| Thy ſpirit wa'kes abroad, and turnes our Swords Bru, Pcacethen, no words. 
In our owne proper Entralles. Low Alarums. Cle. Ile rather kill my ſelfe. 
Cato. Brave Tims, Bru. Hearke thee, Dardazins, 
Looke where he have not crown'd dead Caſſins. | Dard. Shall Idoeſuch a deed? 
| Bra, Areyet two Romans living ſuchas theſe ? Clit. O Dardanius. 
 Thelaft of all the Romans, fare thee well : Dar. O (lin. 
It is itapoſſible, that ever Rome Cl. What ill requeſt did Bratus make to thee ? 
Should breed thy fellow : friends I owe mo teares Dard. To kill him, (#5 : iooke he mcditates. 
| To this dead man, then you ſhall (ce me pay. (it. Now isthat Noble Veſſcll full of gricte, 
I ſhail find time, Caſſizs : I ſhall find time. That1t runnes over evenat his eyes. 
| Come therefore, and to Tharfus lend his body, Bru. Come hither. good Volumes, lift aword. 
| His funerals ſhall not be in our Campe, Volum. WW hat ſayes my Lord? 
Lealt ic diſcomfort us. Lrcillins come, Brgy. Why this, Volummins : 
And ccme yong Cato, let us tothe field, The Ghoſt of Ceſar hath appear'd to me 
| Labioand Flaviss (et our Battailes on : Two ſeverall times by Night : at Sardis,once; 
| Tis three a clocke, and Romans yet ere night,  - . | Andthis laſt Night, here inPhilippt fields : 
We ſhall try fortune inaſecond fight. Exeunt, | I know my houre is come. 
Yolkm. Not ſo, my Lord. 
Hlarum, Enter Brutus, Meſſala, Cato, Lucilins, - Bre. Nay, I amſure its, YVolummins. BY 
and Flavins. | | Thouſceſtthe world, Yolwmmins, how it goes, 
Bru. Yet Country men : O yet, hold-pp your heads. | Our Enemies haye beatusrothe Pir:: Low Alaram. | 
| Cato, What Baſtard doth not? who will goe with me? | It is more worthy, to leape in our ſelves, | 
I will proclaime my name about the Field, Thentarry till they puſh us. Good Volumnigs, 
| lam the Sonne of Adarcus Caro, hoe. | { Thou knowl, that we two went toSchoole together : þ 
| A Foeto Tyrants, and my Countries friend. Even for that our love of old ,I prethee 
1I am the Sonne of Marens ( ato, hoe. | Hold thou my Sword Hilts, whileſt I runneon jt, ____ | 
| 2 © Enter Sohldiers, and fight. Pol. Thats not an Oilice for a friend, my Lord. | 
| And I am Brutus, Marcus Brmtns, 1. : Alarum ſtill, 
Gs F nn 3. F 


; 


| 


| 


That heve but labour'd, to attaine this houre. 


I 


The Trageds of Fulus ( ſar. 


m1 


Ch. Fly, flye my Lord,there is no tarrying heere. 
Bru. Farewell to you, and you, and you Volumnin. 
Strato, thou haſt bin all this while a ſleepe : 
Farewell to thee, to Sereto, Countrymen : 

My heart doth joy, that yet all my life, 

I toundno man, but he was true to me. 

I ſhall have glory by this looſing day | 
More then Oftavjues, and CMarke eAntory, | 
By this vile Conqueſt ſhall attaine unto. 

So fareyouwell ar once, for Brutw tongue 
Hathalmoſt ended his lives Hiſtory : 

Night hangs upon mine eyes, my Bones would reft, 


Alarum. Cry within; Flye, fe, flye. 
_ Ch. Fly my Lord, flye, 
Bru. Hence : I will follow : 
I pretheec Stratos, ſtay thou by thy Lord, 
Thou art a fellow of a good reſpect : 
Thy life hath had ſome ſmatch of honor init. 
Hold then my Sword, and turne away thy face," 
While I doe run upon it. Wilt thou Seraro ? 
Stre. Give me your hand firſt. Fare you well my Lord. 
' Bra, Farewell good Serate. (ſer, now be ſtill, 
I kil'd not thee with halfe ſo good a will. Dyes, 


Alarum, Retreat. Enter Antony, Oflavins, Meſſala, 
Lucille, and the eArmy. 
Ota. What man is that ? 


————  _—_—— 


Meſſa, My maſters man.Strraro, where is thy Maſter? 
Stre. Free from the Bondage. you are in TMeſſals, 
The Conquerors can but make a fire of him; 
For Brut onely overcame himſelfe, 
And no manelſec hath honor by his death. 
Lxci. So Bras (ſhould be found. I thanke thee Brutu 
Thar thou haſt prov'd Lacilins ſaying true. 
O7a. All that ferv'd Brute, I willentertaine them, 
Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy time with me ? 
Stra. 1, if Meſſala will preferre me to you, 
Ota, Doe lo, good Heſſala, 
Meſa. How dyed my Strate. 
Stra. I held the Sword, and he did run on it. 
Meſſa, Ottavins, thenrake him to follow thee, 
That did the lateſt ſervice to my Maſter. 
Ant. This was the Nobleſt Roman of them all : 
All the Conſpirators ſave onely he, | 
Did that they did, in envy of great Ceſar: 
He, onely in a generall honeſt thought, 
And common good toall, made one of them» 
His life wasgentlc,and the Elements 
Somixtinhim, that Nature might ſtand up, 
And fay to all the world ; This was a man. 
Ofa. According to his Vertue, let us uſe him 
Withall reſpe&, and rites of Buriall. 
Within my Tent his bones to night ſhall Iyc, 
Moſt like a Souldier ordered honorably : 
Socall the field to reſt, and lets away, 


To part the glories of this happy day. FExennt owne:. 
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1 Where the 
2 Vpon the Heath, | 
3 There to meet with Macbeth, 
I I come, Gray-Malkin. 


— 


_ 


_— ——— 


—_— — Hl 


«2 


2 ——_ TC ST OW OS 


 Afttus Primus. Scena Prima, 


Thunder, and Lightning. Enter three Pitches. 


&rFÞ Hen ſhall we three meet againe ? 


All, Padocke cal 
Hover through the fogge and filthy ayre. 


—— — — 


Z In Thunder, Lightning, erin Raine ? 


2 Whenthe Hurley-burleys done; 


W hen the Battailes loſt and wonne. 


3 That wallbe ererheſet of Suune, 


place? - 


[s anon:faire is foule, and foule is faire, 


Exeunt. 


i 4 CR __——— 
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Scena Secunda, 


mm—C_—_—— 


Alarum within, Enter King, CMalcolme, Donal- 


baine, Lenox, with attendants, meeting 
a bleeding Captaine. 


King. What bloody man is that? he can reports 
Asſecmeth by his plight, of the Revolr 
The neweſt ſtate, 

Mat. This is the Serjeant, 
Who like a g00d and hardy Souldier fought 
| Gainſt my Captivity: Haile : haile brave friend'; 
Say to the King, the knowledge of the broyle, 
As thou didit leave tt, 

Cap. Doubtfull it tood, 4 | 
As two ſpent Swimmers, that doecling together, 
And choake their Art : The mercileſſe 
(Worthy to be a Rebell, for to that 
The multiplying Villaines of Nature 
Doe ſwarme upon him) from the Weſterne Ifles 
Of Kernes and Gallow glaſſes is ſupply'd, 
And Fortune on his damned Quarry {miling, 
Shew'd like a Rebells W hore : but al's too weake ; 


acdonnet 


For brave Macbeth (well hedeſerves that Name) 
Diſdayning Fortune, with his brandiſht Steele, 


= "ORR TEE; 


Which ſmoak'd with bloody execution 

(Like Valours Minion) cary'd out his paſſage, 
Till he fac'd the Slave : | |; 
Whichneu'r ſhooke hands, nor bad farewell to him, 
Till he unſeam'd him from the Naveroth*Chops, 
And fix d his head upon-our Battlements. 


| Wherethe Norweyan Banmars flowt the Sky, 


| Afliſted by that moſt difloyall Traytor, 


— 


King, Diſmaid not this our Captaines, Xſfacberh and 
Banguoh ? 
Cap. Yes, as Sparrowes Eagles ; 
Or the Hare, the Lyon . 
If1 fay ſooth, I muit report they were 
As Cannons over-charg'd with double Crackes 
So they doubly redoubled ſtroakes on the Foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in recking Wounds, 
Or memorize another Golporha, . 
I cannor tell : but I am faint, 
My Gafhes cry tor helpe. | 
. King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds 
They 1mackxe of Honor both : Goe get him Surgeons. 


Emer Roſſe and Angus. 
Whocomes here? | 
CHal. The worthy Thane of Rofſe. 
Lenox, What haſt lookes through his eyes? 
So ſhould he looke, that ſeemes to ſpeake things ſtrange. 
Roſſe. God ſavethe King. 
King, Whence cam'it thou, worthy Thave ? 
Roſe, From Fife, great King, - 


And fanne our people cold, | 
Norway t:imſclte, with terrible numbers, 


The Thane of Cawdor, begana diſmall Confii,' 
Till rat B-fong's Bridegroome,lapt in proote, 
Contronted bim with ſcife-compariſons, 
Pointagainſt Point, rebellious Arme gainit Arme, 
Curbing his laviſh ſpirit: andto conclude, | 
The Victory fellonus, | 

King. Great happinefle. 

Roſſe. That now Sweno, the Norwayes King, 
Craves compoſition : | 
Nor would we deigne him buriall of his men, 
Till he disbuffed, at'S2int Colmes-bill, 
Ten thouſand Dollars, to our generall uſe, 


_— 
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"The Trazedieof «Macheth, 


King, No more that Thave of Cawdor ſhall deceive 
Our Boſome intereſt ; Goe pronounce his preſent death, 
And with his former Title great e /acbeth. 

Roſe. Tle ſee it done. 

King, W hat he hath loſt, Noble Macbeth hath wonne- 


Exennte 


Scena Tertia. 


- $— — ——__ 


Thunder, Enter the three Watches, 


— GC O— RY E— 


1 Where haſt thou, been, Siſter e 
2 Killing Swine. 
3 Siſter, where thou ? ; 
I A Saylors Wife had Cheſtnurs in her Lappe, 
And mounchr,and mounchr, and mouncht : 
Give me, quoth I, 
Aroynt thee, Witch, the rumpe-fed Ronyon cryes, 
Her husbandsto Aleppo gene, Maſter oth' Teger : 
But ina Syve lle thither ſayle, 
And likea Rat withour a tayle, 
Le doe, Ile doe, and Ile doe. 
2 Ile givethee a Wind. 
z Th art kind. 
3 And Ianother. | 
x I my fclfe have allthe other, 
And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know. 
Ith' Ship-mans Card. 
Tle dreyne him dry as Hay : 
Slcepe ſhall neither Nyght nor day 
Hang upon his Penthouſe Lid : 
He ſhall livea man forbid : 
Weary Seu'nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peake, and pine : 
Though his Barkecannot beloſt, 
Yet it ſhallbe Tempeſt-tolt. 
Looke what I have. 

2 Shew me, ſhew me. 

I Here I havea Pilots Thumbe, 
Wrackt, as homeward he did come. 

3 A Drumme, a Drumme: 
Aacbethdoth come. | 

el. The wey ward Siſters, handin hand 
Poſters of the Sea and Land. 

Thus doe goe, about, abour, 
Thice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice againe, to make up nine. 


Drum within. 


| Peace, the Charme's wound up. 


Enter Macbeth and Bauguo, 


Aach. So foule and faire a day I have not ſeenc. 
Baxq. How farrcis't call'd to Soris ?. What aretheſe, 
So wither d, and ſo wilde in their atryre, 
That looke not like th'imhabitants oth'Earth, 
And yetarcon't? Live you, or are you aughc 
That man may \ wh ? you ſceme to -— 7" me, 
By each ar once her choppy finger laying 


| Vpon her skinny Lips : you ſhould be Women, 


And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret 
Tharyou are ſo. i 


Aac. Speakeif you can :'whatare you ? 
I All baile Macbeth, haile totheeT have of Glamis 
2 All haileCHacberh, haile to thee Thene of Cawdor. 
3 All baile Macheth, that ſhalt be King hereafter. 
Berg. Good fir, why doe you ftart,and ſceme to feare 
Things that doe ſound fo faire? ith* name of truth 
Are ye fantaſticall, or that indeed 


| Which outwardly ye ſhew > My Noble Partner 


You greet, with preſent Grace, and great predi&tion 
Of Noble having, and of Royall hope, 
That he ſeemes wrapt withall ; tome you ſpeake not, 
If you canlooke intothe Seedes of Time, | 
And ſay, which Graine will grow, and which willnot, 
Speake then to me, who neither begge, nor feare 
Your fayors, nor your hate, 
_ 1 Hayle. 

2 Hayle, 

3 Hayle. 

1 Leſſer then Macbeth, and greater. 

2 Not ſo happy, yet much happyer. 

3 Thou ſhalt ger Kings, though thou be none : 
So all haile CHachetb, and Banguo. 

1 Banquo, and Macbeth,all haile. 

Mach. Stay you imperfe&t Speakers,teilme more : 
By Sinells death, I knoiw I am Thaxe of Glamis, 
But how, of Cawdor ? the Thane of Cawdor lives 
A proſperous Gentleman : Ando be King, 
Stands not withia the proſpet of beliefe, 
No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ſtrange Intelligence, or why 
Vpon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way 
With ſuch Prophetique greeting ? 
Speake, i charge you. Witches vaniſh, 

Bag. Theearth hath bubbles, as the Water has, 


| And theſearcof them : whetherare they vaniſh'd? 


Mach. Into the Ayre and what ſeem'd corporal, 
Melted, as breath into the Winde. 
Would they had ftaid. 

Bang. Were \uch things here, as we doe ſpeake about? 
Or have we eaten on the inſane Root, 
That takes the Reaſon Priſoner ? 

Mach. Your Chiidren ſhall be Kings. 

ZBaxq. You ſhall be King. 

CHach, And Thene of Cawdor too : went itnotſo ? 

Baxg. Toth' ſelfe-ſame tune, and words : whos here 


Enter Roſſe, and Angus. 


Roſſe, The King hath happily receiv'd, acberh, 
The newes of thy ſacceſle ; and when he reades 
Thy perſonall Venture in the Rebels fight, 

His wonders and his Praiſes doe contend, 

Which ſhould bethine, or his : filenc'd withthar, 
In viewing o're therelt o'th'ſclfe-ſame day, 

He findes thee in the ſtout Norweyan Rankes, 
Nothing a feard of what thy ſeife didſt make 
Strange Images of death, as thicke as Tale 

Can poſt with poſt, and every one did beare 

Thy prayſes in his Kingdomes great defence, 

And powr'd them downe before him. 

Ang. Weare ſent, © 
To give thee from our Royall Maſter thankes, 
Onely to herrald thee into his ſight, 

Not pay thee. | 

Roſſe. And for ancarneſt of agreater honor, 

He bad me, from him; call thee Thane of Cawdor : 


—] 


| 
| 


| 


———_ 


The Tragedie of eMacheth. 


———— 


fn which addition, baile moſtworthy Thave, 
For it is thine, a: | 
Bang, W hat can the Devill ſpeake true ? 
Macb. The Thane of Cawdor lives: 
Why doe youdrefſe mein his borrowed Robes? 
- Ang. Who was the Thane, hives yer, 
' But under heavy judgement bearcs thatlife, 
Which he deſerves tolooſe. - 
| Whether he was combin'd with thoſe of Norway, 
Or elſe did lyne the Rebell with hidden helpe, 
And vantage ; or that with both he labour'd 
In his Countryes wracke, I know not : 
But Treaſons Capitall, confcſs'd, and prou'd, 
Have overthrowne him. _ _. 
HMacb. Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor: 
The greatelt is behind. Thankes for your paines- 
Doe you not hope your Children ſhall be Kings, 
When thoſe thar gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis'd no lefle to them. | 
Bang. T hat truſted home, _ 
Might yet enkindle you unto the Crowne, 
Belides the Thave of Cawdor. But tis {trange : 
And oftentimes, to winne us to our harme, 
1 The Inſtruments of Darkneſſe tell us Truths, 
Winne us with honeſt Trifles, to betrays 
In deepeſt conſequence. 
Couſins, a word, I pray yous, 
| ach. Twotruthsare told, 
As happy Prologues to the ſwelling Acte | | 
Of the imperiallTheame. I thanke you Gentlemen : | 
This ſupernaturall ſolliciting 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. 
IFill ? why hath it given meearneſt of ſucceſle, 
Commencing in a Truth ? I am There of Cawdor. 
If good ? why doe yeeld to that ſuggeſtion, 
W hoſe horrid Image doth unfixe my heire, 
And make my ſcated Reart knockeat my Ribbes, 
Againſt the uſe of nature? Preſent Feares 
Areleſſethcn horrible imagirangs : 
My thought, wholc Murther yet is 
Shakes ſo my fingle {tate of Man, 
That function is {mother'd in ſurmuſe, 
And nothing is, but what 1s not, 
| Bang. Looke how our Partnersr2pts 
Mach. It chance will have me King, 
Why Chance may Crowne me, 
Without my ſtirre. 


but fantaſticall, 


P 


Bang. New honors come upon him | 
Like our ſtrange Garments, cleavenot totheir mould, 
But with the aid of uſe. 

Mach, Come what come may, | 
Time, and the houre, runs through the rougheſt Day» 
| Bang. Worthy THacherb, we tay upon your leytures 

AMacb. Give me your favour : | 
My dull Braine was wrought withthings forgotten. 
| Kind Gentlemen, your painesare regiltzed, 

Whereevery day Iturne the Leafe, 
10 rade them. 146 
Let us toward the King ; thinke upon 

W hat hath chanc'd : and at more time; 
The /nterim having weigh'd it, let ysſpeake 
Our free hearts cachto other. ; 

Bang. Very gladly, , | 

AMeacb. Till then cnough : 

Come friends, gp 
Extent. 


4 


_— 


Scana Quarta. 


Flouriſh, Enter King, Lenox, Malcotme, 
Donalbaine, and Attendants. 


King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? 
Arc not thoſe in Commilion yet return'd ? 
Hal, My Liege, they are not yet come backe. 
But I have ſpoke with one that ſaw him dye : 
Who did report, that very frankly he 


Confeſs'd his Treaſons, implor'd your Highneſſc Pardon 


And ſet forth a deepe Repentance : 
Nothing in his Lite bun him, 
Like the leaving it. He dy'de, 
As one that had beene itudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareſt thing he ow'd, 
Astwerea careleſſe Trifle. 
King. Theres na Art, 
To finde the mindes conſtruction in the face : 
He was aGentleman, on whom I bailt 
Anabfolute Truſt. | 
Emer Macbeth, Banqao, Roſie, and Angnis 
O worthyeſt Couſin, 
The finne of my ingratitudeeven gow | 
Was heavy on me. Thouart ſo farre before, 
That ſwifreſt Wine of Recompence is flow: 
To overtake thee. Would thou hadlt lefle deſery'd, 
That the proportion both of thankes, and payment, 
Might have beene mine : onely I have left to ſay, 
More is thy due, then morethen all can pay. 
CMacb, The ſervice, and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it payes it ſelfe; | 
Your highneſle part, isto receive our Duties : 
And our Duties are to your Throne; and State, 
Children, and Servants; whichdpe but vx har they 
By doing every thing fafe toward your Love 
And honor, 
King, Welcome hither : | 
I have begunro plant thee, and will labour 


To make thee full of gro ving. Noble Þanguo, - 


That haſt nolefle deſerv*d, nor muſt be knowne 
Nolefſe to have done fo : Letmecnfold thee, 
And ho!dthee tomy heart, 

Bang. There if Igrow, 
The Harveſt is your owne- 

King. My plenteous joyes, 
Wanton in fulneſſe, ſeeketo hidethemſelves 
1n drops of forrow. Sonnes, Kinſman, Thanes, 


| And you whoſe places are the neareſt, know, 


We willeſtabliſh our Eſtate upon 

Our eldeſt, Matcolme, whom we name heareafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland : which honor muſt 
Not unaccompained, inveſt him onely. 

But Ggnes of Nobleneſle, like Starres ſhall ſhine 


| On all deſervers. From henceto Envernes 


Andbind us further to you. | 


Mac. The Reſt islabour, which isnotus'd for you : 


Hebe my (clfe the Herbenger, and make joy full 
The hearing of my Wife, with your approach: 
So humbly take my leave. 

King. My worthy Cawdor, * © | 


Mach. The Prince of Cumberland: that is a lep, 


' On which Imuſt fall downe, or cife o're leape, 
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ſhould 
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For inmy way it lyes. . Starres hide your fires, 

Let not Light ſce my blacke and deepe deſires; 

The cye winke at the hand : yet let that be, : 

| Which the Eye feares, when it is doneto ſee. —Ex#, 
King. True, worthy Banquo: he is full ſo valiant, 

Andin his commendations, I am fed : 

It isa Banquet tome. Lets after him, 

' Whoſe care isgone before, to bid us welcome: 


It is a peerelefle Kinſman. Exenunt. 


CO 


 Scana Quinta. 
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£39 | | 
Enter Macheths Wife alone with a Litter. 


Lady. T hey met me inthe day of ſucceſſe: and I have learn'd 
by the perfeltſt report, they have more *m them, then mortall 
knowledge. When 1 burnt in acfire to queſtion them furtber, 
they made themſelves Ayre, into which th'y vaniſh'd. Whiles 
I ſtored rapt in the wonder of it, cam: Miſſines from the King, 
who all hail d me Thane of Cawdor by which Title before theſe 
weyward $1Hters ſaluted me, and referr d me to the comming on 
of time, with haile K ng that ſhalt be. This have [ theugur 
good to deliver thee (my deareft Dartner of Greamneſſe) that 
thow might it not looſe the des of rejoycing by being ignorant 
of what Greatneſſe is promis d thee. Lay it to thy heart, and 
farewell. 
Glamisthou art, and Cawdor, and ſhalt be h 
What thou act promis'd : yet doe I feare thy Nature, 
It istoo full o'th' Milke of humane kindnefle, 
Tocatchthe neereſt way. Thou wouldft be great, 
Art not without Ambition, but without 
The iilneſſe ſhould artend it. What thou wouldſt highly, 
That wouldit thou holily : woulditnor play falſe, 
And yet wouldſt wrongly winne. = 
Thouldſt have, great Glamis, that which cryes, 
Thus thou muit doe, if thou have it ; 
And that which rather thou dot feare todoe, + 
Then wiſheſt ſhoald be undone. High thee hither, 
That I may powre my Spirits in thine Eare, 
And chaſtiſe with the valour of my Tongue 
Allthatthee hinders from the Golden Ronnd, - 
Which Fate and Metaphy ficall ayde duth ſeeme 
To have thee crown'd withall, Emer Heſſenter, 
W hat is your tidings ? 
 eAeſſ, The king comes here to Night. 

Lady. Thou'rt mad to ſay it. 
Is not thy Maſter with him ? who, wer't ſo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 

Meſſ. $0 pleaſe you, it 1s true : our Thave1is comming 
One of my fcilowes had the ſpeed of him ; 

Whoalmoſt dcad for breath, had ſcarcely more 
Then would make up his Mcflage. 

Lady. Give bim tending, 

He brings greatnewes. . Exit Meſſenger. 
The Raven himſelte 1s hoarſe, 

That croakes the fatallentrance of Dancane 

Vnder my Battlements. Come you Spirits, 

Thattend on mortallthoughts, unſex me here, 

And fill me from the Crowneto the Toe, top-full 

Of direſt Cruelty : make thicke my blood, 

Stop up tl accefle and paſſage to Remorſe, 

That no compundtious viſitings of Nature 


— 


Shake my fell purpole, nor keepe peace betweene 
Th'efſe&t, and ble. Take to _ aA Brelts, 
And take my Milke for Gall, you murth'ring Miniſters, 
Where-eyer, in your ſightleſſe ſubſtances, 
You wait on Natures Miſchicfe, Come thicke Night, 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoake of hell, 
That my keene Knife ſee not the Woundit makes, 
Nor heaven peepe through the Blanket of the darke, 
To cry, hold, hold: Emer HMacbah, 
Great Glamis, worthy Cawdor, 
Greater then both, by the all-haile hereafter, 
Thy Letters have tranſported me beyond 
This ignorant preſent, and I feele now 
The future in the inſtant, 
Mach, My deareſt Love, 
Dwenxcane comes hereto Night. 
« Lady. And when goes hence ? 
each. To morrow, as he purpoſes. 
Laay. O never, 
Shall Sunne that Morrow ſee. 
Your Face, my Thaye, is asbooke, where men 
May reade ſtrange matters, to beguile the time, 
Looke like the time, beare welcome in yaur Eye, 
Your hand, your Tongue: looke like the innocent flower, 
But berthe Serpent under't. He thats comming, 
Muſt be provided for : and you ſhall put 
This Nights great buſineſſe into my diſpatch, 
Which ſhali to all our Nights, and Dayes to come,' 
Give ſolely ſoveraigne ſway, and Maſtcrdome. 
Aacb. We will ſpeake further. 
Lady. Onely looke up cleere : 
To alter favor; ever is to feare : 
Leave allthe reſt to me. 


Scena Sexta. 


cs 


Hoboyjes, and Torches. Enter K ing, Malcolme, Donalbaine, 
Bangus, Lenox, Macduffe, Roſſe , Angis, 
and Artenaans. 


- King. This Caſtle hath a pleaſant ſear, 
The ayre nimbly and ſweetly xccommends it ſelf 
Vnto our gentle ſences. 

Bang. This Gueſt of Summer, 

The Temple-haunting Barlet does approve, 

By his loued Manſonry, that the Heavens breath, 

Smells wooingly here : no Iutty frieze, 

Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird 

Hath made his pendant Bed, andprocreant Cradle, 

W herethey muſt breed, and haunt ; I have obſerv'd 

The ayre is delicate. Exter Lady. 

Kmmg. See, ſee, our honor'd Hoſteſle : 

: Thelove that followes us, ſometime is onr trouble, 
Which ſtill we thanke as Love. Herein I teach you, 
How you ſhall bid god-eyld us for your paines, 

And thanke us for your trouble. 

Lady. All our ſervice, | 

In every point twice done, and then done double, 

Were poor, and fingle Buſinefſe, to contend 

Againſt thoſe honors deepe, and broad, 


| Wherewith your Majeſty loades our houſe : 


For thoſe of old, and the late Dignitics, 
| Heap'd up to them, we reſt your Hermites. 
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The Tragedieof <Macbeth. 


King. Wheresthe Thane of Cawdor? 
Wecourſt him at the hecles, and hada purpoſe ' 
To be his P urveyor : Burt he rides well, . 
| And his great Love (ſharpeat his Spurre)bath 
' Tobis home before us : Faire and Noble Holteſle 
| Weare your gueſt to night. 

Laay. Y our Servantsever, ; 
Havetheirs, themſelves, and what istheirs1n compt, 
1 To make their Audir at your higneſle pleaſure, 
Still to returne your owne. 

King. Give me your hand : & 5-0 
Conduct me to mine Hoſt we love him highly, 
| And ſhall continue, our Graces towards him 
By your leave Hoſtefle, 


Scana 8 eptima. 


Enter a Sewer, and divers Servants with Diſbes and Service 
over the Stage. Then enter Macbeth. 

| Macb,If it were done, when tis donegthen twer well, 

It were done quickly : if th' Aſſaſſination 

Could trammellup the Conſequence, and catch 

With his ſurceaſe, Succeſfle : that but this blow 

Might be the be all, and the cnd all. Heere, 

But heere, upon this Banke and Schoole of time, 

We'ld jampethe life to come. Bur in theſe Caſes, 

We {till have judgement heere, that we but teach 

Bloudy inſtructions, which being taught; returne 

To plague th'Ingredience of our poyſon'd Challice 

To our owne lips. Hes here in double truſt ; 

Firſt, as Iam his Kinſman, and his ſubjeR, 

Strong both againſt the Deed : then, as his Hoſt, 

Who ſhould againſt his Murtherer ſhut the doore, 

Not bearethe knife my ſ(clfe. Beſides, this Duncane 

Hath borne this Faculties ſo meeke : bath bin 

So cleere in his great Onlice, that his Vertues . 

Will plcade like Angels, Trumpet-tongu'd a 

The deepe damnation of histaking oft : 

And Pitty, like a naked Newborne-babe, 

Striding the blaſt, or heavens Cherubin, hors*d 

Vpon the ſizhtlefſe Curciors of the Ayre, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 

That teares ſhall drowne the winde. 1 have no Spurre 

Topricke the ſides of my intent, but onely 

Vaulting Ambition, which ore-leapes it ſelfe, 

And falles on th'other. 

How now 2 What Newes? 
La.He hasalmoſt ſupt:why have youleftthe cha 
Mac. Hath he ask'd for me? 
Lady. Know you not, he has ? 
CMac. We will proceed no furt 

He hath honour'd me of late, and I have bought 

Golden Opinions from all ſorts of people, 

Which would be worne now in their neweſt gloſſe, 

Not caſt aſide ſo ſoone. | 

. Lady. Was the hopedrunke, = 

W herein you dreſt your ſelfe? hath it{lept ſince ? 

And wakes it now to looke ſo greene, and pale, 

At what it did ſo freely? From this time, 

Such TI account thy love. Art thou affear'd 

Tobe the ſame in thine owne AR, and:Valour, 

As thouart in deſire? Would(t thou bavethat 


ber in this Buſineſle : 


Which thou efteem'ſtrhie Ornament of Life, 
Andlive a Coward in thineowne Eſteeme ? 
Letting I dare not, wait upon I would, 
Like the poore Cat i'th'Addage. 

Marb. Prethee peace : 
1 dare doe all that may become aman, | 
Who dares no more, is none. 

Lady. Whatbeaſt was'tthen 
That made you break®#this enterprize to me ? 
| When you qdurſt doe ir, then you were a man : 
And to be morethen what you were, you would ' 
Be ſo much more the man, Nor time, nor place 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 
They have madethemſelves, and that their fitnefſe now | 
Do's unmake you. I have given Sucke, and know 
Hoy tender tis to love the Babethat milkes me, 
I would, while it was ſ\myling in my face, 
Have = my Nipple from his bonelefle Gummes, 
And daſhrt the Branes out, had I but ſo\worne 
Asyou have doneto this. 

Mach. If we ſhould faile ? 

Lady. Wefaile ? 
But ſcrew your couragetothe ſticking place, 
And we'll not faile : when Danecanis alleepe, | 
(Wheretothe rather ſhall his dayes-hard Iourney | 
Soundly invite him) his two Chamberlaines | 
Will I with Wine, and Waſſell, ſo convince, 
| That Memory, the Warder ofthe Braine, 
Shall bea Fume, and the Receitof Reaſon 
A Lymbecke onely . when in Swiniſh ſleepe, 
Their drenched Natures lyeas ina Death, 
What cannot you and I performe upon 
Th'unguarded Duncan ? What not put upon - 
| His-ſpungy Onlicers ? who ſhall beare the guilc "- 
| Of qur great quell. 5 

5. Bring forth Mey-Children onely ; 
| For thyundaunted Mettle ſhonld compoſe | 
Nothing but Males. Will it not be receiv'd, | 
When we have mark'd with blood thoſe fleepy two 
Of his owne Chamber, and us'dtheir very Daggers, 
Thatthey have dor'e ? 

Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
| As weſhall makeour Gricfes and Clamor rore, © 

Vpon hisdeath ? ; EEES 

Mach. Iam ſettled, andbend up 
Each corporall Agent to this terrible Fear, 
Away, and mocke the time with faireſt ſhow, 
| Faiſe Face muſt hide what the falſe heart ddth kndyw, 
£xenn, 


Aftus Secuudus, Scana Prima. 
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Enter Banquo, and Fleance, with aTorch 
before bin. 


| Bang. How goes the Night, Boy ? TY 

| Fleence. The Moone is downe : I havenor heard the | 

Bang. And ſhe goesdowneat Twelve. _ | 
Fleen, I take't, tis later, Sir. © SR RE 
Bang. Hold, take my Sword : | 

There's Husbandry in Heaven, | 

Their Candles are all out - takethee that too. | 


x 
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| This Diamond hegreets your W1 


4 In ſeeking to augment it, 
1 My boſome franchigd, and Allegeance care, 


{- Atach, Good repoſe the while. 


{ Mineeye: [- 
Oral worth all the reſt 


| Whichwas not ſo 
[ It is the bloody Buſincfley which informes 


| 


j 


| 


\ The handlc toward my 
] 1 have thee not, andyet 1 ſee thee (till, 
4 Art thou notfatall Viſion, ſenſible 

| Tofeeling, as to ſight ? or art thou but 


; 


wedicof IMiacheth, 


a heavy Summons lyes like Leadupon me, 


And yct I wouldnot ſleepe :- tf b4-4 
Mercifull Powers, reſtraine in me the curſed thoughts 
That Nature gives way.to in repoſe. 


Emer Macheth, anda $ ervant with aToreh. 


Givs me my Sword : whos there ? + -. 

Aacb, A friend, ge 

Bang. What Sir, not yet at reſt ? the Kingsa bed. 
He hath beene in unuſualipleaſure. 
And ſent forth a great. Largeſle to yeur Oilices. 

FA withall, 

By the name of moſt kind: hoſteſle, 
And ſhut it up in meaſureleſſe content. 

Macb. Being unprepar'd, 
Our will became the ſervant todefect, 


{| Whichelſe ſhould free haye wrought, 


Bang. Alls well. 


11 dreampr laſt Night ofthe three weyward Siſters + 
4 To youthey have ſhew'd ſome trurh. 


Hacb. I thinke not of them : 


'4 Yetwhen we can intreat an houre to ſerve, +» _. 
| We would ſpend itin ſome words upon that Buſinefle, 


If you.would graunt the time. 
Ban. At your kindit leyſure* nia 24:49 
Aacb, If you ſhall-cleaveto my conſent, 

When tis, it ſhall make honor for.you.- 

Bang. So TIloſe none, - 


but fill keepe | 
I ſhall be counſail'd, 


Baxg. ThankesSir : the like to you., Ext Banguo: 


Mach, Goe bid thy Miſtreſſe, when my drinke is ready 
:| She ſtrike upen the Bell; Get thee to bed, 
1 Is this adagger, which I {ce before me, 
'hand? Come, let me clutch thee: 


Exir, 


-++ A 


A Dagger of the Minde,a falſe Creation, 


4 Proceeding from the heat-opprefſed Braine? 

1 1ſcethee yet, 1n forme as palpable, 

1 As this which now I' draw. " 

 Thon marſhalſt me the way that I was going, 
1 And ſuch an inſtrument I was touſe. . 


ara made the fooles o'th'other Senſes, 
Or! : I fecthee ſtill; 
Anddfithy blade, and Dudgeon, Gouts of blood, 
before. There's no ſuch thing : 


Thus to minecyes. Now ore the one halfe World 


{ Nature ſeemes dead, and wicked Dreames abuſe 
| The Curtain'dfleepe : Witchcraft celebrates 


Pale Heceates Offrings: and wither d Murther,. 


| Alarum'd by his Centinell, the.Wolfe, 
| Whoſe howlcs his Watch, thas with bis ſtealthy pace, 


With Trquineraviſhing fides, towards hisdeſigne:.*: 
Slike a Ghot- Thea ſowreand firme-ſerEarth 


Moe 


| Heare not my ſteps, which they may walke, for feare - 
| Thy very ſtonesprateef my where-about,'  * ..-: 


And take the preſent horror fromhetime, | . 
Which now ſates with.it.. W hiles I threat, he lives: 
Wordstothe heat of deeds too cold breath gives... 
| ...A Belrings. | 


FR 


I goe, and it is done 2 the bell invites me. 
Heare it not; Danzane, for itisa Knell. . 
That fammons thee to heaven, or to hell, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Lady. 


W hat hath quench'd thera, hath given me fire. (bold : 
dearke, peace: it was the Owle that ſhriek'd, 
The fatall Bell-man,which gives the ſtern'ſt geod-night, 
He 1s about it, the Dooresare open : 
And the ſurfeted Gruomes doe mocke their charge 
With Snores. I have drugg'dtheir Poſſets, 
That death and Nature doe contend about them, 
Whether they live, or dye, 
Enter Macbeth. 

Mach, Whosthere ? what hoa ? 

Lady, Alacke, Iam afraid they have awak'd, 
And tis not done” th'atrempr, and nor the deed, 
Confounds us : hearke : I laid their Daggers ready, 


't Hecould not mifſe em. Had he not refembled 


; My father as heſlept, I had don't. _ 
My husband? 
CMacb. Ihavedone the deed : 
Didſt thou nor heare anoyſe? 
Ladj.I heard the Owle ſchreame,andthe Crickets cry 
Did not you fpeake ? 
CMach. When? 
Leaj. Now. 
CMacb. As Ideſcended ? 
Lads. 1. 
AMacb. Hearke, wholyes ith'ſecond Chamber ? 
Lady. Donalbaine, 
Aﬀecb. This is a ſorry ſight. 
Las). A tooliſhthoughr, to ſay a ſorry ſight. 
Macb. Theres one did laugh ins ſleepe, ; 
And one cry*d Nlurther, that they did wake each other : 


| I ſtood, and heard them : butrthey did ſay their Prayers, 
| Andaddreſt them againe to ſleepe. 


Lady. There are two lodg'd together. 
Mach. One cry'd Godbleſſeus, and Amen the other, 


| As they had ſeene me with theſe hangmans hands: 
Liſtning their feare, I could not ſay Amen, 


W hen they did ſay God blefſe us. 

Lady. Conſider it not ſodeepely. 

"Mach. But wherefore couldnce I pronounce Amen ? 
I had moſt necd ofbleffing,and Amen ſtuck in my throat 
Lady, Theſe deeds muſt notbe thought 
After theſe wayes : ſo, it will make us mad. 

Aasb.Me thought I hearda voyce cry, ſleepe no more: 
Hacbeth does murther Sleepe, the innocent ſleepe, 
Sleepe that knits up the ravel'd fleeveof Care, 

The death of cach dayes Life, ſore Labors Bath, 
Balme of hurt Mitides, great Natures ſecond Courſe, 
Chicfe nouriſher 1n lifes feaſt, | 

Lady. W hat doe you meane ? | 

Mach. Still it ery'd,fleepe no more toall the houle : 
Glamis hath murtherd ſleepe,and therefore Cawdor 
Shall-fleepe no more : Macbeth ſhall ficepe no more. 

Lad. \W ho was it, that thuscry'd ? why worthy Thane, 
You doeunbend your Noble ſtrength, to thinke 


So braine-ſickly of things : Goe get ſome Water, ed 


———_— 
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La. That which hath madethem drunke,bath made me | 


| 
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And wah this filthy Witneſſe from your Hand, 
Why did you bring theſe Daggers from the place? 
They moſt lyethere : goe carry them, and {mcare 
The ſleepy Groomes with blood, 
CAlach. Ile goc no more : 
Tamafraid, to thinke what I have done : 
Looke on't againe I dare nots 
Lay, Inftirme of purpoſe : 
Give me the Daggers : the ſleeping, and the dead, 
Are but as Pictures : 'tis the Eye of Child-hood, 
That fearesa painted Divell. If he doe bleed, 
Ie guildethe Faces of the Groomes withall, 
For it muſt ſeeme their Guilts | 
K noche within. 


Mach. Whence isthat knocking ? 
How is't with me, when every noyſeappalls me ? 
| What Hands arc here? hah: theyplucke out mine Eyes 
Will all great Aeprwnes Ocean waſh this blood 
Cleane from my Hand?no:this my Hand wall rathe 
The multitudinous Seas incarnardine, : 
Making the Greene one, Red. 


Exit. 


Enter Laaj. DET. 
| Lady. My hands are of your colour: but I ſhame 
\ | To weare a heart ſo white. Knocke. 
| I hearea knocking at the South cntry : 
Retyre we to our Chamber ; 
Alittle Water cleares us of this deed. 
How cafſie is itthen ? your Conſtancie 


Hath left you unzttended, Knocks. 
Hearke, niore knocking. | 
Ger on your ns leſt occaſion call us, 
And ſhew vs to be Watchers : be not loſt 
So poorely in your thoughts. | 
HMacb. To know my deed, Knocke, 
''Twere beſt not know my ſelfe. 

Wake Dw#ncar with thy knocking: 
I would thou could ſt. | Exennt 

Scena Tertia, 

Emer & Porter. 
K mocking within. 


Porter, Heere's 2 knocking indeed: if a' man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, hee ſhould have old turning the 
Key. MKyocke, Knock, Knock, Knock. Who's there 
ith'name of Belzebub? Here's a Farmer, that hang'd 


Napkinsenough about you, here you'le ſwear for't. Knock, 
| Knock,Knock. Who's there in th'other Devils Name ? 
Faith here's an Equivocator, that could fweare in both 
'} the Scales,againſt eyther Scale, who committed Treaſon. 
| enough for Gods ſake, yet could not equivocate to Hea- 
venz ohcome in, Equivocator, - ' Knock, Knock, 
Knock,Knock. Who'sthere ? Faith here's an Engliſh 
Taylor come hither ,' for ſtealing out of a French Hoſe : 
| Comein Taylor, here you may roſt your Gooſe, Knock, 
Knock,Knock, Never atquict : What are you? but this 
| place is toocold for Hell. Ile Devill-Porter it no further; 
I had thought to have let in ſome of all profeſſions; that 
goe the Primroſe way to th'everlaſting Bonfire. Knock, 
Anon, anon, I pray you remember the Porter. | 


| on, 


The Tragedy of Macbeth 


——_—o.. 


himſelfe on th'expeRation of Plenty: Come in time, have | 


— 


But yet tis one. 
This is the Poore, 


{erv ice» 


Where we lay, our Chimneys were blowne downe. 
And (as they ſay) lamentings heard i'th'Ayre; 
Strange Schreemes of Death, 

And Prophecying, with Accents terrible, 

Of dyre Combultions and confus'd Events, 

New hatch'd toth*'wofull time. 

The obſcnre Bird clamor'd the live-long Night, 
Some ſay, the Earth was fevorous, 

And did ſhake. 


| ' Lenox,My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow tor. 


Tongue nor Heart cannot conceive, nor name thee, 


Moſt ſacrilegious Murther hath broke _ | | 
The Lords anoynted Temple, and ſtole thence 
The Life o'th'Building, 


| Lenox. Mcane you his Maieſtie ? -— 


| With a new Gorgon. Doe notbid me ſpeake ; 
00 


Emer Macduff, and Lenox. 


Macd. Was it ſolate, friend, ere you went to Bed, 
That you doelye ſolate ? | 
Port. Faith Sir, we were carowlingtillthe ſecond Cock; 
And Drinke, Sir, isa great provoker of three things. 
CHacd, What three things does Drinke cſpecially 
provoke ? | | | 
Port, Marry, Sir, Noſe-painting, Sleepe, and Vrine. 
Lechery, Sir, it provokes, and unproyokes : it Provokes 
the defire, but it takes away the performance. Therefore 
much Drinke may be ſaid to be an Equiyocator with Le- 
chery ; it makes him and it marres him ; it fers him on, 
and it takes himoff; it perſwades him, and diſheartens 
him ; makes him ſtand to, and not ſtand to: inconclufion, 
-r — him ina ſleepe,and giving him the Lyegleaves 
1M. 
Maca. Ibelceve,Drinke gave thee the Lyeclaſt Night. 
Fort, That it did, Str, i'the very Throat on me 3 butT 
requited him for his Lye, and(I thinke)being too ſtrong 
for him, though he tooke up my Legges ſometime, yet I 
madea Shift tocaſt him. 
Emer Macbeth. 
Aacd. Is thy Maſter ſtirring ? 
Our knocking ha'sawak'd him:here he comes, 
Lezwox, Good morrow, Noble Sir. | 
MHacb. Good morrow both. "no 
MHacd. Is the King ſtirring, worthy Thane 2 | 
Alacb, Not yer. 
HAacd. He did command me to call timely on him, 
I have almoſtſlipr the houre. 
Hacb. Ie bring you to him. | 
Aacd. I know this is a ioyfulitrouble toyou ; 


Macb. Thelabour we delight in, Phyficks paine - 
CMacd..lle make ſobold tocall, for 'tis my limited 
Exit HMacduſſe. 

Lenox, Goes tte King hence today. 


IHMacb. He does : he did appoint ſo, 
Lenox, The Night ha's beene vnruly : 


CHacb. 'Twasa rough Night. 
Emer Maciuff, 
. 24acd, O horror, horror, horror, 


Mach. and Lenox, What's the matter ? 
HMacd. Confuſion now hath made his Maſter-peece; 


Aach. What is'tyou ſay? the Life ? | | 


Mach. App he Chamber, and deſtroy your fight 
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See, and then ſpeake your ſelves : awake, awake, 


TheT raxedie of eM, acbeth. 


| Exennt Macbeth and Lenox 
Ring the Alarum Bell : Murther, and Treaſon, - 
Bangquo,and Donalbaine : Malcolme awake, _ 
Shake off this Downy flcepe, Deaths counterfeit, 
And looke on death it ſelfe : up, up, and fee 
The great Doomes Image: Afalcolme, Banquo, 
As from your Gravesritc up, and walke like Sprights, 
Tocountenance this horror, Ring the Bell. 
Bell Rings. Enter Lady. 

Lady. What's the bufineſle ? 
Thar ſvcha hideous Trumper calls to parley 
Thell-epers of the Houſe ? ſpeake, Feake , 

Aacd. O gcntle Lady, 
"Tis not for you to heare what I can ſpeake : 
The repecition in a Womans care, 


Would murther as it fell. 


Evter Banqu0. 
O Bangquo, Banque, Our Royall Maiter's murther'd. 
Lady. Woe, alas : 
W hart,in our houſe 2 
Ban. Too crucll, any where. 
Deare Df}, I prythee contract thy {elfe , 
And fay,it is not ſo, 


. Enter Macbeth, Lenox,and Roſſe. 


Macb. Had I but dy*d an houre before this chance, 
I had liv'd a bleficd time : for from this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in Mortality : 
All is bur Toyes : *Renowne and Grace is dead, 
The Wine of Life is drawane, and the meere Lees 
Islefc this Vault to brag of. 


Enter Malcolme and Donalbaine, 


Donal. W hat isamifle? 
HAach. Youare and doe not know't : 
The Spring, the Head, the Fount:1ne of your Blood 
Is ſtopt; the very Source of it is ſtopr, 4 
Macd, Your Royal. tather's murther*d. 
_ Hal. Oh, by whom? 
Lenox. Thoſe of his Chamber, as it ſeem'd, had don't: 
Their Hands and Faces were al! badg'd with blood, 
So were their Daggers, which unwip'd, we found 
Vpon their Pullowes : they ſtar'd, and were diſtracted, 
No mans life was to be truſted with ther. 
Mach, O, yet Ido repent me of my furie, 
That I did kill them. 

HMacd. Wherefore did you ſo ? 

IHach. Who canbe wiſe,amaz'd,temp*rate,& furious, 
Loyall,and Neutrall, in a moment? Noman: 
Tt'cxpedition of my violent Love 
Our-run the pawſer, Reaſon, Herelay Duncan, 
HisSitlver skinne, lac'd with his Golden Blood, 

And his gaſh'd Stabs, look'd like a Breach in Nature, + 
For Ruines waſtfullentrance : there the Murtherers, 
Steep dinche Colours of their Trade ; their Daggers 
Vamannerly breech'd with gore : who could retraine, 
That had heart to love, and in that heart, 
Courage, to make's love knowne? 
Lady. Helpe me hence, hoa, 
Mad. Looke tothe Lady, 
Mal, Why do we hold our tongues, 
Thar moſt may claime this argument for ours? 
Denal. W hat ſhould be ſpoken here, 


LR — 


| 


Where onr Fate hid within an augure hole, 
May ruſh, and ſeizeus? Let's away, 
- Our Teares arenot yet brew'd. 

al. Nor our ſtrong Sorrow 
Vpon the foote of Motion, 

Barg. Looketothe Lady : 
And when we have our naked Frailties hid, 
That ſuffer in expoſure ; letus meet, 
And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of worke, 
To know it further. Feares and ſcruples ſhake us x 
In the great Hand of God I ſtand, and thence, 
Againſt the undivulg'd pretence I fight 
Of Treaſonous Malice, 

Macd. And fo doe I. 

All. So all. 
Macb. Let's breefely put on manly readineſſe, 

And meet !'th* Hall together. 

All, Well contented, 

Male. What will youdoe ? 
Let's not conſort with them : 
To ſhew an unfelt Sorrow, is an Office 


E xennt, 


} Which the falſe man do's eaſe. 


Le to England. 
Don, {olreland,T : 

Our ſeperated fortune ſhall keepe us both the {afer : 
Where we are,thcre's Daggers in mens Smiles ; 
The neere in bivod, the neerer bloody. 

Aacl This murtherous Shaf' that's ſhot, 
Hath not yet lighted : and our ſafeſt way, 
Is toavoid theayme. Therefore to Houle, 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But ſhift away : there's warrant in that Theft, 
W hich ſtcales it ſelfe, when there's no mercieleft. 

Exennt. 


Scana Quarta. 


ESS Sins 


Enter Roſſe, with an Old mas. 


Old man. Threeſcore 2nd ten I can remember well, 
Within the volume of which Time, 1 have {cene 


Houres dreadful, and things ſtrange: but this ſore Night 


Hath trifled former kuo.ings- 
Roſſe.” Ha, gova F athery | 
Thou ſceſt the heavens, as troubled with mans At, 
Threatens his bloody Stage : by th' Clock us Day) 
And yetdarke Night itrangles the travaihng Lampe + 
Isr Nights predomina'ice, or the Dayes ſhamie, 
That Garkencfle does the face of Earth intombe, 
W hen living Light ſhall kifle 1t? 
Oldman. *Tis unnaturall, 
Evenlike the deed that's done : on Tueſday laſt, 
A Faulcontowring in her pride of place, 
Was by a Mowſivg Owle hawktat, and kill'd 
ofſe, And Dancens Horles, 
(Arthing moſt {trange, and ccrtaine) 
Beaureous, and {wift, the Minions of their Race, 
Turn'd wilde in nature, broke their ſtalls, long out, 
Contending *gainſt Obedience, as they would 
Make warre with Mankinde,  _. 
Old man. *Tis ſaid, they cate each other. 
Roſſe, They did fo : | 


———_— ——_— 


—_—_ 
T_ 


——__— 
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To th'amazement 


of mine eyes that look'd upon't. 
Enter Macdxfſe. 
Heere comes the good Adacdaffe. 
How ous the __ Sir, now 
Maca. W hy lee you not : 
Roſſe. 1s't ls 4 wi did this more then bloody deed? 
Hacd. Thoſe that Macbeth hath flaine. 
Roſſe. Alas the day, 
What good could they pretend? 
Hacd. They were ſubborned, | 
Malcolme, and Donolbaine the Kings twoSonnes 
Are ſtolncaway and fled, which puts upon them 
Suſpition of the deed. 
Roſſe, 'Gainſt Nature ſtill, | 
Thriftlefſe Ambition, that will raven upon - 
Thine owne lives meanes : Then'tis moſt like, 
The Soveraignty will fall upon Afacheth. 
Macd. He is already nam'd, and gons to SCONE 
Tobe inveſted. 
Roſſe. Where is Duncans body ? 
Macd. Carried to Colmekill, 
The Sacred Storehouſe of his Predeceſlors, 
And Guardian of their Bones. 
. Rofſe. Will youro Scone? | 
Maed. No Coin, = - Fife, 
eſſe. Well, I will thither: ; 
y - ae? Well may you ſce things well done there: Adicu 
Leſt our old Robes ſit cafier then our new. 
Roſſe. Farewell, Father. _ : 
014 24. Gods benyſon go with you ſir, and with thoſe 
That would make good of bad, and Friznds of Foes. 


E xeunt omnes. 


—_ _— 


——— ————————— ———  — —————————————— 


tlus T ertins. 


Pe OT DE OAINGIIA a —_— 


| Scena Prima. 


— 


Enter Banquo. ; 
Bang. Thou haſt itnow, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 
As the weyard Woman promis'd,and I feare 
Thou plaid'ſt moſt foully for't : yet it was ſaid 
It ſhould notſtand in thy Poſterity, 
But that ay ſelfe ſhould be the Roote, and Father 
Of many Kings. If there cometruth from them, 
As upon thee Macbeth, their Speeches ſhine, 
Why by the verities on thee made good, 
May they not be my Oracles as well, 
And ſet me up in hope. But huſh, no more, 


Senit ſonnded. Emer Macbeth as King, Lady Lenox, 
Roſſe, Lords, and Attendants. 


Macb. Heere's onr chiefe Gueſt. 

La. If he had beene forgotten, 

It had beenc asa gap in our great Feaſt, 

And all-things unbdecomming. 

Mach. To night we hold aſolemne Supper,fir, 
And Ile requeſt your preſence 

Bang. Let your Highneſſe 

Command upon me, to the which my duties 

Are with a moſt indiſſoluble tye 

For ever knit. | | 

 M7acb. Ride you this afternoone ? 

Bas. I, my good Lord. 

Afach, We ſhould have clfedeſir'd your good advice 


——— —_— — 


| ( Which {till hath been both grave, andproſperous ) 
| In this dayes Counccll ; bur wee'le take to morrojy. 
ISt farre you ride? ' | 

Ban. Asfarre, my Lord, as will fill up the time 
Twixt this, and Supper. Goe not my Horſe the better, 
I mult become a borrower of the Night, 
For adarke houre or rwaine. 

ach, Faile not our Feaſt, 

Ban, My Lord, I will not. 
- CHMacb, We heare our bloody Cozens are beſtow'd 
In England, and in Ireland, not confeſſing 
Their cruell Parricide, filling their hearcrs 
With ſtrange.inuention. But of that to morrow, 
When therewithall we ſhall have cauſe of State, 
Craving usjoyntly. Hye youto horle : 
Adicu, till you returneat Night. 
Goes Fleavce with you? 

Ban. I, my good Lord : our time does call upon's. 

Aacb. 1 wiſh your Horſes ſwift, and ſure of foot : 
And ſoIdoe commend youto their backs. 
Farwell, Exit Banque: 
Letevery man be maſter of histime, 
Till ſeavenat Night, to make ſociety 
The ſweeter welcome : 
We will keepe our ſelfetill Supper time alone : 


F- Servant, They are , my Lord, without the Palacc 

ate. 
ach. Bring them before us. Exit Servant. 

To be thus, is nothing , bur to be ſafely thus : 

Our fearesin Banguo iticke deepe, 

And in his Royalty of Nature reignes that 

Which would be fear'd. Tis much he dares, 

And to thatdauntleſſe temper of his Minde, 

He hath a Wiſdeme, that doth guide his Valour, 

Toadt in fafetic. There is none but he, 

Whoſe being I doe feare : and under him, 

My Gems is rebuk'd, asitis ſaid 

Mark Anchenias was by Ceſar, He chidthe Siſters, 

When firſt they put the Name of King upon me 

And bad them ſpeake to him. Then Prophet-like. 

They hayld him Father to a Line of Kings. 

Vpon my headthey plac'd a fruitlefle Crowne, 

And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 

Thenceto be wrencht with an unlineall Hand, 

No Sonne of mine ſucceeding : if *t be ſo, 

For Bangso's Ifſue havel fild my Minde, 

Fot them, the gracious Dwxcas have I murther'd, 

Put Rancours in the Veſlſell of my Peace 

Onely for them, and mine eternall Tewell 

Givento the common Enemy of Man, 

To make them Kings,the Seedes of Banqzo Kings: 

Rather then ſo,come Fartc into the Lyſt, 

And champion meto th' utterance. 

Who's there e 


Enter Servant; and two © Murtherers. 


Now goe tothe Doore, and ſtay there till we call, 
Exit Servant. 
Was itnot yeſterday we ſpoke together ? 
Afurth. It was, fo pleaſe your Highneſle. | 
Mach. Well then, | | | 
| 


Now have you conſfider'd of my {ſpeeches ? 


While then, God be with you. Exennt Lords. | 
Sirrha, a word with you: Attend thoſe men 
Our pleaſure? 


| 


a», 
II VI htm ts 


002 


dds. A 


- 


T% 


| 160 


TheT, ragedieof Macbeth. 


Know, that it was he, inthe times paſt, 
Which held you ſo under forturne, 
|| Which you thought had beene our innocent ſclfe, 
This I made mens, to you, inour laſt conference, 
Paſt in probation with you : 
How you were borne in hand, how croſt : 
The Inſtruments ; who wrought withthem : 
Andallthings elſe, that might 
To halfe a Soule, and to a Notion craz'd, 
| Say, Thus did Bargae. \ 
. T. Marth. You made it knowne tous. 
Mach, I did {o þ 
And went further, which is now 
Our pointof ſecond meeting. | 
{| Doe you finde your patience ſe predominant, 
In your nature, that you can let this goe? 
Are you ſoGoſpell'd to pray for this good man, 
And for his Iſſue, whole heavie hand 
Hath bow'd you to the Grave,and begger'd 
Yours for ever? 
I. Marth, We arc men, my Liege. 
Macb. I, in the Catalogue ye goc for men, 
As Hounds,and Greyhoundes, Mungrels,Spanicls,Curres, 
Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy-W olves are clipt 
All by che Name of Dogges : the valued file 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift, theſlow, the ſabtle, 
The Houſc-keeper, the Hunter, every one 
According to the gift, which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos'd ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the Bill, | 
That writes them all alike : and ſo of men. 
Now, if you haye a Ration in the file, 
Notith* worſt ranke of Manhood, ſay't, . 
AndI will putthat Buſinefſe in your Boſomes, 
W hoſe execution takes your Enemie off, 
Grapples youto the heart zand love of us, 
Who weare our Health but ſickly tn his Life, 
Which in his Death were perfeR. 
2. Murth, Tamonemy Liege, 
Whom the vile Blowes and Buffets of the World 
Hath ſo incens'd, that I am recklefle what I doe, 
To ſpight the World. 
' 1. Mwrih. AndlI another, 
So wearie with Diſaſters, tugg'd wich Fortune, 
That I would ſet my Life onany Chance, 
Tomend it or be ridon't. 
AMacd. Both of you know Banque was your Enemie. 
Murth. Truc, my Lord. 
Hacbh. So is he mine : and in ſuch blcody diſtance, 
That every minute of his being, thruſts 
Againſt my neer'ſt of Life: and though I could 
With bare-fac'd pow er ſweepe him from my ſight, 
Andbid my willavouch it; yer I muſtnor, 
For certaine friendsthatare both his, and mine, 
Whoſe loves I may not drop, bur wayle bis fall, 
WholI my ſelfe ſtrucke downe : and thence it is, 
That I to your aſſifiance doc make love, 
Masking the Buſinefſe from the common Eye, 
{ For ſundry weightie Reaſons. 
| . 2: Murth, We ſhall, my Lord, 
Performe what you command us. 
79 CMarth. Though our Lives ——— 
 AHMacb. Your Spirits ſhine through you. 
| Within this houre, at moſt, 
1 willadviſe you whereto plaut your ſelyes, 
| Acquaint you with the perfeR Spy o'th' rime, 


| 


— — 


The moment on't, for't muſt be done to Night, 
And ſomething from the Palace ; alwayes thought, 
| That I require a cleareneſſe ; and with him, 
Toleave no Rubs nor Botches inthe Worke : 
Fleans, his Sonne, that kcepes him companic, 
Whoſe abſence is noleſſe materiall to me, 
Thenis his Fathers, muſt embrace the fate 
Of that darke houre : reſolue your ſelves apart, 
Ile come to you anon. 

Murth, Weare reſolu'd, my Lord. 

Macb. lle call upon you Rraight : abide within, 
It is concluded : Benque, thy Soules flight, 


If it finde Heaven, muſt finde it out to Night.  Exeant. 


— 


Scaena Secunda, 


— 


Emer Macbeths Lady ,aud a Servant. 


Laay, Is Bangquo gone from Court? 
Servazt. }, Madame, but returnes againe to Night. 
Lady. Say tothe King, I would attend his leyſure, 
For a tew words. 
Servant, Madame, I will, 
Laay. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 
Where our delire is got without content * 
"Tis fafer, to be that which wedeſtroy, 
Then by dcfiruction dwell in doubtfull joy. 
Emer Macbeth. 
How now, my Lord, why doe ycu keepe alone? 
Of ſorryeſt Francies your Companions making, 
Viing thoſe Thoughts, which ſhould indeed have dy'd 


Exit, 


With them they thinke on : things without all remedic 

Should be without regard : what's done, is done« 
IHMacb. We have icorch'd the Snake, not kill'd it : 

Shee'le cloſe, and be herſclfe, whileſt our poore Malice 

Remaines in danger of her former Tooth, 

Butlet the frame of things diſ-joynt, 

Both the Worlds ſuffer, 

Ere we will eate our Mealc in feare, and fleepe 

In the affliction of theſe terrible Dreames, 

That ſhake us Nightly : Better be with the dead, 

Whom we, to gayne our place, have ſent topeacc: 

Then on the torture of the Minde tolye 

Inreſtleſſe extaſie: 

Dancane is1n his Grave : 

After Lifes fitfall Fever, he fleepes well, 

Treaſon ha's done his worft : nor Steele nor Poyſon, 

Malice domeſtique, forraine Levie,nothing, 

Can touch him further. 
Lady, Comc on; 

Gentle my Lord, fleeke o're your rugged Lookes, 

Be brightand Ioviall'mong your Gucſts to Night, 
CAMacb. So ſhall I Love,and fo I pray be you: 

Let your remembrance {till apply to Bangquo, 

Preſent him Eminence,both with Eye and Tongue: 

Vnſafe the while, that we muſt lave 

Our Honors in theſe flattering {treames , 

And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 

Diſguiſing what they are. 
Lady. You muſt leave this. ; ; 
eHach, O, full of Scorpions is my Minde, deare Wie: 

Thou know'ſt, that Bangnoand his Feavs [1vesS. 


COLETTE 


— 
— 


. 


Zach. But 


The Trapedy of Macbeth. 
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Ladj. But inthem, Natures Coppie's not cterne. 
Mach, 1 here's comfort yer, they are aſſailcable, 
Then be thou jocund; ere the Bat: bath flowne 
His Cloyfter'd flight, cre to blacke'Heccats ſummons 
The ſhard-borne Beetle, with his drowſic hums, 
Hath rung Nights yawmng Peale, | 
There ſhall be done a deed of dreadfull note. 
Lady. What's tobe done ? | 
Macb: Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt Chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed : Come, feeling Night, 
Skarfe up the tender Eye of pittifull Day, 
And with thy bloody and inviſible Hand 
Cancell and teareto pieces that great Bond, 
Which keepes me pale. Light thickens, 
And the Crow makes Wing to th Rookie Wood: 
Good things of Day begin to droope, and drow(e, 
Whiles nights black Agents to their Prey's doe rowſe, 
Thou marvell'ft at my words : but hold thee ſtall, - 
Things bad begun, make ſtrong themſelyesby ill : 
So prythce goe with mc. Exemnt. 


— 


Scaena TT ertia, 


Emter three murtherers. 


1- But who did bid thee joyne with us ? 
3+ Macbeth, | 
2. Heneedes not our miſtruſt, ſince he delivers 
Our Offices, and what we have todoe, 
TothedireQtion juſt, | 
1, Then ſtand with us. 
The Weſt yet giimmers with ſome ſtreakes of Day, 
Now ſpurres the lateſt Traveller apace, 
To gayne the timely Inne, and neere approches 
The ſubje& of our Watch. 
3, Hearke, I heare Horſes. 
Bayquo within, Give us a Light there, hoa, 
2. Then tishee 2 
The reſt, that are within the note of expefation, 
Already are 1'th' Court. 
' 1. His Horſes goeabout. 
3, Almoſta mile: but he does uſually, 
So all men doe, from hence to th' Pallace Gate 
Make 1t their Walke, 


Enter Banquo and Fleans, with a Torch, 


2. ALight, a Light. 

3. *Tis hee, 

I. Standtoo't. 

Bar. It will be Rayneto Night. 
x, Let it come downe. 

Ban. O, Trecherie ! 

Flye godd Fleas, flye, flye, flye, - 

3+ Whodid ſtrike out the Light ? 

1. Was't notthe way ? 

3- There's but one downe : the Sonne is fled. 
| 2. We haveloſt 


Thou may'{t revenge. O Slave ! | 


- _—_ 
_ OI the. —__ 
C - , 


JWcana Quarta. 


Banquet 'prepar'd. Emer Macbeth, Lady,Roſſe, Lenox, 
Lords, and eAttendants, 


ach. You know your ownedegrees {it downe: 
At firſt and laſt, the hearty welcome, . 
Lords. Thankes to your Majcfty. 
Mach, Our ſelfe will mingle with Society, 
And play the humble Hoſt : 
Our Hoſtefle keepes her State, but in the beſt time 
We will require her welcome. 
 £a. Pronounce it for me Sir, to all our Fricnds, 
For my heart ſpeakes, they are welcome. 
Enter firſt Murtherer. 
Mack:Sce they encounter thee with their heartsthanks 
Both ſides are even: heere Ile fit i'th* mid'ſt, 
Belarge in mirth, anon wee'l drinke a Meaſure 
The Tabie round. There's blood naponthy tace. 
1 Mfr. "Tis Banquo's then. | 
Macs. *Tis better thee without, then he within. 
Ishe diſpatch'd? | 
Cer. My Lord his throat is cut, that Idid for bim: 
Mac Thou artthe beſt o'th* Cut-throars, 
| Yet hee's goud thar did the like for Fleaxs : 
If thon did'ſt it, thou art the Non-pareill. 
Aur. Moſt Royall Sir 
Fleans is ſcap'd. 
Atach. Then comes my Fit againe : 
I had elſe becne perted ; 
W hole as the Marble, founded as the Rocke, 
As broad, and generall, as the cafing Ayre ; 
But now I am cabin'd, crib'd, confin'd, bound in 
| Toſawcy dout:ts, and feares. But Bargao's ſafe ? 
Aur. 1, my good Lord : ſafe ina ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head ; 
Theleaft a Death tv Narure. 
Macb. Thankes for that, 
There thegrowne Serpent lyes, the worme that's fled 
Hath Nature that in time wiil Venom breed, 
No teeth for th' preſent- Get thee gone, to morrow 
Wee'l heare our ſelves againe» Exit HMurderer. 
Lady. My Royall Lord, 
You donotgive the Cheere,the Feaſt is fb[d 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'rismai.ing : 
| Tis given, with welcome : to feede were belt at home: 
From thence, the ſawce to meate is Ceremony, 
Mecting werebare wirhout it. 


Enter the GhoFt of Banquo,and fies in Macberhs place. 


Mach. Sweet Remembrancer : 
Now gooddigeſtion waite on Appetite, 
And health on both. | 
| Lemox, May't pleaſe your Highneſle ſit, _ 
Mach. Here had we now our Countries Honor,roof'd, 
Were the grac'd perſon of our Banquo oy_ : 
' Who may I rather challenge for unkcindnefſe, 
Then pitty for Mifchance. 


Beſt halfe of our Afaire. Roſſe. His abſence (Sir) ON 
1. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done: Layes blame upon his promiſe, Pleas't yonr highneſſe 
Exeunt, Tograce us with your Royall Company ? F 
__— ARISE o® = Mach, L 


A 


— 


"The Trazedieof Macheth. 


Mach. The Table's full. 
Lenox, Here is a place reſerv'd Sir. 
Hacb, Where? TH 
Lenox. Hecre my good Lord. 
Whatis'tthat moves your Highneſle ? 
HMaeb. Which of you have donethis? 
Lords, \What, my good Lord? . X: 
Mach, Thou canſt not ſay Idid itznever ſhake 
Thy goary lockes av me, - HT 
Roſſe. Gentlemen riſe, his Highneſle is not well, 
Lady. Sit worthy Friends: my Lord is often thus, 
And hath beene from his youth, Pray you keepe Seat, 
The fit is momentany , upon athought == 
He will againe be. well. If much younote.him 
You ſhall offend him, and expend his Paſſion, 
Feed, and regard him not, 'Are youa man ? 
Mach: .1,and a bold one, that darelooke on that 


W hich might appall the Divell. 


Za, O proper ituffe : 
This-is the very painting of your fears: =, 
This isthe Ayre-drawne-Dagger which you ſaid 


| Led you to Dwuncar. O, thele flawes and ſtarts 


(!mpolters to true feare) would well become 
A womans tory ata Winters fire | 
Authoriz'd by her Grandam : ſhame it ſclfe, 
Why do you make ſuch faces > When all*s done 
You looke but on a ſtoole. 

AMHacb. Prythee ſee there: * 
Behold, looke, loc, how ſay you : 
Why what care I, if thou canſi nod, ſpeake too, 
If Charnell houſes, and eur Graves mult ſead 
Thoſethat we bury, backe; our Monuments 
Shall be the Mawes of Kytes. 

Za. What ? quite unmann'd in folly. 

Mech, It 1 ftand heere, Ifaw him. 

Za. Fie for ſhame. 


Exit Gho#t. 


Mach, Blood hath bene ſhed ere now, i'th* olden time | 
1 Ere hugtane Statute purg'dthe gentle Weale ; 
I, and ſince too, Murthers have bene perform'd 


Too terrible for the earc. The times have beene, 
That when the Braines were out, the man would dye, 
And there an end ; But now they riſeagaine 
With twenty mortall murthers on their crownes, 
Andpuſh us from our ſtooles. This 1s more ſtrange 
Then {ſuch a murther 1s. 

La. My worthy Lord 


{ Your Noble Friends dolacke you. 


Macb. I do forget : 


Donotmuſe at me my molt worthy Friends, 


I have a ſtraage infirmity, which is nothing 

To thoſe that know me, Come; love and health to all, 

Thea Ile fit downe : Give me ſome Wine, fill full: 
Emer Ghoſt, 

I dripke toth' generall joy o'th* whole Table, 


{ And toour deere Friend Banquo, whom we miſle : 


Would he were heere ; to all;and him we thirſt, 
And al: to all. 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 

Mac. Auant, & quir my ſight,let the earth hide thee: 
Thy bones are marrowlefle, thy blood is cold : 
Thou haſt no ſpecalation inthoſe eyes 
Which thou doſt glare with. 

Ia. Thinke of this good Peeres 
Butas athing of Cuſtome ;*Tis no other, 

Onely it ſpoylesthe pleaſure'gf the time. 
HMacb. What man dare, I dare ; 


| 


Rook thoulike the rugged Ruſſian Beare, 
Thearm'd Rhinoceros, or th'Hircan Tiger, 
Takeany ſhape bur that, and my firme Nerves 
Shall never tremble; Or bealive againe, 

And dare meto the Deſart withthy Sword : 
If trembling I inhabit ,then proteſt me 

The Baby of a Girle: Hence horrible ſhadow, 
Vnreall mock ry hence. W hy ſo, being gone 
Iama managaine : pray you fit ſtill, 


Exit. 


'- £6, You havediſplac'd the mirth,. 


Broke the good meeting , with moſt admir'd diſorder. 
Aacb. Can ſuch things be, 
And overcome us like a Summers Clowd, 
Without our ſpeciall wonder ? You make me ſtrange 
Evento the diſpoſition that I owe, 
When now I thinke you can behold ſuch ſights, 
And keepe the naturall Rubie of your Checkes, 
W hen mine is blanchd with feare, 
Roſſe. What ſignes, my Lord ? 
La. Ipray you ſpeake not ; he growes worſe & warſe, 
Queſtionenrages him : at once, goodnight. 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once, 
Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his Majeſty. 
£a. A kinde goodnight to all. 
Macb. It will have blood they ſay : 
Blood will have Blood : 
Stones have becne knowne to move,8: Trees to ſpcake : 
Augures, and underſtood Relations, have 
By Maggot Pyes, & Choughes, & Rookes brought forth 
The fecretſt man of blood. W hatisthe night? 
£4. Almoſt 2t oddes with morning, which is which: 
Hacb.How ſayſtthou that Hacanff denies his perion 
At our great bidding. 
La. Did you ſend to him Sir? 
Aach. I heare it by the way : But T will ſend : 
There's nora one of them but in his houſe 
I keepe a Servant Feed, I will to morrow 
(And betimesI will) to the wizard Sitters. 
More ſhall chey ſpeake: for now I am bentto know 
By the worſt meanes, theworſt, for mine owne good, 
All cauſes ſhall give way, I am in blood 
Spentinſo farre, that ſhoald I wade no more, 
Returning wereas tedious as go ore: = 
Strange thingsI have in head, that will to hand, 
Which muſt be acted, ere they may beſcand, 
Za. Youlackethe ſcaſon of ail Natures, ſleepe. 
Mach. Come, weelto fleepey My ſtrange & ſelf-abule 
Is the initiate feare, that wants hard uſe: 
Wearc yet but young indeed. 


E xennt Lords: 


Exennt. 


ew — 


Scana Quinta. 


mt —_—_ 


Thunder, Enter the three Witches, meeting 
Hecat. 


I. Why how now Hecat, you looke angerly? 
Hee. Have I not reaſon (Beldams) as youare ? 
Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare 
To Trade, and Traiticke with Afacbeth, 
In Riddles, and Aﬀaires of death ; 


nh —.. 
th A 
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And I the Miſtris of your Charmes, | 
The cloſe contriver of all harmes, 
Was never call'd ts beare my parc, 
Or ſhew the glory of our Art? _. 
And which is worſe; all you have done 
1] Hath beene bur for a way ward Sanne, 
Spightfull, and wrarhfull, who (as others do) 
Loves for his owne ends, not for you. 
Bur make amends now : Get you gon, 
And at the pit of Acheren 
Meecte me i'th' Morning : thither he 
Will come, to know his Deltinie, 
Your Veſſels, and your Spcls provide, 
Your Charmes, and every thing beſide ; 
I am for th' Ayre : This night lle ſpend 
Vnto a diſmall, and a Fatall end, 
Great buſineſſe mult be wroughtere Noone. 
Vpon the Corner of the Moone, 
There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound, 
Ie catch it ere it come ro ground ; 
And that diſtill'd by Magicke fights, 
Shall riſe ſuch Artificiall Sprights, 
As by the ſtrength of their illuſion, 
Shall draw him on to his Confuſion. _ 
He ſhall ſpurne Fate, {corne Death,and beare 
His hopes 'bove Wiledome, Grace, and Feare : 
And youall know, Security 
Ismortals cheefeſt Enemic, 
Muſicke, and a Song. 
Hearke, I am call'd : my little Spirit ſee 
Sits in a Foggy cloud, and ſtayes for me. 
"EPI Smg wit bin, Come away ,come away, cs 
x Come, let's make haſt, ſheelſoone be 
Backe ag:ine, E xennt. 


Scena Sexta. 


_ OA. 9 —_ — Py NC” i — Meme tl et ee — R— & <—a_ 


Enter Lenox, and another Lord, 


Lenox, My former Specches, 

Have but hit your Thoughts - 

Which can interprer farther ; Onely I ſay 

Things have bin ſtrangely borne, The gractous Duncan 
Waspitticd of Macherh; marry he was dead :; 

And the right valiant Bazgzo walk'd too late, 

| Whom you may ſay (if't picale you) Fleans kill d, 
For Fleans fled 3; Men mult not waike too late. 

Who cannot want the thoughr, how monitrons 

It was for Malco/me, and for Donilhane 

To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fad, 

How it did greeve Macberh ? Did he not ſtraight 

In pious rage. the two dclinquents teare, 

That were the Slaves of drinke, and thralles of ſkepe ? 
Was not that Nobly done ? 1, and wilely roo ; 

For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive 

To heare the men deny*t, So that I fay, 

He ha's borne all things well , and I do thinke, 

That had he Dw#nce»s Sonne3 under the Kry, 

| (As and'c pleaſe Heaven he ſhall not) they ſhall finde 
Whar *twere to kill a Father ; So ſhould Fears, 

But peace; for from broad words, and caulc he fayl'd 
His preſence at the Tyrants Feaſt; I heare 

Macduaffe lives in diſgrace, Sir, can you tell 


Ee a mm. 


Where he beſtewes himſelfe? 
Lo7d., The Sonnes of Dancane 


Livein the Engliſh Courr, and is receyy'd 
of the molt Pious Edward, with ſuch grace, 
[Thar the malevolence of Fortane,nothing 


, I's gone, to pray the Holy King, upon hisayd 


That by the helpe of theſe (with him above 
To racthie the Worke) we may againe 
Glveto our Tables meate, fleepero our Nights : 
Free from our Fealts, and Banquets bloody kniy 
Do faithfull Homage, and receive free Honors, 
All which we pine for now. And this repott 
Hath fo exaſperate their King, that hee 
Prepares for ſome attempt of Warre, 

Len. Sent he to CMacduffe ? 

Lora, He did:and with an abſolure,Sir, not T, 
Theciowdy Meflenger turnes me his backe, 


Thatclogges me with this Anſwer, | 
Lenox, And that well might 
Adviſe him toa Caution, hold what diſtance 
His wiſedome can provide, Some holy Angell 
Flye to the Court of England, and unfeld 
H1s Mcſlage ere he come, that a ſwitt blefſing 
May ſoone returne to this our ſuffering Country, 
Vuder a hand accurs'd, 
Zrrd. Ike ſend my Prayers with him, 


— — 


A nn. Ip. <> GS <> —  —— — 
—— _— -_ _ - _ 


(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth ) 


Takes from his high reſpe&t. Thither CMacdefſ, 


To wake Northumberland , and warlike Seyward, 


And hums; as who ſhould ſay, you'l rue thetim 


Atus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


ce 


ES; 


Exeunt 


T hun der. Enter the threeWitches. 


1 Thricethe brinded Cat hath mew'd, 
2 Thrice, and once the Hedges P igge whin'd.' 
3 Harpter crics, 'cs time, *us time, 
I . Roundabourtthe Caldron go : 

Inthe poyſond Entrailes throw 

Toad, that under co!d ſtone, 

Dayes and Nights, ha'sthirty one : 
Sweltred Venom ſleeping gor, 

Boyle thou firſt ith? charmed pot, 

ell. Double, double, toile and trouble ; 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

2 Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 

In the Cauldron boyle and bake : 

Eye of Newr, and Toc of Frogge: 

Wooll of Bat, and Tongue of Doggee : 
Adders Forte, and Blinde-wormes Sting, 
Lizards legge, and Howlets wing : 

For a Charme of powerfull trouble, 

Like a Hell-broth, boylc and bubble. 

All. Double, double, toyic and trouble, 
Fice burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

3 Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolfe, 
Witches Mummy, -Maw, and Gulfe 

Of the ravin'd {alt Sca ſharke ; 

Roote of Hemlocke, digg*d ith darke : 
Liver of Blaſpheming Ilew. 

Gall of Goate, and Slippes of Yew, 
Sliver'd 1a the Moones Eccliple: 


Y 


—_ dir; 


| 


| 
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| Noſe of Turke, and Tartars lips: 


Finger of Birth-ſtrangled Babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd by a Drab, 
Make the Grwell rhicke, and lab. 
Adde thereto a Tigars Chawdron, 
For th' Ingredience ofour Cawdron. 
All. Double, double, royle and trouble, 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble, 
2 Cool it with a Baboongs blood, 
Then the Charme is firme and good. 


Enter Hecat, and the other three Witches. 


Hee. O well done: Icommend your paines, 
And every one ſhall ſhare i'th' gaines : 
And now about the Cauldron ſing 
Like Elvesand Fairiesina Ring, 
Inchantiog all that you put in. eh'3 

Hnficks ard a Song. Blacke Spirits, 

2 By the pricking of my Thumbes, 
Something wicked this way comes: 
Open Lockes, who ever knockes. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Mach. How now you lecret, black,& midnight Hags? 
Whatis't you do ? 

All. A deed withouta name, 

Mach. 1 conjure you, by that which you Profeſlc, 
(How ere you come to know it) anſwer me : 
Though you untye the Windes, and let them fight 
Againſt the Churches : Though the yeſty Waves 
Confound and ſwallow Navigation up : 


-} Though bladed Corne be lodg'd, & Trees blown downe, 
' Though Caltles topple on their Warders heads : 


Though Palaces, and Pyramids do ſlope | 
Their hezds to their Foundations : Though the treaſure 
Of Natures Germaine, tumble alrogether, 
Even tilldeſtraQtion ſicken ; Aniwereme 
To what I aske you, 

1 Speake, 

2 Demand. 

2 Wee'lanſwer. 

1 Say, ifth* hadſt rather hcare it from our mouthes, 
Or from our Maſters. 

Macb, Call*'em: let me ſee 'em. 

1 Powre in Sowes blocd, that hath caten 
Her nine Farrow : Greace that's ſweaten 
From the Murtherers Gibbcr, throw 
Into the Flame, | 
el. Come highorlow : 

Thy Selfe and Olice deaftly ſhow. Thunder. 
I. Apparation, an Armed Head. 
Mach. Tel! me thouunknowne power. 
x He knowes thy thought : | 


— 


| Heare his peeclt, but ſay thou rought. 


1 Appar. Macbeth, Macberb, Macbeth: 
Beware Macarffe, 
Beware the Thane of Fife : diſmiſſe me. Enough. 

: He Deſcends. 

MHach, What cre thou art, for thy good caution,thanks 

Thou haſt harp'd my fearearight, But one word mere. 
1 Hewill not be commanded : heere*s another 

More potent then the firſt. | T bander 
2 Apparition,a Bloody Childe, 
2 eApper. Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth, 

Mach. Had 1 threeeares, 11'd heare thee. 
2 Appar, Be bloody, bold, and reſolate : 


— D— 


| Retgne in this Kingdome ? 


| Shall harme Aacbeth. 


And take a Bond of Fate : thou ſhalt notlive, 


| 


| Thou other Gold-bonnd-brow, is like the firſt : 


| And ſhew the beſt of our delights. 


' Our duties, did his welcome pay. 


Stand aye accurſed in the Kalender. 


| 


—_ 


Laugh to ſcorne 
The power of man : For none of womian borne . 
| Deſecends. 
Mac. Thenlive Macdaffe : whatneed | feare of thee ? 
But yet Ile make affurance , double ſure, 


That 1 may tell-palc-hearted Feare, it lics ; 
And ſleepe in ſpight of Thunder. Thunder. 

3 eApparation;e Childe Crowned, with a Tree in bis hand, 
What isthis, that riſes like the iſſue of a King, 
And wearcsupon his Baby-brow, the round 
And top of Soveraignty e 

£17. Liſtenjbutſpeake not too't, | 
3 epper. Be Lyon metled, proud, and take no care: 

Whochafes, who frets, or where Conſpirers are : 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, untill 
Great Byrnam Woed, to high Dunſinane Hill 
Shall come againſt him. 

Mach, That will never be : 
W ho can impreſſe the Forreſt, bid the Tre 
Vnfixe his earth-bound Root? Sweet boadments, good : 
Reoellious dead,riſe never tilltheWood 
Of Byrnam riſe, and our high plac'd Macbeth 
Shall live the Leaſe of Nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortall Cuſtome. Yet my heart 
Throbsto know one thing : Tell me, if your Art 
Can tell ſo much : Shall Bangso's iſſuecver 


Deſcend ; 


" 
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All. Seeke toknow nomore, 
AHacs, I willbe fatisfied. Deny methis, 
And an cternall Curſe fall on you : Let me know. 
Why ſinkes that Caldron ? & what noyſc is this ? Hoboye: |. 
I, Shews 
2 Shew. 
3 Shew, | 
ell, Shew his Eyes, andgreeve his Heart, 
Come like ſhadowes,1o depart. | 
e ſhew of eight Kings, and Banquolaft, with a gloſſo 
81 his hand. | 
Mach. Thouarttoolike the Spirit of Banquo : Down: 
Thy Crownedo's ſcare mine Eye-bals. And thy hairc 


A third, islike the former, Filthy Hagges, | 
Why do you ſhew me this ? =—— A fourth ? Start eye | 
W hat will the Line ſtretch out to'th* cracke of IDdoome? 
Another yet ? A feaventh? lle ſee no more : 
And yet the eight appears, who beares a glaſſe, 
Which ſhewes me many more : and ſome l ſee," 
That two-fold Balles, and trebble Scepters carry. 
Horrible fight : Now I ſee tis true, 
For the Blood-bolter'd Ba»quoſmiles upon me, 
And points atthem for his. What isthis ſo ? 

1 ISir,all thisisſo. But why 
Stands Macbeththus amazedly ? 
Come Siſters, cheere we vp his ſpriglis, 


Ile Charme the Ayre togivea ſound, 

While you performe your Antique round ; 

T hat this great King may kindly ſay, 

eYuſicke . 

| The Witches Daxce, and vaniſh. 
Hacb.Whereare they > Gone ? 

Let this pernitious houre, 
Come 1n, wfthoutthere, Enter Lenox. 
Lenox. W hat's your Graces will, 


_— ——_—— 


— 


Mach. | 
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Mach. Saw you the Wizard Sihers ? 

Lenox, No my Lord. 

Macb. Came they not by you? 

Lenox. No indeed my Lord. 

Macb. Infeted be the Ayre whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all Zioſe that truſt them. I did heare 
The gallopping of Horſe. Who was't came by ? 

Len, 'Tistwo or three my Lord, that bring you word : 

Macdxff is fled to England. | 

Macb. Fledto England ? 

Len. 1, my good Lord. | 

Math, Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits : 
The flighty purpoſe never 1s o're-tooke. ' | 
Vnleſle the deed go with,it, From this moment, 
The very firſthng of my hears ſhall be 
The firltlings of my hand. Andeven now 
To Crown my thoughts with Ads: be it thought & done: 
The Caltle of CMacdsff, I will ſurprizes 
Seize upon Fife ;give to th' edge o'th* Sword 
His Wife, his Babes, and all unfortunate Soules 
That trace him in his Line. No boaſting likea Foole, 
This deed Ile do, before this purpoſe coole, 
But no more ſights. Where arc theſe Gentlemen ? 
Come bring me where they ate. Execnnt, 


GEE OO CO —_—— 
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Enter Macdufſſes Fife, her Son, and Roſe, 


Wife. What had hee done. to make him fly the Land ? 
Roſſe, You mult have patience Madam. 
Wife. He had none : 00 | 
His flight was madnefle : when our Actions donot, 
Our fearesdo make us Traitors, 
| KRoſfſe, You know nor 

Whether it was his wiſedome, or his feare. 
Wife. Wiſedom? to leaye his wife, to leave his Babes, 
His Manſion, and his Titles, ina place 
From whence himſclfe does fiye? He loves us not. 
He wants the naturall touch, for the poore Wren 
(Themolt diminiuiveof Birds) will tight, 
Her young ones in her Net, againſt the Owle : 
All is the Feare, and nothing is the Love; 
As little is thz Wiſedome, where the flight 
Sorunnes againſt all reaſon, 
Reſſe. My deereſt Cooz, Ro 
I pray you ichoole your {elfe, But for your Husband, 
He is Noble, Wiſe, Iudicious, and belt knowes | 
The firs o'th* Seaſon. I dare not ſpeake much further, 
Bur cruell are the times, when we are Trattors 
' And do nor know our ſelves: when we hold Rumor 
| From what we feare,yet know not what we feare, 
But floate upon a'wilde and violent Sea 
Each way, and move. Itake my leave of you? 
Shall not belong bur Ile be hereagaine: 
Thingsat the worlt will ceaſe, or elfeclimbe upward, 
To what they were before, My pretty Coline, 
Bleſſing upon you, 
wife. Father'd he is, 
1 And yet hee's Fatherlefle. 
Roſſe. Iam ſo mucha Foole,ſhould 1 ſtay longer 
It would be my diſgrace, and your diſcomfort, 
I take my leaveat once . Exit Rofſe, 


—— 


Fife. Sirra, your Fathers dead, 
And what wilt you donow ? How will you live ? 

Sen, As Birds do Mother. 

Wife. What with Wocrmes, and Flyes? 

Son. With what I get,and ſo do they, 

Wife. P oore bird, | bk 
Thoud'ſt never Feare the Net,nor Line, 

The Pitfall, nor the Gin. 
Sov, Why ſhould I Mother ? 

Poore Birds they are not {er for : 

My Father is not dead for all your faying. 
Wife; Yes, he is dead : 

How wilt thou doe for a Father ? 

Son, Nay how will you doe for a husband ? 

Wife, Why I can buy me twenty at any Market, 

Sox.  T hen you'l by *em2o ſell againe, 

Wife, Thoutpeak'tt with all thy wit, 

And yet I'faith with wit enough for thee, 

Son, Was my Father a Traitor, Mether ? 

Wife. I, that he was. 

Son, Whatisa Traitor ? 

Wife, Why one that ſweares, and lyes, 

Sov. And be all Traytors, that doe ſo. 

Fife, Every one that do's fo, isa Traitor, 

And muſtbe hang'd. ; 

Sen, And mult they all be hang'd, that ſwear and ye? 

Wife, Every one. | 

Sen. V Vho mult hang them ? 

Wiſe, V Vhy, the honeſt men, 

So, ! i.unche Liarsand Swearersare Fools: for there 
are Lyacs and Swearersenow, tobeate the honeſt men, 
and hang up them, 

Wife. Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie : 
But how wilt thou doe for a Father ? | 
Son, If hee weredead, youl'd weepe for him : ifyau 
would not it were a good figne, that I ſhould quickely 
have a new Father, 5 
Fon, Poorepratler, how thou talk'It ? 
| Enter a Meſſenger, 
Mef. Bleſle you faire Dame: I am not to you knowne, 
Though in your ſtate of hononr I am perfe; | 
I doubt ſore danger does approach you ncerely. 
If you willtakea homely mansadvice, 
Be not found heere : hence with your little ones ; 
To fright you thus, Me thinkes | am to ſavage : 
To do worſeto you, were fell Cruelty, 
VV hich istoo nic your perſon. Heauen preſerve you, 
I dareabide no longer, Exit Meſſenger. 
Wife, Whether ſhould I flye? 
I have done no harme, But I remember now 
I aminthis carthly world ; where to doe harme 
Ts often laudable, to doe good ſometime 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why thcn (alas) 
DocT pur up thac womanly defence, 
To ſay I had done no harme ? 
What are theſe faces? | 
 _. Enter Muntherers. 
Aar. Where is your husband? - 
Wife, Thopeinno place ſo unſanAified, 
Whereſuch as thou mayſt find him. | 
Mar. He's a Traitor. * 
Sor, Thou lyſt thou ſhagge-ecar'd Villaine. 
Hur, What you Egge ? 
Yong fry cf Treaghery ? s | 
Son, He has killd me Mother, 
Run away I pray you. 
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Exit crying HMourthey, 
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Enter Malcoime and Macdefſe. 


al. Letus ſecke out ſome deſolate ſhade, & there 
Weepe our ſad boſomes empty. | 
AHMHMacd. Let usrather 
Hold faſt the mortal! Sword: and like good men, 
Beſtride our downfall Birthdome : cach new Morne, 
New Widdowes howle,new Orphans cry, new ſorowes 
Strike Heaven on the face, that irrcſounds 
As if itfelt with Scotland, and yell'd our * 
Like Syllable of Dolour, 
Mal.» W hat I beleeve, Ile waile ; 
W hat know, beleeve ; and what I can redreſſe, 
As1 ſhall findethe time to friend , I wall. 
What you have ſpoke, it may be ſo perchance. 
This Tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters our tongues, 
Was once thought honeſt : you have lov'd him well, 
He hath not touch'd you yet, I am young, but ſomething 
You may diſcerne of him through mc, and wiſedome 
To offer up a weake, poore innocent Lambe 
Tappeaſcanangry God. 
, Macd. TI am not treacherous. 
Malc. But Macbeth is. | 
A good and vertuous Nature may recoyle 
In an lmperiall charge. But I ſhall crave your pardon : 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpole ; 
Angels are bright ſtill, though the brighteſt tcll, : 
Though all things foule, would wear the brows of grace 
Yet Grace muſt ſtill looke ſo. 
HMacd. TI have loſt my Hopes. 
Hale, Perchanceeven there ' 
Where I did finde my doubts HIT 
Why in that rawnefle left you Wife, and Childe? 
Thoſe precious Motives, thoſe ftrong knotsof Love, 
Without leave-taking. I pray you, 
Let notmy Iealoufics, be your Diſhonors, _ 
But mine owne Safeties : you may be rightly juſt, 
W hart cver I ſhall thinke. 
Macd. Bleed, bleed poore Country, 
Great Tyrrany, lay thou thy baſis ſure, 


For goodneſſe dar not check thee ; weare y thy wrongs 


The Title is affear'd. Farethee well Lord, 
I would not be the Villaine that thou rchink'ſt, 
For the whole Space that's in the Tyrants Graſpe, 
And the rich Ealt to boot. 
Atal. Be not offended : 
I ſpeake not as in abſolute feare of you : 
I thinke our Country finkes beneath the yoake, 
It weepes, it bleeds, and each new day a gaſh 
Is added to her wounds, I thinke withall, 
There would be hands uplifted in my right ; 
And here from gracious England have I offer 
Ofgoodly thouſands. But for all this, 
WhenlT ſhall tread upon the Tyrants head, 
Or weare it on my Sword ; yet my poore Country 
Shall have more vices then it had before, 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry wayes then ever, 
By him that ſhall ſucceede. 
acd. What ſhould he be ? 
Mal. It ismy ſclte I mezne ; in whom I know 
All the particulars of Vice ſo grafted, 


——_— i 


That when they ſhall be open'd, blacke Afgcberh 
Will ſeeme as pure as Snow, and the poore State 
Eſteeme him as a Lambe, being compar'd + 
With my confinelefſe harmes. | 
Macd, Not inthe Legions 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Divell more damn'd 
In evils, to rop Macbeth. 
Aacb. 1 grant him Bloody, 
Luxurious, Auaricious, Falſe, Deceitfull, 
Sodaine, Malicious, {moaking of cvery ſinne 
Thar ha's a naine. But there's no bottome,none 
In my Voluptuouſneſle : Your Wives, your Daughters, 
Your Matrons, and your Maides, could not fill up 
The Ceſterne of my Luſt, and my Defire 
All continent Impediments wouldore-beare 
Thar did oppoſe my will. Better AZacberh, 
Then ſuch an one to reigne. 
acd. Boundleſle intemperance 
In Nature is a Tyranny : It hath beene 
Th' untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings. But feare not yet 
Torake upon you whatis yours : you may 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpaciousplenty, 
And yet ſeeme cold. The time you may {0 hoodwinke : 
We have willing Dames enough: there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to'devoure ſo many 
As will to Greatntfle dedicate themſelves; 
Finding it ſo inclinde. 
Mat, With this, there growes 
In my moſt il-compoyg'd Aﬀection, ſuch 
A itanchleſſe Auarice , that were 1 King, 
I ſhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, 
Deſire his Iewels, and this others Houſe, 
And my more-having,would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that 1 ſhould forge 


an" 


Quarrels unjuſt againſt the Good and Loyall, 
Dcitroying them for wealth. 
Hacd. This Auarice 
ſtickes deeper : gtowes with more pernicious roote 
Then Summer-ſceming Luſt : and it hath bin 
TheSword of our flaine Kings : yet do not feare, 
Scotland hath Foyſonsto ll up your will 
Of your meere Owne. Alltheſe are portable, 
With other Graces weigh'd. 
CHMatl. But I have none. The King-becoming Graces, 
As Iuſtice, Vericy, Temp'rance, Stableneſſe, 
Bounty, Perſeverance, Mercy, Lowlinefle, 
Devotion, Patience, Courage, fortitude, 
I have no reliſh of chem, but abound 
Is the diviſion of each ſeverall Crime, 
Acting it many wayes. Nay had I power I ſhould 
Poure the ſweet Milkeof Concord, into Hell, 
Vprore the univerſall peace, confound 
All unity on earth. | 
Maca. O Scotland, Scotland. 
at. If fuch a one be fitto governe, ſpeake : 
Iam as I haveſpoken. 
Mac.Fit to govern? No not tolive.O Nation miſcrablc! 
With an untitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 
When ſhalt thou ſce thy wholſome dayes againe ? 
Since that the trueſt Iſſue ofthy Throne 
By his owne Interdiction "a accurſt, 
And do's blaſpheme his breed ? Thy Royall Father 
Was a molt Sainted-King ; the Queene that bore thee, 
Oftner upon her knees, then on her teer, 
Dy 'deevery day ſheliv'd. Fare thee well, = 
c 


_—_— 
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3 | Now wee" rogether, and the chance of goodneſſe __ | Wearecomming thither : Gracious England hath 
E Belike our warranted Quarrell. Why are youfilent ? >”. | Lent us good Seyward, and tentbouſand men, 
E; \Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome thingsat once | An old:r and a better Souldier,none 


Theſe Evils thou repeat*ſt npon thy ſelfe, Are made, not mark'd ; Where violentſorrow ſcemes | 
Hath baniſht me from Scotland. O my Breſt, A Moderne exafie : The Deadmans knell, 
Thy hope ends heere. © Isthere ſcarte ask'd for who, and good menslives 
Mal. acdsff,this Noble paſſion Expire before the Flowers intheir Caps, 

Childe of integrity, bath from my ſoule | Dynng, or cre they lickens | 
Wip'd the blacke Scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts Macd. Ohrelation ; too nice, and yet too trues 
Tothy good Truth, and Honor. Divelliſh CMacheth, IHalc. What's the newelt griefe ? : 
By many of theſe traines, hath ſought to win me Roſſe. Thar of an houeres age,doth hiſle the ſpeaker, 
Into his power: and modeſt Wiſedome pluckes me Each minute teemes a new one. 
From over-credulous haſt ; but God above AMacd. How does my Wife? 
Deale betweene thee and me ; For even now Rofe, Why well. 
I pnt my ſelfe te thy direion, and Aacd, Andall my Children? 
Vnſpeake mine owne derration. Heere abiure Roſſe, Well too. | | 
The taints, and blames 1 laid-upon my ſclfc, Atasd. The Tyrant has not barter'd ar their peace?, 
For ſtrangers tro my Nature, 1 am yet Rofſe.No,they were well at peace when 1 did leave'em. 
Vnknowne to women,never was forſwore, CHacd, Be not a niggard cf your ſpeech: How gov't ? 
Scarſely have coveted what was mine owne , Roſe. When I came hither to tranſport the Tidings + | 
At no time broke my Faith, would not betray Which I have heavily borne, there ran a Rumour ſ 
The Divell to his Fellow,and delight ; Of many worthy Fellowes, that were out, | 
No leffe in truth then life. My firft falle ſpeaking Which was to my belcefe witueſt the rather, | 
Was this upon my ſelfe, what Iam truly For that I ſaw the Tyrants Power a-foot, ; 
Is thine, and my poore Countries to command 2 Nouy isthe time of helpe : your eye in Scotland [ 
Whither indeed, before thy heere approach, Would create Soidiours, make our women fight, 
Old Seyward with ten thouſand warlikemen To dofte their dire diſtreiſes. | 

ready ara point, was ſetting foorth ? CMalc. Bee't their comfort | 


3 | Tis hardro reconcile. That Chrittendome gives out. | | 
V E uter a Doltor, - Rofſe. Would I could anfwer | 
Aal. Well, morc anon. Comes the King forth This comfort with the like. But I have words | 
I pray you ? That would be howl'd out in the deſertayre | 
| Det, 1 5ir : there are a crew of wretched Soules Where hearing ſhouldnot latch theas | 
That ſtay his Cure : their walady convinces - Maca. What concerne they, | 
The great aſſay of Art. Burt ar histouch, The generall cau'e, or is it a Fec-gricfe 
Such tanctity hath Heaven given his hand, Due to ſome ſingle breit ? | 
They preſently amerd. Exit, . Rvſſe. No minde that's honeſt 
2. 1 thanke you Doctor. But init ſhares ſome woe, though the maine part | 
CHMacd. W hat's the Ditcale he meanes ? Pertaines to you alone. | 
Had. Tis call d the Evill, Macd. If it be mine | | 
A moſt mizaculous wer ke in thisgood King, Keepe it not from me , quickly let me have it, | 
Which often tice my heere remaine in England, Roſſe. Let not your earesdeſpiſc my rongue for ever, | 
I have ſcene him doe : How heſolicites heaven W hich ſhall poſſeſle them with the heavielt found 
Himleife beſt knowes ; but ttrangely viſited people That ever yet they heard. | 
All ſwolne and VIcerous, pittifull to the eye, Maca. Humh: 1 gueſſeatirt. | | 
The meere deſpairc of Surgery, hecures,  Roſſ. Your Caſtle is {urpriz'd ; your Wife, and Babes 
Hanging a golden ſtampe about their neckes, Savagely flayughter'd : To.relate the manner 
Put on wich holy Prayers, and 'tis ſpoken Were on the Quarry of thele murthker'd Deere 
To the ſucceeding Royalty he leaves {| To adde thedeath of you. 
The healing Benediction. with this ſtrange vertue, Malc. Mercit.ll Heaven : 
He hatha heavenly guift of Prophefie, W hat man, ne*re puil your hatupon your browes : 
And ſondry Bleſſings hang about his Throne, Give ſorrow words; the griefethat do's not ſpeake, 
X Thar ſpeake him full of Grace. W hifpers the o're-fraught heart, and bids ir breake, 
S Enter Roſſe, HMacd. My Children too ? | 
: Macd. Se who comes heere. Ro. Wife, Children, Servants,alt that could be found. 
Male. My Countryman : but yet I know him not; AMacd. And I mvſt be from thence? My wife kill'd too? 
HMacd. My euer gentle Cozen , welcome hither. Rofſe. 1 have ſaid. | 
Mealc. I know him now. Good God betimes remoue Hale. Be comforted. 
The meanes,the meanc's that makes us ſtrangers, Let's make us Med cinesof our great Revenge, 
Roſſ, Sir. Amen. To care this deadly greefe. 
AMacd. Stands Scotland where it did? Macd. He ha's no Children. All my pretty ones? 
Roſſ. Alas poore Country, Did you ſay All? Oh Heli-Kite 1 All? | 
Almoſt affram! to know it {elfe. It cannot - ] What, All my pretty Chickens,and their Dagams | 
Be calld our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing At onefell \woape ? | 
But who knowes nothing is once ſteve to (mile ; '| Aﬀalc. Diſputeirlike a mans | 


Where {ighes, and groanes, and ſhrieks that rentthe ayre | Jacd. I ſhalldoſo; 
| Butt 
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But I maſt alſo feele it as a wan ; 
| cannot but remember ſuch things were 
That were moſt precious to me : Did heaven looke on, 
And would not take their part ? Sinfull Macdeffe, 
They were all ſtrooke for thee : Naught that I am, 
Not for their ownedemerits, but for mine 
Fell laughter on their ſoules : Heaven reſt tHem now. 
al. Be this the Whetſtone of your ſword, let gricfe 
Convert toanger : blunt not the heart, enrage K. 
Macd, OIcouldplay the woman with mine eyes, 
And Brageart with my tongue. But gentle Heavens, 
Cut ſhort all intermiſſion : Front to Front, 
'Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland , and my ſcltc 
Within my Swords length ſer him, if he ſcape 
Heaven forgivchim too, 
Mal. Thistimegoes manly : 
Come go weto the King, our Power is ready, 
Our lacke is nothing but our leave. CMacberb 
Is ripe for ſhaking,andthe Powers aboue 
Put on their Inſtruments:Receiue what cheere you may, 
The night islong that never findes the Day. Zxenrr, 


eAfus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter a Door of Phyficke, and a Wayting 
Gentlewoman, | 

Def. I have two Nights watch'd with you, but can 
perceive no truth in your report, When was it ſhe laſt 
walk'd? 

Gert. Since his Majeſty went into the Field, I have 
ſcene her riſe from her bed, throw her Night-Gown up- 
| on her , unlocke her cloſict, take foorth paper, folde it, 
write upon't, read it, afterwards ſeale it,, and againe re- 
turne to bed ; yetall rhis while in a molt faft ſleepe, 

Doft. A great perturbation in Nature, to receive at 
once the benefit of ſleepe and dothe effects of watching. 
Inthis lumbry agitation,beſides her walking, and other 
actuall performances, what (atany time) have you heard 
her fay ? 

d <th That Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Dot. You may co me, and 'tis molt meet you ſhould. 

Gent. Neither to younor any one, having no witneſſe 
to confirme my ſpecch. Enter Lady with a Taper. 
Lo you, here ſhe comes: This1s her very guiſe, and np- 
on my life faſt aſlcepe; obſerve her,ſtand cloſe. 

Doi, How came ſheby that light? 

Gent, Why it ſtood by her: ſhe ha's light by her con- 
tinually, tis her command, 

DoF. You ſee ber eyes arc open. 

Gert, 1 buttheir ſenſc are ſhut. 

Do#. What is it ſhe do's now ? 

Looke how ſhe rubbes her hands. 

Gent. It is an accuſtom'd ation with her, to ſeeme 
thus waſhing her hands - I have knowne her continue in 
this aquarter ofan houre. : 

Lad, Yet heere's a ſpot. 


Dot. Heark,ſhe ſpeakes, I will ſet downe what comes 
from her, toſarisfic my remembrance the more itrongly. 
La. Out damaned ſpot : out 1 fay. One: Two: Why 
then 'tis time todoo't : Hellis murky. Eyc,my Lord, fie, 
a Souldier, and affcar'd? what need we feare? who knows 
it, when none cancall our power to accompt - yet who 


would have thought the olde man to bave had ſomuch | 


blood in him. 

Dot, Do you marke that ? + RT 

Lad. The Thane of Fife, hada wife: where is ſhe now? 
W hat will theſe hands neere becleane? No more o'that 
my Lord, no more o'that ; you marre all with at. 
ting. 

Doft. Goto, goto: 

You have knowne what you ſhould nor. 

Gent. She ha's ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am fare 
of that : Heaven knowes what ſhe ha's knowne. | 

La. Here's the ſmell of the blood till : all the per- 
fumesof Arabia will not ſweeten this little hand. 

Oh, oh, oh, | 
Dott. Whata ſigh is there? The heart isſorely charg'd 
Gent, I would not have ſuch a heart in my boſome, 

for the dignity of the whole body. | 

Dott. Well, well, well. 

Gemt. Pray God it be fir. 

Dot?, This diſeaſe is beyond my praQtiſe : yet Ihave 
knowne thoſe which have walkt in their fleep, who have 
dyed holily in their beds. 

Lad. Waſh your hands, put on your Night-Gowne, 
looke not {0 pale : Itell you yet againe Banguo's buricd ; 
he cannot come out on's grave. 

DoF. Evenſo ? 

Laay. To bed, to bed : there's knocking at the gate ; 
Come, come, come, come, give me your hand : What's 
done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed, 

Exit Lay. 

Dott, Will ſhe go now to bed? 

Gent. Directly. 

Dei. Foule whiſp'ringsare abroad: unnatyrall deeds 
Do breed wanatyrall troubles ; infeted mindes ; 
Totheir deafe pillowes will diſcharge their Secrets: 
More needes ſhe the Divine, then the Phyſitian : 

God, God forgive usall. Lookeafter her, 

Remove from her the reanes of all annoyance, 

And ſtill keepe eyesupon her : So goodnight; 

My minde ſhe ha's mated, and amaz'd wy fight, 

I thinke, but dare not ſpcake. 

| Gent, Good night good Doftor, 


—— 


Scena Secunda. 
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Drum and Colours, Enter Mmnteth, Cathnes, 
Ang, Lenx, Souldicrs. 


Afet. The Engliſh power is neere, led on by Malcolm, 
His Vnkle Seward, and the good Iacdeff. 
Revenges burne inthem : for their deere cauſes 
Excite the mortified man. | 
Ang. Necre Byrnan wood 
Shall we well mcet them, that way are they comming» 
Cath. Who knowes if Doxalbaxe be with his brother ? 
Len. For certaine Sir, heisnot : Ihavea File 
Ofall the Gentry ; there is Sgwards Sonne, 
And many unruffe youths, that evennow 
Proteſt their firſt of Manhood. 
Ant. W hat do'sthe Tyrant. 
Cath. Great Dunſinane he ſtrongly Fortifies , 
Some ſay hee'smad : Others, thatlefler hate bimy 
Do callit valiant Fury, but for certaine 


i 
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© SHEETS 


* | He cannot buckle his diſtemper'd cauſe 
"1 Within the belt of Rule. | 
Aug. Now doe's he feele 
His ſecret Murthers o_ on his hands, 
Now minutely Revolts upbraid his faich-breach : 
Thoſe he commands,move oncly in command, 
| Nothing in love : Now doe's he feele his Title 
Hang looſe about him,like a Giants Robe 
Vpona Dwarfiſh Thecte. 
' * Ment. Whothenſhallblame 
| Hispeſter'd SenſeSto recoyle,and fart, 
' When all that is within him,Jdoe's condemne 
Itſelfe, for being there. 
Cath. Well;march weon, 
To give obedience where tis truely ow'd 2. 
Meet we the Med'cire of the ſickly Weale, 
{And with him powre we in our Countries purge, 
'Each drop of us. | 
+ Lenox. Or ſo much as itneeds, 
'To dex the Soveraigne Flower,and drowne the Weeds 
Make we our March towards Birnam. Exe nn: marching 


—_— 


Scana T ertia, 


Enter Macbeth ,Doftor and Attendants. 


- eMacb. Bring me no more Reports,let them flycall ; 
Till Byrnam Wood remove to Dunſinane, 
I cannot taint with Feare. Whats the Boy Afalcolme? 
Was he not borne cf woman ? The Spirits that know 
All mortail Conſequences,have pronounc'd me thus : 
Feare not Macberh,no man thar's borne of woman 
Shall ere have power upon thee. Then fly falſe Thanes, 
And mingle with the Engliſh Epicures, 
The minde 1 {way by ,and the heartI beare, 
Shall never ſagge with doubt,nor ſhake with feare. 
4 Enter Servant. 

The Divell damne thee blacke, thou cream-fac'd Loone : 
Where gor'ſt thou that Goolc-looke. 

Ser. There is ten thouſand. 

Mach, Geele Viliaine 

Ser. Souldiers fir. 
- Mach, Goepricke thy face,and over-redthy fearc 
Thou Lilly-liver'd Boy. What Souldicrs,Patch? 
| Death of thy ſoule,thoſe linnen cheekes of thine 
Are Counſailours to feare. W hat Souldiers Whay-face? 
Ser. The Engliſh Force,ſo pleaſe you. 
 Macb.Take thy face hence. Seyton,1 am ficke at heart, 
When I bchold : Seyron,T fay,this puſh 
| | Will cheere me ever,or diſcale menow. 

have liv'd long enough : my way of life 
| Isfalne into the Seare,the yellow Leafe, 
And that which ſhou'!d accompany Old Age, 

As honour, love,obedience, Troopes of Friends, 

I muſt notlooke to have 3 but intheir ſtead, 
| Curſes,not lowd but deepe, Mouth-honour,breath 
Which the poore heart would faine deny ,anddarc net. 
Seyton ? 


1? 


Enter Seyton. 
Sey. Whats your Gracious pleaſure ? 
Hac, W hat newes more? | 
Sey. All is confirm'd my Lord,which was reported. 
ac, Ie fight, till from my bones,my ficſh is hackt. 


| 
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|] Both more and lefle have g1ven him the Revolt, | 


| Would ſcowre theſe Engliſh hence:hearſt thou of them? 


«4A. 
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Give me my Armour, 

Sey. Tisnotnecded yet. 

Mac. Ileputiton: 
Send out moe horſes,skirre the Countrey round, 
Hang thoſcthar ſtand in teare.Give me mine Armor : 
How doe's your Patient, DoRtor ? 
2 wn Not - _ my Lord, 

S {he 15 troubled with thicke-comming Fancies 
That keepe her from herreſi, ES 

Aacb. Cure her of that: 

Canft thou not Miniſter to. minde diſcas'd, | 
Placke from the Memory a rooted Sorrow, | 
Raze out the written troubles of the Braine, | 
And with ſome ſweet oblivious Antidote 
Cleanſe the {tuft boſome,of that pcrillous Ruffe 
Which weigtes upon the heart ? 

Dot. Therein the Patient | 
Mutt Miniſter nato himſelfe, 

Macb. Throw Phyſicke co theDogs,Tle none of it. 
Come,put mine Armor en: give me my Sraffe : 
Seyron,ſend out : DoRor,the Thanes flye from me : 
Come ſir,diſpatch. If rhou could'ſt Doctor,calt 
The water of my Land, find her diſcaſe, 
And purge it toa ſound and priſtine Health, 
I would applaud thee to the very Eccho, 
That ſhould applandagaine, Pull't off 1 fay, 
Whar Rubarb,Czny,or what Purgative drug 


Deo8, I my good Lord : your Royallpreparation 
Makes us hearc ſomething, 

Mac, Bring it afrer me : 
I will no: be afraid of DeatWand Bane, 
Till Birnam Forreft come to Dunfinare, 

Det.. Were I from Dunſinane away,and cleare, 
Profit againe ſhould hardly draw me heres . £xeam, 
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Drum and Colours, Enter Malcolme, Seyward, © Mace | 
duffe,Scywards Soane, Menteth,C athnes,\ Angus, 56Y 
and Souldiers Marching, | 


alc. Cofins I hope the dayes are neereat hand } 
That Chambers will be ſafe. | 
CHent. We doubt itnothing., 
Seyw. What Wood is this before us ? | | 
Atcxt. The Wood of Byrnam. | 
Malc, Let every Souldier hew him dowhe a Bough 
And bear't before him,thereby ſhall we ſhadow ; 
The numbers of our Hoaſt,and make diſcovery 
Errc in report of us. 

Sold, \t ſhall be done. . 

Seyw, Welearne no other, but the confident Tyrant, ' 
Keepes ſtill in Dunſinane,and will indure l 
Our ſetting downe befor't. 

AMalc. Tis hismaine hope : | 
For where there is advantage to be given, | 


And none ſerve with bim, bur conſtrained things, 
Whoſe hearts are abſent too. . ] 

Macd. Let our beſt Cenſures” fy | 
Before the true event,and pur we on 


: _Þp Induſtrions ) 


tn... Sree = - 
- ht 


| Induſtrious Souldictſhip- 


| 
| 


>] 
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{ 1 ſhouldrepo 
|] But know not how to doo't. 


. Sep. The time approaches, 

That will with due deciſion make us know 
What we ſhall ſay we have,and what we owe: 
Thoughts ſpeculative,their unſure hopes relate, 
But certaine iſſue, ſtrokes mult arbitrate, 


Towards which, advance the warre; Exeunt marching. 


 Seana Quimta. 


—— Rs. 


Enter Macbeth,Seyton,and S ouldicrs,with 
Dram and Colours. 


AMacb. Hang out our Banners onthe outward walls, 
The Cry is till,they come ; Our Caſtles ſtrengrh 
Will laugha Siege to ſcorne : Here let them lye; 
Till Famine and the Aguecate thetn up : 
Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
We might have met them darcfull,beard to beard, 


| Andbeat them backeward home. Whar is thar noyſe? 


| A ery within of Women, 
Sey. Tt isthe cry of women,my good Lord. 
CHMachb. I have almoſt forgot the taſte of Feares x 
The time has beene,my ſenſes would have cooPd 
To heare a Night-ſhricke,and my Fell of haire 
Would at a diſmali Treatiſe rowze,and ſtirre 
Aslife werein't. 1 have ſupt full with horrors, 
Direneſſe familtar to my ſlanghterous thoughts 
Cannot once ſtart me. W herefore was that cry ? - 
Sey. The Queene (my Lord)is dead. 
Hacb. She ſhould have dy'd hereafter ; 
There would have been a time for ſach a word ; 
To morrow,and to morrow,and tomorrow, 
Creepes in thus petty pace from day to day, 
To the laft Syllable of Recorded time ; 
Andall our yeſterdayes,have lighted Fvvles 
The way to {tudy death. Out,out, briefe Candle, 
Life's but a waiking Shadow, a poore Player, 
Thar ftruts and frets his houre upon the Stage, 
And then is heard no more. It isa Tale 
Told by an Ideor,full of ſound and fury 
Signifying nothing, Emer a Heſſen ger 


| Thou com'ſt to uſe thy Tongue': chy ſtory quickly, 


Meſe My Gracious Lord, | 
rtthat which I fay I ſaw, 


Mach. Well,ſay fir, 
eſe As Idid ftand my watch upon the hill 
Tlook't toward Byrnam,and anon me thought 
The Wood began to move. 
Mach. Lyarand Slave. 
AMeſ. Let me endure your wrath,if't benot ſo : 
Within this three wile may you {ce it comming. 
| I fay,a moving Grove. 
Macb, It thou ſpeak'it falſe, 
Vponthe next tree ſhalt thou hang alive 
Till Famine cling the : It thy ſpeech be ſooth 2 
* Tcare notif thou doſt for me as.much, 
I pull in Reſclution,and begin : 
| Todoubtthe Equivocation of the Fiend, 
| Tharlies liketruth. Feare not, till Byrnagz Wood 
| Doe come to Dunſinane,and now a Wood 
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| 


| Brandiſh'd by manthat's of a Woman borne. 


| Are hyr'dto beare their Staves ; either thou Macbeth, | 


Arm emr>rn=tlt. 


Comes toward Dunſinane, Arme,arme,andout, 
If this which he avouches doe's appeare, 

There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here, 
I'gin to be a weary of the Sunne, 

And wiſh th'eſtate o*th'worid were now undon. 
Ring thealarum Bell, blow Wind,come wracke, 
Atlealt weel dye with Harnefle on our backe. Exexye, 


ScanaSexta. 


Drumme and ( olours. 
Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Mackguffe,and their Army, 
with Bowohes, | 


Mal. Now neere enough : 

Your Leavy Screenes throw downe, 
And ſhew likethoſe you are : You(worthy Vnclc) 
Shall with my Couſin; your right Noble ſonne, 
Lead our firſt Battell. Worthy CMacdaffe,and we 
Shall take upon's what cle remaines to doe 
According to our order. 

Sey. Fare you well : 
Doe we but find the Tyrants power to night, 
Let us be beaten,if we cannot fight. (breath, 

HMacd. Make all our Trumpets ſpeake, give them all 
Thoſe clamourous Harbingers of blood,and death. Exex. } 

Fee; Alarums continued, | 


- 


CnOE——_— 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Macbeth. 

Mach, They have tyed me to a ſtake,I cannot flye, 
But Beare-like I muſt tight the courſe. W hats he 
That was not borne of woman ? Sucha one 
Am I to feare,or none. 

Enter yong Seyward, 
7.Sey. Whatis thy name? 
e acb.Thou'lt be afraid to heare ie. 
7.S$ey. No: though thou call'ft thy ſclfe a hotter name 
Than any is in hell. | 

Mach, My name*s Macbeth, | 

T,Sey. The Divell himfelfe could not pronounce a Title 
More hatefull to-mine care. 

Macb. No; nor more fearefull. 

T7.Sey.Thoulieftrhou abhorred Tyrant,with my ſword 
lle prove the lye thou ſpeak'ſt. 

| Fight and yong Seyward ſlaine« 

Mach. Thou waſt borne of Woman; 

But {words Iſmile at, Weapons lapgh to ſcorne, 9 
xit. 
| eAlarums. Enter Macdnffe, 

Macd. That way the noyſeis : Tyrant ſhew thy face, 
If thou beeſt ſlaine,and with no ſtroake of mine, 

My Wife and Childrens Ghoſts will haunt me till : 
I cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes,whoſe armes 


Orelſe my ſword with an unbatterred edge | 
I ſheath againe-undeeded. There thou ſhould'ſ be, 
By this greatclatter,one of greateſt note _ 


RY 
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Seemes | 


ia 


_ 


| Yet I will try thelaſt. Before my body, 


_-_ 


271 


D_———— 


Scemes bruited- Let me finde him Fortune, 
And more I begnot. Exit, 


eAlarums. 


| Enter Malcolme and Seyward. 


Sew. This way my Lord,the Caſtles gently rendred: 
The Tyrants peeple,on both ſides doe fight, 
The Noble Thanes doe bravely in the Warre, 
The day almolt it {fe profefſes yorrs, 
And little is to doe, 
AMalc. We have met with Foes 
Thar ſtrike beſide us, 
Seyw. Enter,Sir,the Caſtle. 
Enter Macbeth. 
Mac. Why ſhould I play the Roman Foole,and dyc 
On mine owne ſword? whiles E ſee lives,the gaſhes 
Doe better upon them. 
Enter Macduffe. 
Aacd. Turne Heli-hound,turne. 
Hac. Ofall men elſe I have avoyded thee : 
But get thee backe,my ſoule is roo much charg'd 
With blood of thine already. 
Hacd, I have no words, ' 
My voyce is in my Sword,thou bloodier V illaine 
Than tearmescan give thee out. Fight je Alarum, 
Macb. Thou loſeſt labour, 
Ascafic may'{t rhou the intrenchant Ayre 
With thy keene Sword impreſſe,as make me bleed : 
Ler fall thy blade on vulnerable Creſts, 
I beare a charmed life, which muſt not yeeld 
To one of woman borne. 
Macd, Diſpaire thy Charme, 
And let the Angell whom thou {till haſt ſerv'd 
Tell thee, Macduffe was from his Mothers wombe 
Yntimely ript. 
Mach. Accurſed be that tongue that tels me ſy ; 
For it hath Cow'd my better part of man : 
And be theſe Ingling Ficnds no more beleev'd, 
That palter withus in a double ſenſe, 
That keepe the word of promiſe to our earc, 
And breake it to our hope: Tlenot fight with thee. 
Zacd, Then yeeld thee Coward, 
And live to be the ſhew,and gaze oth'time. 
Wee'l have thee,as our Rarer Monſters are 
Painted upona Pole,and under-1writ, 
Here may you ſee the Tyrant. 
AMacb. 1 willnot yeeld | 
To kifſe the greund before yong Malcolmes feet, 
And to be baited with the Rabbles curſe, 
Though Byrnam Wood be come to Dunſinane, 
And thou oppos'd,being of no woman borne, 


£xeunt, eAlarum. 


| I throw my warlike Shield : Lay on Hacdefſe, 
And damn'd be him,that firſt cryes hold,;cnough 
Exeunt ſghting, Alarums, 


| 
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Enter Fightino and Macbeth ſlaine, 


Retregt and Flouriſh, Enter with Dramme and (aloirs; 
Halcolme Seyward,Roſſe,Thanes,and Soldiers. 
Mal, I would the Friends we miſſe, were ſafe arriv'd. 
Sey. Some mult goe off : and yer by thele 1 ſee, 
So great a day as this is cheapely bought, 
Mal. Macanffe is miſling,and your noble Sonne- 
Rofſ. Your ſonne my Lord, ha's paid a Souldiers debt, 
He onely liv'd but till he was a man, 
The which no ſooner had his Proweſſe confirm'd 
In the unſhrinking ſtation where he fought, 
But like a man he dy'd. 
Sey. Then he is dead ? | 
Roſſe.I,and brought off the Field:your cauſe of ſorrow 
Muſtnot be mcaſur'd by his worth,for then 
It hath no end, | 
Sey, Had hehis hurts before, 
Roſſ. T,onthe Front. 
Sey, Why then,Gods Souldier be he: 
Had TI as many ſonnes,as I have haires, 
I would not wiſh them toa fairer death : 
And ſo his Knell is knoll'd. 
Mal. Hee's worth more ſorrow, 
And that Ile ſpend for him. 
_ Sey. He's worth no more, | 
They ſay he parted well,and paid his ſcore, | 
And ſo God be with him. Here comesnewer comfort, 
Enter Macanffe;with Macbeths head, 
Aacd. Haile King, for ſo thouarr. 
Behold where ſtands 
Th'Vſurpers curſed head : thetime is free : 
I fce thee compaſt withthy Kingdomes Pearle, 
That ſpeake my ſalurationin their minds : 
Whoſe-voyces I deſire alowd with mine, 
Haile King of Scotland. 
Alt. Haile King of Scotland, Flowriſh. 
Hal. We ſhall not ſpenda large expence of time, 
Before wereckon with your feverallloves, 
And make us even with you, My Thanes and Kinſmen 


{| Henceforth be Earles,the firſt that ever Scotland 


In ſuch an honor nam'd : Whats moreto doe 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil'd Friends abroad, 

That fled the Snares of watchfull tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruell Miniſters 

Of this dead Butcher,and his Fiend-like q_=_ , 
Who(as 'tisthought)by ſelfe and violent hands, 
Tooke off her life, This,and what needfull elſe 
That cals upen us,by the Grace of Grace, 

We will performe in meaſure,time,and place ; 

So thankes to all at once,and to each one, 
Whom we invite,to ſceus Crown'd at Scone, 

Floartfh, Exennt omnes. 
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Aitus Primus, 


Scena Prima, 


Enter Barnardo and Franciſco two Centinels. 


Barnaras:; 
E2I9PHo's there ? ; 
WIE Fran, Nay anſwer me 2 Stand and unfold 
AVG your {elfe. 
*? Bar. Longlivethe King. 
Fran, Barnards ? 
Bar. He. 
Fran. Youcome moſt carefully upon your houre, 
Bar.Tis now ſtruck twelve,get thee to bed Franciſco. 
Fray, For this reliefe much thankes : Tis bitter colc, 
AndI am ficke at hearr. \ 
Bars. Have you had quiet Guard? 
Fran. Nota Mouic fiirring. - 
Barn. Well,goodnight. if? you doe mect Horatze and 
AMarcellrs, the Rivals of my Watch,bid them make haſt. 
Enter Horatio and e 1 arcellus, 
Fran, Ithinke I heare them. Stand: who's there 2 
Hor, Friends to this ground. | 
Alar. And Liege-men to the Dane. | 
Fran, Give you good night. | 
AMar.O farewel honeſt Soldier, who hath reliev'd you? 
Fra. Barnard? ha's my place : give you good night, 
dere Exit Franciſco. 
Mar. Holla Barnarde, 
Bar, Say,what is Horatiothere ? 
Hor, A peece of him. 
Bar. Welcome Horatio,welcome good CMarcellus. 
IMar.W hat,ha's this thing appear'd againe to night, 
Bar. I have {cene nothing. 
Mar. Horatio (ayes;tis but our phantaſte, 
And will not let beleefe take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded ſight. twice ſeene of us, 
Therefore I have intreated him along 
With us,to watch the minutes of this night, 
That if againe this Apparition come, 
He may approve our cyes,and ſpeake to it. 
Her, Tuſh,tuſh, tvwill notappear 
Bar. Sit downea while, J 
Andletus once againe affaile your eareY;] «. 
| Thatare ſo fortificd againſt ourStory, 
What we two nights have ſecne. *y 
Hor, Well.fit we downe, | 
And let us heare Barnarde ſpeake of this. 
Bars, Laſt night of all, 
Whon yond ſame Starre thats Weſtward from the Pole 
Had made his courſe Yillume that part of heaven 


Hor. That can I, 


Wherenow it burnes, Marcellus and my ſelfe, 
The Bell then bcating one. 
Mar. Peace.breake thee off : 
Looke whe: e ir comes agaie. 
Gar, In the {ome figure like the King thats dead. 
Car, Thouwart a Scholler ; ſpeake to it Horato, 
Bar, Locke it not likethe King ? Marke it Horatis, 
Hor. Moltlike ; It harrowes me with feare and won- 
Har. It would be ſpoke to. (der 
CMar, Queſtjon it Horatio, 
Hor, W bat art thouthat uſurp'ſt this time of night, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme 
In :vhich the Majcſty of buried Denmarke 
L1d ſometimes march : By heaven I charge thec ſpeake. 
Mar, It is offended. 
Bar. Sce,it ttalkes away. 
Her, Stay ; ſpeake ; ſpeake: I charge thee,ſpeaket / 
Exit the Gboſs.. 
Mar. Tis gone,and will not anſwer. | 
Bar. How now Horatio ? You tremble & looke pale: | 
Is not this ſomething more than phantafic? 
What thinke*you on't ? 
Hor, Before my God I might nor this beleeve 
W irhout the ſeni;bie and true ayouch 
Ot mine owne eyes. 
Aar, Is ic not like the King ? 
Hor. As thou arrto thy {clfe, 
Such was the Armour he had on, 
W hen th Ambitious Norway combatted : 
So frown'd he once,when in an angry parle 
He {mot the ſledded Pollax on the Ice. 
Tis ſtrange, h 
Mar. Thus twice before,and juſt at this ſame houre, 
With Martiall ſtaike,hath he gone by our Watch. 
Hoy, In what particular thought to'worke,I know not; | 
Bur in a: and {cope of my opinion, 


Enter the Gheſt, 


| \ 


/ 


This bogWs ſame ſtrange cruption to our State, 

Mar. Goodnow fit dowre,and tell me he that knowes 
W by this ſame ſtri&and moſt obſervant Watch, 
So nightly toyles the ſubject of the Land, 
And why ſuch daily Caſt of Brazen Cannon 
Aud forraigne Mart for Implements of Warre : 
Why ſuchimpreſſe of Shipwrights,wheſe fore Taske 
Do's not divide the Sunday from the wzeeke, 
W hat might be toward,that this ſweaty haſte | 
Doth makethe night joynt-labourer with the day ; 
Who is't that can informe me ? 


At 
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'] Atleaſt the whiſper goesſo : 
| Whoſe Image even but now appear'd to us, / 
Was (as you know )'by Fortinbras of Norway) 
(Thereto prick'd on by a moſt emulate pride): ... 

| Dar'd tothe Combate, In which;our valiant Hamlet, 
(For ſo this fide of our knowne world eſteem'd him ) 
Did (lay this Fortinbras 2 Who by aſcal'd Compatt; : 


Our laſt King, 


Wellratified by Law, and Heraldry, 


Did forfeit (with his lifc)all thoſe his:Lands :_ 
Which he ſtood ſeiz'd ongp the Conqueror x 


Againſt the which, a Moity:comperent 


| Was:gaged. by our King: w 


hich had return'd 


To the Inhericance of Fortinbras, 


quiſher,as by the ſame Cov'na 
And carriage of the Article deſign'd, 
His fell to Hamlet. Now fir,yong-Fortinbrac, 


Of unimproved mettle,hot and full, 

Hath in the skirts of Norwayzkere and there; 
Shark'd up a Lift of Landlefle Reſolutes, 

For food and Dyet,co ſome Enterprize 


That hath a ſtomake in'c ; whichis no other 


(And it doth wcll appeare unto our State) 
But to recover of us by ſtrong band 


And termes Compulſative,thoſe foreſ#id Lands 


So by his father loſt ; and this(l take ir ) 
Is the maine motive of our Preparations, 


The ſourſe of this eur Watch,and the chiefe head 


Of this poſt-haſte,and Romage in the Land. 
Enter Ghoſt againe, 


But ſoft,behold : Loe,wheic it comes againe : 
Ile crofſe it, though it blaſt me.; Stay lIluſion : 


It chou haſt any ſound,or uſe of yoyce, 


Speake to me, If there be any good thing to be 
T hat may to thee doe eaſc,and grace to mie; ſpeake to me, 
If thou art privy to thy Countrics Fate 
(Which happily forcknowing may avoy 
Or,if rnow-haſt uphoordedin thy life 


Extorted Treaſure in the wombe of Earth, 


(For which, they ſay,you ſpirits oft walke in death) 
Speake of it. Stay,and ſpeake, Stop it Marcellzs, 
Aar, Shall 1 ſtrike at it with my Partizan? 


Hor. Doe if it will not ſtand, 


Barn, Tis here. 
Hor, Tis here, 
Afar. Tis gone. 


Exit Ghoſh. 


Wedoe it wrong,being ſo Majelticall 


To offer it the ſhew of Violence, 


For it is as the Ayre,invulnerable, 
And our vaine blowes,malicious mockery, 


Bern. It was about to ſpeake,when the Cocke crew. 
. Hor. And then.it ſtarted, like a guilty thing 
' Vpon a fearcfull Summons. I have heard, 


The Cocke thar is the Trumpet to the day, 


Doth with his lofty and ſhrill-ſounding throat 


Awake the god of Day : andat his warning, 
Whether in Sea,or Fire,in Earth,or Ayre, 


CC ee ee eee ee 


Thextravagant and erring ſpirit,hyes 

To his Confine, And of the truth herein, 

Thispreſent Obje& made probation, | 
Mar, It faded on the crowing of the Cocke, 

| Some ſayes.that ever *gainſt that ſcaſon comes 

Wherein our Saviours Birth is celebrated, 

' The Bird of Dawning ſingethall night long : 

And(they ſay )no ſpirit can walke abread, 

The nights are wholſom,then no Planets ſtrike, 

'No Fatery talkes,nor Witch hathpower to Charme : 


— 4 


| Breake we our Watchup,and by my advice'- + - 


nt. 


— 
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4)Oh ſpeake. 


Giving to you no further perſonall power ] 
To bufineſle with the King,more than the ſcope | 
Of theſe dilated Articles alloy : 

Farewell,and let your haſte commend your duty. © | 


And now Laertes JW hats the newes with you > 


So hallow'd,and ſograciousisthetime. blog Tt 

Hor. So haveT heard,and doein part beleeve ir,» | 
Butlooke,the Morne inRuſſet Mantle clad; © * + 
Watlkes o're the Dew of yon high Eaſterne hill, 


Let us impartwhat we have ſeeneto night”: © - | 

Vnto yong Ham/er, For upan'my life | of 45 

This fpirir dumbeto us,willſpeaketo him $4 1 

Doe you conſent we ſhall acquamrthimwirkic,! 

As needfull in our Loves, fiteing'our duty ?'''s - | 
Mar. Lets do'c Þ pray;and 1rhis morning know ' 

Where we ſhall finde him moſt conyenientlys'': £xewns, 
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Enter Clandins, "King of Denmarke , Gertrad" the - 
Dneene, Hamlet, Poloning, Laertes and his Siſter 
Ophelia, Lords Attendants. 


King.Thoughyer of Hamlet our deare Brothers death, 
The 'memory.begreenie zandthatit us befitted ' 7 
Tobeareour' hearrs in griefe,and our whole Kingdome + 
To be contracted in-one brow of woe : | | 
Yet ſo farre hath Diſcretion fought with Nature, | 
Thar we with wiſeſt ſorrow thinke on him, 
Together withremembrance of our ſelves.” 
Therefore our ſometimes Siſter,now our Queene, 
Th'iImperiall Ioyntrefle of this warlike State, 
Have we,as twere,witha defeated joy, 

With one Aufpictous,and one Dropping eye; 
With mirth jn Funerall,and with Dirgein Marriage, 

In equall Scale-weighing Delight and Dole- 
Taken to wife ; nor have weherein barr'd-' 

Your better Witedomes, which have freely gone 
W ith this affaire along;forall oar Thankes. 
Now followes,that you know-yong Fortinbras, ” 
Holding a weake {uppolall'of our worth 3 - 
Octhinking by our late deare Brothers death, 
Our Stateto be difioynt,and:cart of Frame, * 
Colleagued withthe dreame of his Advantage 3 
He hath not fail'd to peſter us with Meſſage, 
Importing the ſurrender of thoſe lands 

Loſt by his Father , withall Bonds of Law 

To our moſt valiant Brother. So much for him. 

Enter Voltimand and Cornelins, 

Now for our ſelfe,and for thistime of meeting 

Thus much the bufinefſe is. We have here writ 

To Norway, Vnclcof yong Fortixbras, 

Who impotent and bedrid, ſcarcely heares 

Of this his Nephewes purpoſe,to ſupprefle 

His farther gate herein, Inthat the Levies, | | 

The Liſts,and full proportions areall made ” £8 at 

Out of his ſubje& : and we here difpatch ** 

Yougood Cornelins,and you Voltimand, | 

For bearing ofthis greeting to old Norway, | 


Vol. Inthat,andall things,will we ſhew ourduty, - | 
King, Wedaubt it nothing, heartily farewell,” * } 
Exit Voltimand and Cornelims, © EY 
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You told us of ſome ſauite; ' What is'tZeerees? - 
You cannot ſpeake of Reaſon'tothe Dane, ' 
And looſe your voyce. What wauld{t thou beg Leerres, 
| That ſhallhtnor be my Offer; not thy Asking ? YN 
| The head isnot wore Nativeto the heart, | 
-The hand more inſtrumeotalltothe Mouth, -- 
. Then is the Throne of Denwarke to thy father, 
What wouldit thou have. Leerres ?f. 
© Laer, Dread my Lord, : 
Yourlcave and favour to returneto France, Ty: 
From whence, though willingly-I came to Denmarke - 
' Toſhew my duty in your Coronation,” © . .. | 
Yet now I muſt confeſle, that duty done, 
1-My thoughtsand wiſhes bend againe towards Fraxce, 
- 7 And bowthemto your gracious leave and pardon. 
- } King. Have you your Fathers leave ? 
i Whar ſaycs Po/oniws ? | 
© Pol. He hathmy Lord ; 
I doe beſcech you give himleave togoe...'. . - 
King. Take thy faire houre Leertes, time be thine, 
| 73 a beſt graces ſpenditat thy will: 
| But now my Colin, Hawes, and my Sonne'? 
| | Ham, Alittle more then kin, andlefle then kind. -. 
Kg. How is it thatthe'Clouds ſtill hang on you? 
Hai. Not ſo my Lord,:Jatn too muchith' Sun, - 
| nee. Good Hamlet caſtthy nightly colouroff, 
| Andlet thine'cyelooke ike a Friend on Denmarke. 
| Doe not for ever withthy veyled lids 
1 Seeke for thy Noble Father inthe duſt ; 
Thou knowſt tiscommon, all that live mult dye, 
Paſſing threugh-Nature, to.Eternity. :.,. 
Ham. I Madam, it}$ common. :,- 
Omnee, If it bez” uo 
Why ſcemes it ſo particalar with thee.;- _;, 
' Ham, Scemes Madam? Nay, it is: I know not Seemes:; 
Tis net alone myInky:Cloake (good Mother) - 
| Nor Cuſtowary ſuitesof folemne Blacke, + 
{| Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, ; 
| No,nor the fruicfull Riverin the Eye, + | 
Nor the dejected/hayiour of the Vilage, | 
{ Together with all Formes, Moods, ſhewes of Griefe, 
{ That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed Seeme, 
{ For they areactions that'a man might play : 
{ But ] haye that Within, which paſſcth ſhow ; 
| Theſe, but the Trappings, and the Suites of woe. 
| King. Tis ſweet and commendable 
\ In your Nature Hamlet, 
1 To give theſe mourning duties to your Father ; 
| But you muſt know, yourfather loit a father, 
{ That fatherloſt, loſt his, and the Surviver bound 
In filiall Obligation, for ſome terme _ _ 
Todee obſequious Sorrow. . But to perſeyer 
{ In obſtinate Cntlalebare, is.4 coſe 
| Of impious ſtubbornneſſe. Tisunmanly griefe, 
{ It ſhewes a will moſt incorre& to Heaven, 
A heart unfortified, a Mind impaticnt, 
An Vnderſtanding ſimple, and unſchool'd : 
For, what we know muſt be, and is as common 
As any the moſt vulgar thingro ſence, 
' Why ſhould wein our peeviſh Oppoſition 
' Take it to heart ? Fye, tisa faultto heaven, 
A fault againſt the Dead, a fault to Nature, 
* ToReaſon moſt abſur'd, whoſe common Theame 
= Ts death of Fathers, and who ſtill hath cryeq, 
{ Fromthe firſt Coarle,till he thatdycd today, 
-This muſtbe ſo. We pray you throw to carth 
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| Our cheiteſt Courtier Coſin, and our Sonne, 


| Iprethce ſtay with us, goenot to Wittenberg. 


-/. | Secmes to meall the uſes of this world ? 
\. ] Fyeor't? Oh hee, fie; tis anunweeded Garden 
| That growes to Seed: thingsrank, and grofle in Nature 


With which ſhe followed my poore Fathersbody 


2 


This unprevayling woe; and thinke of us, - 
As of a Father ; For letthe world take note 
Youare the moſt iminediate to bur Throne, 
And wich nolefſe Nobility of Love, | - 
Then that which deereſt Father beares his Sonne, 
Doe 1 impart towards you. For your intent 
In going backe toSchoole in Wittenberg, 
It is molt retrogardeto our defire'; | 
And we beſeech you, bend you toremaine 
Heere in the-cheereand comfort of our eye, 
Le. Let not thy Mother loſe her Prayers Hamlet : 
Ham. I ſhall inall my beſt 
Obey you Madam. . 
King. Why tis a loving, and a faire Reply, 
Be as our {elfe in Denmarke. Madam come, 
This gentleandunforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits \miling to my'heart.; in grace whereof, 
No jocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day, 
But the great Cannon ro'the Clowds ſhall tell, 
And the Kings Ronce, the heavens ſhall bruite againe, 
Reſpeaking earthly Thunder- Come away. Exeun, 
c Hanet Hemlet. 
Ham, Oh thatthis too too ſolid Fleſh, would melt, 
Thaw, and reſolve it ſelfe into 8. Dew : 
Or that the Everlaſting had not fixt 
His Cannon gainit telfe-flaughter. O God, O God | 
How weary, (tale, farzand unprofitable 


Policfle it meerely. That it ſhould come to this : 
Butzwo months dead : Nay, not ſo much ; not two, 
So excellent a Eing, that was tothis 

Hypergon to a Saty1e : to loving to my Mother, 

That he might not beteene the wirdes of heaven 
Vir her face too roughly. Heaven and Earth 
Muſt 1 remember : why ſhe would hang un him, 


' Asifencreaſe of Appetite had growne 


By whatitfed on ; and yet within a month ? 
Let me notthinke on't : Frailty, thy name is woman: 
A little Month, or ere thoſe ſhoocs were old, 


Like Nyobe, all teares. Why ſhe, even ſhe, 

(O heaven ! A beaſt that wants diſcourſe of Reaſon | 
Wouid have mourn'd longer) married with minc Vnkle, | 
My fathers brother : but no more like my father, 
Then Ito Hercules. Withina Month ? 

Ere yet the falt of moſt unrighteous Teares 

Had left the fluſhing of her gauledeyes, 

She married. O moſt wicked ſpeed topoſt 
With ſuch dexterity toinceſtuous ſheets : 

It is nor, nor it cannot come to good. 

Bur breake my heart, for I mult hold my tongue. 


Enter Horatio, Barnard, and darcellns, 


Hor. Haileto your Lordſhip. 
Ham. Iam glad to ſee you well ; 

Horatio, or I doe forget my ſelfc. 
Hor, The ſame my Lord, 

And your poore Servant ever. 
Ham. Sir my good friend, 

Ile change that name with you : 


| 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio ? | 
_MarceInse 
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Marcellus, + 
Aer. My good Lord, 

Ham. lam very glad toſce yeu': good even fir; 
| But what in faith make you from Fitrenberges 

| Hor. A Truant diſpofition,good my Lord. 

Ham. IT would not have your enemy ſay fo ; 

{ Nor ſhall you doe mine care that violence; 

| Totakeittruſter of your owriereport 

Againit your ſelfe. I know you areno Truant : 

But whar 1s your affaire in E//enowr ? 

Wee'lteach you todrinke deepe ere you depart. 

Her. My Lord,I came toſce your Fathers Funerall. 
Ham, I prythee doenot'mocke me(fellow Student) 

Ithinkeit was tofee my Mothers wedding. 

97, Indecd my Lord,it followeth hard upon. 
Ham,Thrift,thrift, Horatio: the Funcrall Bak'd meats, 

Did coldly furniſh forth the Marriage Tables ; 

Would I had mict my deareſt Foe in heaven, 

Ere I had cver ſcene that day Horatio, 

My father,me thinkes | ſee my father. 

Hor. Oh where my Lord? 

Ham, In my minds eye( Horatio.) 

Hor, 1 ſaw him once,he was a goodly King» 
Ham, He was a man,take him for all in all : 

I ſhould not looke upon his like againe. : 

Hor. My Lord;Itbinke ſaw him yeſternight. 
Ham, Saw ? Who? | 
Hor, My Lord,the King your Father. 
Ham, The King my father t 
Hor. Seaſon your admiration for a while 

Withan attent care ; till I may detiver 

Vpon the witneſle oftheſe Gentlemen, 

This marvell to you. 
Ham. or heavens love let me heare. | 

— Hor, Twonightstogether,bad theſe Gentle 

( Marcella and Barnardo )ontheir Watch 

In the dead waſte and middle of thenight 

Bcene thus encountred: A figure like your father, 

Arm'd at all points cxatly,Cap 4 Pe, 

Appearcs before them,and with ſfolemne March 

Goesflow and ſtately : By them thrice he walkt, 

By their oppreſt and fearc-ſurprized eyes, | 

Within his Truncheons lengrh;whilſt they beſtill'd 

Almoſt co Iclly with the Act of feare, 

Stand dumbe and ſpeake not to him. Thisto me 

Indreadfull ſecrecy impart they did, 

And I with thcm the third night kept the Watch, 

W hereas they had deliver'd both intime, | 

Forme of the thing ; cach word made true and good, 

The Apparition comes. I knew your Father : 

Theſe hands are not more like, 

* Hams, But where was this ? | 
HMar.My Lord upon the platforme where we watcht. 
Ham, Did you not ſpeake to it? 

Hor. My Lord,I did ; 

But anſwer mage it none : yet once me thought 

It lifred up. it head, and did addreffe 

It ſelfe ro motion ,like as it would ſpeake : 

Buteven then, the morning Cocke crew lowd 3 

And atthe ſound it ſhrunke in haſte away, 

And vaniſht from our ſight, 

Ham, Tis very ſtrange, | : 
Hor, As1 doe live my honourable Lord *tistrue's 

And we did thinke it wrir downe in our duty 

To let you.know of it. 

Ham. Indeed,indeed Sirs but thistroubles me.” 
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, Hold you the Warchto night 8 
Both. Wedoe my Lord. 
Hem. Arm'd,ſay you ? 
Both. Arm'd,my Lord: 
Ham, Fromrtop to toe # © 
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Both. "My Lord,from head to foote: 

Ham. Then ſaw younot his face? | 

Hor.” O yes,my Lord,he wore his Beaver vp; 
Ham. Whart,lookthe frowniogly ?. | 

Hor. A countenance more in ſorrow than in anger. 
Haz, Pale,or red ? x | | 

Hor, Nay,very palc. | 

Ham. And fixt hiseyes bpon you 3 

Hor, Moſt conſtantly. iS 
Ham, '| would 1 hadbeene there: * 

Hor, It would have muth amaz'd you: 

Ham, Very like,very like : ſtaid it long ? (dred. 
Hor. W ile one with moderate haſte might tella hun- 
All, Longer,longet. 

Hor, Not when | ſaw't: 

Ham, His Beard was griſly ? 

Hor, It wass 1 have ſeene it in his life, 

A Sable Silver'd. (gaine, 
Harm, 1le watch to night ; perchance twill walke a- 
Hor. I warrant you it will, 

Ham. \f it affume my noble fathers perſon, 

Ile ſpeake to it,though Hellit ſcife ſhould gape 

And bid me hold my peace, Ipray youall, 

If you have hitherto conceald this foht s 

Let it be trebble in your ſilence ſtill » 

And whatſoever elſe ſhall hap tonight; 

Giyc it an underſtanding,but notongue ; 

I will requite your loves; ſo,fare ye well : 

Vpon the Platforme twixt eleven and twelve, 

Ile viſit yous k 
ell. Our duty to your Honour. 

Ham. Your love,as mine to you: farewell. 

My fathersſpiritin Armes ? Allisnot well ; 

I doubt ſome foule play : would the night were come ; 

Till then (it {till my foule ; foule deeds will riſe, 

Thoughall the carth crewhelm them to mens eyes. Ext, 


Exeunt, 
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Scena Tertia, 


———_ 


Enter Laertes and Ophelia, 
Laer. My neccflaricsars imbark't,farewell ; 
And ſifter,asthe Winds give benefit, 
And Convoy ts aſſiſtant; doe not ſlcepe, .. 
But let me hearefrom you, 
Gphe. Doe you doubt that F | | 
Laer. For Hamlet and the trifling of his favours, 
Hold it a faſhton and a toy in Bloud ; 
A Violet inthe youth of Primy Nature ; 
Froward,not permanent; ſweet not laſting 
The ſuppliance ofa minute ; No more. 
Ophel. Nomore but ſo. 
Laer, Thinke it no more : | 
For nature creſſant does not grow alone, 
In thewes and Bulke : but as his Temple waxes, 
The inward ſervice of the minde and toule | 
Growes wide withall. Perhaps he loves you now,” | 
And now no foyle nior cautell dath beſmerch | 
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The vertuc of his feare ; but yori niuſt feare mY 
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| Than the maine voyce of Deumarke gocs. withall. 
T hen weigh what lefſe your honout may;{uſtaine, _. 
If with two credent eare you lift his Songs 3 .,:,; - 


Orloſe your heart; 


iE-my, deare 
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The charieſt Maid is prodigall cnough, 
If ſhe unmaske her beary tothe Moone : 
Vertueit ſeife icapes not calumnious ſtroaks, 


The Canker galls the infant of the Spring 


Too oft before the Buttens be diſclos'd, 
And in the morneand liquid dew of Youth, 
Contagious blaſtmentsare moſt immincnr, _ 
Be wary than, beſt ſafety lies in feare;, 
Youth to it ſelfe rebcls,though none elſe neere. 
Ophe, 1 ſhall th'effect of this good Leflon keepe, 
As watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother 
Doe not as ſome ungracious Paſtors doe, 


Shew methe ſtcepe and thorny way to heaven; 


Whilſt like a puft and reckleflc Libertine 


Himſelfe,the Primroſe path of dalliance treads, 


And reakes not his ownereadc, 
Lacr., Oh,fcarc me nor. 


I ſtay too lo 


A double blc 
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ng-isa double grace ; 


Enter Polonisn, 


Siſter, | 


but here my Father comes : 


Occafion ſmiles upon a ſecondleave, 
Polen.” Yet here Lacrtes ? Aboord, aboord for ſhame, 
The wind fits in the ſhoulder of your faile, 
And youare ſtaid forthere : my bleſſing with you : 
And theſe few Precepts in thy memory, - 
See thou Character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his Act : 
Bethou familiar ; but by no meanes vulgar : 
The friends thou haſt,andtheir adoptioa tride, 
Grapple them to thy ſoule, with hoopes of Steele : 
But doe not dullthy palme,with-enter:ainment 
Of each uvhatch't,unfledg'd Comrade. Beware 
Ofentrance to a quarrell : but being in 
Bear't that th'oppoſed may beware of thee. 
Giveevery man chine eare ;but few thy voyce z 
Take each mans cenſure : but reſerve thy judgement : 
Coſtly thy habit as thy purſe can buy ; 
Bur not expreſt in fancy ; rich,not gaudy : 
For theapparell oft proclaimes the man. 
Andthey in France of the beſt ranke and ſtation, 
' Arcof a moſt ſeleR and generous cheffinthat. 
Neither a borrower,nor alender be ; 
| For Loane oft loſes both it ſelfe and friend : 
; A borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry. 
This above all; to thine owne ſelfe bertrue ; 
Andit maſt follow,zsthe Night the Day, 
| Thou canſt not then befalſe to any man, 


oryour.chaltt treaſure open . + 
To his unmaſtred impertunity. _ Te 

| Feare1t Ophelea,te | 1 
And kcepe. within thereare prguar affection ; -- 
Out of the ſhot and danger of 


p 


Farewell 


{ Even intheir promiſe, as it isa making ; 


: my bleſling ſeaſon this in thee, +... - 
Laer, Moſt humbly doc Itakemy lcave,my Lord, 
Polon, Thertime invites you,goe,your ſervants tend. 
 £aer, Farewell Ophelia;and remember well- | 
W hatTI have faidto yous ....'.. 
Ophe. .'Tis jig:my.memory lockt,.. ||, , : 
And you your ſelts ſhall keepe the, Key of it, | 
Laer. Farewell. 51 T3019 3d 3 Exit Laer, 
Polon.. Whatjiſt Ophelia,he hath faidto you? | 
Ophe.So pleaſe you,ſomthing touching the L\Hamler. 
: Polon, Martrywell berhought!;.: 
Tis told me he hath;very oft oflate_ < 
Given privatetime to.you ;and yu. your ſelfe 
Bave of your audierce beene molt free and bounteous, 
If it be ſo,asſotisputon me 3: Fx | ; 
And thar in way of caution; I muſt tell you, 
You doe not underſtand your ſelfe ſo clearcly, 
As it behoves my, Daughter, and your honour, 
What is betweene yougive me up the truth ? 
Ophe, He hath my Loxd of late;made many tenders 
Ot his affeion rome. - |... | 
Pelon, Aﬀ:tion,pubs, You ſpeake like a greene Gitle, 
Vnſifted in ſich periliouscircumbtances. = 
Doe you beleeye histendersasyou call them ? 
Ophe.I doe not know,my Lord, what I ſhould thinke. 
Pelon.Marrylle teach you; thinke your ſelfe a Baby, 
That you haverane his tenders fortrue pay, | 
W hich 2re not itarling, ,Tender yourſelfe more dearely ; | 
Or not to cracke the wind of the poore Phraſc, 
Roaming it thus,you'l tender mea foole. 
Ophe. My Lord,he hath importun'd me with love, 
In honourable faſhjon. | 
Polon. I,fafhion you may call it,goe to,goe to, | 
Ophe, And hath given countenance to his ſpeech, 
My Lord,withall the vowes of heaven. 
Polon, T,Springes tocatch Woodcocks. I doe know | 
W hen the blood burnes, how p1odigall the {0.le 
Gives the tongue vowes : thelc blazes, daughter, | 
Giving more light than heat; extin& in both, 


You muſt not take for fire. For this time Daughter, 

Be ſomewhat ſcanter of your Maiden preſence, 

Sct your entreatmentsar a higher rate, 

Thena command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 

Beleeve fo wuchin him,that he isyong, 

And with a larger tether may he walke, - 

Then way be given you. In few,Ophelia, 

Doe not beleeve his vowes; for they are Broakers, 

Not of the eye,which their Inveſtments ſhew : 

But meere implorators ofunholy Sutes, 

Breathing like ſanctified and pious bonds, 

The better to begaile, This is for all : 

I would not,io plaine termes,from this time forth, 

Have you {oflanderany mement leiſure, 

Asto give wordsortalke with the Lord Hamlet : 

Looke too't,I charge you ; come your way. 
Ophe. I ſhallobey my Lord. 


SS ao om oo an ————— = 


Exeunt. 


Enter Hamlet, Horatio, Marcehtus, 

Ham. The Ayrebites ſhrew'dly : is it vety cold? | 
Hor. Iris a nipping and an eager ayrc. | 
Hams. W hat houre now ? 
Hor, Ithinke it lackes of twelve. | 
Mar. Nozit is ſtrooke, (ſcaſon, | 
Hor, Indeed I heard it not : then it drawes necre the 

Whereia the Spirit held his wontto walke. IA 
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What does this meane my Lord ? ( rouſe, 
Ham. The King doth waketo night,andrakes his 
Keepes wafſels,and the ſwaggering upſpring reeles, 
Andas he dreines hisdraughts of Reniſh downe, 
The Kettlz Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
Thetriumph of his pledge. 
Hor. It isa cuſtome ? 
Ham, I marry is't : 
And to my mind,thongh I am native here, 
Andtothe manner borne : It isa culkome 
More honour'd iti the-breach,than the obſervance: 
Enter Ghoſt, 
Hor. Looke my Lord it comes. 
Ham. Angels and Miniſters of grace defend.us : 
Be thou a ſpirit of health,or Goblin damn'd, | 
Bring with thee ayres from heaven, or blaſts from hell,” 
Be thy events wicked or charitable, 
Thou com'ſt in ſucha queſtionable ſhape 
That I will ſpeake tothee. Ile call thee Hamer, 
King, Father, Royall Dane : Oh,oh,anſwer me, 
Let me not burſt in 1gnorance ; but tell 
| Why thy Canoniz'd bones hearſed in death, 
Have burſttheir Cearments,why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we ſaw thee quietly Inurn'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and Marble jawes, 
To caſt thee up againe ? W hat may this meane ? 
That thou dead Coarſe againe in compleat ſtecle, 
Reviſitſt thus the glimpſes ofthe Moone, 
Making night hideous ? And we fcotes of Nature, 
So horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition, | | 
With thoughts beyond thee; reaches of our ſoules, 
Say,why is this, wherefore ? what ſhould we doe ? 
Ghoſt Beckens Hamlet. 
Hor. It beckens youto goe away with it, 
As if it ſome impartment did defire 
To you alone, | 
Mar. Looke with what courreous ation 
It wafts you to a more removed ground : 
But doe nor goe with it. 
Hor. No,by no meancs. 
Ham. Tt will nor ſpeake ; then will I follow it. 
Hor. Doe not my Lord. 
Ham. Why,what ſhould be the feare ? 
I doe not ſet my lite at a Pins fee; 
And for my ſoule what canit doetothat ? 
Being a thing immerrall as it ſelte : 
It waves me forth againe; Ile follow it. 
Hor, What if it tempt you toward the Floud my Lord ? 
Or to the dieadfull Sonnet of the Cliffe, 
That beetles o're his baſe imto the Sea, 
And there aſſumes ſome other horrible forme, 
W hich might deprive your Soveraignty of Reaſon, 
And draw you into madnefle ? thinke of.it. 
Ham. It wafts me (till : goe on, Ile follow thee. 
Mar, You ſhallnot goe my Lord, 
Ham, Hold off your hand. 
Hor. Be rul'd,you ſhall not goe. 
Hams. My fate cries out, | 
And makes cach petty Artice in this body// 
As hardy as the Nemian Lions Nerve: 
Still am I call'd? Vnhand me Gentlemen : 
By heav'n,lle mal ea Ghoſt ofhim that lets me : 
I fay away,goe on lle follow thee. 
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E:xcunt Ghoſt and Hamlet. 


Hox. He waxes deſperate with imagination. 361 
Mar. Let's follow ; tis not fit thus to obey him. 


—_— 
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| Will ate it ſelfe ina Celeſtiall bed, and prey on Garbage, 


—_—c_ 


———_ 


Hor. Haveafter,to what ifſue will this come ? 
Afar. Something is rotten inthe State of Denmarke. 
Hor, Heaven willdire& it, RS 
Aar. Nay,let's follow him. Exennt, 
Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. | 
Ham. Where wilt thou leademe? ſpeake; Ile goe no 
Ghoſt. Marke me, (further. 
Ham, I will. 
Ghbo. My honour isalmoſt come, 
When I ro ſulphurous and tormenting Flames 
Muſt render up my elfe. 
Ham. Alas poore Ghoſt. 
Ghof. Pitty me not bur lend thy ſcrious hearing 
To what I ſhall unfold. 
Ham. $peake,1 am bound to hearc. 


Gho, Soait thou to revenge, when thou ſhalt heare. 
Ham. W hat? 


_ 


Ghoft. Iam thy fathers ſpirit, | 
Doom'd for a certaine terme to walke the night ; 
And for the day confin'd to faſt in fiers, 
Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away ? But that I am forbid 
Totell the ſecrets of my Priſon-houſle ; 
I coulda Talc unfold, whoſe lightelt word 
Would harrow up thy ſoule,freeze thy yong blood, 
Make thy two eyes like Starres, ſtart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined lockes to part, | 
Andeach particular haire to ſtand an end, | 
Like Quills upon the fretfull Porpentine : | 
But this eternall blazon muſt not be | | 
To cares of Fleſh and Blood ; lift Hamle,oh liſt, 
If thou didſt ever thy deare father love. 
Ham . Oh heaven ! | | 
Gheſt. Revenge his foulesnd moſt unnaturall Murther. 
Ham. Murther ? 
Ghoſt; Murther moſt foule,as inthe beſt it is; | 
But this moſt foule ſtrange,and unnaturall, 
Ham, Halte,baſte me to know it, 
That I with wings as (wife | 
As Meditation,or the thoughts of Love, | 
May ſweepe to my Revenge. 
Ghoſt. | findethee ap?, - : 
And dufler ſhould'ft thou be than the fat weed 
T hat rots 1t ſelte in eaſe,on Lethe W harfe, 
Would*ſt thou not ſtirre in thiss Now Hamler heare : 
It's given out,that ſleeping ia mine Orchard, 
A Serper.t ſtung me : ſothe whole care ef Denmarke, 
Is by a forged proceſle of my death 
Rankly abus'd : But know thoa noble youth, . 
The Serpent that did ſting thy fathers lite, 
Now weares his Crowne, 
Ham. O my Propheticke foule * mine Vncle ? 
Ghoſt, I,that inceſtuous,that adulterate Beaſt 
With witchraft of his wits, bath traiterous gifts, 
Oh wicked wit,ana gitts,thar have the power 
So to ſeduce? Won'to this ſhametull Lut 
The wiil of my moſt ſeeming vertuous Queene ; 
Oh Hamlet,whatafalling off was there, 
From me,wholſe love was of that dignity, 
That it went band in hard,even with the Yow | 
I made to Her in Marriage ; and to decline 
Vpon a Wretch,whole naturall gifts were peore | 
To thoſe of mine. But Vertue, as it never will be moyed, | 
Though Lewdnefſſe court it ina ſhape of heaven : 
So Luſt,theugh to a radiant Angell link*d, | 
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But ſoft, me thinks1 ſcentthe Mornings Ayre: Her. Not I,my Lord,by heaven. | 
Brief ietme be : Sleeping within mine Orchard, Aar, Nor I,wy Lord, of (thinke it? 
My cuſtome alwsycs to afternoone ; Ham, How ſay you then, would heart of man once 
Vpon my ſecure howre thy Vncle ſtole But you'l be ſecret ? * | 
Wh juyce of curſed Hebenen ina Violl, - ' Both, 1,by heav'n,my Lord- OR 
And in the Porches of mine carcs did poure Ham, There's neer a villaine dwelling in all Denmark 
The leaperous Diſtilment ; whoſe cftet But he's an arrant Knave. ' | 
Holds fuchan enmity with bloud of Man, Hor, There needs no Ghoſt my Lord, come from the 
That ſwift as Quick-filver it courſes through Grave to tell us this. | 
The naturall Gates and Allies of the bod y ; Ham, Why right,youare i'th'right ; 
And witha ſodaine vigour it doth poſlet ' And ſo without more circumſtance at all, 
And curd, like Aygredroppings into Milke, I hold it ficthat we ſhake hands,and part : 
The thin and wholſome blood : ſo did 1t mine ; You.as your buſinefle and deſires ſhall point you : 
And a moſt inſtant Tetter bak'd about, For every man has buſineſle and deſire, 
Moſt Lazar-like, with vileand loathſome cruſt, Such as it is ; and for mine owne poote part, 
All my ſmooth body. | Looke you,lle goe pray, 
"Thus was I, fleeping, by a Brothers hand, Hor. Theſe are but wilde and hurling words,wy Lord, 
Of Life, of Crowne, and Qu1eene at oncediſpatcht - Ham. I'm ſorry they offend you heartily : 
Cut off evenin the bloſſomes of my Sinne, Yes faith, heartily. 
Vnhouzzled, diſappointed, unnaneld, Hor, There's no offence wy Lord, 
No reckoning made, but ſent to my account Ham. Yes,by Saint Patricke,but there is my Lord, 
Withall wy imperfe&tions on my head , * And much offence too, touching this Viſion here : 
| Oh, horrible, Oh horrible, moſt horrible : It 18 an honeſt Ghoſt,that let me tell you : 
If thou haſt nature in thee beare 1tnot ; For your deſire to know what is betweene us, 
| Letnot the Royall Bed of Dermarke be Ore-maſter'tas you may. And now good friends, 
A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceſt, ASyou are Fricnds,Schollers,and Souldiers, 
But howſoever thou purſueſt this A, Give me one poore requeſt. 
Taint notthy mind ; nor let thy ſoule contrive Hor. Whatis't my Lord? we will. 
Againſt thy Mother ought ; leave her to heaven, Ham, Never make knowne what you have ſceneto 
And to thoſe Thornes that in her boſomelodge, Both. My Lord,we will not. (night, 
To pricke and ſting her. Fare thee well at once, Ham, Nay,but ſwear't, 
The Glow-worme ſhowes the Matine to be neere, —*] Hor.. In faith my Lord,notT, 
And g1ns to pale his uneffeuall Fire ; | | |] CMHar. Norl my Lord : 1nfaith. 
Aduc, adue, Hamlet : remember me. Exit. Ham. Vpon my Sword, 
Ham. Ohall you hoſt of heaven !Oh Earth; whatelſc? Aar, We have ſworne my Lordalready. 
' And ſhall I couple hell? Oh fie : hold my heart ; Ham, Indeed,upon my {word, indeed, 
And you my finnewes, grow not inſtant Old ; Gho, Sweare. Ghoſt cries under the Stage. 
Bur beare me ſtiffcly up : remember thee? Ham, Ah ha boy,ſaycſt thou fo, Art thouthere truc- | 
I,thou poore Ghctt, while memory holds aſcate ' penny? Come on ,you hearethis fellow in the ſelleridge. 
{ In this diſtrated Globe : Remember thee ? Conſent to {weare. 
Yea, from the Table of my Memory, Her. Propoſe the oath my Lord, 
Tle wipe away all triviall fond Records, Ham. Never to ſpeake of thisthat you have ſcene, 
All fawes of bookes, all formes, all preſſures paſt, Sweare by my Sword, 
That youth and obſeryation coppied there; Gho, Sweare, / 
And thy Commandment all alone ſhall live Ham. Hic & vbique ? Then wee'l ſhift for ground, | 
Within the booke and Volume of my braine, Come hither Gentlemen, \ ; 
| Vnmixt with baſer matter ; yes, yes, by heaven : And lay your hands againe «pon my ſword. 
Oh moſt pernicious woman | Never toſpeake of this that you have heard : 
Oh Villaine, Villaine, ſmiling damned Villaine ! Sweare by my Sword. 
My Tables, my Tables : meet it is I ſetit downe, Ghoſt, Swearc. (faſt? 
T hat one may ſmile, and ſmilc and bea Villaine ; Ham, Wellſaid old Mole,can'ſt worke 1th'ground ſo 
Atleaſt I'm ſure it may be ſo in Denmarke ; A worthy Pioner,once moreremove good friend. 
So Vnckle there you are : pow to my word; Hor. Oh day and night,but this is wondrous ſtrange. 
Itis; Adue, Adue, Remember me : I have ſworn't, Ham. Andtherefore as a ſtranger give it welcome- 
Hor, & Mar. within. My Lor d, my Lord, There are more things in heaven and carth Horatio, 
Emer Her atio and Marcell, Than are dream't of in our Philoſophy, But come, 
Mar, Lord Hamlet: Here as before,never ſo helpe you mercy, 
Hor, Heaven ſecure him. How ſtrange or odde ſocre I beare my ſelfe ; 
CHMar. Sobcit. . (AsI perchance hereafter ſhall thinke meet 
Hor. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. : To put an Anticke diſpoſition on : 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ; comebird, come. That you at ſach time ſeeing me,never ſhall 
Mar. How iſt'tmy Noble Lord > | With Armes encombred thus,or thus,head ſhake ; 
Hor, What newes, my Lord ? Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtfull phraſe ; 
Hem. Oh wonderfuli! Aswell, we know,or we could,and if we would, 
Hor. Good my Lord tell it. Or if we liſt to ſpeake ; or there be andif there might, 
Ham. Noyou'll revealc it. Or ſuch ambiguous giving out tonote, That 
| — 
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That you know ought of ne ; this not to doe : 
Sograce and mercy at your moſt need helpe you : 
S570 77 

- 2h Sweare. 
| am. Reſt,reſt perturbed Spirit : ſo Gentlemen, 
' With all my love commend me to you ; | 
And what ſo poore a man as Hamlet s, 
May doe texpreſle his love and friending to you, 
God willing ſhall not lacke : let us goe in together, 
And ſtill your fingers on your lippes l pray, 
The time is out of joyat : Oh curſed ſpight, 
Thar ever I was borne to ſet it right. 

Nay,come, lets goc together... Exeunts 


S 


D©_ 


oA Aus Secundus, 


Enter Polonins and Reynoldo. 

Polon.Give him his money ,and thoſe notes Reynoldo. 

Reynold, I will my Lord, 

Polen. You ſhall doe marvels wiſely : good Reynolds. 
Before you viſite him you make inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 

Reyneld, My Lord, I did inten it. 

Pel5. Marry, well faid : 
Very well ſaid. Looke youlir, n 
—_ me fir{t what Danskers are in Paris ; 
And how,and who;what meanes ; and where they keepe: 
What company,at what expence : and finding 
By this encompaſſement and drift of queſtion, 
That they doe know my ſonne : Come you more necre 
Than your particular demaunds will touch 1t, 
Take youas twere ſome diſtant knowledge of him, 
And thus, I know his father and his friends, 


'| Andin part him- Doe you marke this Keyno/do © 


Reynold, 1, very well my Lord, 
Polon. And in part him,but you may fay not well ; 

But if*t be he I meane,hees very wilde; 
Addicted fo and fo ; and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleaſe : marry,none ſo ranke, 
As may diſhonour him take heed of that : 
Bat Sir, tuch wanton; wilde,and uſuall ſlips, 
. ASare companions noted and molt knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

Reynold. As gaming my Lord. 

Polo. I,or drinking,tencing,{wearing- 
Quarrelling,Drabbing. You may goe'lo tarre. 

Rey. My Lord that would diſhoneur him. 

Polox. Faith no,as youmay ſeafon it inthe charge 3 
You muſt not put another {candall on hum, 
That he is opcnto Incontinency z 
' Thats not my meaning;but breathe his faultsſo quaintly, 
That they may ſeemethe taints of liberty 3 
The flaſh and out-breake of a fiery minde, 
| Aſavageneſſe in unreclaim'd blood of generall affault, 

Reynold. But my good Lord, 

Pelon. Wherefore ſhould you doethis ? 

Reywol. 1 my Lord,I would know that. 

Polon. Marry Sir,here's my drift, 
And I belceve irisa fetch of warrant : 
 Youlaying theſe flight ſulleyes on my Sonne, 
Astwere a thing a little ſoil'd i*th'working ; (ſound, 
Marke you your party in converſe ; him 'you would 


Having ever ſcene... Inthe prenominarte crimes, 
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| The youth you breath of guilty,be aſſur'd. 
He cloſes with you in this conſequence : 
Good lir,or {0,or friend,or Gentleman: 
According tothe Phraſe and the Addition, 
Of man and Countrey, 

Reynol, Very good imy Lord. 


Polon. And then fir does he this ? 
He does : what was I about to fay ? 
I was about tofay nothing : wheredidTleave? 
Reyzel, At cloſes in the conſequence : 
At friend,or 10,and Gentleman: 
Reynob, At cloſes inthe conlequence,l marry, 
He cloſes with you thus. I know the Gentkman, 
I ſaw him yeſterday,ortother day z 


I ſaw h:imenter ſuch a houſe of ſaile; 
UVidelicera Brothell,or (o forth.See you how ; 
Your bait of falſhood,takesthis Cape of truth ; 
And thus doe we of iviſedoine and of reach 
With Windleſſes,and with afſayes of Byas, 

By indirections finde directions out : 

So by my former Lecture and advice 


Reynol. My Lord I have. | 


| Polm. Godbuy you; fare you well. 


Reynol. Good my Lord. v9 
Polon, Oblerve his inclination in your ſelfe. 
Reynol. 1 ſhall my Lord, 

Polon. And let him ply his Muſicke. 

Reyno/, Well, my Lord. - Exit, 


Enter Ophelia. 
Pol. Farewell : 
How now Ophelia,whats the matter ? 


Pol, With what,in the Name of Heaven ? 


Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrac'd, 

No Hat upon his head, his ſtockings foul'd, 

Vngartter'd,and downe-gyved to his Ancle, 

Pale as his ſhirt, his knees knocking each other, 

And with alooke ſo pitteous in purport, 

As if he had been looſed out of Hell, 

To ſpeake of horrors : he comes before me. 
Poloy, Mad for thy Love ? 


Polon. What ſaid he ? 

Ophe. Hertooke me by the wriſt, 
Then goes he to the length of all his Arme ; 
And with his other hand;thus o're his brow, 
Hefals to ſach perufall of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long itaid he ſo, 
Aclaſt,alittle ſhaking of my arme,/ 
And thrice his headthus waving up and downe, 
He rais'd a fizh, ſo hideous and profound, 
That it did ſceme to ſhatter all his bulke, 
Andend his beitg. That done, he lets goe, 
And with his head over his ſhoulders turn'd, 
Heſeem'd to find his way without his eyes, 
For out adores he went-without their helpe; 
And to the laſt, bended their light on me. 

Polon. Goe with me.I will goe ſeeketheKing, 
Thisis'the very extaſic'ofLove, 


Whoſe violent propertie foredoes it ſtife, 


Orthen,or then,with ſuchand iuch,and as you ſay; 
| There was he gaming,there o'retooke in's Rouſe, 
Their falling out ac Tennis ; or perchance, 


Shall you my ſonne ; you have me,have you not ? * 


Ophe. Alas my Lord,I havebeen ſo affrighted. | 


Ophe. My Lord,as I was ſowing inmy Chamber, 


Ophe, My Lord,I do not know:but truly I do feare it. 
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And leadsthe will todeſperate Vndertakings, 
As oft as any paſſion under heaven, 

That does afflit our Natures. I am ſorry, 

What have you given him any hard words of late? 
Ophe. No my good Lord: but as youdid command, 
repell hi. Letters,and deny'd 

His accefle to mc. : 

'. Pol, That hath made him mad. 

I am ſorry that with better ſpeed and judgement 

I hadnot quoted him. I feare he did but trifle, 

And meant to wracke thee : but beſhrew my jealouſie : 
It ſcemes it 18 as proper to our Age, 

To caſt beyond: our ſelves in our epinions, 

Asit is common for the yonger ſort 

To lacke diſeretion. Come.goe we to the King, (move 
This muſt beknowne, which being kept cioſe might 
More griefeto hide,than hate to utter love. Exennz. 


— 


— 


Scena Secunda, 


Iz, — 


— 


Enter King, Q ueene Roſincroſſe,and Guilden- 
. ſtare Cumalys. 
King, Welcome deare Roftncr 05 and Gildeyſtare. 

Maorcover,that we much did long to ſee you, 
"The need we have to uſe you,did provoke 
Our haſty ſending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation : ſoIcall it, 
Since not th'exterior, nor the inward man 


/ Reſembles that it was. + W hat it ſhould be 


More than his fachers death,tharthus hath put him 
So much from th'uaderſtanding of himſelfe, 

Teannot deeme of. I intreat you both, 
That being of fo yong dayes brought up with him : 
And fince ſo Neighbour'd to his yourh,and hamour, 
That you vouchlafc your relt here 1n our Court 
Some lictle time :{o by your Companies 

Todraw him on to pleaſares,and to gather 

So muchas from OccaGons you may gleanc, 

That open'd lies within our remedy, 

- Bx, Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk*d of you, 
And ſure Tam,two menthereare not living, 

To whom he morcadheres. If it will pleaſe you 

To ſhew us ſo much gentry arid good will, 

As to expend your tigie with us a while, 


| For the ſupply and profit of our hope, 


Your Viſitation ſha'l receive ſuch thankes, 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Roſen, Both your Maicſtics f 
Mightby the Soveraigne power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleaſures,more inrocommand 
Than - gn "EH | 

wml. Wed . 
al here give up our ſclves,in the fullbent, 


| Tolay our Services freely at your fect, 


To be commanded, 

Kin. Thankes Rofincros, and gentle Gmilderftare. 
= Lu. Thankes Guildenſtare and gentle Roſrncros, 
And Ibeſecch you inſtantly to vitit 
My too-much changed {oune. 


And bringthe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
Gsil. Heavens make our preſenceand our praftiſes, 
Pleaſant and helpefull'to him. Exegnt. 


—— H—_— 
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| Sq levicd as before,againſt the Polak : 


{ Through your Dominjons for hisenterprize, 


| Andat our more confider'd time wee'l read, 


Leen, Amen: «; 
Enter Polonin, 
Pol. The Ambafladors from Norway, my good Lord, 
Are joyfully rxeturn'd, 
 K:xg. Thou ſtill-haſt bin thefather of good Newes. 
Pel, Havel,my Lord? Aſſure you,my good Licge, 
I hold my duty,as T hold my Soule, 
Both to.my God,one to my gracious King : 
AndI doe thinke,or elſethis braine of minc 
Hunts not the trajle of Policy,ſo ſure 
As I have us'd to doe , that I have found 
The very cauſe of Hamlets Lunacy. 
Kin. Oh ſpeake of that,that 1 doe long to heare. 
Pal. Give firſt admittance toth'Ambaſſadors, 

My Newes ſhall be the Newes to that great Feaſt. 
King. Thy ſelte doe grace to them, and bring them in. 
He tels me my ſweer Queene,that he hath found | 

The head and ſourſe of all your fonnes diſtemper. 
Lx. 1 doubtitis no other,but the maine, 

His tathers death,and our orc-haſty Marriage. 

Enter Polonins, Voltimand, and Cornelius, 

King. Well, we ſhail ſift him. Welcome good Friends: 

Say Vo/r1mand,vrhat from our Brother Norway ? 
Velt, Moſt faire returne of Greetings,and Deſires. 

Vponour firſt, he ſent out to ſuppreſle 

Hrs Nephewes Levies,which to him appear'd 

To be a preparation 'gainſt the Polak ; 

But betrer look'd into, be truly found 

It was againſt y our Highnefle,whercatgricved, 

Tat fo his Sick nefſe, Age,and Impotence 

Was falfely borne in hand,fends out Arreſts 

On Fertinbras, which h«(in briefc Jobeyes, 

Receives rebuke from Norway : and in fine, 

Makes Vow before his Vncle,never more 

Togive th'aflay of Armesagainſt your Majeſty. 

W hercon old, Norway,overcome with joy, 

Gives him three thouſand Crownes in Annuall Fee, 

Ard his Commiſſion to imploy thoſe Seuldicrs 


With an intreaty hercin further ſhewre, | 
That 1t might pleaſe you to give quiet paſſe 


On ſuch regu de of iafety and atiowance, 
Astherein ere ſer downe. | 
King, Ithxes us well: . 


Anſwer,and thinke upon this Buſineſſe. 
Meane time we thanke you,for your well-look't labour. 
Goe to your reſt, at night weell Feaſt together. 
Moſt welcome home, Exit eAmbaſ, 

Pol, This buſineſſe is very well ended. 
My Liege and Madrm,to expoſtulate' 
What Majeſtie ſhould be, what Duty is, 
W hy day is day ; night,night ; and time is time, 
Were nothing bur to waſte Night,Day,and Time, 
Thereforezſince Brevitic is the Soule of Wit, 
And tediouſneſſe,,he limbes and outward flouriſhes, 
I will bebricfe, Your Noble Sonne is mad : 
Mad callI it; for todefine true Madneſſe, 
What is't, butto be nothing elſe but mad. 
But let that goc. ' 
. 2#. More matter,with lefſe Art. 

Pol. Madam,[ ſweare I uſeno Art at all : 
That he is mad*tistrue: Tis trve,tis pity, 
And pI it is true; A fooliſh figare, 
Bur farewell it : for I will uſeno Art. 


| 
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Mad letus grant him then : and now remaines 
That we find out the the cauſe of this efteR, 
| Or rather tay, the cauſe of this defect ; 
4 For thiscftc& defective, comes by caule, 
Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. Perpend. 
I have adaughter : have, whilſt ſheis mine, 
Who ia her Duty and Obedience, marke, 
Hath givcu me this: now gather, and ſurmile. 
The Letter. 
Toihe Celeftall, and my Sonles 1doll, the moSt beantified O- 
lia, 
Thats an ill Phraſe, a vilde Phraſe, beautified is a vilde 
Pbraſc : but you ſhall heare thete in her excellent white 
boſome, theſe. 
nee. Came this from Hamlet to her. 
Pol, Good Madam ſtay awhile, I will be faithfull. 
Donbt thow, the Starres are fire, 
Dowbt, that the Sunne doth move : 
Donbt Truth to be a Lier, 
But never Doubt, I love. 
.O deere Ophelia, I am il at theſe Number : I have not eArt 
to reckon my grones ; bat that 1 love thee beft, oh moit Beſt 
| beleeve #2. Adien, 
T hine evermore moſt deere Lady, whilſt thu 
Machine ts to bim, Hamlet. 
This in Obedience hath my daughter ſhew'd me: 
And more above hath his ſoliciting, 
As they fell out by Time, by meanes, and place, 
All given to mine eare, 
King. But how hath ſhe receiv'd his Love? 
Pol. What doe you thinke of me? 
King. As ofa man, faithfull and honorable. 
Pel.] would faine prove fo.But what might you think? 
W hen T had ſcene this hotlove on the wing, 
As | perceived it, I muſt rellyou that 
| Before my daughter told me, what might you 
| Or my deere Majeſty you Queene heers, thinke, 
IFT had playd the Deske or 1lable-booke, 
Or given wy hcarta winking, mute and dumbe, 
Or look'd upon this Love, with idie fight, 
W hat might you thinke ? No, I went round to worke, 
And my yong Miſtris thus 1 did beſpeake ; 
Lord Hamer 1s a Prince ont of thy Sphere, 
This muft not be: and then, T precepts gave her, 
That ſhe ſhould locke her {elfe irom his Retort, 
Admitno Meſſengers ,recciye no Tokens : 
W hichdone, ſhe tooke the fruites of my Advice, 
And he repulſed , a fhort Tale to mate, 
Fell into a Sadnefle, then into a Faſt, 
Thence to a Watch, thence intoa Weakeneſle, 
Thencetoa Lightnefle, and by thisdeclenſion 
Iritothe Madneſſe whereon now he raves, 
And all we waile fore | 
King, Doe you thinketis this ? 
Le. It may be very likely. | 
Pol. Hath there bene ſucha rime, Ide faine knoyy that, 
That TI have poſitively ſad, tis fo, 
When it prov*d otherwiſe ? 
King, Not that I know? 
Pel. Takethis from this ; if this be otherwiſe, 
IF Circumſtances leade me, I will find | 
W here truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Center. 
King. How way we try it further ? 
Pol. You know ſometimes 
He walkes foure hourcs together, hecre 


S 


| Inthe Lobby: 


Lee. 'So he has indeed. | 
Pol. Atſucha tine Itk:looſe my Daughter to him, 
Be youand I behinde an Arrasthen, 
Marke the encounter ; It he love her not, 
And benot from his reaſon falne thereon 
Ler mebe no Aſſiſtant for a State, 
And keepe a Farme aid Carters, 
King. Wewill try it. 


Enter Ham/et reading on a Booke. 


L228, But looke where ſadly the poore wretch 
Comes reading. | 

Pol. Away 1 doe beſeech you, both away, 

Ile boord him preſently. Exit King and LD meene. 
Oh give meleave. How does my good Lord Hamer. 
Ham. Well, god-a-mercy. 
Pol. Doe you know me, my Lord ? 
Ham, Excellent, excellent well: y'are a Fiſhmonger. 
Pet. Not I my Lord. 
Ham. Then I would you were ſo honeſt a man. 
Pol. Honeſt, my Lord? 
Ham. 1 ſir,tobe honeſt as this world goes, is to be 
oneman pick*d out of two thouſand, 

Pol. Thats very true, my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sun breed Magots in a dead dogge, 
being a goud killing Carrion 
Have you a daughter ? 

Pol, I have my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walke ith Sunne : Conception is a 
bleſſing, but notas your daughter may conceive: Friend 
looke roo't. 

Pol. How fay you by that ?Still harping on my daugh- 


| ter: yet he knew me not at firſt;he ſaid I was a Fiſhmon- 


ger 2 he1s farre gone, farre gone ; and truly in my youth, 
I ſuffied much cxtreamity tor love ; very neere this. Ile 
ſpeake to him againe, What doe you read my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, viords. 

Pel. What is the matter, my Lord ? 

Ham. Betweene whom ? 

Psl, 1 meane the matter you meane, my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders ir ; for the Satyricall ſlave fayes bere, 
that old men have gray Beards ;*hat their faccs are wrin- 
kled ; their eyes purging thicke Amber, or Plum-Tree 
Gumine : ad that they have a plentifull locke of Wit, 


together with weake hammes. All which Sir, though I | 


moſt powerfully, and potently bel.eve, yer I hold it 


not Honelty to have ir thas ſet downe : For you your | 


ſelfe Sir, ſhovid be old as I am, if like a Crab you couid 
goe backward. | \ 
Pol. Though this be madneſle, 
Yetthere is Method in't z will you walke 
Our of the ayre my Lord? 
Ham. Into my Grave ? 
Pol. Indeedrthat 1s out oth Ayre : 
How pregnant (iometimes) his Repliesare ? 
A happineſle, 
Thar often Madneffe hits on, 


Which Reaſon and Sanity could not 
So proſperoully be deliver'd of, 


I will leave im, 


And ſodaincly contrive the meancs of meeting” 

Berweene him, and my daught 

} My honorable Lord, I will moſt hambly 
Take my leave of you. 
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Haw. You cannot Sir take from me any thing, that 
will more willingly part withall, except my lite, my 
Polon. Fare you well my Lord. 
Ham. Theſe tedious old fooles. 
| Polen, You goe to ſecke my Lord Hamlet, there he 
1Ss 
Enter Roſincros and Guildenitar, 


Roſin, God ſave you Sir. 
Gwild. Mine honout'd Lord ? 
Reſin. My moſt deare Lord ? 


—— ? Oh, Refencros, good Lads: How doe yee 
both? 

Reſin. As the indifferent Children of the earth. 

Guild. Happy, in that weare not oyer-happy: on For- 
. tunes Cap, weare not the very Button. 
Ham. Northe Soales of her Shooe ? 
Roſin. Neither my Lord. | 
Ham, Then youliveabouther waſte, or in the mid- 


- dle of her favour ? 


Guild. Faith, her privates, we. 

Har. Inthe ſecret parts of Fortune ? Oh, moſt true : 
ſhe isa Strumpet. Whats the newes. 

Rojſin. None my Lord ; but that the Worlds growne 


| honeſt. 


Ham, Then is Doomeſday necre : But your newes is 
not true. Let me queſtion more in particular: what have 
you my good friends, deſerved atthe hands, of fortune, 
that ſhe ſends you ta Priſon hither ? 

Guild. Priſon, my Lord? 

Ham. Denmark's a Prilon. 

Koſi, Thenis the World one. 

Ham, A goodly one, 1n which there are many Con- 
fines, Wards, and Dungeons ; Dermarke being one .o'th' 


| wecrkt. 


Rofin. Wethinke not ſo my Lord. 

Ham. Why then tis noneto you ; for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes itſo :to me it 15 
a priſon, 

Roſmm. Why then your Ambition makes it one : tis 
too narrow for your minde. | 

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nutſhell, and 
count my ſelfe a King of infinite ſpace 3 were it not that 
I have bad dreames. | 

Gwild. Which dreames indeed are Ambition: for the 
very ſabſtance of the Ambitious, is meerely the ſhadow 
of a Dreame. 

Ham, A dreame it ſelfe is but a ſhadow, 
| Roſin. Truciy, and I hold Ambition -of ſo ayry and 
 lighc a quality, thatit is but a ſhadowes ſhadow. 

' Ham. Then are our Beggers bodics ; and our Mo- 
narchs and out-itretcht H<roesthe Beggers Shadowes : 
bl we to th'Court : for, by my fey I cannot rea- 
nr - 

Both. We'll wait upon you» 

Ham. No ſuch matter. I will not ſort you with the 
reſt of my ſervants : for to ſpeake toyou hike an honeſt 
man : 1 am moſt dreadfully atrended ;but in the beaten 
way of friendſhip. W hat make you at E//inooer ? 

Roſim. To vitit you my Lord, no other occaſion. 
| Ham. Begger that I am, I am even poore in thankes ; 
| but 1thanke you : and ſure deare friends my thankes 
areteo dcarea halfepeny; z were you not ſent for? Is it 
your owne Inclining ? Is ita free viſitation > Come, 


———————_—_—_—_—_ 


j 


Ham, My excellent good friends ? How do'ſt thou 


| when 1 was1n the City ? Are they ſo follow'd ? 


— 


deale juſtly with me : come,come; nay ſpeake, 

Gm:/d, What ſhould we ſay-my Lord? 

Ham. Why any thing. Butto the purpoſe ; you were © 
ſent for ; and thereisa kind confefſion in your lockes; 
which your modeſties have not. craft enough to co- 
lour,I know the good King and Queene have ſent for you. 

Roſirz, To what end my Lord ? 

Ham, That you muſt teach me: but let me conjure 
you ty the rights of our fellowſhip,by the conſorancy of 
our youth,by the Obligation of our ever-preſerved love, 
and by what more deare, a better propoſer could charge 
you withall ; beeven and dire&t with me, whether you 
were ſent for or no. | 

Roſin, W hat ſay you ? 

Ham. Nay then I have aneye of you ; if you love me 
hold not off, 

Gmild. My Lord, we were ſent for. 

Ham. I will rcllyou why; ſo ſhall my anticipation 
prevent your diſcovery of your ſecrecy to the King and 
Queene : moult no feather, have of late,bur wheretore 
I know not, loſt all my mirth, forgone all cuſtome of ex- 
ercile ;and indeed, it goes ſo heavenly with my diſpoſi- 
tion ; thatthis goodly frame the carth,, ſeemes to me a 
ſterrill Promontoryzthis moſt excellent Canopy the Ayre 
looke you,this brave ore-hangingthis Majctiicall Roofe, 
fretted withgolden fire: why,it appeared no other thing 

to m2, then a foule and pettiient congregation of va- 
pours. W bat a piece of worke isa man ! How Noblcin 
Reaſon ? how infinite in faculty ? in forme and moving 


2 — 


how expreſſeand admirable? in Action, how like an An- 


world, the Parragon of Animals; and yet to me, whatis 
this Quinteſſence of Duſt ? Man delights not mee ; n0, 
nor Woman neither ; though by your ſmiling you {ce mc 
to lay ſo. . 

Roſin. My Lcrd, there was no ſuch ſtuffe in my 
thoughts, | 

Ham. W hy did you laugh, when I ſaid, Man delights 
not me e 

Rofin. Tothinke, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenton entertainment the Players ſhall receive 
from you : we coated them on the way, and hither arc 
they comming to cffer you Service. 

Ham, He thatplayes the King ſhall be welcome; his 
Mzjeſty ſhall have Tribute ot me: the adventurous 
Knight ſhalluſe his Foyle and Target: The Lover ſhall 
not ſigh grat#, the humorovs mau ſhall end his part m 
peace: the Clowne ſhall make thoſe 4augh whoſs lungs 
are tickled ath* ſere; andthe Lady ſhall fay her mind 
freely ; or theblanke Verſe ſhall halt for't; what Players 
are they ? 

Rofin, Even thoſe you were wont to take detight inthe 
Tragedians of the City. | 

Ham. How. chances it they travaile ? their reſi- 
dence both in reputation .and profit was better both 
Wayes. | 

Rofim. T thinke their Inhibition comes by the meanes 
of the late innovation ? 

Ham. Doe they hold the ſame eſtimation they did 


Roſin. No indeed, they are not. 

Ham. How comes it? doe they grow ruſty ? 

Rofin.. Nay, their indeavour keepes in the won 
pace; But there is Sir an ayry of Children, little 
Yaſes, that cry our on the top of queſtion ; and 
are molt tyrannically dapt fort : theſe are now the 


gell? in apprehenſion,how likea god ? the beauty of the | 


[ 
wonted 


faſhion, 
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| ſhion, and ſo be ratle the common -Stages (tot hey 


Gooſc=quils, and dare ſcarſe' come thithers =» 
Ham. Wo hatare they Children? W ho maintaines em? 


longer then they can ſing ? Will they not fay afterwards 


it is like moſt if their meanes are not better) their Wri. 
| ters doethem wrong,to make thcemexclaim againſt their 
owne Succeſſion, | 
' Roſen, Faith there has been much to doc on both ſides: 
and the Nation holds it no ſinne, to tarre them to/Con- 
troverſie. There was for a while,no money bid for argu- 
ment, unlefle the Poet and the Player went to Cuffcs in 
the Queſtion; 

Ham. Ist poſſible ? 

Guild. Oh there has beene much throwing about of 
braines. | 

Ham, Doe the Boyes carry it away ? 

Roſtz, I rhat they do my Lord , Hercules & his load too 

Hem. It is not ſtrange for mine Vnckte is King of 
Denmarke, and thoſe that would make mowes at hun 
while my father lived ; give twenty, forty, «n hundred 
Ducates a peece,for his picture in Little, There 1s ſome- 
| thing inthis more then Naturall, if Philoſophy could 


find it out, 
Flovriſh for the Players. 
Guild. Thereare the Players, 
Ham. Genrlemen, youare welcome to E/ſnooer: your 
hands, come : The appurtenance of Welcome,is Faſhion 
and Ceremony, Let me comply with youin the Garde, 
| leſt my extent to the Players ( which I tell you muſt ſhew 
fairely ourward) ſhould more appeare like entertainment 
then yours. Youare welcome ; but my Vnckle Father, 
and Aunt Mother are deceiv'd. 
Gmild, In what my deere Lord ? 
Ham. I am but mad North, North. Weſt : when the 
Winde is Southerly, I know a Hawke froma Handſaw- 
Enter Polonies. 

Polo, Well be with you Gentlemen. 
Ham. Heat ke you Gailaenftay, and you too: at each 
eare a hearer : that great Baby you ſeethere, is not yet 
out of his ſwathing clouts. | 
Roſin, Happily hes the ſecond time come to them ; for 
they ſay, an old man is twice a child. 
Ham, | will Propheſie, He comes to tell me of the 
Players. Marke it, you lay right Sir ; fora Monday mor- 
ning twas ſo indeed. | 
Pol. My Lord, I bave Newes to tell you. 
Ham, My Lord, I have Newes to tell you, 
When Roſcius an AFor in Rome 
Pol. The Actors are come hither my Lord, 
Ham. Buzze, buzzce. 
Pol. Vpon mine honor. . ; 
Ham, Then can each Actor On his Aſſe—— 
| Pole, The beſt Ators in the world, cither for Trage- 
dy, Comedy, hiſtory, Paſtorall: Paſtorical-Comical|- 
Hiſtoricall-Paſtorall : Tragicall-Hiſtoricallz Tragicall- 
Comicall-Hittoricall-Paſtorall: Sczne indivible, or Po- 
| em unlimited. Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor Planrus 
too light. for the law of Writ, andthe Liberty. Theſe 
re the onelv men. 
_ O lephta ludge of [ſrael, what a Treaſure hadſt 
nou ? 
Pol. What a Treaſure had he, my Lord ? 
& Ham, Why one faire Daughter, and no more. . : 


| call them) chat many wearing Rapicrs, are affraid of 


How are they eſcoted ? Will they purſue the Quality no . 


if they ſhould grow themſelves to common Players (as | 


| cent, andgood diſcretion. 


The which heloved paſſing well. 
Pol, Still on my daughter. 
| Ham. Am 1 not ith'right old Jephra ? 
Pot. If you call me lephramy Lord, I bave a daugh- 
ter that I love palling well. | 
Han. Nay tha: foilowes not: ] 
Polo. W hat tollowesthen, my Lord? 
Ham. W by, as by lot,God wot? and then-you know, 
It caine to pale, as moſtiike it was z the firlt rowe of 
the Pans Chanſon will ſhew you more, For looke where 
my Abridgements come. | | 
Emer foure or five Players. 
Y'are welcome Maſters, welcome all. Iam glad to ſee 
thee well; Welcome good fricnds. O my old fricnd ? 
Thy face is valiant fince 1 faw thee laſt : Comfſt thou to 
beard me in Denmarke? What, my yong Lady and Mi- 
{tris ? Berlady your Ladiſhip is necrer heavenithen when 
Ifaw you laſt, by the altitude ot a Chop: ine Pray God 
your voyce like a peece ot uncurrant gold. be not crak'd 
within the ring. Maſters;you arcall weicome- we'll ene 
tot like French Faulconers,flyeat any thing we ſeczwe'll 
have a ſpeech ſtraight, Come give us atalt of your qua- 
lity : come, a paſſionate ſpeech. 
I Play. What ſpeech, my Lord ? 
Ham. I heard thee ſpeake me a ſpeech once,but it was | 
never Acted : or if it was, not above once, for the Play [ 
remember pleds'd notthe Million, twas Cautary to the 
Generall : butit was (as I received it, and others, whoſe | 
Judgement in ſuch matters, cryedin che top of mine)an 
excellent Play ; welldigeſted irithe Scznes, ſet downe 
with as much modeſty as cunning} 1 remember one faid, 
there was no Sallers in the lines, to mabethe matter fa- 
voury ; nor no matter in the phraſe that might inditethe 
Author of affe tation, but cai'd it an honeſt method.One 
chiete ſpeech in it, I chieſely lov'd, twas e/Eneas Tale 
ro Dido,and thereabout of it eſpecially,where he ſpeakes | 
of Priams ſlaughter. if iclive in your memory, beginat 
this Line, let me (ce, let me ſee: The rugged Pyrrhus ike 
th* 5r64x5en Beaſt. It isnotlo: it begins with Pyrrbus 
The rugged Pyrrhns, he whole Sable Armes 
Biackeas he purpoſe, did the night relemble 
When his lay couched in the Ominous Horſe, 
Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion ſmear'd 
With Heraldry atorc diſmall ; hezd to foote 
Now is heto take Geulles, horridly Trick'd 
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes, 
Bak'd and impaſted with the parching lireets, 
That lendatyrannous, and damned light 
To their viide Murthers, roatted in wrath and bre, 
And thus o're-{ized with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like Carbuncles, the belliſh Pyrrba 
Old Grandfre Priam ſeckes. | 
Pol. Fore God, my Lord, well ſpoken, with good ac, 


1 Play. Anon he findes him, _ 
Striking too ſhort at Greekes. Hisanticke Sword, 
Rebellious to his Arme, lyes where it falles 
Repugnant to command ; unequall match, 
Pyrehus at Priami drives, in Rage ſtrikes wide : 
But with the whiffe and wind of his fell Sword, 
Ttrunnervedfather fails, Then ſenſelefle INtium, 
Seeming to feele his blow. with faming'op 
Stoopes to his Bace, and witha hideous craſh 
TakesPriſoner Pyrrhus care. For loe, his Sword 
Which was declining on the Milky head 
OfReycrend Priam, ſeem'd ith*Ayreto ſticke: 
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So as apainted Tirant Pyrrhus ſtood, | | 
Andlik'd a Newtrallto his willand matter, didnothing. 
Bur as we often ſec againſt ſome ſtorme, 

A filetice inthe heavens, the Racke ſtand ſtill, 
The bold windes ſpeechleſſe, andthe Orbe below 
As huſh as death: Anon the dreadfull Thunder 


—_ 
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Dothrend the Region. So after Pyrrbue paulc, 
Arowlſed Vengeance ſets him new a worke, 

And never didthe Cyclops hammers fall 

On Mars his Armours, forg'd for proofe Eterne, 
With lefſe remorſe then Pyrrbus bleeding ſword 
Now falles on Priam, 

Out, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you gods, 

In generall $ take away her power : 

Breake all the Spokes and Fallies from her wheele, 
And boule the round Nave downethe hill of heavery 


| As low as tothe fiends, 


Pol. This is too long: 

Har. It ſhall to'th Barbars, with your beard. Pre- 
thee fay on : Hes for aligge, or a tale af Baudry, or he 
ſleepes. Say on ;come to Hecuba. | 

1. Ply.But who,O who, bad ſcen the Mobled Queene. 

Ham . The Mobled Queene ? 

P o/. Thats good : Mobled Queene is good, 

- I Play, Run bare-foot up and downe,,. 
Threacning the flame 
With Biffon Rheume : A clout about that head, 
Where late the Diadem ſtood, and for a Robe 
About herlankeand all ore-rcamed Loynesy 
A. blanket ia th' Alarum of feare caught up. 
Who this had ſcene, with tongue in Venome teep'd, 
Gainſt fortunes State, would Treaſon have pronounc'd? 
But if the godsthemſelves did ſee her then, 
When ſhe ſaw Pyrrhus make malicious ſport 
In mincing with his Sword her husbandslimbes, 
The inſtant Burſt of Clamour that ſhe made 
(Valefle things mortall move them not at all) 
Would have made milche the Burning eyesot heaven, 
And paſſion in the Gods. 

Pol. Looke where he has not tarn'd his colour, and 
has teares inSeyes. Pray you no more. 

Ham. Tis well, Ile have thee ſpeake out che reſt, ſoone. 
Good ray Lord, will you ſeethe Players well beſtow'd. 
Doe ye heare,letthem be well us'd :for they are the Ab- 
ſtra&tsand briefe Chronicles of the time. After your 
death, you were better have a bad Epitaph, then their 
ill reporttyhile you lived. 

Pol. MyLord, I will uſe them according to their de- 
fart. _- 
Ham. Godsbodykins man, better. Yſe every man 
after his deſart, and who ſhould ſcape whipping : uſe 
them after your owne Honor and dignity. The lefle they 
deſerve, the more merit is in your bounty. Take them 
In. | 

Pol. Come firs. Exit Polonina, 

Ham. Follow him friends : we'll heare a play to mor- 


| row. Doſt thou heare me old friend, canyou play the 


murther of Gonzogo? 

Play. I my Lord. | 

Ham, We'll ha'tto morrow night. You could for a 
need 1tudy a ſpecch of ſome doſen or ſixteen lines,which 
I would tet downe, and inſert int? Could yenot ? 

Flay. 1 my Lord. 
| Hem. Very well. Follow that Lord, and looke you 
mocke him not, My good friends, Lelceave youtill night 
you are welcome to &!/avower ? 


i. 
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Rofin. Good my Lord, 
«Manet Hamlet, 

Ham. I fo, god buy*ye: Now Tam alone. 
Oh what a Rogue and Peſantſlave am I ? 
Is1t not monſtrous that this Player heere, 
Butina Fiction, in a dreame of Paſſion, 
Could force his ſoule ſoto his whole conceit, 
Tharfroum her working, all hisuiſage warm'd ; 
Teares in his eyes, diftrationins Afpet, : 
A broken voyce, and his whole function ſuiting 
With formes, to his conceit? And all for nothing ? 
For Hecnba? 
W bats Hecubd to him, or he to Heenba, 
That he ſhould weepe for her > What would he doe, 
Had he the Motiveand the Cue for paſſion 
That I have ? He would drowne the Stage withteares, 
And cleave the generall care with horrid ſpeech : 
Make mad theguilty, and apale rhefree. 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed, 
The very faculty of eyes and Eares. Yet I, 
A dull and muddy-merled Raſcall, peake 
Like lohn a-deames, unpregnant of my cauſe, 
And can ſay nothing : No. not for a King, 
Vpon whoſe property and moſtdeere life, 
A damn'd defeate wasmade.. Am Ia Coward ? 
Who calles me Villaine? breakes my pate a-croſſe? 
Pluckes off my Beard, and blowes it in my face? 
Tweakes me byth'Noſe ? gives me the Lye ith'Throate, 
As deepeasto the Lungs > Who docs methis ? 
Ha ? Why I ſhouldtake it : for it cannot be, 
But IT am»Pigeon-Liver'd, and lacke Gall 
To make Oppreſlion bitter, or erethis, 
I ſhould have fatted all the Region Kites 
With this Slaves Ofall, bioudy z a Bawdy villaine, 
Remorſlefle, Treacherous, Letcherous, kindleſle villaine! 
On Vengeance ! 
Who? Whatan Aſle am I?TI fare, this is moſt brave, 
Thar 1, the Sonne of the Deere murthercd, 
Prompted to my Revenge by heaven, and hell, 
Muſt (like a Whore) unpacke my heart with words; 
Ard falla Curſing like a very Drab, 
A Scullion ? Fye upor't. Foh. About my Braine. 
I have heard, that guilty Creatures ſitting at a Play, 
Rave by the very cunning of the Sczne, 
Beene ſtrooke ſo tothe 1oule, that preſently 
They have proclaim'd their Malcfatons. 
For Murther, though i: have no tongue, will ſpeake 
ith moſt myraciulous Organ. Ie have theſe Players, 
Play ſomething like the murder of my father, 
Before mine Vnkle. Ile obſerve his lookes 
Ile rent him tothe quicke : if bebut blench 
I know my courſe. The Spirit that I haveſeene 
May be the divell, avd the divell hath power 
Tafſumea pleaſing ſhape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my Weaknefle, and my Melancholly, 
As he is very potent with ſuch Spirits, 
A buſes me to damne me. Ile have grounds 
More Relative then this : The Plays the thing, 
| Wherein Ilecatch the Conſctence of the King» 


Exonnt. 


Exit. 


Enter King, 2 neon, Polonins, Ophelia, Ro- 
foncros , Gnildenitar, and Lora. 


King. Andcan youby no drift of circumſtance 
Get from him why he puts on this Confuſion 


| Grating ſo harſhly all his dayes of quiet ; 
; With 
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With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy. 
Reſin, He does confeſle he feeles himfelfe diſtrated, 
But from what cauſe he will by no meanes ſpeake- 
Gil. Nor doe we find him forwardto be ſounded, 
But with acrafty Madneſſe keepes aloofe : 
When we would bring him onto ſome Confeſſion 
Of his true ſtate, | 
Zxee. Did he receive you well ? 
Reſin. Moſt like a Gentleman. | 
Guild. But with much forcing of his diſpoſition. 
Roſs, Niggard of queſtion, but of our demands 
Melt freein his reply. 
2xee. Did you aflay him to any paſtime? ; 
Reſin. Madam, it ſo fell out, that certaine Players 
We ore-wrought on the way : of theſe we told him, 
And there did {ceme in hima kindot joy 
To heare of it : They are about the Court, 
And (asI thinke) they have already order 
This night to play before him. 
Pol. Tis moſt true z 
And he beſecch'd me to intreate your Majeſties 
To heare, and ſee the matter. 
King, With all my heart,and it doth much content me 
To heare him ſo inclin'd. Good Gentlemen, 
Give bima farther edge, and drive hispurpoſe on 
Totheſedelights. 
Roſrn. Weſhall my Lord: 
Kings Sweet Gertrude leave us too, 
For we have clofely ſent for Hamlet hither, 
Thar he, as twere by accident, may there 
Aﬀront Ophelia, Her father,and my (clfe(lawfull eſpials) 
Will ſo beſtow our ſelves, that iceing unicene 
We may of their encounter fiankely judge, 
And gather by him, as he is behaved, 
Ift be tl'affliction of his love, or no- 
That thus he ſuffers for. 
Lee. I ſhall obey you, ; 
And ſor your part Ophelia. I doe wiſh 
That your good beauties be the happy cauſe 
Of Hamlets wildnefle : fo ſhall I hope your Vertues 
Wlli bring him to his wonted way againe, 
To both your honours. 
Opbe. Madam, I wiſh it mays. 
Pol. Ophelia, watke you heere. Gracious ſo pleaſe ye 
We will beſtdw our ſelves - Reade on this booke, 
That thew of ſuch anexerciſe may colour 
Your lonelineſſe. We are otttoo blame in this 
Tis too much prov'd, that with Devotions viſage, 
And pious Action, we doe ſurge ore 
The d1yell himſcite. | 
King. \Jh tis true : 
How {mart a iaſh that ſpeechdoth give my Conſcience ? 
The Harlots Checke beauticd with plaiſtring Art 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helpes1t, 
Then is my deede, to my molt painted word, 
Oh heavy burthen | . 


Pol. T heare him comming, lets withdraw my Lord. 
| Exeum. 


E xaeunt. 


l 


Emer Hamlet. 

Fay. To be, ornot to be, that is the Queſtion : 
Whether tis Nobler inthe mind to ſuffer 
The Slings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take Armes againſt a Sea of troubles, 

Arid by oppoſing end them : to dye, toſleepe 

No more ; and by aſlcepe, toſay weend 
The heart-ake, and the thouſand naturall ſhockes 


| 


1 
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That fleſh is heire to'? Tisa conſummation” | © i] 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd. To dye toſleepe, > 
lcepe, perchance to Dreame ;. [there's therub, | 
For in that {leepe of death, whatdreames may come, 
When he have ſhufflel'd off this mortall coile, + + 
Mult give us pawle. Theres the tefpe&t' *' 7 2 
That makes Calamity of ſolong life-: LO TTIAN 
For who would bearethe Whips and Scornes 'of zime, 
The Oppreſſors wrong, the poore mans Contumcly, 
The pangs of diſpriz'd Love, the Lawes delay, 

The inſolznce of Otfice;' and the Spurnes 

That paticnt merit of the unworthy takes, 

When he himſelte might his Zwietw: make 

Witha bare Bodkin > Who would theſc Fardles beare 


| Togruntand ſweat undera weary life, 


But that the dread of ſomething after death, 

The undiſcovered Country, from whoſe Borne 

No Traveller reurnes, Puzels the will, 

And makes us rather beare thoſe iltes we have, 

Then flyeto others that we know not of. 

Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of usall, 

And thus the'Native hew of Reſolution 

Is ficklied ore, withthe pale caſt of thought, 

Andentetprizes of great pithand moment, 

With this regard their Currants turne away, 

Andlooſe the name of Ation. Soft you now, 

The faire Ophelia? Nimph,in thy Horizons 

Beall my finnesremembred, 

Ope. Good my Lord, 

How does your honor for this many a day ? | 
Ham. I humbly thanke you: well, well, well. 
Ophe. My Lord, I have Remembrances ef yours, 

That I have longed long te redeliver. 

I pray you now, receive them, 

Ham, No, no, I never gave you ought. 

Ophe. My honor'd Lord, 1 know righe well you did, 
And wita them words of ſo ſweet breath compog'd, 
As made the things morerich, then perfume left : 
Taketheſc againe, for ro the Noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore, whengivers prove unkind, 
T here my Lord. | 

Hem. Ha,ha: Are you honelt ? 

Onhe, My Lor d . 

Ham. Are you faire ? 

Ophe. What meanes you Lordſhip? 

Hem. That if you be honeſt and faire, your Honeſty 


 ſhouldadmit no diſcourſe to your Beauty. 


Ophe, Could beauty my Lord, have better Comerce 
then your honeſty ? | 

Haw, Itrucly : for the power of beauty, will ſooner 
transforme honelty from what it is, toa Bawd, then the 
force of honeſty can trauſlate Beauty into his likeneſſe, 


| This was ſometimea Paradox, but now the time givesit 
' proofe. I did love you once. 


Ophe, Indred my Lord, you made me beleeve ſo. 

Ham. You ſhould not have beleeved ime. For vertve 
cannot ſo inocculate our old ſtocke, but we ſhail relliſh 
of it. 1 loved you not. | 

Ophe. I was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thee to a Nunnery. Why wouldſt thou 
be abreeder of Sinners? I am my ſelfe indifferent honeſt, 
but yer I could accuſe me of ſuch things, thatit were ber- 


' ter my Mother had not borne me. Iamvery prowd, re- 


vengefull. Ambitious, with more offencesat my becke, 
then I have thoughts to putthem 1n imagination,to give 
them ſhape, or time to ate them in. What ſhould ſuch 
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| Fellowes as Idoe crawling betwctne heaven and Earth. | 
We 2rearrant Knaves all, beleeveinone of us; Goc thy 


waycstaa Nunnery.: VV heres your father 
GulnSArkome, mplatd. ./ 
Hes. Letthedooresbe ſhut upon him , that be may 
play the Foole no way, but ins owdc houſe. Farewell. 
Ophe. Ohelpe him, you ſweet heavens. | 
am Ifthou doeſt Marry, Ile give thee this Plague 


. 


for thy Dowry.' Be thou as chaſte as Ice,as pure as SHOW, 


thou ſhalt noteſcape-Calumny;. Get thee toa Nuancry - 

Goe, farewell: Or: if thou wilt needs marry, marry 2 
foole : for Wiſe men know well-cnough,what monſters 
you make ofthem. : Toa Nunnery: goe, and quickly too. 


Ophe. O heavenly Powers reſtore him. 

Hem. I have heard of your pratling too well enough- 
God has given you'one pace, and you make your ſelte an- 
other ; you gidge,you amble,and you liſpe,and nickname 
Gods creatures, and make your Wantonneſle,fyour 1gno- 
rance. Goe, ile no more on'c,it hath made me mad. 1 
fay, we will have-no more Marriages. Thoſe that are 
married already; all bar one ſhall, the reſt ſhall keepe as 
they are, Toa Nunnery, gocs | Exit Hamlet. 

Ophe, O whata Noble minde is heere ore-throwne? 
The Courtiers,Soldiers,Schollers 2 Eye, tonguc, fword, 
Th'expeRtanſie and Role of the faire State, 

The glaſſe of faſhion, and the mould of forme, 
Th'obſerv'd of all Obſervers, quite, quite downee 
Have I of Ladies moſt dejet and wretched, 

That ſuck'd the Hony of his Muſicke Vowes : 

Now ſee that Noble, and moſt Sovetaigne Reaſon, 
Like ſweet bels iangled out of tune, and barſh, 

That unmatch'd fortune and feature of blowne youth, 
Blaſted with extafie. Oh woe is me, : | 
T'have ſcene what 1 have ſcene : ſee what I ſecs 


| Enter King, and Polonins. 
King. Love? his affeRtions doe not that way tend, 

Nor what he ſpake, thoughat lack'd formea little, 

Was notlike Madnefle. . I heres ſomething in his foule, 

Ore which his Melancholly fits on brood, 

And Idoe doubt the hatch, and the diſcloſe 

Will be ſome danger, which to prevent 

I bavein quickedetermination - 


{ Thus ſet it downe. He ſhall with ſpeed to England 


For the demand of our neglected Tribute : 

Haply tbe Seas and Countries different 

With yariable Objects, ſhall expell 

This ſomethingſetled matter in his heart : 

- Whereon his braines ſtill beating, puts him thus 

From -fathion of himſelfe. What thinke you on't? 
Pol, It{hall doe well. But yet doe I beleeve 

The Drago and Commencement of this gricfe 

Sprung trom neglected love, How now Ophelia? 

Youneede notteil us, what Lord Hamlet ſaid, 

We hearditall. My Lord, doe as you pleaſe, 


' Batif you hold it fit after the Play, 


Let his Queene Mother allalone intreat him 

To ſhew his Griefes ; let her be round with him, 
AndIlebe plac'd fo, pkaſe you inthe care 

Of ail their conference. If the find him not, 

To England ſend him : Or confine him where 
Your wiſedome beſt ſhall thinke, 

_ King. Ix ſhallbe fo 

Madneſle in great Qnes, muſt notunwatch'd goes 
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| Feature, Scorne her owne Image, and the very Age and 


| hominably. 
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| Will you two helpe to haſten them ? 


| 


_ Enter Hamlet, and two or three of the Mlayers, 


Ham, Speakethe SpecchT pray you, as I pronounc'd 
it to you trippingly on the Tongue . Bur if you mouth it, 
as many of your Players doe, I had aslive the Towne- 
Cryer had ſpokemy Lines;Nor doe not ſaw the Ayretoo 
much your hand thus, but uſe allgently ; for in the very 
Torrent, Tempeſt, and (as I may fay ) the W hirle-winde 
of pailion, you muſt acquire and beget a Temperancethat 
may give it-Smoothneſfle. O it offends me to the Soule, 
to {ee a robuſtious Pery-wig-parted fellow, teare a Paſſi- 
on totatters, to very ragges, to ſplit the cares of the 
Groundlings z who (for the moſt part) are capeable of 
nothing, bur inexplicable dumbe ſhewes, and noiſe : 1 
could have ſucha fellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant: 
it out-Heyods Herod; Pray you avoydit, 

Player. I warrant your honor. 

Ham, Be not too tame neither : but let your owne 
Diſcretion be your Tutor. Sure the Action to the word, 
the word to the Aion, with this ſpeciall obſervance : 
That yon ore-ſtop not the modeſty ©© Nature ; for any 
thing ſo over-done,1s from the purputc of Playing,whoſe 
end both at the firſt and now, was and is,to hotdas twere 
the Mirrour up to Nature ;z to ſhew Vertue her owne 


Rd 


Body cf the Time, his forme and preſſure. Now, this 
over-done, or cometardy off, though it makethe unskil- 
full laugh, cannot but make the judicious greive ; The 
cenſure of the which one, maſt in jyour allowance ore- 
ſway a whole Theater of others. Oh, there be Players 
that I have ſeene Play, and heard others praiſe, and that 
highly (not to ſpeake it prophanely )that neither having 
the accent of Chriſtians,nor the gate of Chriſtian,Pagan, 
or Norman, have ſo ſ{trutted and bellowed, that I have 
thought ſome of Natures Iouerney-men had made men. 
and not made them well, they imitated Humanity ſo ab- 


Play. I hope we have reform'd that indifferently with 


Ham, O reforme italtogether. And let thoſe that play 
your Clownes,fpeake no more then is ſet down for them. 
For there be of them, that will themſelves laugh, to fet 
on ſome- quantity of barren Spectators to laugh too, 
though 1n the meane time, ſome neceſſary queition of 
the Play bethen to be conſidered : thats Villanous, and 
ſhewesa moſt pittifull Ambition in the Foole that uſcsit + 
Goe make you ready. Exent Players. 


Enter Polonins, Roſincros, and GnildenFlare, 


How now my Lord, 

Willthe King heare this peece of Yorke? 
Pol. And the Queene tov, and that preſently. | 
Ham. Bid the Players make baſt. Exit Pojonta. | 


E Xennes 


Both. We will my Lord. 
Enter Horatio. 

Ham, What hoa, Horatio? 

Hora. Heere ſweet Lord, at your ſervice. 

Ham, Horatio, thou art eene as juſt a man 
Asere my Convſeration coap'd withall. 

Hora, O my deere Lord. 

. Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter : 

For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no Revennew haſt, but thy good ſpirits 
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To feed and cloath thee. Why ſhould the poore be flat- 
No, let the Candicd tongue, like abſurd pompe, (terd 
And crooke the pregnant Hindges of the knee, 
Where thrift way follow faining  Doſt thou heare, 
Since my deere Soule was Miſtris of my choyſe, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh, herelection 
Hath ſeal'd thee for her ſelfe. For thou haſt beene 
As one in ſuffering all,that ſuffers nothing. 
A man that Fortunes buffers, and Rewards 
Hath tane withequall thankes. And bleſtare thoſe, 
Whoſe blood and Indgement are fo well co-mingled, 
That they are nota Pipe for fortunes tinger. 
Toſound what ſtop ſhe pleaſe. Give me that man, 
That is not Paſſions Slave, and I will weare him 
In my hearts Core : I, in my heart of heart, 
As1 doe thee. Something too much of this. 
There isa Play to night before the King, 
One Sczne cf it comes neere the Cireumſtance 
Which I have told thee, of my Fathers death. 
I prethee, when thou ſecſt that Act a-foot, 
Even with the Comment of my ſoule 
Obſerve mine Vnkle : if his occulted guilt, 
Doe not it ſelfeankennell in one ſpeech, 
Itisa damned Ghoft that we have ſcene: 
"And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans Styth. Give him needfull note, 
For I mineeyes will rivet to his face? 
| Andafter we will bothour judgement joyne, 
To cenſure of his ſecming. 
Hora. Well my Lord. 
It he ſteale ought the whilſt this Play 1s playing, 
And ſcape detecting, I will pay the Theft. 


Enter King , 2 utene, Polonins, Ophelia, Roſencres; 
Guildenſtar, and other Lords attendant, with 
his Guard carrying Torches, Daniſh * 
CHMarch. Sound a Flonriſh, 


Ham, They are comming to the Play : I muſt be idle, 
Ger youa place. | 
Kmg. How fares our Coſin Hamlet ? | 
Ham. Excellent ifaith, of the Camelions diſh :.I cate 
the Ayre promile-cramm'd, you carnot feed Capons ſo. 
King. I have nothing with this anſwer Hamler, theſe 
wordsare not inines 

Ham. No, nor mine. Now my Lord, you plaid once 
ith'Vniverſity, you ay ? 

Poloy. That I did my Lord, and was accounted a good 

Actors 

Ham. And what did you enaQt ? 
Polo. Idid enaRt Iulires Cefar, 1 was kill'd ith*Capitoll; 

Brutw kill 'd me. 

Ham. It wasa bruite part of him, tokill ſo Capitall a 

Calfe there. Be thePlayers ready ? 

Koſin. I my Lord, they ſtay upon your patience. 

. Due, Come hither my good Hamlet, fit by me. 
Ham. No good Mother,heres Mettle more attraftives 
Polo. Oh ho, doe you marke thar ? 

Ham. Lady, ſhall I lye in your Lap? 
Ophe. No my Lord. TL 
Ham. I meane, my head upon your Lap ? 
Ophe, I my Lord. | 
Ham. Doe youthinke I meant Country matters? 
Ophe. lthinke nothing, my Lord. 
| Ham. Thats a faire _ tolye between Maids legs 
Obpe.” What 1s wy Lord? | 


} 


Ham, Nothing, 2s 

Ophe. Youare merry, my Lord? 

Ham. Whol ? 

Ophe, I my Lord. F 

Ham. Oh God; your onely Iigge-maker ; what{hould 
a man doe, but be merry. For love you how cheereful- 


houres. ; 
Ophe. Nay, tistwice two moneths, my Lord. *. | 
Ham, So long ? Nay then let the Divell weare blacke, 


neths agoe, and not forgotten yet? Ther theres hope, a 
great mans Memoty, may out-live his life halfe a yeare - 
But berlady he muſt build Churches then : of el{e hall 


Epitaph is, for o, for 0, the Hoby-horfe ts forgot. 


Hoboyes play, The dumb: ſhew enters. 

Enter a King and 2 neene, very lovingly ; the 2 ucere embra- 
cing him. She kneeles; and makes ſhew of ProtefFation unto 
him, He takes her up and declinss hi head ion ver necke. 
Layes h m downe upon a Banke of Elowers. She ſeeing him 
a-ſleepe, leaves him. Anon comes tn a fellow, takes off 11 
Crowne, kiſſes it, and pawers poy(on in the Kings eares, avd 
Exits. The Ducene yeturnes, findes the King idead, and 

makes paſſionate Attion, The Poyſoner, wich ame two or 
three Mures comes in againe, ſeeming to latent with her. 
The dead body is carried away : T he Poyſoner Woes the 
2 neent with Gifts, ſhe ſeemes loath and unwilling a while, 
but mm the end, accepts his loves ERenut. 


Ophe. What meanes this, my Lord? 
Ham. Marty this is Miching /4alicho, thit meanes 
Miſchiefe, 


Play ? | 

Ham. We ſhall know bythele fellowes : the Players 
carinor Keepe counſcll, they'll rell all. 

Ophe. Will they tcil us what this ſhew meant? 

Ham, 1,orany ſhew that you'il ſhew him. Be not 
you aſham'd to ſhew, he'll not ſhame to tell you what it 
mcanes, 

kj Youare naught, you are naught, Ile make the 
Play. 
Enter Prologue. 
For u4, and for our Tragedy, 
Heere Stooping to your Clemency : 
We beg ge your hearing Patiently, | 

Ham. Is thisa Prologue, or the Pocſicof a Ring ? 

Ophe. Tisbriefe my Lord, 

Ham. As Womans loye. 


Enter K ing, and his D neene. 


Xing. Full thirty times hath Phcebus Cart gori round, 
Neptunes falt Waſh, and Telws Orbed ground : 


| Andthirty dozen Moones with borrewed ſheene, 


About the World have time, twelve thirtics becneg 
Sinceloveour hearts, and Hymiendid our hands 
Vnite comutuall, in moſt ſacred Bands _. 
;2nee. So many journics may the Synne and Moone 
Make usagaine count ore, ere love be done, 
But woe is me, youare fo ſicke of late, BAR 
So farre from cheere,andfrom'your former ſtate, - 
ThatT diftraſtyou : yet though T diſtruſt, 


Diſcomfort you (my Lord) it non on f 4 A = 
10 
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ly my Mother lookes;and my father dyed within's ro 


he ſuffer not thinking on, withthe Hoby-horffe, whoſe 


for Ile hauea ſuite of Sables. Oh heavens ! dyetiwo mo» | 


Ophe. Be like this ſhew imports the Argument ofthe | 


For womens Feareand Love, holdsquantity, | | 
IS WERE: n 
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In neither ought, or in extremiy : fence ith'world. 

Now what my love is, proofe hath made you know, King. What doe you call the Play ? 
And as my Loveis ſiz, my feare is fo, - Hem. The Mouſe-trap : Marry how ? Tropically : 

| Kizg. Faith I muſt leave thee Love, and ſhortly too: This Play is the image ofa murder done in Vienna; Gor. 
My onerant Powers my fun&ions leave to doe 2401s the Dukes name, his wife Beprifta: you ſhall ſee | 
And thou ſhalr live in this faire world behind, anon; tis a knaviſh peece of worke: Butwhart e'thar ? 
Honor'd, belov'd, and haply, one as kind. Your Majeſty, and we that have free ſoules, it touches 
For husband ſhalt thou——— 


| us not:lct the gall'd jade winch: our withers are unruvg, 
2xe. Oh confound the reſt : - Enter Luciana. = 
Such Love, muſt needs be Treaſon in my breſt : This is one L xcia»us nephew to the King. 


In ſecond husband, let me be accurſt, | Ophe, You area good Chorus. my Lord. 

Nene wed the ſecond, but who killd the ficft. Ham, I could interpret betweene youand your love : 
Ham. Wormewood, Wormewood. if I could ſee the Puppets dallying. | 
Avee, The inſtances that ſecond Marrage move, Ophe. Youare keene my Lord, youare keene. 


Are bale reſpe&s of Trift, but none of Love. Ham. It would coſt you a groaning, to take off my 
A ſecond time, I kill my husband dead, edge. 


When ſecond husband kiſſes me inBed. Ophe. Still better and worſe. 
King. Ideebelceye you.Thinke what now you ſpeake: | Hams. So you miſtake husbands. | 
But what we doedetermine, oft we breake ; Begin Murderer, Pox, leave thy damnable Faces, and 


Purpoſe is but the ſlave to Memory, begin. Came, the croaking Raven doth bellow for Re- 
Of violent Birth, but poore validity : VENgC- 


Which now like fruite unripe Rtickes on the Tree, Lucian, Thonghts blacke, hands apt, 

Burfall unſhaken, when they mellow be. Dragges fit, and Time agreeing : 

Moſt neceflary tis, that we forget Conftederate ſeaſon, elſe no Creature ſceing : 

To pay our ſelves, what to our ſelves 15 debt ; Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight-W ecds collefted, 

What to our ſelves in pallion we propoſe, With Hecats Ban, thrice blaſted, thrice infeRed, 

The paſſion ending, doth the purpoſe loſe. Thy naturall Magicke, and dire property, 

The violence of other Griefe or joy, On wholſome life, uſurpe immediately. 

Their owne cnactors with themlelves deſtroy : Powres the pojſon in his earet. 

| Where Ioy moſt Revels, Griefedoth moſt lament; Haw. He poyſons him ith Garden fors eſtate : His 
Griefe joyes, loy greeves on ſlcnder accident, names Gonzago: the Story is extant and Writ in choyce 

This world is not for aye, nor tis not ſtrange Italian. You ſhall ſecanon how the Murthcrer gets the 

That even our Loves ſhould with our Fortuneschange. | love of Gonzages wife, 

For tisa queſtion left us yet toprove, Ophe. The King riſes. 

W hether Lovelcad fortune, or elec fortune Love. Ham, W hat, frighted with falſe fire. 

The great man downe, you marke his fayourite flycs, Qwuee, How fares my Lord ? | 

The poore aduanc'd makes (riendsof Enemies : Pot. Give o're the Play. 

And hither to doth Love on fortune tend, King. Giue me ſome Light. Away, 

For who not needs,ſhall never lackea friend ? «4#, Lights, Lights, Lights. Exennt. 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, Janet Hamlet and Horatio, 


Direly ſeaſons him his Enemy. Ham. Why let the ſtrucken Deere goe weepe, 
Bat orderly to end, where I begun, The Heart ungalled play 2 


Our Wiles and Fatcs doe ſo contrary run, For ſumemult watch, while ſome muſt fleepe? 

That our Devices ſtill are overthrowne, So runnes the world away. « 

Our thoughtes arc ours, their ends none of oar owne, Would not this Sir, anda Forreſt of Feathers, if the reft 

So thinke thou wilt no ſecond husband wed. of my fortunes turne Turke with me ; with rwo Provin- 

But dyethy thoughts, when thy firſt Lord is dead. ciali Roſes on my rac'd Shooes, get mc a Fellowſhip 1n 
2uee, Nor Earth to give me food, nor heaven light, | a cry of Players (ir. 

Sport and repoſe locke from me day and night: Hor. Halfe a ſhare, 

Eachoppoſite thatblankesthe face of joy, Ham. A whole onel, 


Meet what I would have well, andit deſtroy : For thou doſt know z Oh Damendecre, 


Both heere, and hence, purſue me laſting ſtrife, This Realme difmantlcd was of love himſelfe, 
If once a Widdow, ever I be Wife. 


\ And now reignes heere, 

Ham. If ſhe ſhould breake it nows A very very Pajocke. .* | 
King. Tis deepely ſworne 2 | 

Sweet, leave me heare a while, 


Hora. You might have Rim'd. : | 
% Ham. Oh good Horatio, IIc take the Ghoſts 'word for | 
My ſpiritsgrow dull, and faine I would beguile a thouſand peund. Didlt perceive e 
The tedious day with Uicepe. - Hora. Very well my Lord. | 
Lee. Sleepe rocke thy braine, Sleepes. | Ham, Vponthetalke of thepoyſoning ? 
} And never come miſchancebetweeneus twaine, Exit, | Hora, I did very well note him. 
Ham. Madam,how like you the Play ? ' Enter Rofencros, and Guildenſtar, 
Due. TheLady proteſts too much methinkes. 


4 Haw.Oh,ha?come ſome Muſick.Come the Recorders 
Haw. Oh but ſhe'll keepe her word, For if the King like not the Comedy. 


p King. Have youheard the Argument, is there tio Of- | Why then belike he likes itnot perdy- 
fencein't? © | Come ſome Muſicke. l 
Ham. No, no, they doebur jeſt, poyſonin jeſt, no Of- | Guild, Good my Lord,vouchſafe me a word with you. 


} S Ham. 
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Hem. Sir, a whole Hiſtory» 

Guild. The King, firs 

Hay. I fir, what of him. 

Guild. Is in his retyrement, marvellotis diſtetmpet'd. 

Haem,. WithdrinkeSir ? 

Gnild. No my Lord, rather with choller. ] 

Ham. Your wiſedome ſhould ſhew it {elfe morerich 
to ſignifiethis to his Door z for meto put him to his 
Purgation, would perhaps piundge him into farre more 
Choller. 

Guild. Good my Lord put your diſcourſe into ſome 
framezand ſtart notſo witdly from my affaire. 

Ham. I am tame Sir, pronounce. : 

Gmild. The Quecne your Mother, in moſt great affli- 
tion of ſpirit, hath ſent me toyou; 

Ham. Youare welcome, 

Gnild, Nay,good my Lord, this courtelie is not of 
the rightbreed. Ifir ſhall pleaſe you to make me a whol- 
ſome anſwer, I will doe your Mothers command'ment : 
if not, your pardon, and my returne ſhall be the end of 
my bulineſle. 

Ham. Sir, Icannot. 

Guild. What my Lord? ; 

Ham. Make you a wholeſome anſwer : my wits di(- 
eas'd. Bat fir, ſuch anſwers as I can make,you ſhallcom- 
mand : or rather you ſay, my mother : theretore no more 
but to the matter. My mother you ſay. 

Roſin. Then thus ſhe ſayes : your behavior hath ſtroke 
her into amazement, and admiration. 

Ham. Oh wonderfull Sonne, that can ſo aſtoniſh a 
Mother. But isthere no ſequell at the heeles of this Mo- 
thers admiration ? 

Rofon, She defires to ſpeake with you in her Cloſlet, ere 
you goe to bed. 

Ham, We ſhall obey, were ſheten times our Mother, 
Have you any further Trade with us ? 

Reſin, My Lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. So1doe ſtill, by theſe pickers and ſtealers. 

Roſin. Good my Lord, what is your cauſe of d:{tem- 


ty, if youdeny your gricfes to-your friend, 

Ham, Sir i lacke Advancement, 

Rofin. How can that be, when you have.the voyce of 
the King bimſcife, for your Succeſſion in Denmarke ? | 
Ham. 1, but while the grafſe growes, the Proverbe 1s 
ſomcthing muſty. 

Enter one with a Recorder, 
O the Recarder. Let me ſece,to withdraw with you,why 
doe you goc about to recover the wind of me, as if you 
would drive me into a toile ? 
Gnild. O my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my love 
1s t00 unmannerly. 
Ham, 1 doe not well underſtand that. Will you play 
upon thisPipe ? 

Guild. My Lord, I cannot. 
' Ham. I pray you. 

Guild, Belceve me, I cannot. 

Ham. 1 doe beſeech you. | 

Gmila. I know no touch of it, my Lord. | 

Ham. Tisascaſic as lying: governe theſe Ventiges 
with your finger and thumbe, give it breath wich your 
mouth, and 1t will diſcourſe moſt excellent Muſicke. 
Looke you, theſe are the ſtoppes, _ 

Grild. But theſe cannot I command to any utterance 
of harmony, I have not the skill. 
Ham. Why looke you now, how unworthy a thing 


| 


you make of me : you would pliy upon me : you would 
fecme to know my ſtops:you would plucke out the heart 
of my Myſtery ; you would ſound me from my loweſt 
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per ? You doe freely barre the doore of your owne Libers | 


Note, to the top of my compaſſe : and there is much Mu- 
ſicke, excellent Voyce,in this little Organe, yet cannot 
you tnake it, Why doe you thinke, that 1 am eafjerto be 


plaid on, thena Pipe ? Call me what inſtroment you will, 


though you can fret me, you cannot play upon me. God 
blefle your Sir. 
Emer Polonins. 


and preſently, 
| Ham. Doe you ſee that Clowd? thats almoſt in ſhape 
like a Camell. 
Polon, By'th*Mifſe, and its like a Camell indecd. 
Ham. Me thinkes it islike a Weazell. 
Pelon. Itisback'dlike a Weazeli. 
Ham. Orlikea Whale? 
Poon. Verylike a Whale. 
Ham. Then will I come to my mother, by and by : 
They foole me to the top of my bent. 
I will come by and by. 
Polo. 1 will fay 10. Exit. 
Ham. By and by, is eaſily ſaid. Leave me friends ; 
Tis now rhe very witching time of night, 
When Churchyards yawne, and hell it telfe breaths out 
Contagion tothis world, Now could I drinke hot blood, 
And doe ſuch bitter bufineſſe as the day | 
Would quaketo1ooke on. Soft now, to my mother: 
Oh heart, looſe not thy Nature ; let notever 
The Soule of Nero, enter this firme boſome :; 
Let me be cruell, not unnaturall, 
I will ſpeake Dagyers to her, but uſe none ; 
My tongue and ſoule in this be Hypocrites. 
How in my words ſomever ſhe be ſhent, 
To give them ſeales, never my ſoule conſent. 


Enter King, Roſincros, and Guildenſtar. 

King. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us, 
Tolet hismadneſle range. Therefore prepare you, 
I your Commiſſion will forthwith diſpatch, 
And he to England ſhall along with you, 
The termes of our eſtate, may not endure 
Hazard ſo dangerous as doth hourcly grow 
Out of his Lunacies. | 

Guild, We will our ſelves provide : 
Moſt holy and Religious feare it is 
To keepe thoſe many bodies ſafe 
That live and feede upon your Majeſty. 

Reſin, The ſingle 
And peculiar life is bound 
Withall theſtrengch and Armour of the minde, 
Tokeepe it ſelfe from noyance ; but much more, 
That Spirit, upon whoſe ſpiritdepends and reſts 
Thelives of many, the ctale of Majeſty 
Diesnot alone : but likea Gulfe doth draw 
Whats neere it, withit, Itisa mallie whecle 
Fixt on the Somnet of the higheſt Mounr, | 
To whoſe? huge Spoakes, teftthouſandleiſer things 
Are mortiz'd and adjon'd ; which when it falles, 
Each ſinali annexment, petty confequence 
Attends the boyſtrous Rune. Never alone 
Did the King lighe, but with a generall grone - 


For we will Fetters pur upon this feare, 


. - - 


King. Arme you, I pray youto this ſpeedy Voyage 3 | 


Polon, My Lord ; the Queene would ſpeake with you 


| 


i 


” 


Which 


| 


] 
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Whichnow goes too free-footed. 

Both. We will baſte ns. 

- E zter,P olonti. | 

Pol. My Lord, hes going to his Mothers Cloſſct : 
Beluade rhe Arras Ile convey my ſelke 
To hearethe Procefle, Ile warrant ſhell tax him home. 
And as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid, 
Tis meete that ſome more audience then a Mother, 
Since Nature makesthem partiall, ſhould o're-heare 
The ſpeech of vantage, Fare you well my Liege, 
Ile call upon you ere you goe to bed, 
Andrell you whatI know. 

King. Thankes deere my Lord, 
Oh my offence is ranke, it ſmels to heaven, 
Ithathrhe primalleldeſt curſe upon't, 
A brothers murther. Pray can I not, 
Thorigh inclination be as ſharpe as will: 
My ſtronger guilt, defeats my ſtrong intent, 
And like a man todouble bufineſſe bound, 
I ſtand in pauſe where T ſhall firſt begin, 
And both negleR ; what if this curſed hand = 
Were thicker then it ſelfe with brothers blood, 
Is there not Raine enough in the {weet heavens _ 
To waſh it white as Snow ? Whereto ſerves mercy, 
But toconfront the viſage of Offence ? | 
And whats in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 
To be fore-ſtalled ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon'd being downe? T hen Ile louke up, 
My fault is paſt. But oh, whar forme of Prayer 
Can ſerue my turne ? Forgive me my foule Murther : 
That cannot be, ſince I am (till poſleſt X 


E xenn Gent; 


| Exit, 


| Of thole effeRs for which I did the Murther 


My Crowne, mine owne Ambition, and my Queene : 
May one be pardon'd, and retaine th'offence e 


| In the corrupted curranrs of this world, 


Offencesguilded hand may ſhove by luſtice, 
And oft tis ſeene, the wicked prize it ſelfe 


' Buyes out the Law ; but tis not ſo above, 


There isno ſhuffling, therethe Ation lyes 

In his true Nature, and we our ſelvescompell'd 
Even to the teeth and forchead of our faults, 

To give inevidence.: What then ? Whet reſts ? 
Try what Repentance can. What can it not ? 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

Oh wretched tate? Oh boſome, blackeas death ! 
Oh limed ſoule, that ſtrugling to be free, 

Art more ingag'd : Helpe Angels, make aflay : 
Bow ſtubborne knees, and heart with ſtrings of Steele, 
Be ſoft as ſinewes ef the new-borne Babe, 


| Allmay be well. 


Enter Hamlet. 


Ham. Now might I doe it pat, now he is praying, 
And now lledoo't, and fo he goesto heaven, 
And fo am Ireveng'd : that would be ſcann'd, 
A Villaine killes my Father, and for that 
I his foule Sonne, doe this ſame Villaine ſend 
To heaven. Oh this is hyreand Sallery, net Revenge. 
Hetooke my Father groflely, full of bread, 
With ali his Crimes road lowne, asfreſh as May, 


| And how his Audit ſtands, who knowes, ſave heaven : 


Burt in our circumſtance and courſe of thought 
Tis heavy with him : andam I then reveng'd, 
To take him in the purging of his Soule, 


| When he is fit and ſcaſon'd for his paſſage ? No. . 


VpSword, and know thera more horrid hent” 


—_— 


When he is drunke aſleepe} or in his Rage, 

Or in th'inccſtuous pleaſure of his bed, 

At gaming, ſwearing, or about ſome ate 

That hasno rellh of tion in't, 

Then trip him, that his heeles may kicke at beaven, 

And that his Soule may be as damn'd and blacke 

As hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ftayes, ' 

This Phyſicke but prolongs thy ſickly dayes, Exlr. 
King. My words flyeup,my thonghts remaine below, 

Words without thoughts, never to heaven goc. Exir, 


- Cnter Nuceene and Polonins, 
Folo. Hewill come itraight : 


| Looke you lay hometo him, 


Tell him his prankes have becntoo broad to berre with, 
And that yovr grace hath ſoree'r.d, and ſtood betycenc 
Much heat, and bim. 1le filence me ene heere : 
Pray you be round with him: 
Ham. within. Mother, mother, mother. 
ue. le warrant you, feare me not. 
Withdraw, I heare him comming. 
| Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now mother, whats the matter ? 
Lue. Hamlet, thou haſt thy father much offended. 
Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 
Qxe. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle tongue. 
Ham, Goe,goe, you queſtion with an idle tongue. 
Aue. Why how now Hamler. 
Ham, Whats the matter now ? 
Pur. Have you forgot me ? 
Ham, Noby the Rood, not ſo : 
Youare the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, 
But would you were not ſv. Yeu are my Mother. 
2uee. Nay, then Ile ſet thoſe toyou thatcan ſpeake, 
| Ham. Come, come, and fit you doywne, you thall not 
boudpe : | | 
You goe not t1ll I ſet up a glafle. 
W here you may ſee the intmcſt part of you? 
2xe, Whar wilt thou doe? thou wil: not murther me? 
Helpe. helpe, hoa. | | 
Pol. What hoa, helpe, helpe, belpe. 
Ham. How now, a Rat ? dead for a Ducate, dead. 
Pel. Oh Tam ſlaine. Killes Polonins, 
2 ue. Oh me, what haſt thou done ? 
Ham, Nay I know not, is itthc King? | 
Luce, Oh whata raſh, and bloody deed is this? 
Ham. Abloody deed, almoſt as bad good Muther, 
As killa King, and marry with his brother. 
Dxee, As killd a King ? 
Ham. I Lady, twas my word. 
T hon wrerched,raſh, intruding foole farewweil, 
I toke thee for thy Betters, take thy fortune, 
Thou findſt to be too bulie, is ſome danger: 
Leave wringing of your hands, peace ſit you downe, 
And let me wring your heart, for ſo I ſhall 
If it be made of penctrable ſtuffe ; 
If damned Cuftome have not braz'd it ſo, 
Tharit is procfe and bulwarke againſt Senſe. 
2x. Whathave I done, that thou darſt wag thy 
Innoyſe ſo rude againſt me ? (rongue, 
Ham. Such an AR 
That blurresthe grace and bluſh of Modeſty, 


Cals Vertue Hypocrite, takes off the Roſe 


From the faire forchead of an innocenc love, 


| And makes a bliſter there. Makes marriage vowes 


As falſe as Dicers Oarhes. Oh ſucha deed, 


{ 


| 
| 
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Ce 


Asfromthe body of contraction pluckes 
The very toule, and ſweet Religion makes 
A rapſody of words. Heavens face doth glow, 
Yea this {olidity and compound maſſe, 
With triſttuil viſage as againſt the doome, 
Is thought-ſicke at the act. 
2mee. Aye me « what a, that roarcs ſo lowd, and 
thunders in the Index. : 
Ham. Looke heere upon this Picture, andonthis, 
The counterfet preſentment of two brothers ; 
See what a grace fcated on his Brow, 
Hyperens curles, the front of Iove himſclfe, 
Aneyelike Mars, tothreatenor command 
| A Station, like the Herald Mercury 
Now lighted on a heaven-kiiling hill ; 
A Combination, anda forme indced, 
W here every god did feeme toſet his Seale, 
Togive the worid aſlurance of a man, 
This was your husbard. Looke you now what followes. 
Heere is your } usband, like a Mildew'd deare 
Blaſting his wholtome breath. Have you eyes? 
Could you onthis faire Mountaineleaveto teed,] 
And batten on this Moore ? Ha? have you eyes? 
Youcannot call it Love : For at your age, 
The heyday in the blood is tame, its humble, 
And waites upon the ludgement : and w hat j adgement 
Would ttep from this, tothis >? Waat divell was't, 
That thus hath coutend you at hovodman-blind? 
. O Shame ! where isthy bluſh ? Rebellicus Hell, 
If thou canſt mutine in a Matrons vones, 
To flaming youth, let Vertue beas waxe. 
And meltin herowne fire Proclaime no ſhame, 
W hen the compultiue Ardure gives the charge, 
Since Froſt it ſeife, as attively doth vurne, 
| As Reaſon panders Will. 
Luce, O Hemlet, ſpeake nomore. 
Thou turnſt mine eyes into wy very ſouley 
And there | ice \uchblackeand grained ſpots. 
As will notleave their Tinct, 
Ham, Nay, but to live 
Inthe ranke {eat of an enſeamed bed, 
Stewd in Corruption; honying and making love 
Overthe naſty Stye- | 
2 ee. Oh (peabe to me, no more, 
Theſe wordslike Daggers enter in mine cares. 
No more {weet Hamer. 
Ham. A Murderer, and a Villaine : 
A Slave, that is not rw<n.ieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 
A Cutpurſe of the Ewpire and the Rule. 
That from a ſhelfe, the precivus Diadem (tole, 
And pur it in his Pocket, 
Dur, No more. 
Enter Ghost. 
Ham. A King of ſhreds and patches. 
| Save me : and hover o're me with your wings 
You heavenly Guards. W bat would you gracious figure? 
Laure. Alas hes mad. 
| Ham. Doe younot come your tardy Sonne to chide, 
Thatlaps't in Time and Paſſion, lers goe by 
Th'importanta&ing of your dread command ? Oh ſay. 
Gbot. Doe not Go : this Viſitation 
Is but to '« het thy almalt blunted purpoſe, 
| But looke Amazement on thy Mother its ; 
O ſtep betweene her, and her fighting Soule, 
Conceit in weakelt bodies, ſtrongeſt workes. 
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Speake to her Hamlet, 
Ham. How is it with you Lady? 
L2:. Alas, howis't with you? 
Thar thus you bend your eye on vacancy, 
And with the corporait ayredoe hold dilcourſe. 
Forth at your c: e5, ycur ſpirits wi.dely pecpe, 
And as theſl-cping Souldivurs in th'Alarme; 
Your bedded haire, like life in excrements, 
Start up, and ſtand an end, Oh gentle Sonne, 
Vpon the heateand flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coole patience. Whereon doe you looke ? 
Ham, On hun, on hum: looke you how pale he glares, 
His torme and cauſe conjoyn'd, preaching to ſtones, 
W ould rake them capeable. Doe not looke upon me, 
Leaſt with this pit;cous ation you convert 
My ſternc &ffects : then what | have to doe, 
Will want true colour ; teares perchance for blood. 
Lmnee. To whom doe you ſpeakethis? 
Ham. Doc you ſeenothing there ? | 
© nee. Nothingat ail, yetallthar1s I ſze. 
Haw. Nor c1d you nothing heare ? 
Luee. No, nothing but our ſeives, 
Ham. hy looke you therc:{ooke hoyw it ſteals aways 
My tather in his habite, as te lived, 
Looke where he goes evennow outat the Portall. Ex. 
Lu:e. This is the very coynage of your braine, 
This bodilefle Creation extaſic is very cunning 1ns 
Ham. Extaiic ? ; 
My Puiſcas yourc dot'1temperately keepe time, 
And wakes as hcaithfull Muſicke. It 1snot madneſſe 
That I have uttered ; bring me tothe Teſt 
And I the matcer will re-word : which madneſfle 
Would gamboil from. Mother, for love of Grace, 
Lay nota flattering Vnctiou to your ſoule, 
Tha: not your treſpaſſe, bur my macdneſle ipeakes : 
It will but sk1n and filme the VIcerous place, 
V\ hilſt ranke corruption mining all within, 
Inte&ts unſeene, Confelle your lelfe to heaven, 
Repent whats paſt, avoyd whatis to come, 
And doc not ſpred the Compolt or the Weedes, 
To make them ranke. Forgive me this my Vertue, 
For 1 the farn:fle of theſe purtie times, 
Vertue it felfe, of Vice mult pardon begge, 
Yea courbe, and wooe, for icaveto doe him-good. 
Dnuce, On Hamict, 
Thou hait cicti ny hart in twaine, 
Fam, O throw away the worſer partof it, 
Ardliveche purer with the other halte, 
Good rught, but goe nor to mine Ynkles bed, 
Aiſumea Vertve, if you have 1t not, refraine to night, 
And that ſhall lcnd a kind of caſineſſe 
To the nextabliinence, Once more goodnight? 
And when you are defirous*o be blelt, 
Ie blefling begge of you. For this ſame Lord, 
I dverepent : but heaven hath pleas'd it ſo. 
To puniſh me with this, and this with me, 


'That 1 muſt be their Scourge and Miniſter. 


I wiil bettow him, and wili anſwer well 
The death | gave him : ſo againe, good night. 
I muſt be cruel, onely tobe kiad; 
Thus bad begins, and worſe remaines behind. 
2 ye. W hat ſhall I doe ? ; 

Ham. Notthis by no meanes that I bid you doe : 
Let the blunt King tempt you agatneto bed, 
Pinch Wanron on your cheeke, call you his Mouſe, 
And let him for a paire of reechy kiſſes, p 

Ws r 


© 
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| 


; 


| Friends both, go joyne you with ſome 
Hamlet in madneſle hath Po/2nire (laine, 

| And from his Mothers Clofler hath he dragg'd him. 

| Goe ſeeke him out; ſpeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell. I pray you haſte in this. © Exit Gent, 
Come Gererwde, we'll call up our wiſeſt friends, 


- 


292 


The Tragedieof Hanle. 


Orpadliag in your necke with his damn'd fingers, 


| Makeyou toravellallthis matter out, 


Thar leflentially am not in madncſſe, 
But mad in cratt. Twere good you let him know , 
For whothats but a.Queene, faire, ſober, wiſe, 
Would from a Paddocke, from a Bart, a Gibbe, 
Such decreconcernings hide? W ho would doe ſo? 
No, indeſpight of Senſe and Secrecy, 
Vnpegge the Basket on the houſes top : 
Let the Birds flpe,and like the famous Ape, 
Totry Concluſions, in the Basket creepe, 
And breake your owne necke downe. 
xe. Bethou aſſur'd, it words be made of breath, , 
And breath of life : 1 have no life to breath | 
What thou haſt ſaid to me. 
Ham. I muſt to England, you know that ? 
Oxee. Alacke I h:dforgot : Tis ſo concluded on. 
Ham, This man ſhall (ct me packing : 
Ile lnggethe Gurs into the Neighbor roome, 
Mother goodnight. Indeede this Connſcllor 
Is now moſt ſtill, moſt ſecrer, and melt grave, 
Who wasin life a fooliſh prating Knave., 
Come ſir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night Mother. ; ; 
Exit Hamlet tug ging in Polonia. 
Emer King. 

Ksng. Theres matters in the(c fighes. 

Thcſe profound heaves 

You muſt tranſlate , Tis fit we underſtandthem. 

W here is your Sonne ? 
Puee, Ah my good Lord, what have I ſeene to night ? 
King, What Gertrude? How dos Hamlet ? 


| FLree. Mad as the Seas, and winde,when both contend | 
Which is the Mightier, in his lawleſle fit 


Behind the Arras, hearing ſomething ſtirre, 
He whips his Ropicr out, and cryes a Rat, a Rat, - 
And in his brainith apprehenſion killes 


{ The unſeene good old man. 


King. Oh heavy deed. 
It had bine ſo with us hed we beene there : 
His Liberty is full of threats to all, 
To you your felfe, tous, to every one. 
Alas, how ſhall this bloody deede be anſwered ? 
It wilt be laid tous, whole providence 
Should have kept ſhort, reſtrain'd, and our of haunt, 
This mad yong man. But ſo much was our love, 
We would not underſtand what was moſt fit, 
But ike the Owner of a foule diſeaſe, 
To keepe 1t from divulging, lets it fecde 
Even onthe pith of life. Where is he gone ? 
2xte. To draw apart the body he hath kild, 
Ore whom his very madnefle like ſome Oare 
Amonga Minerall of Mettals baſe 
Shewes it ſcife pure. He weepes for what is done. 
King. Oh Gertrude, come away : 
The Sun no ſooner ſhall the Mounta ines touch, 
But we will ſhip him hence, andthis vilde deed, 
We muſt with all our Majeſty and Skill 
Both countenance, and exculc. 8 Enter Roſincros, and 
Ho Guildenitar : Guildenſt ar. 
further ayde : 


Tolet them know both what we meanetodoe, 
And whars untimely done. Oh come away, 
My ſoule is full of diſcord and diſmay. 
Emer Hamlet; 
Ham. Safely ſlowed. 

Gentlemen within. Hamlet, Lord Hamlet, 
Hays, W hat noiſe 2 Who cals on Hamlet ? 
Oh heere they come. Enter Roſincros, and Guilaenſtar. 

Ref. What bave-youdone my Lord with the dead body? 

Ham, Compoundcd it withduſt, wheretotis kinne. 

Roſin, Tellus where t1s, that we may take it thence, 
And beare it to the Chappell. 

Ham. Doe not beelceveit. 

Rofin. Beleeve what ?, | 

Ham. ThatI can keepe your counſell, and not mine 
owne. Beſides; to be demanded of a Syvundge,whar re- 
plication ſhould be made by the Sonne of a King. 

Roſin, Take you me for a Spundge, my Lord ? 

Ham, I ſir,that ſokes up the Kings Countenance, his 
Rewards,his Authoritics( but ſuch Oiicers Co the King 
beſt ſervice in the end. )He keepes them like an Ape in 
the corner of his jaw, firſt mouth'd to be laſt ſwallowed, 
when he needes what you have glean'd, it is but {quec- 
zivg you, and Spundge you ſhall be = againc. 

Rofin. I underſtand you not my Lord. 

Ham. Tamglad of it; a knaviſh ſpeech ſleepes in a 
foolith care. | 

Rofin, My Lord, you muſt tell us where the body is, | 
and goe with usto the King. | 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not 
with the body. The King, isa thinga—— . 

Gmld. A thing my Lord? 

Hem. Of rothing? bring me to him; hide Fox, and all 
after. Exenunt. 


Exennt, 


Enter King. | 

King. I have ſent to ſecke him, and to find the body : 
How dangerous is it that this man goes looſe : 
Yet mutt not we put the ſtrong Law on him : 
Hes loved of the diſtrated multitude, 
Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes : 
And where tis ſo, th Offenders ſcourge is weigh'd 
Bnt ncerer the offence: to beare all ſmooth, and even, 
This fodaine ſending him away, muſt ſeeme 
Deliberate pauſe, ditcaſes deſperate growne, 
By deſperate appliance are relieved, 
Or notatall. Enter Roſmcros, 
How new ? what hathbefalne ? 

Roſen. Where the dead body is beſtow'd my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 
. Rofin, Without my Lord, guarded to know your plca- 
Ures 
King. Bring him before us. 
Roſen. Hoa, Gaildenftar ® bring in my Lord. 


Enter Hamlet and Guildenit av. 
King. Now Hamlet, wheres Polonins ? 

Ham. At Supper. 

King. At Supper ? Where? ; 

Ham. Not where heeats, but where he 18 eaten,a CEr- 
taine convocation of wormes are ene at him. Your worm 
isyour onely Emperour for diet. We fat all creatures 
el{cto fat us, and we fat our felues for Magots. Your fat 
King and your leane Begger is but variable ſervice, two 
diſhes,but to one Table, thats the end. 


King. Whatdoſtthou meane by this ? 
Ham. | 


— 


— 


—— 
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Ham, Nothing but to ſhew yon howa King may goe 
a Progreſſe through the gat ofa Begger. | 

King. Where is Polonins. 

Ham. Ttheaven,ſend thither roſee. If your Meſien- 
ger finde him not there,ſecke him 1th other place your 
ſelfe : but indeed, if you findehim nor this moneth, you 
ſhall noſe him as you goeup.the ſaires into the Lobby. 

King. Goe ſeeke him there. 

Ham. He will ſtay till ye come: 


W hich we doe tender,as we dearely grieve 

Fer that which thou haſt done,muft fend thee hence 
With fiery quickneſſe. Therefore prepare thy ſelte, 
The Barke is ready,and the windat helpe, 
Th'Aſfociates tend,and every thingar vent 

For England. 

Ham, For England. 

King. I, Hamlet. 

Ham, Good, 

King. So isit,ifthou knewſt our purpoſcs- 

Ham. I ſcea Cherabe that ſees him : but come, for 
England. Farewell deare Mother. | 

King. Thy loving Father Hamer. : 

Hamlet, My Mother : Father and Mother is Man and 
Wife : Manand Wife is one fleſh , and fo my Mother. 
Come,for England. Ext. 

Kings. Follow him at foor, 

Tempt him with ſpeed aboord : 
Delay it not, Ile bave him hence tonight. 


| 


| 


And England,1 


| 


Away,for every,hing is Seal'd and done 
That elſe leane: *Afaire,pray you make haſte, 
love thou holdſtat ought; 


As reat power thereof my give thee ſenſe, 
EM: thy Cicatriceleokes ray and red 


T After the Daniſh Sword, and thy free awe 
Payes homage to ugithou maiſt not coldly ſer 
Our Soveraigne Þ e,which imports at full 


| By letrers conjuring to that effet 


The preſentdeath of Hamer. Doe it England, 
For like the HeRicke in my blood he rages, 
And thou muſt cure me : Till I know *tis done, 
How ere my haps, my joyes werene're begun. 
Exit; 
Enter Fortinbras with an eArmy. * 
For. Goe Captaine,from me to the Danith King, 
Tell him that by his licenſe, Forr1nbras 
Claimes the conveyance of apromis'd March 
Over bis Kingdome. You know the Rendeyouz : 
If that his Majeſtie would ought with us, 
We ſhall expreſſe our durie in his eye; 
And let him know lo. 
Cap. I will doo't,my Lord, 
For. Goe ſafely on. 
Enter © neene and Horatio. 
24. I will not ſpeake with her. 
Hor. She isimportunate, indeed diſtrat, her moode 
will nceds be pittied. 
2#, What would ſhe have? | 
Hor. She ſpeakes much of her Father;ſayes ſhe heares 
There's trickes i*ch'world,and hems, and beats her heart, 
Spurnes envioufly at Strawes,fpeakes things in doubt, 
That carry but halfe ſenſe: Her ſpeech is nothing, 
Yetthe unthaped uſe of it doth move 
The hearers to ColleQion; they aymeatit, | 
Andbotch the words up fit ro their owne thoughts, 


£xit. 


Which as her winkes,and nods.and geſtures yeeld them, | 


rn, 


| Each toy ſcemes Prologue,toſome great amilie, 


K, Hamlet,thisdeed of thine, for thine eſpeciall ſafety 
K | 


Indeed would make one thitike there would be thought) | 
Though nothing ſure, yer much unhapplilys - 


2x *Twere good ſhe wereſpokenwith, 
For the may ſtrew dangerous conjectures 
In ili breeding mindes. Lether come in 
To my ſicke ſoule (as fines true nature is) 


So full of Artlefſe zealoufie is guilt, 
It ſpils it ſelfe in fearing to beſpilr, 
Enter Ophelia diſtratted, | 


Oph. Where is the beauteons Majeſty of Denmarke. þ 


Lu. How now Ophelia ? 


Ophe, How ſhould I your true love know from another | 


By his Cockle Hat and Staffe,and his Sandal Shoone (one? 
Ln Alas ſweet Lady ; what imports this Song ® 
Opbe. Say you ? Nay pray you marke. 

He 1s dead and gone Lady,he is dead and gone, 

At his head a graſſe-greene Turfe,at his heeles a ſtone, 

Enter King, 
L#. Nay but Ophelia, 
Oph. Pray you marke. 
White his Shrow'd as the Mountaine Snow, 
2x. Ai:3,looke here my Lord. 
Oph. Larded with fweet flowers : 
whic bewept ro the grave did not goe, 
With True-love ſhowers. | 
Kimg. How doe ye,pretty Lady ? 
Opb. Wc<ll;God dil'd you. They ſay the Owle was 
a Bakers danghter. Lord , wee know what we are , but 
know not what we may bz. God beat your Table, 
King. Concelt upon her Father. 


Ophe. Pray you let's have no words of this: but when } 


they aske you what it meanes, ſay you this : 
Tomorrow #S, Valentines day,all in the morne betime, 
And I a Maid at your window,to be your Valentine. (dore. 
Then up he roſe, dowd hicloathes, & dupt the chamber 
Let in the Maid let in a Maid, never departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia. | 

Ophe. Indeed la? without an ozth Ile make an end ont. 

By o15,and by S. Charity. 

eAlacke,and fie for ſhane : 

Yong men will doo't, if they come tov't, 

By Cocke they are too blame. 

Daoth fre before you tumbled me, 

You promis'd me towed : 

So world I ha done,by youd er Sunne, 

And thou hadft nut come to my bed. 

King. Howlong hath ſhe been thus? ; 

Ophe. T hopeall will be well. Wee mult be patient, 
but 1 cannot ehooſe but weepe, to thinke they ſhoul« 
lay him th'cold ground : My Brother (hall know ot it, 
and ſo I thanke you for your good counſecll. Come , my 
Coach : Goodnight Ladies: Goodnight ſweet Ladies: 
Goodnight,goodnight. 

King. Follow her cloſe; 

Give her goad watch I pray you : 


Ohthis is the poyſon of deepe griefe,it ſprings 


All from her Fathers death. Oh Gerrrae, Gertrude, 
When ſorrowes come, they come not fingle ſpies, 

But in Battaliaes. Firſt, her farher ſlaine, | 
Next your ſonne gone,and he moſt violent author 
Of his owne juſt remove : the p? = muddicd, 
Thicke and unwholſome in their thoughts and whiſpers, | 
For good Pol2nixs death ;and we have done bur greenly, 
In hugger mugger to interre him. Poere Ophelia 


7-3 


Exit. 


| 


4 
bo 


| 


Divided from her ſelfe,and her faire judgement, 
| rr 
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F"IY 


: Without thewhichwe arePicures, or meere Beaſts, 
" Laſt, and as muchcontaifiing asall theſe, IE 


Her brother.is in ſecret come from France; 


Keepes on his wondergkeepes him{elfe tn clouds 


And wants not Buzzers to1nfe&t hiseare 


- With peſtilent Speeches of his fathers death, | 
Where in neceſſity of matter Beggard + 
Will nothing ſticke our perſons to Arraigne 


In eare and care. O my deere Gertrude, this, 

Like to a murdering Peecein many places. 

Gives me ſuperfluous death. A Noiſe within, 
ws 


G Enter a Meſſenger. 
2 ne. Alacke, what noyle 1s this ? 
Kwg. Where are my Swi'zers e 


| Let them guard the doore. W hat is the matter ? 


Meſ. Save your ſelfe, my Lord. 
The Ocean (over-peering of bis Lilt) _ 
Eates nor the Flats with more impetuous haſte 


| Then young Leerres, ina Riotous head, 


Ore-bearesyour Oilicers, the rabble call him Lord, 


| And as the wortd were now but to begin, 


Antiquity forgot, Cuſtome not knowne, 
The Ratifiers and props of every word, 
They cry chooſe we ? Laertes ſhall be King. 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud itto the clouds, 
Laertes ſhall be King, Laertes King. 
2 uce How checrefully on the falſe Traile they cry, 
Oh this is Counter, you falſe Daniſh Dogges. 
Noiſe within. Enter Laertes, 
King. Thedoorcsare broke. 
Laer. Whetc is the King, firs? Stand you all without. 
All, No, lets come 1n. 
Laer. I pray you give me leave. 
All. We will, we will. 
Laer. I thanke you : Kcepe the doore, 
Oh thou vilde King, give me my father. 
ue, Calmely good Laertes. 
Laer. That drop of blood, that calmes 
Proclaimes me BEaltard: 
Cries Cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Even here betweene the chaſte unſmitched brow 
Of my true Mot her. 
King. What is the cauſe Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-ltke ? 
Let him goe Gertruge : Doe not feare our perſon : 
Theres ſuch Divinity doth hedgea King, 
That Treaſon can butpeepe to what it would, 
Aqslittleof his will. Tell mc ZLeerres, 
Why thou art thus incenſt ? Let him goe Gereradt, 
Speake man. 
Laer. Wheres my Father ? 
King. Dead. 
2#*. But not by him, 
Kemng. Let himdemand his fill. 
Laer. How came he dead? Ile not be Tuggel'd with. 


: To hell Allegeance : Vowes, to the blackeſt divell, 


Conſcience and Grace, to the Profoundeſt Pit. 
I dare Damnation ; to this point I ſtand, 
That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes : onely Ile be xeveng'd 
Molt throughiy for wy father, 
King, W ho (hall ſtay you? 
Laer. My Will, notallthe world, 
And for my meanes, Ile husþand them ſo well, 


2 AR 


They ſhall goe farre with little. 


| 


{ If you deſire to know the certainty af 


ab, 


——_— 


King, Good Laertes : r 
Of your deare fathers death,if writ in your revenge, 
T hat Soop-ſtake you willdraw both friend and foe, 
Winger and Looſer. 
Laer, None but his Enemies. . | 
King, Will you know them then. | 
£Za. To his good Friends thus wide Ile hope my 
And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican, (Armes, 
Repalt them with my blood. 
King,” Why now what noyſe is that ? 
Like a:good child,andatrue Gentk man. 
T hat I ami guiltlefle of your Fathers death, 
And am molt ſenſible inegriefe for it, - 
It ſhall as levell to your Iudgement pierce 
As day do's to your eye. 
A noyſe within, Let her come in, | 
Enter Ophelia, 
Laer, How now ? what noylſe 1s that ? 
Oh heat dry up my braines,tearcs ſeven times ſalt, 
Burne out the ſenſe and vertue of mine eye. | 
By heaven thy madnefſe ſhall be paid by waight, 
Till our Scale turnes the beame. Oh Roſe of May, 
Deate Maide,kinde Siſter,ſweet Ophelsa : 
Oh heavens,is't poſſible, a yong Maids wits, 
Should be as morrall as an old mans life ? 
Nature is fine jn Love,and where tis fine. 
It ſends ſome precions inſtance cfiit ſelfe 
After the thing it loves. 
Gph. They bore him bare fac'd on the Beere. 
Hey PT nony noney hey noney : $24, 
And on bs grave raines many 1tare, 
Fare y:u well my Dove, 5 
Zaer, Hadſt thou thy wits , and didſt perſivades Ree. Fe. *7 


venge,it could not move thus, 


Re,and you cali him | 
come it? lt isthe | 
ghter. | 
Laer, This nothings more than watter. 
Ophe. There's Roſemary,thar's for Remembrance. - | 
Pray Love remember ; and there is Pancies , that's for | 
Thoughts , | 
Laer, A document in madneſſe, thoughts and remem- | 
brance fitted. | 
Ophe. There's Fennell for you,and Columbines: there's 
Rue for you,and here's ſome for me.' Wee may call it 
Herbe-Grace a Sundayes : Oh you muſt weare your Ruc 
witha difference. There's a Dafie,I would give you ſome 
Violets,butthey wither'd all whe my Father dyed: They | 
ſay,he made a good end ; | 
For Bonny ſweet Robin ts all my joy, 
Zaer. Thought,and Aflition,Pailion,Hell it ſelfe : 
She turnesto favour;and to prettineſſe, 
Oph, And wil he not come againe. 
And will he not come againe ? 
None he  dead,goe to thy Death-bed, 
He never wil come againe. 
His Beard as white as Snow. 


All Flaxen was hy Pole : 

He ts gone, he 1s gone,and we caft away mone, 

Gramercy on his Soule, | 
And of all Chriſtian Soules,I pray God. : 
God buy ye. Exit Opheli4. | 


Laer.Doe you ſeethis,you gods? 
King. Laertes,1 muſt commune with your griefe, 
Or yon deny me right : goe but apart, 


_— 
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Make choyce of whom your wileſt friends you will, 
And they fhall heare and jadge twixt you andme ; 
If by dire& or by Collaterall band | 
They findustouch'd, we will our Kingdome give, 
Our Crown,our Life, and all that we call Ours 
To you in ſatisfaction. But if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
And we ſhall joyntly labour with your {oule 
Toglive it due content. 
Lae?, Let this be ſo : 
His meancs of death his obſcure buriall : 
No Trophee, Sword, nor Hatchment ore his bones, 
No Noble rite, nor formall oftentation, 
Cry tobe heard, astwere from heaven to earth, 
That I muſt call in queſtion. 
K1ng., So you ſhall; 
And where rh'offence is, let the great Axe fall, 
I pray you goe with mc. Exennt, 


Enter Horatio, with an Attendant. 


Hora. W hat are they that would ſgeake with me ? 
Scr. Saylors fir, they ſa{ they have Letters for you. 
Flora. Let them come in, 
I doe not know from what part of the world 
I ſhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. 
Enter Saylor, 

Say. God bleſle your Sir. 

Hora. Lethimbleſſe thee too. 

Say. He ſhall Sir, and't pleaſe him. Theres a Tetter 
for you Sir : It comes from th'Ambeſſadours that was 
4. bound for England, if your name be Horario; as Iam let 
j.to know iris. 


"IC Reads the Letter, 


theſe fellowes ſums meanes to the King : They have 
| Letters for him, Ere we were two dayes 91d at Sea, a Py- 
rate of very Warlicke appointment gave us (hate. Fig- 
ding our ſelves tos ſlow of Saile,we put on 4 compelled Va- 
lour. Inthe Grapple, T boorded them : On the inſtant they 
got cleare of our Ship, {o I alone became their Priſoner, 
T hey have dealt with me, like Theeves of Mercy, but 
they knew what they did. 1 am to doe a good turne for 
them. Let the King have the [Letters Thave ſent, and re. 
paire thou to me with as much haſt as thou wouldeſt flye 
acath 1have words to ſpeake in your eare, will make thee 
arumbe, yet are they much t29 light for the bore of the 
Matter, Theſe good fellowes will bring thee where 1 am. 


Of them I have much to tell thee, Farewell, 
He that thou knoweſt thine, 
Hamdet. 
Come, 1 wil give you way for theſe your Letters, 
And do't the {peedier, that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought them. 
Enter King and Laertes, 
K:ng.Now mult your conſcicace my acquittance ſeal, 
And you mult put me in your heart for friend, 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowingeare, 
| That he which hath your Noble father ſlaine, 
| Purſned my life. 
Lacr. It well appeares. But tell me, 
Why you proceeded not againſt theſe feates, 
So crimefull, and ſo Capyitall in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Wiſedome, all things: elſe, 


Extt. 


Oratia, When thou ſhalt have overlook'd this, orve ; 


Rofincros and Guildenſtar, hold their conrſe for England. 


\ You mainely were ftirr dup? _ . 
K:ng, O for two ſpeciall Reaſons, | A 
Which may to you ( perhaps) feeme much unfianowed, 
And yer to methey are ſtrong, The Queene his Mother, 
Lives almolt by his lookes : and for my ſelfe, - 
My Vertneor my Plague, be it either which, 
Shes ſo conjunctive to my life ard foule; 
Tharas the Starre moves not bur in his Sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other Motive, 
Why toa publike count I might not goe, 
Is the great love the generall gender beare him, 
Who dipping all his faults in their affection, 
Would like the Spriag that turneth W ood to Stone, 
Convert his Gyves to Graces. So that my Arrowes 
Too ſlightly timbred for fo louda Wind, 
Would havereverted tomy Bow againe, 
Andnot where I had aym'd them. 
Lacr, And ſo have 1 a Noble father lot, 
A Siſter driven intodeſperare tearmes, 
W ho was(if praiſes may goe backe againe ) 
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her perfe&tions. Bur my revenge will come; 
King. Breake not your fleepes for that; 
You muſt not thinke 
Thar we are made of ſtuffe, ſo flat, and dull, 
That we canlet our Beard be ſhooke with danger, 
And thinke it paſttime. You ſhortly ſhall heare more, 
Ilov'd your father, and we love your ſelfe, 
And that hope will teach you to imagine= —» 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
How now ? What Newes ? 
Meſe. Letters my Lord from Hamler. This to your 
Majelty : this to the Queene. 
King. From Hamler? Who broughtthem ? 
Meſ: Saylors my Lord they ſay, I law them not : 
They were given me by Claudio, he receiv'd them, 
King, Laertes you ſhall them ; - 
Leave us. E'xtt IHMeſſenger. 
High and Mighty, you ſhall know Tam ſet naked on-your 
* Kinodome. To morr uw ſhall I beg leave to ſee your King- 
ly Eyes When I ſhall (firſt king your Pardon thereunts) 
recount th'Occaſions of my ſodaine, aud more ſtrange re- 
turne. Hamlet. 
W hat ſhould this meane ? Are ali the rc{t come backe ? 
Or is it ſome abuſe ? Or notuch thing? pon. 
Laer, Know you the hand ? 
King, Tis Hamlets Charatter, naked, and in a Poſt- 
{cript here he ſayesalone : Can you adviſe me ? 
Laer. I'mloſt in itmy Lord, butler him come, 
It warmes the very (ickneſſein my hcart, 
That I ſhall live and tell him to his teeth : 
Thus diddeſt thou. 
King. If it be fo Laertes, as how ſhould it be ſo? 
How otherwiſe? will you berul'd by me ? 
Laer, Tf fo you'll not o'rerule me toa peace. 
Kin, Tothine owne peace: if he be now retnrn'd,' 
As checking at his Voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it; I will worke him 
Toan exployt now ripe in my Device, 
Vnder the which he ſhall not chooſe but fall ; _ ' 
And for his death no wind of blame ſhall breath, - | 
But even his Mother ſhall uncharge the praRtice, 
And call it accident : Some two Monthes hence 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy. 
T'veſeene my felfe and ſeru'd againſt the French, 
| Andtheyran well on Horſebacke z but this Gallant - 
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Had witchcraft in't ; he 2m into his Seat, 
And te ſuch wondrous oing bronght his Horſe, 
As had he been encorps't and demy-Natur'd 
With the brave Beaſt,ſo farre he paſt my thought, 
"That £ in forgery of ſhapes and trickes, 
Come ſhort of Wharthe did. 

Lacr. A Norman was't? 

King. A Norman. 

Lear. Vpon my life Lamonnd. 

King, The very ſame. | 

Laer. 1 know him well, he is the Brooch indeed, 
And Iemme of all our Nation. 

King. He made confeilion of you, 
And gaveyouſucha Maſterly report, 
For Art and exerciſe in your defence ; 


] And for your Rapier moſt eſpecially, 
| That he cryed out,t would bea fight indeed, 


If one could match you Sir. This report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enyenom with his Envy, 
That he could nothingdoe but wiſh and begge, 


| Your ſodaine comming over to play with him); 


Now out of this. 
Laer. Why out of this,my Lord ? | 
King. Laertes,was your Father deare to you ? 
Or are you like the painting ofa ſorrow, 
A face without a heart? 
Laer, : Why aske you this ? 
Kin, Not that L thinke you did notlove your Father, 
But that I know Love is begun by Time: 


| And that I ſee in paſſages of proofe, 


| Timequalifies the ſparke and fire of 1t : 

' Hamlet come backe , what would you undertake, 
To ſhew your ſelfe your Fathers ſonne indeed, 
More than in words? 

Laer, Tocut histhroat 'th'Church, 

Kin. No place indeed ſhould murder SanQuuarize; 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds : but geod Laerte-, 
Wil you doe this,keepe cloſe within your Chamber ? 
Hamlet return'd,ſhall know you are come home : 
Wee'l put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence, 

And ſet a double varniſh on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you,bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads, he bcing remiſſe, 
Moſt generous, and free from all contriving, 
Willnot peruſe the Foiles ? So that with caſe, 
Or with a little ſhuffling, you may chooſe 
ASword unbaited,and ina paſſe of practice, 
4 Requit him for your Father. 

Laer. I will doo't, 
And for that purpoſe Ile annoiot-my Sword : 
I bought an VnRion of a Mountebanke 
Somortall,I but dipt a knife init, 
Where it drawes blood,no Cataplaſme ſo rare, 
Collected from all Simples that have Vertue 
Vnder the Moone,can favethe thing from death, 
That is but ſcratcht withall : lletouch my point, 
'With thiscontagion,that if I gall him ſlightly, 
It may be death. 

Kin. Let's further thinke of this, 
Weigh what convenience both of time and meancs 
| May fit us to our ſhape,if this ſhould faile ; 

And that our driftlooke hong our bad performance, 
| Twerebetter not aflaid ; thereforethis Projekt 
| 
| 


Should have a backe or ſecond,that might hold, 
If this hould blaſt in proofc:Soft,let me ſee 
| Wee'lmakea ſolemne wager on your commings, 


| 


Andthat he calsfor drinke z Ile have prepar'd him | 


I ha't : when in your metion you are hot and dry, 
As make your bowts more violent tothe end, 


A Challice for the nonce ; whercon but ſipping, 
If he by chance eſcape your verom'd ſtuck, 
Our purpoſe may hold there ; how now ſweet Queene, 


Enter NY neene, | 
Lxeen. One woe doth tread upon anothers heels, 
So falt they'l follow : your Siſter's drown'd Laerres. 
Laer. Drown'd 1 O where? 
veen, There is a Willow growes aſlant a Brooke, 
Thatſhewes his hore leaves in the glaſſic ſtreame : 
There with fantaſticke Garlands did ſhe come, 
Of Crow-flowers, Nettles, Dayſies,and long Purples, 
i hat liberall Shepheards give a grofſer name; 
But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call them : 
There on the pendant boughes, her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang;an cnvious liver broke, 
When downe the weedy Trophies,and her ſelfe, 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes ſpred wide, 
And Mcrmaid-likgza while they bore her up, 
Which time ſhe chaunted ſnatches of old tunes, | 
Ag one 1ncapable of her owne diſtreſle, 
Or like a creature Native,and deduced 
Vnto thatelement : but long it could net be, 
Till that her garments,heavy with their drinke, 
Pull'd the poore wretch from her melodious by, 
To muddy death. 
Laer. Alas then,is ſhedrown'd ? 
Dmeen, Drown'd,drown'd. 
Lacr, Too much of water haſt thou poore Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my teares : but yet 
It 1sour tricke,Nature her cuſtome holds, 
Let ſhame ſay whar it will; when theſe are gone 
The woman will be out : Adue my Lord, 
[ havea ſpeech of fire,that faine would blaze, | 


But rhat this folly drownes it. Exit, 
King. Let's follow,Gerirade : 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage ? 

Now feare I this will giveit ſtart againe ; 

Therefore let's follow. Exetint, 


Enter two Clowyes, 

Clown, Is ſheeto be buried in Chriftian buriall, that 
wilfully ſeekes her owne ſalvation? 

Other, I tell thee ſhe is,and therefore make her Grave 
ſtraight,the Crowner hath ſate on her, and finds it Chri- 
ſtian burial, 

C/o, How canthat be,unlefſe ſhe drowned her ſelfe in 
her owne defence ? 4 

Other. Why *tis found ſo. 

Clo. It muſt be Se effendends, it cannot be elſe : for 
here lies the point:JfI drowne my ſelfe wittingly, it ar- 
guesan Ac : and an AR hath three branches. It 1san At 
<6 many to performe;argall ſhe drown'd her (clfe wit- 
tingly. 

Other. Nay but here you GoodmanDelver. 

(own, Giveme leave; herelies the water ,-£00d : 
here ſtands the man, geod : if the man goe to this wa- 
ter and drowne himſelfe ; it is will he, nill he,hee goes; 
marke youthat ? But if the water come to him & drowne 
him ; he drownes not himſelfe. Argall , he that 1s not 
guilty of his owne death, ſhortens not his owne life. 

Other. But is this Law? 

(0. 1 marry is't, Crowners Queſt Law. 
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- Other. Will you ha the trath on't : if this had not 
been aGentlewoman , ſhee ſhokld have beene buried out 
of Chriſtian Buriall. 

Clo. Why there thou ſay'{t. Andthe more pitty that 
great folke ſhould have countenance in this world to 
drowne or hang themſelves, morethan their even Chrt- 
ſtjian.Come,my Spade ; there is no ancient Gentlemen, 
but Gardiners, Ditchers and Grave-makers ; they hold 
up Adams profeſſion: 

Other, Was he a Gentleman ? 

(0. He was the fir{t that ever bore Armes. 

Other, Why he had none, 

{1o. Whatarta Heathen? how doſt thou underſtand 
the Scripture? the Scripture {ayes «Adam digg'd ; could 
he digge without Armes?Be putanother queſtion to thee? 
if thou anſwereſt me not to the purpoſe, confelle thy 
{clfe | 

Other, Goe to. AE 4 

Clo. What is hethat builds ſtronger than either the 
Maſon,the Shipwright or the Carpenter ? | 

Other, The Gailowes maker, for that Frame out-llves 
athoufand Tenants, 

(7, I like thy wit well in good faith , the Gallowes 
does well ; but how does it well ? it does well to thoſe 
that doe ill : now thou doſt ill to fay the Gallowes 1s 
builtſtronger thanthe Church : Argall , the Gallowes 
may doc well tothce. Too't againe, Come. 


Other, Who builds (tronger than a Maſon , a Ship- 


wrig ht,ora Carpenter ? 
Clo, 1,tell methar,and unyokes 
Other. Marry ,now I cantell, 
Clo, Toots 
O ther, Maſle,I cannot tell. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio a farre off, | 
Clo. Cudgellthy braines no more about it ; for your 
dull Afſc will noc mend his pace with beating;and when 
you are a»kt thig queltion next, ſay a Grave-maker : the 
Houſes that he makes,laſts till Doomes- day: go.get thee 
to 7anghay, terch me aſtoape of Liquor. 
SIYGS 
In youth when I did love did love, 
me thought it was very ſweet, 
Tocontratt O the for a my behove, 
O me thought there was nothing meet, 

Ham. Ha's this fellow no fecling of his buſineſſe, that 
he fings at Grave-making ? 
Hor, Cuſtome hath made it in him a property of caſt- 
neſle. | 

Ham, Tis cen ſo ; the hand of little imployment hath 


the daintier {enle. 
( lowne ſings. 
But eAgewith hw ſtealing ſteps 
hath caught me in his clutch : 
And hath ſhipped me intill the Land, 
as if Thad never been ſuch. | 
Ham. That Scull had a tongue in it , and could fing 
once : how the Knave jowlcs it to th* ground , as if it 
were Caines law-bone, that did the firſt murther ; It 
mighe be the Pate of a Polititian which thiz Aſle ore-Of- 
fices : one that could circumvent God,might 1t not ? 
Hor, It might,my Lord. | FD 
Ham. Or ofaCourtier, which could ſay, Good Mor- 


' row ſweet Lord : how doſt thou, good Lord ? this 


might be my Lordſucha one;that prais'd my Lord ſach 


| 2 Ones horſe, when he meant to begge it ; might irnot ? 


rn CO 


_— 


Hor. 1,my Lord. 

Ham. Why cen ſo: and now my Lady Wormes, 
Chapleſſe,and knockt abour che Mazzard with a Sextons 
Spade ; heere's fine Revolution if we had the tricke to 
ſee*t. Did theſe bones coſt no more the breeding , bnt 
to play at Loggets with 'em ? mine ake to thinke ont. 


Clowne fings. 
e7 Picke-axe and a Spade,a Spade, 
for and a ſrrowding-ſheet ' 
'OaPitof Clay for to be made, 
' forſnch a Gueſt tsmeet, 


Ham. There's another : why might not that be the | 


Scull of a Lawycr ? where be his Quiddits now ? his 
Quilets? his Cafes? his Tenures,and his Trickes 2 why 
doe's he ſuffer this rude knave now to knocke him abour 
theSconce with a dirty Shovell,and will not tell him of 
his Action of Battery ? kum. This fcllow might ve in's 
time a grcat buyer of Land, with his Statates, his Recog- 
n1zances, his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Recaveries ; 
[s this the fine of his Fines, and the recovery of his Re- 
coveries,to have his tine Pare fallot fine Dirt? will his 
Vorchers vouch him no more cf his Purchaſes , and dou» 
ble ones roo,then the length and breadth of apaire of In- 
denures? the very Conveyances of his Lands will hard. 


lyIyein this Buxe; and muſt the Inheritor himſelfe have 


no more.e ha ? 

Hor. Not ajot more my Lord. 

Ham, 1s not Parchment made of Sheep=skinnes 2 

Hor. 1 my Lord ,and of Calve-skinnes toos 

Ham. They are Sheepe and Calves that ſceke out afſu- 
rance in that. I will {pcaketo this fellows whoſe Grave's 
this Sir? 

Clo. Mine Sir : 

O apit of Clay for tobe made, 
for ſuch a Gu. ſh 15 meer. 


Ham, 1 thinke it be thine 1ndecd : for thou lieſt in't. | 
C/o, Youlic out on't Sir,and thereto: e ir 1s not yours; | 


for my part I doe not lie in't,and yerit is mine. 

Ham, Thou doſt lye in't, to be int, and fey tis thine ; 
tis for the dead, not for the quicke , therefore:thou 
iyeſt. 

Clo, Tisa quicke lye Sir, twill away againe from mee 
to you. 

Ham, Wha* man dot thou dizge it for ? 

Clo. For no man Sir. 

Ham. W hat-woman then ? 

C/o. For none neither. 

Hams, Whois to be buried in't ? 


Clo. One that was a woman Sir ; but reſt her ſoue | 


ſhee's dead. 


Ham. How abſolntethe Knave 15? wee mult ſpeake } 


by the Carde, or equivocation will follow us: by the 


Lord Horatio,thele three yeares I have taken note of it, | 
the Age is growne fo picked, and the toe of the Peſan | 
| comes ſoneare the heele of our Courtier , hee galls his 


Kibe. HowJong haſt thou been a Grave-maker? 
Clo. Of all the dayes !'th'yeare, I came too't that-day 
that our lat King Hamlet orecame Fortinbras, 
Ham, How long is that ſince ? 's, 
Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every foole can tell that : 
It was the very day that yourg Hamlet was borne, hee 
that was mad and ſent into England. | | 
Ham. I marry,why was he ſent into England ? 
Clo, Why,becauſc he wasmad ; he ſhall recoyer his 
witsthere z or if he doe not, its nogreat matter there. 
-— — Ham» 
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Ham. -Why? 
Clown. Twill not beſeenc in him, there the men are 
as mad as he. 7 
Hem, How came he mad ? 
' (0. Very ſtrangely they fay. 
Ham. Row lirangely ? , 
Clo. Faithe'ere with loofing his wits. 
Ham. V pon what ground ? 
Clo. Why here in Denmarke : I have been Sexeſtone 
here, Man and Boy thirty yeeres- 
Ham. How long will a man lie *ith'carth erche rot ? 
{1e.ifaith,if he be not rotten before he dyc(as we have 
many pocky Coarſes now adayes , that will ſcarce hold 
the laying in)be will laſt you ſome eight yeere, or nine 
yeare. A Tanner will laſt you nine yearcs. 
Ham. Why he,more than another > = 
{+. Why fir, his hideisfotan'd with his Trade , that 
he will keepe out water a great while. And your water 


Scullnow: this Sculi has laine in the carth three and 
twenty yeeres. 

Ham. Whoſe was it ? 

Clo, A whoreſon mad Fellowes it was ; 

Whoſe doe you thinke it was 2 

Ham. . Nay,I know not. 

Cle. Apeſtilence onhim for a mad Rogue, a powr'd 
a Flagon of Reniſh on my head once, This ſame Scull 
Sir, this ſame Scull fir,was Torick: Scull the Kings leſter. 

Ham, This? 

*Clo, E'ene thar. 

Haw, Let ine ſee. Alas poore Yoricke, T knew him 
Horatio a fellow of infinit Icii;of moſt excellent fancy, he 
hath borne ax on his backe a thouſand tunes :; And how 
abhorred my imaginatien is, my gorge riicsat it. Here 
hung chote lippes , that 1 have kitt I know not how ofr, 
Where be your libes now? Your Gambals ? Your 
Songs? Your flaſhes of Merriment that were wont to 
ſet the Tabic on a Rore? No one now to mocke your own 
Ieering ? Quite chopfalne > Now get you to my Ladies 
Chamber.and tell her,let ber paint an inch thicke,to this 


thee Horatio tell me one thing , 
Hor. Whar's that my Lord? 
Ham. Poſt thouthinke eAlexarder lookt ofthis fa- 
ſhion Ith'carth ? 
Hor. Eeneſo. 
Ham, And {melt fo ? Pub, 
Hor. E'ene ſo my Lord. 

Ham. To what baſe uſes we may returne Horatio, 
Why may not imagination trace the Noble duſt of Alcx- 
| axder,till he findit ſtopping a banghole. | 

Hor, Twere to conſider: too curiouſly to cenfider ſo. 

Ham. No faith,not a jot.. Butto follow him thither 
with modeſty enough, and likelihood ts lead it; as thus, 
1 eAMexander dyed; Alexander was buried : Alexander rea 
turneth into dult ;. the duft is carth; of carth we make 
Lome,and why of thar Lome ( whereto he was conver. 
red) might they not ſtop a Beere-barrell ? 

Imperiall Ce/ardead and turn'dtoclay, 
Might ftop a hole to keepe the wind away. 
Ohb,that thatcarth,which kept the world in awe, 
1 Should patcha Wall.expell the Winters flaw. 
But ſoft, butſoft,aſide ; heere comes the King, 
Emer King, Queene,Laertes,and a( offin, 
ITRb with Lords attendant. 
The Queene,the Courtiers. Who is't that they follow, 
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is a ſore Decayer of your whorſondead body , heres a 


favour ſhe muſt come. Make her laugh at that : pry- 


And with ſuch maimed rights? This doth betoken, . 
The Coarſe they follow,Giid with deſperate hand, 
Foredoe it owne life; twas ſome Eſtate. 
Couch weawhile,and marke. 
Laer. W hat Ceremony elſe ? | 
Ham, Thatis Laertes,a very Noble youth : Marke. 

Lacr, What Ceremony elſe? 

Prieſt, Her Obſequies have beeneas farrc cnlarg'd, 
As we have warrantte,her death was doubtfull, 
And but that great command,o're{wayes the order, 
She ſhould in ground unſantied have lodg'd, 

Till the laſt Trumpet. For charitable prayer, 

Shardes, Flints,and Pecbles,ſhould be throwne on her ; 

Yet here ſhe is allowed her Virgin Rites, 

Her Maiden ftrewments,and the bringing home 

Of Bell and Buriall. | | | 
Lacr. Muſt there no more be done ? 
Prieft, No more be done : 

We ſhould prophanethe ſervice of the dead, 

To ing ſage Requiem,and ſuch reſt to her 

AS to peace-parted Soules. 

Laer, Lay her !'th'earth, | 
And from her faire and unpolluted fleſh, 

May Violets ſpring. I tell thee (churliſh Prieft } 
A Miniſtring Angell ſhall my Siſter be, 
When thou licſt howling ? 

Ham, What,the faire Ophelia ? 

Leen, Sweets,tothe ſweet farewell, 

I hop'd thou ſhould'ſt have becn wy Hamlets wite : 
I thought thy Bride-bed to have deckt(ſweer Maid) 
And not thave ſtrew'd thy Grave. - 

Laer. Oh terrible woocer, 

Fall ten times trebble on that curſed head 
W aofe wicked deed,thy moft ingenious ſenſe 
Depriy'd thee of. Hold off thecarth awhile, 
Till I have caught her once more in mine armes : 
Leaps inthe grave. 

Now pile your duſt upon the quicke and dead, 
Till ofthis flat a mountaine you have made, 
Too'retop old Pelion,or the skyiſh head 
Of blew Olympus, | 

Ham. W hatis he,whoſe grictes 


| Bearcs ſuch an Emphaſis ? whoſe phraſe of ſorrow 


Conjures the wandring Starres,and makes them land 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? This is I, 
Hamlet the Dane. 
Laer. The Divell takethy ſoule, 
Ham, Thou prai't not well, 
I prytheec take thy fingers from my throat ; 
Sir though I am not {pleenative and raſh, 
Yet have I ſomething in me dangerous, 
Which let thy wiſeneſle feare. Away thy hand 
King. Plucke them aſunder. 
Lnueen. Hamlet, Hamlet, 
Gery. Good my Lord be quiet, 


Ham, Why Iwill fight with him upon this Theame. ! 


Vntill my eye-lids willno longer wag, 
Lucen,Oh my Sonne,what Theame ? 
Ham, 1 lov'd Ophelia ; forty thouſand brothers 
Could not(with all their quantity of love) 
Make up my- ſumme. What wilt thou doe for her? 
King. Oh he is mad Laertes, 
2x, Forlove of God forbeare him. 
Ham. Come ſhew me whatthou'lt doe. 
Woo't weepe ? woo't fight ? woeo'tteare thy elfe ? 
Woo't drinke up"E//c,cate a Crocodile ? 
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| Ile doo't. Doſt thou come here to whine; 


Tooutface me with leaping in her Grane ? 
Be buried quicke with her, and fo will I. 
And if thou prate of Mountaines ; let them throw 
Millions of Akers on vs ; till our ground 
Siadging his pate againſt the burning Zone, 
Make Ofſalike a Wart. Nay,and thov'lt mouthe, 
Ile rant as wellas thou. 
King. Thisis mecere madnefle : 
And thus a while the fit will worke on him : 
Anon as patientas the female Dove, 
W hen that her golden Cupletare diſclos'd ; 
His ſilence will ſit drooping. 
Ham. Heare. you fir : 
W har is the reaſon thar'you uſe me thus ? 
T lov'd you ever ; bur it 1s no matter : 
Let Hercules himſelfe doc what he may, 


The Cat will mew,and Dog will have his day. Exit, 
King. Tpray you good Horatio wait upon him, 

Strengthen you patience in our laſt nights ſpeech, 

Wee'l put the matter tothe preſent puſh; 

Good Gertrude fer ſome watch over your ſonne; 

This Grave ſhali have a living Monument : 

An houre of quiet ſhortly ſhall we ſee; 

Till then in paticnce our proceeding be. Exenni, 


Enter Hamlet aud Horatio, 

Ham. So inuch for this fir;uow let me ſee the other, 

You doe remember all the circumftance. 
Hor, Remember it my Lords 

Ham, Sir,in my hcartthere wasa kind of fighting, 
That would not let me ſlcepe; me thought I lay 
Worſe thaa the mutines in the Bilboes,raſhly, 
(And praite be raſhnefle for 1t)let us know, 
Our indiſcretion tometimes ſerves us well, 
When our deare plots do paulc,and that ſhould teach us, 
There's a Divinity that ſhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hor. That is moſt certaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin 
My Sea-gowne ſcartc about me inthe darke, 
Grop'd Ito find out them; had my defire, 
Finger'd their Packet,and in fine, withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe,making ſo bold, 
(My teares forgetting manners)to unſcale 
Their grand Commiilion,where 1 found Horarzo, 
Oh roya'l knavery : Aa exact command, 
Larded with many ſeverall forts of reaſon ; 
Importing Denmaris heaith and Englands roo, 
With hoo,ſuch Bugges and Goblins in my life, 
That on the ſupervize no leaſure bated, 
Nonot to ſtay the gringding of the Axe, 
My head ſhouid be {trucke off. 

Hor. Ii poilibie ? | 

Ham. Here's the Commiſſion,reade it at more leiſure: 
Bur wilt thou heare how I did proceed? | 

Hor, I befeech yous 

Hars. Being thus benetted round with Villaines, 
Ere I could make a Prologue to my braines, 
They had begun the Play. I fate me downe, 
Devis'd a new Commiſſion,wrote it faire, 
I oncedid hold it as our Statilts doe, 
A baſeneſſe to write faire ; and laboured much 


| How to forget thar learning : but fir now, 


It did me yeomans ſervice : wilt thou know 
The effeAs of what I wrote ? 


i 


| 
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Hor. I,good my Lord, - ES 2d 4 

Ham. Ancarneſt Conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithful Tributary, 

As love betwezne them.,as the Palme ſhould flouriſh, 
As Peace ſhould ſtill her wheaten Garland weare, 
And ſtand a Comma tweene their amities, 
And many tuch like Aflis of great charge, 
That on the view and know of theſe Contents, 
Withoutdebartement farther,more or lefſe, 
He ſhould the bearers put to ſodaine death, 
Not ſhriving time allowed. 

Hor. How was this ſeal'd ? 

Ham. Why,evenin that was heaven ordinate ; 
I had my fathers Sigpet in my Purſe, : 
Which was the Medell of that Daniſh Seale : 
Folded the Writup in forme ofthe other, 
Sudſcrib'd it,gau'th'Impreſſion,plac'd it fafely, 
The changling never knowne : Now,the next day 
Was our Sea-fight,and what to this was ſement, 
Thou know'lt already. 

Hor. So Gnildenftare and Roſincror,goctoo't. 

Ham,Why man,they did make love tothis imployment 

They are not necre my conſcience ; their debate 
Doth by their owne 1nſinuation grow: 
Tis dangerous when baſer nature cemes 
Betweene the paſle,and fell incenſed points 
Of mighty oppoſites. 

Hor. Why,whata King is this? 

Ham, Does it not,think'ſt thee, ſtand me now vpon, 
He that hath kill'd my King,and whor'd my Mother, 
Popt in betweene ttf'cle&tiou and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angle for my proper lite, 
And with ſuch cozenage ; is'tnot perfect conſcience, 
To quit him with hfs arme ? And is't riottobe damn'd 
To let this Canker of our nature come | 
In further evill. 
* Her, It muſtbe ſhortly knowne to him from England 
What is the iſlue of the buſineſle there, 

Ham. lt will be ſhort, 
The #nrerim”s mine,and a mans life's no more 
Than to ſay one : but Lam very ſorry good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgor my elfe ; 
For by the image of my cauſe I ſee | 
The portraiture of his; Ile count his favours: 
But ſure the bravery of his griefe did pur me 
Into a Towring pallion. 

2 Hor. Peace,who comes here ? 
Enter Oſricke. (marke, 

O/r. Your Lordſhip 1s right welcome backe to Den- 

* Hams.) humbly thanke you ſir,doſt know this waterfiy? 


- Hor. Nomy good Lord, 


Ham. Thy ſtate is the more gracious ; for tis a Vice to 
know him : hee hath much Land, and fertile ; let a Beaſt 
be Lord of Beaſts, and his Crib ſhall ſtand at the:Kings 
Meſſe ; tis a Chough ; but as I ſay,ſpacious in the poſlel- 
flion of dirt. 

Oſr. Swet Lord, if your friendſhip were atleaſure.] 
ſhould impart a thing to you from his Majeity. 

Ha, I will receive it with all diligence of ſpirit ;\ put 
your Bonnet to his right uſe,ris for the head. | 

O{r, 1 thanke your Lordſhip,tis very hot. 

Ham. No,beleeve mee,tis very cold, the wind is Nor- 
therly. Slot 

fs. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed, 

Ham. Mce thinkes it is very ſoultry, and hot for my | 
Complexion. 


- 


Fo Ofricke | 


| 
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| 


| 


| 


| 
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| Sir,this isthe matter: - | 


| Providence in thefallofafparrow. TFit be now, tis not 
] to come: if it be not to come, it will be now: if it 


"TT gba Fania. 
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; Orſe Exceedingly,my Lord,itis very foultry,as *twere 


| 


I cannot tell how : bur my Lord,his Majeſty bad me fig- | 
nific to you, that he has laid a great wager on your heas : 


Ham. IT beſeech you remember. : 
Ofy. Nay, in good faith, for mine eaſe in good faith : 
Sir,you are not ignorant of what excellence Zaerrtes 15at 
his weapon. 

Ham, W hat's his weapon ? 
Orſ. Rapier and Dagger. 
Ham, That's two of his weapons; but well. 
Orſ. The King fir has wag'd with him fixe Barbary 
horſes, againſt the which he impon'd, asItake it , fixe 
French Rapicrs and Poniards,with their aſſignes,as Gir- 
dle,Hangersor ſo ; three of the carviages infaith are very 
deare to fancy,very reſponſive tothe hilts, moſt delicate 
carriazes,and of very liberall conceit. 
Ham, W hat call you the Carriages? 
Or/ſe The Carriages Sir,arc the Hangers. 
Ham. The phraſe would be more Germane to the 
matter : If we could carry Cannon by our ſides ; TI would 
it mishthe Hangersrill then ; but on,{ixe Barbary Hor- 
ſes,againſtfixe French Swords: their Aflignes and three 
liberall conceired carriages, that's the French,but againſt 
the Daniſh ; why isthis impon'd as you call it ? 

Orſ. The King Sir,hath laid that in a dozen paſſes be- 
tweene youand him, he ſhall not exceed you three hits ;. 
He hath one twelve for mine, and that would come to 
immediate triall , if your Lordſhip would vouchſate the 
Anſwer. 

Ham. How if Ianſwer no ? 

Orſe I meane my Lord the oppoſition of your perſon 
in triall, - - a 

Ham. Sir, 1 will walke here in the Hall; if it pleaſe 
his Majeſtic, 'tisthe breathing time of day with me let 
the Foyles be brought , the Gentleman willing, and the 
King hold hispurpoſe; I will winne for him if I can: if 
not, [le gaine nothing but wy ſhame,and the odde hits. 

Orſ;, Shall I redcliver you ce'n ſo ? | 

Ham. To this effe& Sir', after what flouriſh your na- 
. ture will. | 

Oſe. I cominend my duty to your Lordſhip. Err. 

am. Yours,yours ; he does well to commend ir 
himſelfe,there are no tongues ciſe for's tongue; 
Hor, This Lapwing runs away with the ſhell on his 
head, - 
Ham. He did Cowply with his Dug before he ſack't 
it.s thus had he and nine more of the {ame Beayvy that 
I know the droflie Age dotes on; oncely got the tune of 
che titne, and outward habite of encounter, a kinde of 
eſty colletion,whbich carries them through & through 
the moſt fond and winnowed opinions;and doe butblow 
_themtorheir tryalls, the Bubbles are out. ; 
-Hor.. You will loſe this wager, my Lord. 
Ham. 1 doe not thinke fo, ſince he went into France, 
I have beene in continuall praticey I ſhall winne art the 
oddes;” bit thou wouldeſt not thinke hoy all heere a- 
bont my heart : but it is no matter. h 
- Hor. Nay, good my Lord. 
Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is ſucha kind of gain- 
giving as would perhaps trouble a woman. | 
- Hor. If your mind diflike any thing, obey. Iwill fore- 
ſtall their repaire hither, and ſay you are not fit. 
Ham, Not a whit, we defic Angury z theres a ſpeciall 


— 


| To my Revenge. But in my termes of honor 


- The King ſhall drinke ro Hamlets better breath, 


tt. a hats. dts worry 4 


be not now ; yet it will come; the readinefle is all, ſince no 
man ha's ought of what he leaves. What i&'t to leave be- 
times? | ' 
Enter King, Queene, Laertes and Lirds, with other eAt- 
tendants with Foyles, and Ganntlets,aTable and 
Flagons of Wine on it. | 


Kin.Come Hamlet, come,and take this hand from me. 

Ham.Give me your pardon fir,I've done you wrong, 
But pardon't as you area Gentleman. 
This preſence knowes, 
And you muſt needs have heard how 1 am puniſh'd 
With ſore diſtration? What 1 have done 
That might y our natures honor,and exception 
Roughly awake,T here proclaime was madneſle : 
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never Hamict,' 
If Hamlet from himſelfe be tane away - 
And when he's not himſelfe,do's wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamler doe's it not, Hamlet denies it : 
Whodoes it then ? His madneſſe ? If t be ſo, 
Hamlct js of the F8&tion that is wronrg'd, 
His Madneſle is poore Hamlets enemy» 
Sir,in this Audience, 
Let my diſclaiming from a purpos'd evill, 
Free me fo farrein your moſt generousthoughts, 
ThatI have ſhot mine Arrow o're the houſe, 
And hurt my Mother. 

Laer. I am fatisfied in Nature, 

W hoſe motive inthis caſe ſhould ſtirre me moſt 


I ſtand aloofe,and will noreconcilement, 
Tiil by fomez elder Maſters of knowne honour, 
I have a voycec, and preſident of peace 
To keepe my name ungorg'd.Buriill that time, 
I doe receive your ofter'd loye like love, 
And will not wrong ite | | 
Ham, I doe embrace it freely, | 
And will this brothers wager frankely play. 
Give us the Foyles : Come on, 
Laer, Come one for me. | 
Ham. llc be your Foyle Laertes, in mine ignorance, 
Your-skill ſhall like a Starre i'th'brighteſt night, 
Sticke fiery off indeed. 
Laer, You mocke me fir. 
Ham. No,by this hand. 
Kin, Givethe Foyles young O/ricke, 
Couſen Hamlert,you know the Wager. 
Ham, Very well my Lord, 
Your Grace hath laid the oddes a*th'weaker ſide. 
King, Idoe not feare it, 
I have ſeene you both : 
But fince he 1s better'd, we have therefore oddes. 
Laer, This 1s too heavy, 
Let me ſec another. | 
Ham, This likes me well, 
Theſe Foyles have have all a length, 
Oſ7, T my good Lord. 
King. Set me the Stopes of Wine upon that Table : 
If Hamlet give the firſt,or ſecond hit, 
Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, 
Let all-the Battlements their Ordnance fire, | 


= =. cam 4. 


Prepare to Play. 


Andin the Cup an union ſhall he throw 
Richer than that,which foure ſucceſſive Kings 
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In Denmarkes Crowne have worne.\ 
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IND The \Trapedy of Hamlet. 


| Giveme the Cups, 


And let the Kettle to the Trumpets ſpeake, 


4 The Trumpetto the Canoneer without, 


The Cannons to the Heavens,the Heavento Earth; 


| Now the King drinkes to Hamlet. Comezbegin, 


And you the Indges bearca wary cyc, 
Ham. Come on fir. 
Laer. Come on fir. 
Ham, One, 
Lacr, No. 
Ham. Indgement. © 
Oſr. Ahit,a very palpable hit. 
Laer,Well : againc: | 
King, Stay,give me drinke, 
Hamlet this Pearle is thine, 
Here's to thy health. Give him the Cup, | 
Trumpet ſound, ſhot goes off. 
Hay. le play this bout firſt;fetby a while. 
Come: Another hit; what ſay. you? _ 
Laer, Atohch.a tonch.l doe confefle, 
King. Our ſonne ſhall win, * ,, 
2x, Ae's fat, and ſcant of breath. 
Here's a Napkin,rub thy browes, 
The Queene Carowſes to thy fortune, Hamer, 
Ham. Good Madam. 
King. Gertrude,doe not deinke. 
- Dx; I will my Lord; 
I pray you pardon me. _ 
King. It isthe poylon'd Cup.tt 15 too late. 
Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, 
By and by. 
94. Come,let me wipe thy face, 
Laer. My Lord Ile hit him now. 
King. 1 doe notthink'r, 
Laer. And yet 'tisalmoſt 'gainſt my conſcience. 
Ham. Come,for the third. 
Laertes.you but dally, 
I'pray you paſſe with your beſt violence, 
I am affeard you makea wanton of me. 
Laer, Say you ſo? Come on- 
O/+. Nothing neither way. 
Laer. Have at you now. 
In ſouffling they change Rapiers, 
King. Partthem, they are incens'd. 
Ham, Nay,come againe» 
O/r. Looke tothe Queene there hoa, .... . . | 
Hor, They bleed on both ſides. How is't my Lord ? 
O/r. How ist Laertes ? 
Laer. Why asa Woodcocke 
To my Sprindge,O/ricke, | 
Iam juſtly kill'd with mine owne treachery» 
Ham, How does the Queene? _ 
King. She ſounds to ſee them bleed. 
9x, No,no the drinke,the drinke, 
Oh my deare Hamler,the drinke,the drinke; 
Iampoyfon'd- Ws —_— 
Haw. Oh Villany ! How ? Let the doore belock*d; 
Treachery ,tecke it out. 
| Laer. [t1s here Hamlet. 
Hamler,thou art ilaine, | 
No medicine in the world can doe thee good. 
In thee there is not halfe an houre of life z 
The treacherons Infirument is in thy band, 
Vnbated and envenom'd :the foule praftiſe 
Hath turn'd it ſelfe on me, Loe,here I lye, 


They plays 


—— 


Phay. 


Never toriſcagaine: Thy Mothers poyſon'd : 
— 8 _- _—_ 


————— 


I can no more, the King,the King's to blame: + 
Ham, The point envenom'dtoo; 
Then venome to thy worke, TT 
Hyrts the King, 
All. Treaſon, Treaſon. | 
King. Oyet defend me Friends, Iam but hurt. - 
Ham. Heere thou inceſtuous, murdrons 4 
Damned Dane: 
Drinke off this Potion  Isthy Vnion here? 
Follow my Mother. King Dyes. 
Laer. He is juſtly ſerv'd: 
It 1s a poyſon temp'red by himſelfe : 
Exchange forgiveneſſe with me; Noble Hamlet , 
Mine and my Fathers death come notupon thee, 
Nor thine on me. | Dyes. 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee. 
I am dead Herari», wretched Queene adiew, | 
You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but Mutes or audience at this a : 
Had 1 but time ( as this fell Sergeant death 
Is ftrick't in this Arreſt ) oh Icouldrell you, 
But let it be : Horatio, I am dead, . 
Thou liv'ft, report me and my cauſes right 
Totheunſatisfied, 
. Hor, Never beleeve it. 
Tam miore an Antike Romanthena Dans: * 
ecre's yet ſome Liquor left. 
Ham, As tharta man, give me the Cup, 
Let go, by heaven Ile have't, 
Oh good Horatio, what a wounded name, 
(Things ſtanding thus unknowne ) ſhall live behind me. 
If thou did'it ever hold me inthy heart, 
Abſent thee from fclicitie a while, 
Andin this barſh world draw thy breath in paine, 
To tell my Storic. 
| Aarch a farre off,and ſhont within, 
What warlike noyſcis this ? 


Fg Enter Oſricke, (lard, 
Ofr, Yong Fortinbras,with conqueſt come from Po- 
Toth' Ambatladors of £ng/ard gives this warlike volly, 
Ham. OI dye Horatio ; 
The potent poyſon quie ore-crowes my ſpirit, 
I cannot live to heare the Newes from Eng/arad:. 
But I doe propheſic th'eleRtion lights 
On Fortinbras,heha's my dying voyce, | 
So tell him with the occurrent> more and lefle, 
W hich have ſolicited. The reſt is lilence, O,0,0,0, Dies. 
Horo. Now cracks a Noble heart : 
Goodnight ſweet Prience, | | 
And flightsof Angels fing thee to thy reſt, 
Why do's the Drumme come hither ? 


Enter Fortinbras and Engliſh Ambaſſador ,vith Drumme, 
Colonrs,and eAttendents, 
Fort. Where isthis ſight 2 
Hor. Whatis it ye would ſee; 
If ought of woe or wonder,ceaſe your ſearch. 


W hat Feaſt is toward in thine eternall Cell. 
That thou ſo many Princes at a ſhoot, 


So bloodily haſt trooke. 


_ e-mb. The fightis diſmall, | 
And our affaires from _ come toolate, | 


The cares are {enſclefle that ſhould give us hearing, 
Totell him his command'ment is fulfill'd, 
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For. Hisquarry cries on Havocke,Oh proud death, | 
| 


| 
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That Roſoxcros and Guifdenſtar areidead : 
Where ſhould we have our thaakes ? 

Hor. Not from his mouih, | 
Had it th'ability-of tife ro thanke you : 
He never gave command'ment fortheir death. 
But finco fo jumpeupenthis bloody queſtion, 
You from the Polake warres,and youfrom England 
| Are herearrived. Give order that theſe bodies 
High ona ftage beplaced to the view, 
And {et me ſpeakero th'yet unknowing world, 
How theſe things came about. Soſhall you heare 
Of carnall,bloedy and unnaturall as, 
Of accideatali judgements,caſuall laughters 
Of dearh's put;on by cunning,and forc*d cauſe, 
And iii this upſhot, purpoſes miſtooke 2 
Falne enthe Inventors heads.- Allthis can I 
Truly deliver. 

For. Letus haſte to beare it, - 
And call the Nobleſt tothe Audience. 
For me,with ſorrow, Iembrace my Fortune, 
I have ſome Rites of memory in this Kingdome, 


71 } 


| Which are toclaime,my vantage doth 


| Invite me. ++ 12-21 


And fromhismonth *- | 
W hoſe goyce will draw on'more : '* 
But let this ſame be preſently petform'd, 
Even whiles mens mindes are wilde, 
Leſt more miſchance 
On plots,and errors happen. 
For. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the Stage, 
For he was likely,had he beene put'on 
To have prov'd moſt royally : 
And for his paſſage, | 
The Souldiers Muſicke,and the'rites of Warre 
Speake loudly fot him.'- 
Takeup the body ;/Such a fight as this 
Beeomes the Field,but here ſhewes much ami cf, 


Hor. Ofthat T ſhall alwayes eauſe to ſpeake * 


| Goe,bid the Souldiers ſhoot. 


Exeunt Marching : after the which,a Peale of 


Ordnance are ſnot off. 
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KING LEAR 


A us Primus. Scana Prima. 


Enter Kent ,Gloceſter, and Eamond. 
Kent, 

Nees Thought the King had more affefted the Duke 
5 of 4/bany,then Cornew all, 
-  Glor. Ttdidalwayes ſeeme tous: But now 

> inthe divifionofthe Kingdome,it appeares not 
which of the Dukes he values moſt , for qualities are {o 
weigh'd, that curiofity inneither, can make choile of el- 
thers moity. 

Kent, Tsnot this your fonne,my Lord ? 

Glou. His breeding Sir;hath been at my charge.I have 
ſo often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, thatnow I am 
braz'd too't. 

Kent, I cannet conceive you. 

Glox. Sir, this yong Fellowes mother could ; where- 
upon fhe grew round womb'd, and had indeed ( Sir ) a 
Sonne for her Cradle, ere {he had a husband for her bed. 
Doe you ſmell a fant? : 

Kent, I cannot wiſh the fault undone, the iſſue of it 
being ſo proper. 7h 

Glox. But | bave a Sonne, Sir; by order of Law , ſome 
yeere elder thanthis; who, yet is no dearer in my ac- 
count,though this Knave came ſomething {awcily to the 
world before hee was {cnt for : yet was his Mother faire, 
there was good ſport at his making, and the whorten 
muſt be acknowl:dged. Doe you know this Nobleman, 
Edmond? | 

Edm. No,my Lord. 

Glon, My Lord of Kent : 

Remember him hereafter,as my honourable Friend. 
Edam, My ſervices toyour Lordſhip. 

Kent. T muſt love yon,and ſue to know you better. 

Edm. Sir,l fhall ſtudy deſerving. 
| Glonu- Hehath been ont nine yeares,and away he ſhall 
againe, The King is comming. 


| Sennet Enter King Lear, ( ornwall, Albany, Gonerl, Re- 

| gan,C ordelia,and attendants. 

Lear.Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy,Gloſter 
Glox. I ſhall my Lord. Exit. 

|  Lear.Meanetime we ſhal expreſſe our darker purpoſe. 

Give me the Map there. Know,that we have divided 

In three,our Kingdome : and 'ris our faſt intent, 

| To ſhake all cares and buſineſſe from our Age, 

| Conferring them on yonger ſtrengths, while we _ 

Vnburthen'd'crawle toward death.Our ſon of Cormwal, 

And you our no lefle loving Sonne of e{bavy, 
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We have thts houre a conſtant willto publiſh 

Our Daughters ſcverall Dowers;that tuture ſtrife 

May be preveted now. The Princes, France,8& Bur gandy. 
Great Rivals in our yonger daughters love, 

Long in onr Court, have made their amorous ſojourne, 
And bereareto be anſwer'd. Tell me my daughters 
(Since now we will diveſt us both of Rule, 

| Intereſt of Territory,Cares of State) 

Which of you ſhall we fay doth love us moſt, 

That we,our largeit bounty may extend 

Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goxeri/l, 
Our eldeft borne, ſpeake firit. 

Gon, Sir, 1love you more than word can weild the 
Dearer than cye-ſight,ſpace,and liberty, (marter, 
Beyond what can be vaiucd,rich or rare, 

Nolcfſe thanlite, with grace, health, beauty,honor ; 
As much aschilde ere lov'd,or Father found. 
A love that makes breath poore,and ſpeech unable, 
Beyondall manneroffo much I love you. 
Cor. Whar ſhall Cordelia ſpeake ? Love,and be filent. 
Lear.Of all chefeboundseven from this Line,to this, 
With ſhadowy Forreſts,and with Champions rich'd 


With plenteous Rivers,and wide-ckirted Meades 
We make thee Lady. To thine and eAlbanes ifſues 
Be this perpetuall.. What fayes our ſecond Daughter, 
Our deareſt Kegan,wite of ( ornwall ? 

Reg. Tam made of that ſelfe-mettle as my ſiſter, 
And prize meat her worth. In my true hearr, 
I finde ſhe names my very deed of love : 
Onely ſhe comes too ſhort, thar I proteſle 
My ſclfe anenemy to all other joyes, 
W hichthe moſt precious ſquare of ſente profeſles, 
And finde I am alone felicitare | 
In your deere Highnefle love. 

Cor. Then poore Cordelia, 
And yet not ſo, fmce Tam ſure my love's 
More pongderous than my tongue. 

Lear, Tothee,and thine hereditary ever, 
Remaine this ample third of our'faire Kingdome, 
No lefſe in ſpace, validity,and pleaſure 
Than that conferr'd on Gezer:/. Now our Toy, 


Althougheur laſt and leaft ; to whoſe yong love, 
The Vines of France,and Milke of Zzrgandy, 
Strive tobe intereſt. What can you ſay,to draw 
A third, more opulent then your Siſters? ſpeake. 
Cor. Nothing my Lord. | 
Lear. Nothing ? T8 7 
(or. 
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Cor, Nothing. 
Lear. Nothing will come 


| come of nothing, ſpeake againg- | 
Corn. Vahappy that Tam, I cannotheave ©. i 
My heart into my mouth: 1 love vr > oil 
According to- ty bond, no more nor tefle. 
wary Jan how (ordlis? Mend your ſpecchalittle, 
Leſt you may marre your fortunes. 
Cor. Good my Lord, 
You haye begot me, bred me, lov'd me. 
I returne thoſedutics backe as arc right fit, 
Obey you, Love you, and moſt honour you. 
Why hve my Siſtcrs huzbands, if they fay 
They love youall? happily when I (hall wed. 
That Lord, whoſe hand mult take my plight, ſhall carry 
| Halfe my love with him, halfe my Care, and Duty, 
Sure I ſhallnever marry like my Siſters. 
Lear. But goes tby heart with this? 
{ or. T my good Lord. 
Lear. So young, and ſo untender ? 
Cor. So young my Lord, and true. 
Lear. Let it beſo, thy truth then be thy dowre 
For by the ſacred radience of theSunne, 
The myſteries of Hecatand the night : 
By allthe operations of the Orbes, 
From whom wedoe exiſt, and ceaſe to be, 
Heere 1 diſclaime all my Paternall care, 
Propinquity andproperty of blood, 
And asa ſtranger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee from this for ever. The barbarous Scytbsar, 
Or he that makes his generation meſſes . 
To gorge his ap etite, ſhall to my boſome 
Be as well neigh>dour'd, pittied, and relciv'd, 
As thou my ſometime Daughter. 
Kent, Good my Licge. 
Lear. Peace Kent. 
Come not betweene the Dragon and his wrath, 
I lov'd her moſt, andthoughtto ſet my reſt |_| 
On her kind nurſery. Hence and avoyd my fight ; - 
$0 be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her fathers hcart from her ; call France, who ſires? 
Call Burgnndy, Cornwall, and eAlbany, ; 
With my two Daughters, Dowres, digeſt thethird, 
Let pride, which ſhe calls plainneſle, marry her : . 
Tdoe inveſt you jonily with my power, Fe 
Preheminence, and all the large effects = 
That troope with Majeſty. Our ſelfeby Monthly courlſe, 
Withreſcrvationof an hundred Knights, | 
By youro be ſuſtain'd, ſhalbour abode 
Make with you by due turne, onely we ſhall retaine 
The name, and all th'addition to a Kivg : the Sway, 
'Revennew, Execution of the reſt, 
Beloved Sonnes be yours, whichto confirme, 
This Coronet part betweene you. 
Kent. Royall Lear, 
Whom1 have ever honor'd as my King, 
Lov'das my Father, as. my Maſter follow'd, 
As my Patron thought on in my praters. 
Lear.The bow is bent and drawne,make from the ſhaft. 
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the forke invade 
The region of my heart, be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad, what wouldeſt thou doe old man ? 
Thinkſt thou that duty ſhall have dread to ſpeake 
When power to flattery bowes ? 
 Toplainnefle honour's bound, |, 
When Majeſty fallste folly, reſerve thy ſtate, 
| And in thy beſt conſideration checke 
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| Thy fafery being motive. 


| Vpon our Kingdome; if the tenth day following, 


_——— 


| Wefirſtaddrefſetoward you,who with this King 


This hideous rahneſſe,anſwer wy life, my judgem 
Thy y@ngeft Daughter do's notlovethee leaſt, 
| Norare theſe craty hearted, whoſe low ſounds 
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Kye7/ My lift nover held hucssapawne- - 


To wage againft thine enemies,nere feare to loſe it, 


Lear. Oatof my fight. . 
Kent. See better Lear and let me 
Thetrue blanke ef thine eye. 
Lear. Now by 4Apelle. 
Kent. Now by eApollo,King 
Thou ſwear'ft thy gods in vaine. 
Lear. O Vaſlsll ! Miſcreant. 
eAlb, Cor, Deare Sir forbeare, 
Keyxt, Kill thy Phyſitian,and thy fee beſtow 
Vpon the foule diſeaſe, revoke thy gift, 
Or whilſt I can ventclamour from my throat, 
le tell thee thou doſt evill. | 
Lear, Heare me recreant,on thine allegeance heare me; 
That thou haſt ſought ro make us breake our vowes, 
W hich we durR never yet ; and with ſtrain'd pride, 
Tocome betwixt our ſ{entence,and our powers: 
W bich,nor our nature,nor our place can beare ; 
Our potency made good, take thy reward. 
Five dayes we dec allot thee for proviſion, 
To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world, 
And on the fixt to turne thy hated backe 


Rill-remaine 


Thy baniſht trunke be found in our Dominions, 
The moment 1isthy death,away. By /zpiter, 
This ſhall not be revok'd. 

Kent. Fare thee well King,fith thus thou wiltappexce, 
Freedome lives hence,and baniſhment is here ; 
The godxto their deare ſhelter take thee Maid, 
That juſtly think*ſt,and haſt moſt r1gbtly (aid : | 
And your large ſpeeches,may your deeds appreve, | 
That good cffets may fpring from words of] love; 
This Kezt, O Princes,bids you all adicy, 


Hee'l ſhape his old courſe ina Countrey new. = Exw#. 


Enter Gloſter with Frante,aud Burgundy | 
Attendants. 


Cor. Here's France and Burgundy,my Noble Lord. 
Lear, My Lord of Burgundy, 


Hath rival'd for our Daughter; what in the leaſt 
Wull you require. in preſent Dower with her, 
Or ceaſe your queſt of Love ? 

Bur. Moſt Royall Majeftie, 
Icrave no morethan hath your Highneſſe offer'd, 
Nor will you tender lefle ? 

Lear. Right Noble B»rgendy, 
When the was deare tous, we held her ſo, 
But now her price is fallen : Sir,there ſhe ſtands, 
If ought within that little ſcemigg ſubſtance, 
Or all of it withour diſpleaſure piec'd, 
Anduothing more may fitly like your Grace, 
Shee's there,and ſhe is yours. 

Pwr. Iknownoanſwer. 

. Lear. Will you withthoſce infirmitics ſhe owes, | 

Vofriended,new adepted to our hate, 
Dowr'd with our curſc,and ſtranger'd with our oath, 


Take her,or leave her. 
Bur, Par- 


a 
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' I ſhallnotbe his wite. $12 
' Fra, Faireſt Cordela, that art moſt rich being pGore, 
 Molt choiſe forſaken, and moſt lov'd deſpis'd, 
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Bur. Pardon me Royall Sir, 


| Ele&ion makes not up in ſuch conditions. 


Lear. Then leave her ſir, for by the powre that made 
I tell you all her weaith. For you great King, (me, 
I would not from your love, make ſuch a ſtray, 


. To match you where TI hate; therefore beſeech you 


Tavert your liking a more worthier ways 
Then on a wretch whom Nature is aſham'd 
Almoſt t'acknowledge hers: 

Fra. This is moſt ſtrange, 


| That ſhe who even but now, was your beſt object, 


The argument of your praiſe, balme of your age, 
Thebeſt, the deereſt, ſhould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing ſo monſtrons, to diſmantle 

So many folds of favour ; ſure her offence 


Mult be of ſuch unnaturail degree, 


That moniters it : Or your fore-vouckt affeRion 
Fall into taint; which to beleeve of her 

Maſt be a faith that r:aſon without miracle 
Should never plant in me, 

Cor. I yetbeſcech your Majelty, _ 
If for I want that gliband oylye Art, 
To ſpeake and purpoſe nor, fince what Iwill intend, 
Ile do't before I ſpeake, that you make knowne 
It is no vicious blot, murther, or foutenelle, 

No unchaſte a&ion or-diſhonored ſtep 

That hath depriv'd me of your Grace and favour, 
But even for want of that, for which Iam richer, 

A {till folicitingeye, and ſuch a tongue, 
Thar I am giad I have not, though notto 
Hath loſt me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou hadit, x 
Not beene borne, then not thave pleas'd me better, 

Fra. Is it but this ? A tardinefle in nature, 
Which often leavesthe hiſtory unſpoke 
That it ititends to doe; my Lord of Burgaray, 

W hat ſay you tothe Lady ? Love's not love 
When ir is mingled with regards, that ſtands 
Aloofe from tl'intire point, will yen have her ? 
She is herſelfe a Dowry. 

Bur. Royall King, 7, 
Gjve but that portion which your {clfe propos'd, 
And here | take Ccrdchaby the hand, 

Dutcheſſe of Burgarsy. 

Lear. Nothing, I have ſworne, 1am firme. 

Bur. Tam ſorsy then you have ſo lot a Father. 
That you mult looſe a husband. 

Cor, Peace be with Burguny, ES 2 
Since that reſpe& and fortunesare his love, 


have it, 


Thee and thy vertues hereI ſcize upon, 

Beit lawful I rake up whats calt away, 

Gods, gods! Tis ſtrange, that from their cold'ſt negle& 
My love ſhould kindle to enflam*d reſpe&t, | 


.-Thy dowrelcſle Daughter, King, throwne to my chatice, 


Is Queene of us, of ours, and our faire France ; 
Not all the Dukes of watriſh Burgundy, 


Can buy this unpriz*d prectous Maid of me- 


Bid them farewell Cordelia, though unkind, 


: Thou looſeſt herea better where to find. 


Lear. Thou baſt her Fr ance, let her hethine, for we | 


| Have no ſuch Daughter, nor ſhall ever ſee 
+ That face of hers againe, therefore be gone, 
Without our Grace, our Love, our Benizon : 


1 . 
—_——— 


Flaſh, 

Fra. Bid farewell to your Siſters, (ITN 
Cor. The Iewels of our father, with waſh'd eyes 

( 9rdelia leaves you, 1 know you what you are, 

And like a Siſter am moſt loth to call 

Your faults asthey are named. Love well our father : 

To your profeſſed boſomes I commir him, 

But yet alas, ftood I within his Grace, 

I would perfer him toa.berter place, 

So farewell toyou both. . - + 
Reg. Preſcribe not us our duty. 
Gor, Let your ſtuddy | | 

Beto coutent your Lord, who hath receiv'd you, 

At fortunes almes, you have obedience ſcanted, 

And well are worth the want that you have wanted, 
Cor. Time ſhall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 

W ho covers faults, at laſt with ſhame derides. 

Well may you proſper. ; == 
Fra. Come my faire Cordelia, Exit France and Cor. 
Go. Silter, it is not little I have to ſay, 


Come Noble Burgandy. 


td 


| Of what moſt neerely appertaines to us both, 


I thinke our father will dence to nighe. (withus, 
Reg. Thats moſt certaine, and with you : next moneth 
Gon, You ſce how full of changes his age is, the ob- 

ſervation we haye made of it hath beene litrle:he alwayes 

lov'd out Siſter molt,and with what poore judgement he 
bath now caſt her off, appeares too too groflely. 

Reg. Tis the infirmity of his age, yet he hath ever but 
ſlenderly knowne himſelfe. | 

Gon, The beſt and ſoundeſt of his time hath beene buc 


lone the imperfe&tions of long ingraffed condition, but 
therewithalt the unruly way-wardneſfſe, that infirme and 
cholericke yeeres bring with them. 

Reg. Such nnconſtanr ſtartsare welike to have from 
him, as this of Kenrs baniſhment. - - + 

Gon, There is further complement of leave-taking be- 
tweene France and him,pray you ler us fit rogether,if our 
father carry authority with ſuch diſpoſition as he beares 
this laſt ſurrender of his will but oftend us. 

Reg: We ſhall further thinke of it, | | 

Gon, We muſt doe ſomething, aud ich'heate, Exenur. 


——_— RC Gu—Cuu. Cen commas 


Scana Secunda. 
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US— I ————— — - — — —— __—— w —_— MG 


| Enter Baſterd. 
Baft. Thou Nature art my Goddeſſe, tothy Law 

My ſervices are bound, wherefore ſhould l 
Stand in the plague of cuſtome, and permit 
The curioſity of Nations, to deprive me ? | 
For that Tam ſome twelve, or fourteene Moonſhine 
Lag of a brother ? Why Baſtard? Wherefore baſe ? 
W hen my Dimenſions are as well compa, 
My mindas generous, and my ſhape astruc 
As honeſt Madams iſſue? Why brand they ns _ 
With Baſe? With baſeneffe Baſtardy ? Baſe, Baſe ? 
{ Who in the lufty ſtealth of Nature, take 

More compoſition, and fierce quality, 

Then doth within a dull ftaletyred bed - 

Goe to th'creating a whioletribe of Fops 

Got *tweenea fleepe, and wake ? Welithen, 

Legitimate Edger, I miiſt have yourland, 

Our fathers love, is tothe Baſtard Edmund, . 

As to th'legitimate: fine A" - Legitimate: 


— 


— 


— 


Exennt. 


raſh,then muſt we looke from his age, toreceive not a- | 


Vell-4 
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Well, my Legittimate, if this Letter ſpeed, 
And my invention thrive, Edd the baſe 
Shall ro'thLegitimate : 1 grow, I proſper : 
Now gods, ſtand up for Baſtards. 


Enter GlonceSter. 

Gle. Kent baniſh'd thus? and France in choller parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Preſcrib'd his power, 
Confin'd to Stibirion ? All this gone 
Vpon the gad ? Edmund, how now? What newes ? 

Baft. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, none. 

Glow. Whe1o earneſtly ſecke you to put up that Let- 
Ba#t. I know no tiewes, my Lord. (ter ? 
Gles. What Paper were you reading ? 
aft. Nothing my Lord. | 
__Ghs. No? what needed then that terrible diſpatch of 
1tinto your Pocket ? The quality of nothing, hath not 
ſuch neede to hide it ſelfe. Lets {ee - come, it 1t be no- 
thing, 1 hall not need Spectacles, 

Baſt, 1 beſeech youSir, pardon me ; it is a Letter from 
my Brother,that I have not all ore-read ;and forſo much 
as I haveperus'd, I find it not fit for your ore-looking. 

Gtos, Give methe Letter, Sir, 

Baſt. T ſhall offend, either to deraine, or give i : 

The Contents, as in part I underſtand them, 
Are too blame. 

Glow. Lets ſee, lets ſee. | | 

Bat. Thope for my brothers juſtification, he wrote 
this but as an effay, or taſte of my Vertue. 

Glou reads. Thu policy, and reverence of eAge, makes the 
world bitter to beft of our times : keepes our Fortunes from us, 
till oxr oldneſſe cannot reliſh them, I beginto find an idle and 
fond bondage, in the oppreſſion of aged tyranny, whoſwayes not 
as it bath power, but as it is ſuffer d, Come to me, that of thu 
I may ſpeake more, 1four Father would ſleepe till I wak'a him, 
Jon ſhould enjoy baife his Revennew for ever , and troe the belo- 
ved of your brother, Edpar. 


enjoy halfe his Revennew : my Sonne Edgar, had he a 
handto write this? A heart and braine to breede it in ? 
When came you to this > Who broughtit? _ 

Ba#ts It was not brought me, my Lord ; theres the 
cunning of it. I found it throwne in at the Caſement of 
my Cloſfct. 

Glew, You know the charaQter to be your Brothers ? 

Baſt. Tf the matter were good my Lord,I durſt ſweare 
it were his : but in reſpe&-ot that, I would faine thinke it 


4 WEre nOt, 


Glow. It is his. | | 

Baſe. It is his hand, my Lord : 1 hope his heart is not 
inthe Contents. 

Glo. Has he never before ſounded you in this buſineſſe? 

Baſt. Never my Lord. But I have heard him oft main- 
taine it to befit , that Sonnes at perfect age, and Fathers 
declind, the Farher ſhould be as Ward to the Son, and 
the Sonne manage his Revennew. | 


Villaine ; worſe then brutiſh : Goe firrah, ſeeke him :'1le 
apprehend hime Abhominable Villaine, where is he > 
Ba#?. 1 doe not well know my L. if it ſhall pleaſe you 
toſuſpend your indignation againſt my brother , till you 
can derive from him better teſtimony of his intent, you 


ceed againſt him, miſtaking his purpoſe, it would make a 


Hum ? Conſpiracy? Slerpetill I wake him, you ſhould: | 


Glen. O Villaine; villaine: his very opinion in the Let- | 
ter. Abhorred Villaine , unnaturall, dereſted , brutiſh 


ſhould runa certaine courſe : where, if you violently pro- 


- great gap in your honor, and ſhake'1n peeces, the heart of | 


to Ja) 
My Geher compounded wich my mother under the Dra- | 


- Pat: he comes like the Cataſtrophe of the old Comedy : 


 ftons.«Fa, Sol, La, Me. | 


his obedience. I dare pawne downe mylife for him, that 
he hath writthis to feele my affeion to your honer, and 
tono other pretence of danger. 

Glou, Thinke you ſo? 

Baſt. 1f your honor judge it meete, I will place you 
where you ſhall heare us conferre of this, and by an Auri- 
cular affurance have your ſatisfaction, and that without 
any further delay, then this very Evening. 

Gow. He cannot be fuch a Monſter. Edmmndſceke him 
out : winde meinto him, I pray you : frame the Buſineſſe 
after your owne wiſedome. I would unſtate my ſelfe, to 
be in a due reſolution: 

Baft. 1 will ſeeke him Sit, preſently : convey the buſi- 
neſleasT ſhall find meanes, and acquaint you withall. 

Glog. Thelc late Eliples in the Sun and Moone por- 
tend no good to us: though the wiſedome of Nature cai 
reaſon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it ſclfe ſcourg'd 
by the ſequent effe&ts. Love cooles, friendſhip falls of, 
brothers divide. In Cities, mutinies ; in Countries, dil. | 
cord: tin Palaces, Treaſon ; and the Bond crack'd,twixt 
Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine comes under the 
prediction : theres Son againſt Father,the King fals from 
by as of Nature, theres father againſt Child, We have 
ſcene the beſt of our time. Machinations, hollowneſſe, 
treachery, and all ruinous diſorders follow us diſquietly 
to our Graves, Find out this Villaine Edzwwr4,it ſhall loſe 
theenothing,doe it carefully: and the Noble and truc har- 
ted Kent baniſh'd ; his offence, honeſty.Tis ſtrange. Exir. 

Baſt. Thisis the excellent foppery of the world, thar 
when weare ſick infortune,often the ſurfersof our owne 
behaviour, we make guilty of our diſaſters, the Sun, the | 
Moone, and Starres, as if we were villaines en necetſity, 
Fooles by heavenly compulſion, Knaves, Theeves, and 
Treackers by Sphzricall predominance. Drunkards, Ly- 
ars, and Adulterers by an inforc'd obedicnce of Planetary | 
influence ; and all that we arccvill in, by a divine thru- 
ſting on. An admirable evaſion of W hore-maſter-man, 

his Goatith difpoſition on the charge of a Starre, 


=P 


gonstaile, and my Nativity was under Yrſa Mater, (0 
that it followes, I am rough ard Leacherous. I ſhould | 
have bin that I am, had the maidenleſt Starre in the Fir- 
mament twinkled on my baſtardizing. 

Enter Edgar. | 


—_ 


my Cue isvillanous Melancholly, with a figh like 7 
o*'Bedlam..-——O theſe Eclipſes do portend theſe divi- 


Eag. How now brother Edmand, what ſerious con- | 
templationare you in ? d 

Bf. Iam thinking brother of a predi&tion I read this 
other day, what ſhould follow theſe Eliples. 

Eag. Doc you buſic your ſelfe with that ? 

Baft* I promiſe,theeffeRs he writes of, ſucccede un- 
happily. 
Whenfaw you my Father laſt? 

Edg. Thenightgone by. 

Baſt. Spake you with him ? 

Eag. I, two houres together, ; 

Ba#F. Parted you in good tearmes > Found you no dil- 
pleaſure in him, by word, nor countenance ? 

Epg. None at all." | 

Baſ.Bcthinke your ſelfe wherein you may have offen- 
ded him : and at my entreaty forbeare his preſence, untill 
ſome little time hath qualified the heat of his ditpleaſure, 
which at this inſtantſo rageth-in him, that with _—_ - 

chicfe 
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chiefe of your perſon, it would ſcarſely alay. 
- Edg. Some Villaine hath done me wrong. . 
Edam. Thats my feare, I pray you have a continent 
forbearance till the ſpeed of his rage goes {lower : and as 
I ay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I wall 
fitly bring you to heare .my Lord ſpeake : pray ye goe, 
theres my key : if youdoe ſtirre abroad, goe arm'd. 
Eapg. Arm'd, Brother ® 
Edam, Brother,I adviſe you to the beſt, I am no honeſt 
man, if there be any good meaning toward you : 1 have 
told you what I have ſcene, and heard : Bur faintly. No- 
thing like tneimage, and horror of it, pray youaway* |. 
Eadga. Shall T heare from you anon ? Exit. 
Eam, 1 doe ſerveyou in this buſineſle : 
A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
Whoſe nature is ſo farre from doing harmes, 
That he ſuſpects none : on whoſe fooliſh honeſty 
My praiſes ridceaſie : I ſee the buſineſſe. 


| Ler me, if not by birth; have lands by wit, 


All with me's meete, that I can faſhion fit- Exit, 


— 


Scena 'Þ ertia. 


Enter Gonerill, and Steward. 


Gon. Did my father {trike my Gentleman for chiding 
of his foole ? 

Stew, I Madam. | | 

Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me, every howre 
He flaſhes into one grofle crime, or other, 
That ſets usall at ods : le not endure it ; 
His Knights grow riotous, and himſelfe upbraides us 
On every trifle. When he returnes from hunting. 


I will not ſpeake with him, ſay I am ſicke, 


If you come {lacke of former ſervices 

Yoa ſhall doe well, the fault of it He anſwer. 

Stew, Hes comming Madam, I heare him. 

Gon. Pat on what weary negligence you pleaſe. 

You and your Feilowes : I'de have it come to queſtion; 
Ifhediſtaſte it, lethim to wy Siſter, | 
Whoſernind and mine I know in that are one, + 
Remember what I have faid. 

Stew. Well Madam. 4 
Gon. Andlct his Knights have colder lookes among 


you: what growes of it no matter, adviſe your fellowes 


ſo, Ile vyrite ſtraight to my Siſter to hold my courſe: pre- 
pare tor dinner, 
Exennt, 


CO —— 


Sczna Quarta. 


Enter Kent, 


Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow, 
That can my ſpeech defuſe, my good intent 
May carry through it ſelfe to that. full iſſae | 
For which I :aiz'd my likeneſſe.: Now baniſht Kent, 
If thou canſt ſerve where thon doit ſtand condemn'd, 
So may it come, thy Maſter whom thowtov'ſt, 


Shall find thee full of labours. 


a 


— 


a. 


| Lear. 


little, to feare judgement; to fight when T cannot chooſe, 


Mb _— 


Ct, 
* 


Hornes within, Enter Lear and A trendants. 


dy : how now, what art thou ? 
Kent, A man Sir. 


with us? | | 
Kent, I doe profeſſe to be noleſſe then T feeme ; to 


thatis honeſt,to converſe with him that is wiſe ard fayes 


and to cate no fiſh. 

Lear. Whatare thou? | 

Kent, A very honeſt hearted Fellow, and as poore as 
the King. - : 

Lea.. If thoubeſt as poore for a fubje, as he's for a 
King, thou art poore enough. What wouldſt thou ? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear, Whom wouldſt thou ſerve ? 

Kent, You, 

Lear. Do'it thou know me feilow ? 

Kent. No Sir, but you have that in your countenance, 
which I would faine call Mafter. 

Lear. W hats thac? 

Kent, Authority. Be > : 

Lear, W hat ſervices canſt thou doe ? 

Kent, I can keepe honeſt counfailes, ride, run;marrea 
Curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plaine meſſage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, 1 am qua- 
liked in, and the beſt of me is Diligence: 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent, Nor ſo young Sirtolove a woman for ſinging, 
nor ſo old todete on her for any thing. I have yeares on 
my backe forty eight. 


my foole hither. You you Sirrah, wheres my Daughter? 
5 
' Emer Steward. 


Stew. Sopleaſe you - © Exits 
Lear. W hat ſayes the fellow there ? Call the Clot- 


pole backe : wheres my Feole? Ho, I thinke the worlds | 


© 
SES EL 


' ception, I have perceived a moſt faint 'neglec-of late, 


| 


allcepe, how now 2*'Wheres that Mungrell? 
Knigh, He fates my Lord, your Daughters is not well. 


Leer, Why came not the ſlavebacke to mee when I | 
. | call'd him ? | , 
Knich, Sir, he anſwered me in the roundeſt manner,he 


would not. | 
Lear. He would not? + + 


_ Kinigh. My Lord, I knownot what the matter is, but |. 


tomy judgement your highneffe 1s not entertain'd with 
that Ceremonious affeXtion-as you were wont, theres a 
great abatement of kindneſle appeares as well in the ge- 
nerail dependants, as in the Duke himſclfe alfo, and yoyr 
Daughter. wen. | 

Lear, Ha? Saiſt thou fo ? © © n | 

Knigh. 1 beſcech you pardon me my Lord, if T bee 
miſtaken, for my duty cannot be ſilent, when I thinke 
your highnefle wrong'd, | wr " 

Lear, Thou biitremembreſt me of mine owrie Cancep- 


which I have rather blamed as mine owne iealpnscurio= 
ſity, thenasa very pretence and purpoſe of nakindneffe; 
I will  looke further into'r : bat 'wheres my Foote ® I 
have.norſcene him this two dayes. CO 


K»ight. Since my young Ladies going into France | 
_——— — — 


__ Mr 


Let me not ſtay a jot for dinner, goe get it rea- 


© Lear. Follow me, that ſhalt ſerve me, if I like thee no 
worſe after diriner,I will not part from thee yer. Dinner | 
ho, dinner, wheres iny knave? my foole?goe you and call | 


Saf 5 


Lear. What doſt thou profeſſe > What wouldſt thou 


ſerve him truely that will put me in truſt, to love him | 


” 
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The Tragedy of King Lear. 


Sir, the fooic hath much pined away. 
© Leary. No more of that, ' I have noted it well, goe you 
and tell my Daughrter,I would ſpeakewich her. Goe you 
call hither my Foole ; Oh you Sir, you, come you hither 
Sir, who am I Sir. | 
| Enter Steward. 

Stew, My Ladies Father. 

Lear. My Ladics Father ? my 
ſon dog, you ſlave, you curre. 

Stew. lam none of thele my Lord, 

I beſeech your pardon. 
| L-ar, Dox you bandy lookes with me, you Raſcall ? 
$:ew, Ile not be ſtrucken my Lord. | | 

Kent. Nor tript neirther,you baſe Foot-ball player, 

Lear. I thanke thee fellow. 

Thou ſerv'it me, and Le love thee: 

Kent.. Come fir, ariſe, away, Ile teach you differences: 
away, away ,if you will meaſure your lubbers length a- 
gaine, tarry, but away, goe to, have you wiſcdome; ſo. 

Lear. Now my friendly knavel thanke thee, theres 
earneſt of thy ſervice. 

Enter Fools, 

Fooele. Let me hire him too, heres my Coxcombe. 

Lear. How now my pretty knave, how dot thou ? 

Forle. Sirrah, you were beſt take my Coxcombe. 

Lear. 'Why my Boy? 

Foele;W hy ? for taking ones part thats out of favour 

,and thou canſt not ſmile as the wind fits, thor'lr 
catch cold ſhortly, there take my Coxcombe ; why this 
{| fellow has baniſh'd two on's daughters,and did the.third 
a bleſſing againſt his will; if thou follow him, thou muſt 
needes weare my Coxcomb. How now Nunckle? would 
I had two Coxcombes and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why my Boy? : 73 

Feel. 1f I gave them all my living, 11d kcepe my Cox- 
combe my ſcife, theres mine, beg another of thy Daugh- 
ters. 

Lear. Take heed Sirrah, the whip. 

Foote, Truths a dog muſt to kennell, he- muſt bee 
whiprt out, when the Lady Brach may ſtand by'th'fireand 
. Kinke. 

Lear, Apeltilent gall to me. 

Fool. Sirha, letcach thee a ſpeech. 

Lear. Does 

Foole, Marke it Nuncle ; 

Have more then thou ſhoweſt, 
Speake lefſe then thou knowelt, 
Lend lefſe thenthou owelſt, 

Ride more then thou goeſt, 
Learne more thenthou troweſt, 
Set leſſe then thou throweſt : 
Leave thy drinke and thy whore, 
And keepe ina dore, 

And thou ſhalt have more, 
Theritwo tens to a ſcore. 

Kent, Thisis nothing foole, = - | 

Foele, ' Then tislike the breath of an unfeed Lawyer, 
you rt menothing for't,can you make nouſe of nothing 


Lords knave,you whor- 


rent of 'his land 


\  Foole, Doſt thou know the difference my Boy, & 


| £ 


Cn 4 ns 


| 


ling. | 


{ 


—_ 
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Lear. NoTLad; teach me. | 

Foole. Nunckle,give, me an egge, and Ile give thee 
two'Crownes, | | 

Leer. What two Crownes ſhall they be? _  . 

Foel. Why after I have cus the egge ith'middle and 
cate up the meate, the two Crewnes of the egge . when 


| thou cloveſt thy Crowne ith'middle, and gav'ſt away 


both parts, thou boar'ſt thine Afe on thy backe o're the 
durt,chou had { little wit in thy bald crowne,when thou 
gav{t thy golden one away : if I ſpeake like my ſelfein 
this, let him be whipt that firſt findes it ſo. 

Fooles had ncre lefſegrace ina yeere, 

For wiſemenare growne foppiſh, 

And kno not howtheir wits to weare, 

Their manners are ſoapiſh. | 

Lea.W hen were you wont to be fo full of Songs ſirra? 

Foel. Thave uſed it Nunckle, ere ſince thou mad'{tthy 
Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gav'it them the 
rod, and putſt downe thine owne breeches, then they 
For ſodaine joy did weepe, | 
AndI for forrow ſung, 

That ſuch a King ſhould play bo-peepe, 

And goe the Foolc among. 

Prethy Nunckle keepe a Schoolemaſter that can teachthy 
Fodle tolye, I would fainelearne to lye. b--1 

Lear. And youlye ſirrah, well have you whipt, 

Foole, I marvcll what kin thou and thy daughters are, 
they'l have me whipr for ſpeaking true ; thou'lt have me 
whiprt for lying, 2nd ſomet1mes lam whiprt for holding 
my peace. 1 had rather be any kind o'thing then a foole, 
and yet I would not be thee Nunnkle, thou halt pared thy 
wit o'both ſides, and left nothing i'th'middle ; beare 
comes one o'the parings. 

Emer Goxerill. 

Lear. How now Daughter ? what makes that Frontlet 
on e You aretoo much of late ith'frowne. 

Foie, Thou waſt a pretty fellow when thou hadlt no 
need to care for her frowning, now thou art an O vith- 
out a figure, Lam better then thou art now, I ama foole, 
thou art nothing. Yes forfooth 1 will hold my tongue.to 
your face bids me, though you tay nothing. 


| Mum, mum, he that keepes nor cruſt, not crum, 
* Weary of ali, thall want ſome. Thats a ſheal'd Peſcod, 


Gon. Not onely Sir this, your all-lycenc'd Fooles 
Bur other of your inſolent retinue 
Doe hourely Carpe and Quarrell, breaking forth 
In ranke, and not to be endured ) riots Sir. 
I had thought by making this well kno ne unto youy 
To have founda {afe redrefſc, but now grow fearctull 
By what your ſelfe too late bave ſpoke and done, 
That you prote& this courſe, and put it en 
By your allowance, which if you ſhould, the fault 
Would not ſcape cenſure, nor the redrefſcs ſleepe, 
Which in the tender of a wholeſome weale, 
Might in their working doe you that offence, 
Whichelſe were ſhame, that then necellity 
Willcall diſcreet proceeding. 

Foole, For you know Nunckle, the Hedge-Sparrow 
fed the Cuckooe ſolong, that it bad its head but off by 1t 
young, ſoqut went the Candle, and we were left dark- 


Lear. Are you our Daughter ? (dome 

Gon. I would you would make nſe of your good wile- 
(WhereofI know youare fraught) andputaway- ' 
Theſe diſpoſitions, which of late tranſport you 


From what you rightly are. 
| | Dole. | 
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| .. Foole. May notan Aﬀe know, when the Cart drawes 


| the Horſe? 


Whoop Ivgge Ilovethee. 

Lear. Dos any heere know me? 
This is not Lear : | 
Do's Leer walke thus? Speakethus? Where are his eyes? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Diſcernings 
ArcLethargied, Ha ! Waking? Tis not ſo? 
Who is it that cantell me who Iam e_ 

Foole. Lears ſhadow. 

Lear. Your name, faire Gentlewoman ? 

Gon. This admirarion Sir, is much oth'ſavour 
Of other your new prankes: I doe beſcech you 
To underſtand my purpoſes aright : | 
As you are Old, and Reverend, ſhould be Wiſe. 
Heeredoe you keepea hundred Knightsand Squires, 
Men ſo diſorder'd, ſo deboth'd, and bold, 
That this our Court infe&ed, with their manners, 
Shewes like ariotous Inne ; Epicuriſme and Luſt 
Makes it morelike a Taverne, or a Brothell, . 
Then agrac'd Pallace. The ſhame it ſelfe doth ſpeake 
For inſtant remedy. Be then defir'd | 
By her, that clſe will rake the thing ſhe begges, 
A little to diſquantity your Traine, 


1 And the remainders that ſhall ſtill depend, 


To be ſuch men as way beſort your Age, 
Which know themſelves, and you- 
Lear. Darkeneſlc, and Divels, 
Saddle my horſes : call my Traine together, 
Degenerate Baſtard, Ile not trouble thee ; 
Yet have left a daughter. I Bt 
Gon. You ſtrike my people, and your diſorder'd rable, 


1 make Seryants of their Betters. 


_ Emer «Albany. 
Lear. Woe, that too late repents: 

Is it your will, ſpeake Sir ? Prepare my Horſes, 
Ingratitude! thou Marble-hearred Fiend, 
More hideous when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a Child,) 
Then the Sea-monſter. | 

Alb. Pray Sir be patient. 
. Lear. Deteſted Kite, thou lyeſt. - 
My Traine are men of choyce, and rareſt parts, 
| That all particulars of duty know, 
| And inthe moſt exa@t regard, fupport ; 
The worſhips of their name. O molt ſmall fault, 
How ugly didſt thou in Cordelia ſhew ? 

Which like 8n Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 

From the fixt place : drew from my heart all love, 


—— 


| And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 


| Beate atthis gate that let thy Folly in, | 

. And thy deere Indgement out. Goe, goe, my people. 

eb, My Lord, Iam guiltleſle, asI am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you, 

| Lear. It maybeſo, my Lord, | 

Heare Nature, heare deere Goddeſle, heare : 

Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou didſt intend 

 lomake this Creature fruicfull : 

Into her Wombe convey ſterility, 

Dry up in herthe Organs of increaſe, 

Andfrom her derogate body, never ſpring 

A Babe to honor her, If ſhe muſt teeme, 

Create her child of Spleene, that it may live 

And bea thwart diſnatur'd rormentto her, 

Let it ſtampe wrinkles in her brow of youth, 

With cadent Teares fret Channels in her cheekes, 


| 


| To have athankeleſſe Childe, Away,away. 


Turneall her Mothers paines,and benefits v m795"4 
Tolaughter,and contempt : That ſhe may fecle, 
How ſharper thana Serpents tooth tis, 


416, Now Godsthatwe adore. 
Wherecof comes this? 15 w99 
Gon, Never affli& your {elfe to know of it ; 
Bur let his diſpoſition have that ſcope 
Asdotage gives it. | 


Enter Lear. 
Lear, What fifty of my followers ata clap ? 
Within a fortnight? | 
eA/b, Whats the marter,S 
Lear, lle tell thee ; 
Life and death, Iam aſham'd 
That thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thus, 


ir 


RE ee et 


Exit, 


That theſe hot teares ,which breake from me perforce 


Should make thee worththem, 

Blaſtsand Fogges upon thee : 

Th'untented woundings of a Fathers curſe 
Pierce every ſenſe about thee, Old fond eyes, 
Beweepe thee once againe, Ile plucke ye out, 
And caſt you with the waters that you looſe 

To temper Clay. Ha ? Let it be ſo. 

I have another daughter, - 

WholI am ſure is kindeund comfortable: | 
When ſhe ſhall heare this of thee, with her nailes 
Shece'l fleathy Wolviſh viſage. Thou ſhalt finde,] 


| That Ile reſume the ſhape which thou doſt thinke 


I bavecaſt off for ever. 
Gon. Doc you marke that ? 
Alb, I cannotbe ſo partiall Goneril}, 

To the great love I beare- you. | 
Gon, Pray you content. What Oſwald hoa? 


You Sir,more Knavethen Foole,after your Maſter. 


Foole, Nunkle Lear ,Nuncle Lear, 

Tarry,rake the Foole with thee : 
A Fox,when one has caught her, 
And ſach a davghter, 
Should ſureto the ſlaughter, 
If my Cap would by a Halter, 
So the Foole followes after. | 

Gon. This man hath had good counſell, 
A hundred Knights? 
Tispelitike, and ſafe to let 


N 


him keepe r 


Exit. 


At point a hundred Knights : yes,that onevery dreame, 


Each buz,cach fancy,cach complaint,diſlike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powres, 
And hold our lives in mercy. O/wald,1 fay. 
Alb, Well,you may feare too farre. 
Gon. Safer then truſt too farre ; 
Let me ſtill rake away the harmes1 feare, 
Not feare ſtillto be taken. I know his heart: 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my fiſter ; 
If ſhe ſuſtaine him, and his hundred Knights 
When I have ſhew'd thunfirneſſe. 


Enter Steward, 


How now O/ald ? 2 * 
What have you writ that {=trer to'my Siſter ? 

Stew, T Macam- | 

Gon, Take you ſome company,and away to horſe, 
Informe her full of my particular feare, 
And thereto adde ſuch reaſons of your owne, 
As may compact it more. _ you gone, 
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{ ifyour diligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there atore 


| danger of kybes ? 
| lip-ſhod. 


| ly, forthough ſhes aslike this, as a Crabbes like an Ap» | 
1 ple, yetI can tell whatI cantell. 


| Crab: thou canſt tell why ones noſe ſtands ith'middle 


”— 


| beaten for being old before thy time. 


The Trazedyof 


Keng Ley, 


And haſten your returne ; no, no, myLord, 
This wilky gentlenefſe, and courſe of yours 
Though 1 condemne not, yet under pardon 
You are much moreat taske for want of wiſedome, 
Then prais'd for harmefull mildneſſe. 

Alb. How farre your eyes may pierccI cannot tell ; 
Striving to better, oft we marre whats well. 

Gon. Nay then -—— 


Alb. Well, well, the'vent. Exenn. 


— 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter L:ar, Kent, Gentleman, and Foole. 


Lear. Goe youbefore to Glefter with theſe Letters ; 
acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you 
know, then comes from her demand out of the Letter, 


Ol. 
: Kent, I wiilnot ſleepe my Lord, till I have delivered 
your Letter. Ex. 


Foole, If amans braines were ins hceles, wert not in 


Lear. I boy. ? 
Foele. Then I prethce be merry, thy wit ſhall not goe 


Lear. Ha, ha, ha. - | 
Foot. Shalt ſec thy other Daughter will uſe thee kind- 


Leer, What canſttell Boy? 
Foole. She will taſte as like this as, a Crabbe do's to a 


on'sface ? 
Lear. Ns. 
Foole. Why to keepe ones eyes of cither ſides noſc, 
that what a man cannot ſmell out, he may ſpy into. 
Lear. I did her wrong. 
Foole. Can't tell how an Oyſter makes bis ſhell? 
Lear. No. 
Foole, Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a Snaile ha's 
a houſe. 
Lear. Why? 
Foole. Why to puts head in, not to give it away to his 
daughters, and leave his hornes without a caſe. 
Lear. I will forget my Nature, fo kinda Father ? Be 
my horſes ready ? R 
Foole. Thy Aſſes are gone about em; the reaſon why 
the ſeven Starres areno mo then ſeven, isa pretty reaſon, 
Lear. Becauſe they are not cight. | 
Foole, Yes indeed, thou wouldſt make a good foole. 
Lear. Totak't againe perforce? Monſter ingratitude ! 
Foele, If you wert my foole Nunckle,-I'd have thee 


Lear, How's that ? 

Foote. Thou ſhoaldſt not have bin old, till thou hadſt 
bin wiſe. 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad {ſweet heaven : 
keep me in temper,T would not be mad. How now, arc. 
the horſes ready ? 

Gent, Ready my Lord. 


Lear. Come Boy. 


Foel.She thatsa Maid now,and laughs at my departure 
Shall not be a Maid long, unlefle things be cut ſhorter. 


Exennt. 


oA Aus Secundus. Scaena Prima.” 


Enter Bait ard, and Curan, ſeveral). 


B aft. Save thee Curan. 
Cr. And you Sir, I have bin 
With your Father, and given him notice 


That the Duke of Cornwall, and Regen his Ducheſſc 


Will be here with him this night, 
Baff, How comes that ? 


Cur. Nay I know not, you have heard of the newes 4. 
broad, I meane the whiſper'd ones, for they are yet bur 


cear-kiſling arguments. 
Baft. Not | : pray you what are they ? 


Cur. Have you heard of no likely Warres toward, 


Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall, and Albany ? 
Baft. Nota word. Fs 
Car. You may doe then in time, 

Fare you well Sir. 


Exu 


Baſt. The Duke be here tonight? the better beſt, 
This weaves it {elfe perforce into my buſineſle, 


My father hath ſet guard to take my brother, 
And I have one thing of a queazy queition 


W hich I muſt ac, brictencſle, and Fortune worke. 


Emer Edgar, 
Brother, a word, diſcend ; brother I ſay, 
My father watches ; O Sir, flye this place, 
Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 


You have now the good advantage of the nigh, 
Have you not ſpoken gainſt the Duke of Cornwall ? 
Hes comming hither, now ith'night, ich'haſte, 


And Regan with him, have you nothing faid 
Vpon his party -u_ the Duke of Albany ? 
Adviſe your ſclfe. 

Eag. Iamſure on't, nota word. 


Bait, I heare my father comming, pardon me : 
In cunning, I muſt draw my Sword upon you: 


Draw, ſecme todefend your ſclfe, 
Now quit you well. 


Yeeld, come before my father, light hoa, here, 


Fiye Brother, Torches, ſo farewell, 


Exit E agar. 


Some blood drawne on me would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeavour. I have ſeene drunkards 


Doe more then thisin ſport ; Father, father, 
Stop, op, no helpe ? 


Enter Gloiter, and Servants with Torches, 


Glo, Now Eammd, wheres the villaine ? 


Baſt. Here ſtood he in thedarke, his ſharpe Sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked charmes, conjuring the Moone 


Toſtand auſpicious Miſtris. 
Glo. But where is he ? 
Beaſt. Looke Sir, I bleed, 
Glo. Where is the villaine, Edmurd ? 


Ba#t. Fled this way Sir, when by no meanes he could 
Glo, Purſue him, ho : goe after. By no meanes, what? 
Baſt. Perſwade me to the murther of your Lordſhip, 


Gainſt 


| 


— 
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| But that I told him the revenging Gods, 
Gainſt Parricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold, and ſtrong a Bond 
The Child was bound to'th'Father , Sir in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppoſite I ſtood 
To his unnaturall purpoſe, in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, latch'd mine arine : 
And when heſaw my beſt alarum'd ſpirits 
Bold inthe quarrels right, rouz'd to th'encounter, 
_ Or whether gaſted by the noyſe I made, 
Full ſodainely he fled. 
Gloft. Let him flye farre : 
Nor in this Land ſhall he remaine uncaught 
And found ; diſpatch, the Noble Duke my Maſter, 
My worthy Arctvand Patron comes to night, 
By his authority I will proclaime it, 
That he which finds him ſhall deſerve our thankes, 
Bringing the murderous Coward to the ſtake : 

He that conceales him,death. | 
Ba#t. When 1 diſſwaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to doe it, with curſt ſpeech 

I threatned to difcover him ; he replied, 

Thou unpoſſeſſing Baſtard, doft thou thinke, 

IFI would ſtand againſt thee, would the repoſall 

_ Ofany truſt, vertue, or worth in thee | 
Make thy words faith'd ? No, what ſhould I deny, 
(As this I would, though thou didtt produce 

My very Character) Ild turne it all 

Tothy ſuggeſtion, plot, and damned practiſe : 
And thou muſt make a dullard of the world, 

If they not thought the profits of my death 

Were very pregnant and potentiall ſpirits 
To make thee (ceke it. 

Glo. Oſtrangeand faſtned Viltaine, 
Would he deny his Letter, ſaid he ? | 
Hearke,the Dukes trumpets, i know not where he comes 
All Ports lle barre, the villaine ſhall not ſcape, 

The Dake muſt grant me that ; beſides, his picture 
I will ſend farre and neere, that all the kingdome 
May have due note of him, and of my land, _ 
(Loyall and natnrall Boy ) Ile worke the meancs 
To make thee capable. 


Tucket within. 


Enter Cornewall, Regan, and Attendants. 


Corn. How now my Noble friend,ſinceI came hither 
(W hich I can call but now) I have heard ſtrangeneſle. 
Reg. If it be truc, all vengeance comes too ſhort 
W hich can purſue th'offender : how does my Lord ? 
Gle. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, its crack'd. 
Reg. What,did my Fathers Godſonne ſecke your life? 
He whom my father nam'd, your Eager : 
Glo, . O Lady, Lady, ſhame would have it hid. 
Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous Knights 
That tended upon my father ? , 
Glo. 1 know not Madam, tis too bad, too bad. 
Baſt. Yes Madam, he was of that conſort. 
Reg. No marvaile then, though he were ill affected, 
Tis they have put him on the old mans death, 
To have th'expence and walt of Revenues ; 
{ have this preſent evening from my Siſter . 
Beene wellinform'd of them, and with ſuch cautions, 
Thar if they come to ſojourne at my houſe. 
| THlenot be there. 
Cor. Nor I, aſſure thee Regas ; 


T_T 
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Edmund, T heare that you have ſhewne your Father 
A Child-like Office. 
Baſt. It was my duty Sir. 
G/o, He did bewray his practiſe, and receiv*d 
This hurt you ſce, ſtriving toapprehend him. 
Cor. Is he purſued? 
Glo. Irmy good Lord. 
Cor, If he betaken, he ſhall never more 
Bc fear dof doing harme, wake your owne purpoſe, 
How in my ſtrength you pieaſe : as for you Edmand, 
Whoſe vertue and obedience doth this inſtanc 
So much commer itſelfe, you ſhall be ours, 
[Natures of ſuch deepe truſt, we ſhall much aced - 
You we firſt ſeize on. | 
Bag. I ſhall ſerve you Sir truely, how ever elſe, 
Glo, For him 1 thanke your Grace. 
Cor. You know not why we came toviſit you 2 
Reg. Thus out of ſeaſon, threddiog darke ecy'd night, 
Occaſions Noble G/ofter of ſome prize, 
W herein weſmuſt have uſe of your aduice. 
Our Father he bath writ, ſo hach our Siſter, 
Of differences, which I beſt thought it fir | 
To anſwer from our home : the feverall Mefſengerg 
From hence attend diſpatch, our good old friend,: 
Lay comforts to your boſome, and beſtow 
Your needfull counſaile to our buſineſſes, 
W hich craves the inſtant uſe. 
G/o, I ſerve you Madam, 
Your Graces are right welcome. 


— 


Scena Secunds. 


__ 


Emter Kent, and Steward ſcveraliy. 


Kent. I. 

Srew. Where may we ct our horſes ? 

Kent, I th'myre; 

Stew. Prethee, if thou loy*ſt me, tell me. 

Kent. Tlovetheenot. 

Stew. Why then I care not for thee: bs 
| Kent. If Thad thee in Lsps-bwry Pintold, I would make 

thee care for me. 

Stew, Why do'ſt thou uſe me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent, Fellow Iknow thee, . 

Stew. What doſt thou know me for ? | 


| Kent. A Knave,a Raſcall, an cater of broken meates,a 


action-taking, whoreſon ylafle-gazing ſuper-ſerviccable 
finicall Rogue, one Trunke-inheriting ſlave, one that 
wouldſt be a Baud in way of good ſervice, and art no- 
thing but the compoſition of a Knave, Begger, Coward, 
_ and the Sonneand Heire. of a Munygrill Bitch, 
one whom I will beate .into clamours whining, if thou 
deny the leaſt ſillable ef thy addition, - > 
Stew. Why, what a monſtrous fellow art thou, thus 
toraile on one;that 1s neither knowne of thee,nor know 
__. | 
Kent, Whata brazen-fac'd Varlet art thou, to deny 
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thou knoweſt me? Is it two dayes ſince Irript opthy | 


| 


E xennt., 


Stew, Good dawning to thee friend,art of this houſe? | 


baſe, proud, ſhallow, begperly , three-ſuired, hundred | 
pound, filthy woolted-{tocking knave, a Lilly-livered, | 


heeles, and beatethee before the King? Draw you rogue, | L 
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fortheughit be night, yer the Moone ſhines, Ile make a 
op wr. ri of you, you whorſon Cullycnly 
Barbar-monger, draw. Fs oY 

Stew. Away, I have nothing todoe with thee. _ 

Kent. Draw you Raſcall, you come with Letters a- 
gainſt the King , and take Vanity the puppets part, a- 
gainſt the Royalty of her father : draw you Rogue, Or 
Ile ſo carbonado your ſhankes, draw you Raſcall, come 
your wayes. _ | 

Stew. Helpe, ho, murther, belpe. 

Kent, Strike you ſlaye; ſtand rogue, ſtand you neat 
ſlave, ſtrike. 

Stew. H{lpe hea, murther, murther. 


Enter Baitard, Cornewall, Regan, Gloſter, Servant. 


Ba#t. How now, whats the matter ? Part. 

Kent. With you goodman boy, if you pleaſe, come, 
Tle fleſh ye, come on yong Maſter. 

Glo. Weapons ? Armes? whatsthe matter here? | 

Cor. Keepe peace upon your lives, he dycsthat ſtrikes 
againe, what is the marrter ? : | 

Reg. The Meſſengers from our Siſter, and the King ? 

Cor. What is your difterence,ſpeake ? 

Stew. Iam ſcarce in breath my Lord. 

Kent. No Marvell, you have fo beſtir'd your valour, 
you cowardly Raſcall,nature diſclaimes in thee: a Taylor 
made thee. ) 

Cor. Thou art a ſtrange fellow, a Taylor make a man ? 

Kent, A Taylor Sir; a Stone,cutter, or a Painter, could 
not have made him ſo ill, though they had bin bur two 
yearesoth'trade. : | = 

or. Speake yet, how grew your quarrell © - 
on This —_ Rudian Sir whole life 1 have ſpar'd 
at ſure of his gray-beard. 

Kent. Thou whoreſon Zed, thou unneceſlary letter, 
my Lord, if you will give me leave, I willtread this un- 
boulred villaine into morter, and denbe the wall of a 
Iakes with him, Spare my gray-beard,you wagralle ? 

{or. Peace firrah, 

You bealtly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kem, Yes Sir, but anger hath a priviledge. 

Cor. Why art thou angry ? 

Kent, That ſuch a ſlave asthis ſhould weare a Sword, 
Who wearesno honeſty : ſuch ſmiling rogues as theſe, 
Like Rars oft bite the holy cords a twaine, | 
Whicharttintrince, t'unlooſe : ſmooth every paſſion 
That ia the natures of their Lords rebell, 
| Being oile ro fire, ſnow to the colder moodes,] 

Renege, aifirme , and turnetheir Halcion beakes 
With every gale, and vary oftheir Maſters, 

Knowing naught (like dogges) but following : 
A plague upon your Epilepticke viſagez 
Smoile you my ſpeeches,as I were a foole ? 
Goole, if I had you upon Serww Plaine, 

T1d drive ye cackling home to ( ameler. 

Corn. What art thou mad old Fellow ? 

Gleft. How fell you our, ſay that? | 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 

Then I, and ſuch a knave. 

Corn. Why do'ſt thou call im Knave? 
What is his fault? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not, : 

C#r. Nomore perchance do's mine, nor his, nor hers. 

Kent, Sir, tis my occupation to be plaine, 

I have ſecne better faces inmy time, 


Then ſtands on any ſhoulder that I ſee 


Before me, at this inſtant. 

Corn. This is ſome fellow, 
Who having beene prais'd for bluntnefle, doth affeR 
A ſaucy roughneſle, and conſtraines the garb 
Quite from his Nature. He cannot flatter, be, 
An boneſt mind and plaine, he muſt ſpeake truth, 
And they will take ir ſo, if nor, he's plaine. 
Theſe kind of Knaves I know, which inthis pla inneſſe. - 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Then twenty filly-ducking ebſervants, 
Thar ſtretch their dutics nicely. 

Kent . Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity, 
Vnder th'allowance of your greataſpeR, 
Whole influencelike the wreath of radient fire 
On flicking Phebus front, 

Corn, What mcan'ſt by this 3 

Kent, Togoc out of my diale&t: which you difcom- 
mend ſo much ; 1. know Sir, I am no flatterer, hethat be- 
guild you in a plaine accent, was a plaine Knave, which 
for my part 1 willnot be, though I ſhould win your dil- | 
plcalure to entreat me too't. 

Corm, W hat was th'offence you gave him ? 

Stew. I never gave him any : 
It pleas'd the King his Maſter very late 
To ftrike at me upon his miſconltrucion, 
When he compact,and flattering his diſplcaſure 
Tript me behind : being downe, inſulted,raird. 
And put upon him tuch a deale of Man, 


| That worthicd him, got praiſes of the King, 


For him attempting, who was ſclfc-ſubdued, 

And inthe fieſhment of this dead exploit, 

Drew on me here againe. 

Kent. None of thcle Rogues, and Cowards 
But 41ax is their foole. 

Corx. Fetch forth the Stocke s? 
You ſtubborne ancient Knave, you reverent Bragarty 
We'll teach you, 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learne : 

Call not your Stockes for me, I ſervethe King. 

On whoſe imployment I was ſent to you, 

You ſhail doe imall reſpe&s, ſhew too bold malice 

Againſt the Grace, and Perſon of my Maſter, 

Stocking his Meſſenger. 

Corn, Fetch torth the Stockes ; 

AsI havelife and honor, there ſhall he ſit till Noone. 
Reg. Till noone ?rillniyht my Lord, and all nighr too. 
Kent. Why Madam, it I were your Fathers dog, 

You ſhould not uſe me ſo. 

Reg. Sir, being his Knave, I will. Stockgs brought out, 
Cor. This is a fellow of the ſelfe ſame colour, 

Our Siſter ſpeakes of. Come, bring away the Stockes. 
Go. Let me beſeech your Grace, not to doc ſo, 

The King his Maſter, needs muſt r2ke it ill 

Thar he foflightly valued in his Meſſenger, 

Should hav® him thus reſtrained. 

Cory, Ileanſwer that, 
Reg. My Siſter may recejve it much more worſe, 


' To have her Gentlemanabus'd, affaulted. 


Corn. Come my Lord, away. Exit. 
Gle. Iam ſorry for thee friend, tis the Dukes pleaſure, 
W hoſe diſpofition all the world well knowes 
Will not be rubb'd nor ſtopt, Ile entrear for thee. | 
Ken.Pray do not Sir,l have watch'dand travail'd hard, 
Some time I ſhall ſleepe our, the ret Ile while : 


A good mans fortune may grow out at heeles : ; 
Give 
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; | Give you good morrow. 


Glo. The Duke's too blame inthis, 

| \., Extts 
Kent.Good King, that muſt approve the common ſaw, 

Thou out of heavens benediRion com'lt 

Tothe warme Sun. he 

Approach thou Beacon to this under Globe, 

That by thy comfortable Beames I may 

Peruſe this Letter. Nothing almoſt ſees miracles 

But miſery, I know tis from Cordelia, 

Who hath moſt fortunately beene inform'd 

Of my obſcured courie. And ſhall find time 

From this enormous State, ſeeking to give IH 

Loſſes their remedies, All weary and o're-watchd, 

Take vantage hcavy eyes, not to behold _ 

This ſhamefull lodging, Fortyne goodnight, 

Smile once mbre, turne thy wheele- 


Enter Edgar, 


Edg. ITheard my felfe proclaim'd, 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No Port is free, no place 
That guard, and moſt unuſall vigilance _ . 
Do's not attend my taking. Whiles I may ſcape 
I will preſerve my ſelfe : and am bethought 


| Totake the baſeſt, and moſt pooreſt ſhape 


That ever penuy in contempt of man, - _ -. 
Brought neere to. beaſt : my tace Ile grime with filth, 
Blarket my loynes, elſe all my haires ta knots, 

And with preſented nakedneſfle ont-face 

The Windes, and perſecutions of the sky : 

The Country gives me proofe, and preſident 

Of Bedi/am beggers, who withroaring voyces, 
Strike in their ntumm'd and mortificd Armes, = 
Pins, Woddcn-prickes, Nayles, Sprigs of Roſemary : 
And with this horrible object, from low Farmes, 
Poore pelting Villages, Shcepes-Coates, and Miiles, 


Thats ſomething yet : Edgar I nothing am, Exit. 
F ner Lew, Foole, and G entlemar. 


Lear. Tis ſtrange that they ſhould ſo depart fromhome, 


| And not ſcndbacke my Meſſengers. 


Gen, As Ilearn'd, 


The night before, there was no purpoſe in them 


Of this xemovye. 


Kent, Haile to thee Noble Maſter, ; | 
Lear. Ha? Mak'it thou this ſhame thy paſtime ? 
Kenz. Nomy Lord, 


Foole, Ha, ha, he weares Cruell Garters ; horſes are tide 
tide by the hcads, Dogges and Beares by*th'necke, Mon- 


| kics y frog and Men by'th'legs ; when a man is 0- 


verluſtyat legs, then he weares woddca nether-ſtockes, 
Lear, W hats he, 


That hath ſo much thy place miſtooke 


|] Toſet thee heere ? 


Rene 1t is both he and ſhe, 
Your Son, and Daughter, 
Lear. No. 
Kent, Yes. 
Lear, Nol fay. 
Kent, I ay yea. g- 
{weare n0s 


Lear. By Taper I 


Sometimes with Lunaricke bans,ſometimes with Praters 
Inforce their charity : poore Twrlyged, poore Tom. | 


— 


— 
. 


Kent, By Iuno, I ſweareTl. 

Lear. T hey durſt not do't ; off: ao 
They could not, would not do't ; tis worſethen murther, 
Todoe upon re(pe& ſuch violent outrage : 

Reſolve me with all wodeſt haſte, which way 
Thou mightſi deſerve, or they impoſe this viage, 
Comming from us, 
Kent. My Lord, when attheir home 
I did commend your highneſle Lettersro them, 
Bre I was riſen from the place, that ſhewed 
My duty kneeling, came therea reeking Poſte, 
Stew'd in his haſte, halſe breathleſſe, panting forth 
From Generil his Miſtris, ſalutation ; 
Deliver'd Letters ſpight of intermiſſion, 
Which preſently they read ; on thoſe contents 
They ſummon'd up their meiney, ſtraight tooke horſe, 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
Theleiſure of their anſwer, gave me cold lookes, 
And meeting heere the other Meſſenger,. 
W hoſe welcome 1 perceiv'd had poxfon'd mine, 
Being the very fellow which of late 
Diſplaid ſo fawcily againſt your bighneſſe, 
Having more man then wit abour me, drew ; 
Herais'd the houſe, withloud and coward cryes, 
Your Sonne and daughter found this treſpaſſe worth 
The ſhame which heere it ſuffers. (way, 
Foole, Winters not gone yet,if the wild Geeſe fly that | 
Fathers that ware rags, doe make their Childrenblind, 
But fathers that beare bags, ſhall ſee their children kind. 
Fortune that arrant whore,nere turnes the key toth*poore | 
Bur for all this y ſhalt have as many Dolors for thy deare - 
Daughters,. .as thou canſt tell in a yeares 
Lear. Oh how this Mother ſwels up toward my heart ! 
HiZtorica p:ſſio, downe thou climing ſorrow, 
Thy Element's bclow ; where is this daughter? 
Kent, Withthe Earle Sir, here within. 
Leer. Foilow me not, ſtay heere, 
Gew. Made you no more offence, 
But what you ſpeake of ? 
Kent. None;. ., ; © -.: j 
How chance the King comes with ſo ſmall anumber ? | 
Foole. And thou hadſt bcene {et ith'Stockes for that 
queſtion, thoud'ſt well deſerv'd it. 
Kent. Why foole? -—- WW NF 
Foole. We'll ſet thee toſchoole to an Ant, to teach thee 
theres no labouring ith*winter, All that foilow their 
noſes, are led by their eyes, but blind men;and theresnot 


Ext. 


| a noſeamongrtwenty, bur canſmell him thats ſtinking;ler 


goethy hold, when a great wheele rans downe a hill, 
leſt it breake tby necke wich foliowing, Butthe great 
one that goesupwatd, let him draiy the'c after z when a 
wiſeman givesthee better counſell give me mine againe,. 
I would have none but Kknaves follow it, fnce a foole | 
gives it! GET ET | 
That Sir, which ſerves and ſeckes for gaine, 
And followes but for forme z | 
Will packe, when it begins.to raine, 
Andleavethee inthe ſtorme, | 
But I will tarry, the foole will ſtay, oct] 
And let the wiſeman fiye ; ric + 
The knave turnes foolethat runnes away, 
The foole no knaveperdy. 


2 E way Lear, and Glower. 
Kent, Where learn'd you this foole ; L 
Foole. Not ith'Stockes foole. - | .- | 
| | | | - # | 
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Lear. Deny to ſpeake with me? | 

They are ſicke,they are weary, - | 

? meere fetches, 

The Images of revoltand fiying off. 

Fetch me a bertter-anſwer. 

Glo. My deere Lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 

How unremoveable and fixt he is 

In his owne courle. 

Lear. Vengeance,Plague,Death,Confuſion : | 

Fiery 2 Whar quality > Why G/ofter, Gloſter, _ 

I'd tpeake with the Duke of Cornewall,and his WitCe 
Gle. Well,my good Lord.I have infurm'd them 10- 
Lear. Tnform'd them?Doſt thou underſtand me man? 
Glo. TI my good Lord. 

Lear. The King would ſpeake with Cornewall, 

The deere Father 

Would with his Daughter ſpeake,commands, tends, ſer- 

Are they inform'd ofthis? My breathand blood : (vices 

Fiery? The fiery Duke,tell the hot Duke tht——= 

No,bur not yet,may be he is not well, 

Infirmity doth ſtill neglet all orice, 

Whereto our heaithis bound,vve are not our ſelves, 

When Nacure being oppreſt, commands the mind 

To ſuffer with the body ; Ile torveare, 

And atn fallen out with my more headier will, 

Totake the indiſpos'd and fickly fit, 

For the ſound man. Death on my ſtate : whereforc 


Should he fit here ? This At pertwades me, 


That this remotion ef the Dake and her 

Is practiſe onely, Give me my ſervant forth; 

Goetell the Dake,and's wife,l!'d ſpeake wich them : 
Now, preſently :bid them come forth and heare me, 
Or at their chamber doore Ile beat the Drum, 

Till it cry-fleepe to death. . 


Glo. I would haveall well betwixt you- Exit. 


| -- Lear. Oh me my heart! my riting heart ! but downe. 


Foele. Cryto it Nuncle, as the Cockney did to the | 
Eeles , when hce put 'em1th'Paſte alive,ſhe knapt'em 


| o'ch*Coxcombs with a ſticke,and cryed downe wantons, 


downe  twas her brother, that in pure kindneſle to his 


hoxſe buttered his Hey. | 


Enter Cornewell, Regan,Gloſter Servants. 
Lear. Good morrow to you both. 
\ . Corn. Haile to your Grace. Kent here ſet at libery, 
- Reg, Tam glad toſee your Highneſle. 


| | - © Lear. Regan,\ thinke you are. I know what reaſon, 


I havetothinke ſo,if thou ſhould*ſt not be glad, . 
I would divorce me from thy Mothers Tombe, 
Sepulchring an Adulterefie. O are you free? 
Some othertime for that. Beloved Regan 

Thy ſiftersnaughr: Oh Rega®,ſhe hath ryed 


] Sharpe tooth'd unkindneſle,like a vulture here? , 


I can ſcarce ſpeake to thee,thou'ltnor beleeve 
With how deprav'da quality. Oh Regan. 

Reg, 1 pray you Sirgtake patience,l have hope 
Youlefſe know how to value her deſert, 
Than ſhe to ſcant her duty. 

Lear. Say ? how isthat? | 

Reg. I cannotthinke my fſifterinthe leaſt 

Would faile her Obligation. If firperchance : - 
She have refrained the Riots of your Followers, 
Tison ſuch ground,and roſuchyyholicſome end, 
As cleares her from all blames: -- :- | 

Lear. My curſcs on her, _ 


Reg. OSir, you are old, + 
Nature in you ſtands on the very Verge 
Of her confine : you ſhould be rul'd, andled 
By ſome diſcretion, that diſcernes your ſtate 
Better then you your {elfe : therefore I pray you, 
That to our Siſter, you doe make returne, 
Say you have wrong'd her. 
Lear. Aske her forgiveneſſe ? 
Doe you but marke how this becomes the houſe ? 
Deere daughter, I confeſſe that I am old ; 
Age is unneceflary : on my knees Ibegge, 
That you'll vouchſafe me Rayment, Bed,and Food. 
Reg, Good Sir, no more : theſe are untightly trickes ; 
| Returne you tomy Siſter, 
Lear. Never Regan : 
She hath abated me of halfe my Traine : 
Look'd blacke upon me, ftrooke me with her Tongue 
Moſt Serpear-like, upon the very heart. 
All the {tor'd Vengeances of heaven, fall 
On her ingratefuil top : ſtrike her yong bones 
Youtaking Ayres, with Lameneſle. 
( rn. Fye fir, tie. | 
Lear. Y ou nimble Lightnings, dartyour blinding flames 
Into her icornfulleyes: infect her Beauty, 
You Fen-{uck'd Fogges, drawne by the powerfull Sunne 
To fall, and uliſter. 
R,e', O the bleſt Gods ! - 
So will you wiſh on me, when the raſh moode is on, 
l1cear. No {fegazx, thou ſhalt never have my curſe ; 
Thy tender-hefted Nature ſhall not give 
Thee ore to barſhnefle : Her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Doe comfort, and not burne. Tis not inthee 
To grudge my pleaſures, tocut off my Traine, 
To bandy haſty words, to ſcant my ſizes, » 
And in concluſion, to oppoſe the bolt 
Againſt my comming in. Thou better knowſt 
The Ohice: of Nature, bond of Childhood, 
Effe&s of Curteſie,dues of Gratitude : 
Thy halfe o'th kingdome haſt thon not forgot, 
W herein I thee endoyu'd. 
Reg. Good Sir, to'th'purpoſe- 
Lear. W ho put my man uth'Stockes? 
Enter Steward. 
C orn. What Trumpets that ; 

Keg. I know't my Siſters : this approves her Letter, 
That ſhe would ſoone be heere. Is your Lady come ? } 
Lear. This isa Slave, whoſe cafie borrowed' pride 

Duels in thc fickly grace of her he followes. 
Our Varlet, from my ſight. 
Corn. W hat mean:s your Grace? 
Enter Goner tl, 
Lear. W hoſteckt my Servant? Regan,I have good hope 
Thoa didft not know on't, x | 
'Who comes here? O heavens | 


T ncket within, 


| If yoa doe love old men; if your fweet ſway 
| Allow Obedience : if you your ſelyes are old, 


Make it your cauſe : Senddoywne, and take my part. 
Art not aſham'd tolooke upon this Beard ? 
O Regan, will you take her by the hand ? 

Gon. Why not by th'hand Sir > How have I offended ? 
Alls not offence that indiſcretion findes 
And dorage termes ſo. 

Lear. O (ides, you are too tough ! 

Will you yet ho{d ? 

How came my man 1th'Stockes ? 
Corn. Iſethim there, Sir : bur his owne Diſorders 


Deſerv'd 


_— 
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Deſerv'd much lefle advanceinent. 
Lear. You? Did you ? | | 
Reg. 1 pray you Father being weake, ſeeme ſo. 
IF till the expiration of your Moneth 
You will returne and ſojourne with my Siſter, 
Diſmiſſing halfe your traine, comethen to me, 
lam now from home, and out of that proviſien 
W hich ſhall be needfull for your entertainement. . 
Lear. Returne to her ? and fifty wen diſmiſs d ? 
No, rather I abjure all roofes, and chuſe, 
| To wageagainſt the enmity oth'ayre;, _ 
To bea Comrade with the Wolfe, and Owle, 
Neceſlities ſharpe pinch, Returne with her ? 
Why the hot-bloodied France, that dowerlefle tooke 
Our yongeſt borne, Icould as well be brought 
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like penſion beg, 
To keepe baſe life a foote; returne with her ? 
Perſwade me rather tobe ſlaveand ſumpter 
To this dereſted groome. 
Gon. At your choyce Sir. Ws > 
Lear. I prethee Daughter doe not make me mad, 
I will not trouble thee my Child : farewell: 
We'll no more meete, no more ſee one another, 
But yet thou artmy fleſh, my blood, my daughter, * 
Or rather a diſeaſe thats in my fleſh, 
Which I mult needs cath mine. Thouart a Byle, 
A plague ſore, or imboſſed Carbuncle | 
In my corrupted blood. But Ile not chide thee- 
Let ſhame come when it will, I doe not call it, 
I doe not bid the Thunder-bearer ſhoote, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging ove, 
Mend when thou can'{t, be better at thy leiſure; 
I can be paticnt, I can ſtay with Regan, 
I and my hundred Knights. 
Reg. Not altogerher {@, | 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided | 
For your fit welcome, give are Sir to my Siſter, 
For thoſe that mingle reaſon with you paſſion, 
Muſt be content tothinke you old, and ſo, 
But ſhe knowes what ſhe doe's 
Lear. Isthis weilſpoken ? _ | 
Reg. I dare avouchit Sir, what fifty Followers? 
Is it not well 2 What ſhould you need of more ? 
Yea, or ſo many ? Sith that both charge and darger, 
Speake gainft ſo great a number : How in one houic 
Should many people, under rwo commands | 
Hold amity ? Tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. 
Gon. Why might not you my Lord,receive attendance 
From'theſc that ſhe calls Servants, or trom mine ? 
Reg. Why not my Lord? 
' If then they chanc'd to ſlacke ye, ATES 
We could comptroll them ; if you will come to me, 
(For nowI ſpye adanger) I entreat you 
To bring but five and twenty, to no'more 
Will I-give place or notice. 
Lear.. I gave you all. 
Reg. And in good time you gave it- 
Lear. Made you my Guardians, my 
Bur kepta reſervation to be followed 
With ſucha number >? W hat, maſt I come to you 
With five and ewenty ? Regen, ſaid youſo? © 
Reg. And ſpeak't againe my Lord, no more with me. . 
Lear.Thoſe wicked Creatures yet do looke wel fayor'd 
|. When others are more wicked, nor being the worſt 
Stands in ſome ranke of praiſe, Ile goe withthee, 
Thy ffty yet doth double five and twenty, 
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| And thou art twice her Love. 
Gon. | Heare me my Lord ; | = 
What need you five and twenty ? Ten ? Or five ? 
To follow ina houſe, where twiceſo many 
Have a command to tend you ? 
Reg. What necd one ? 
Lear. O reaſonnot the need ; our baſeft Beggers 
Are inthe pooreſt thing ſuperfluous, | 
Allow not Nature, more then Nature needs : 
Mans life is cheape as Beaſtes. Thou art a Lady ; 
If onely to goe warme were gorgeous, 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ſt, 
Whichſcarcely keepes thee warme, bur for true need, 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need, 
| Youſee me here(you gods) a poore old man, 
| ASfull of griefe as age, wretched in both, 
If it be you that ſtirres theſe Daughters hearts 
Againſt their father, fooleme not ſo much, 
To beare it tamely : touch me with Noble anger, 
And let not womens weapons, water drops, - 
Staine my mans checkes. No you unnatnrall Hags, 
I will bave ſuch revengeson you both, 
That all the wdrld ſhall I willdoe ſuch things, 
What they are yer, I know not, but they ſhall be, 
The terrors'of the earth? you thinke Ile weepe, 
No, lle not weepe, I have full cauſe of weeping. 
Storme aud T empe5t, 
But this heart ſhal breake into a hundred thouſand flawes 
OrcrelI weepe. O foole, I ſhall gve mad, Exennt, 
Corn, Let us wichdrayw, twill be a Storme. 
Reg. This houſcislitcle, the old man and's people, 


{| Cannot be well beftow'd. 


Goy. Tis his owne blame hath puthimſelfe from reſt, 
Andmuſt needs taſte his folly. 
Reg. For his particular, Ile receive him gladly, 
Bnt not one follower. 
Gon, Soam I purpos'd, 
W here 1s my Lord of Glofter ? 
| . Enter Gloſter. | 
Corn, Followed the old man forth, he is return'd» 
G/o. The King is in highrage. 
(rn. Whether is he going ? 
Glo. He calls to horſe, but will I know not whether. 
Coru, Tis beſt to give him way, heleads himſclfe. 
Gon, My Lord, entreate him by no meanes ts ftay. 
Glo, Alackethe night comes on, and the high windcs 
Doe ſorely ruffle, for maiy Miles abont A 
T heres fcarce a Buſh. © :_... 
Reg. O Sir, to willfull men, .._ 
\ The 11juries that they themſelves procure, 
Muſt be their Schovle-Maſters : ſhut up your 
He is attended with a deſperate traine, 
Aud whatthey may incenſe him to, beiog apt, 
To have his careabus'd, wiſedome bids feare.. -_ __ 
(orn. Shut up your doores my Lord, tis a wil'd night, 
My Regan counſels well : come outeth'ſtorme. Exeanr. 
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Storme ftill . Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, ſevtrally. 
| #" ws 
Kent, Who's there beſidesfoule weather ? -/ _ 
Gen, One minded like the weather, moſt unquictly. 
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Kent, T know you : Wheres the King ? 
Gene. Coutending with'the frerfull Elements. 


Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea, 


| Or ſwell the curled Waters bove the Maine, 


That things might change, or ceaſe. 

Kent. But whois with him? - 

Gext. None but the foolc, who labours to out-jel 
His heart-ſtrooke injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I doe know you, - 
And dare upon the warrant of my note. _ 
Commend a deere thing to you. There isdiviſion 
(Although as yet the face of itis cover'd 
With mutwall cunning) twixt Albany, and Cornwall : 
W ho have, as who have not, that their great Starres 


| Thron'd and ſet high; Servants, who ſecmenoleſle, 


Which are to Francethe Spics and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin ſcene, 
Either in ſnuffes, and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Reine which both of chem have borne 
Againſt the old kind King ; or ſomething deeper, 
W hereof (perchance) theſe are but furniſhings- 

Gent. 1 willtalke further with you. 

Kent. No, doe not : | 
For confirmation thatI am much more 
Then my out-wall; openthis Purſe, and take 
Whatit containes. If you ſhall ſee Cordelia, 
(As feare notbut you ſhall ) ſhew her this Ring, 
And ſhe will tell you whothat fellow 1s 
That yet you doe not know. Fye on thisStorme, 
I will goe ſeeke the King. 

Gent. Give me your hand, 
Have youno more to ſay ? | | 

; Kent, Few words, but toeffet more then all yct;; 

That when we have found the King,in which your paine 
That way; Ile this : He that firſt lights on him, , h 
Holla the other. \.- Exennt, 


_— 


Scana Secunda. 


Storme ftil.. Emter Lear, and Feok. 
Lear.Biow windes,and cracke your checks;Rage,blow 
You Cararats, and Hurricano's ſpout, 
Till you have drench'd our Steeples,drowne the Cockes. 
You Sulph'rous and Thought-exccuting hres, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cteaving Thander-bolts, 
Sindge my white head. And chouall-ſhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thicke Rotundity o'th'world, __..... -. 
Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines ſpill atonce 
That makes ingratefull Man. * 25208 
. Foole. O Nunkle, Court hoiy-water inadry houſe, is 
better then this Rain-water out 0'doore. Good Nunkle, 
in, aske $bleſſing, heeresanight pitties 


neither Wiſemen,nor Footes. 


ters, 
Itaxenot you, you Elements withunkindneſle. 

I never gaye you Kingdoine, call'& you Children 
You owe me no ſubſcription. Thenlet fall - 

Your horrible pleaſure. Heere I ſtand your Slave, 

A , infirme, weake; ind deſpis'd old man ; 


; © PYare | 
| BuryetT call you Servile Miniſters,” ' 


That will with two pernicious daughters joyne 


Your high-cngender'd Batrailes, gainlt a bead 


Yo, 


Leer. Rumble thy belly fill : ſpit Fire, ſpowt Raine ; : 
Lis Nor Raine, Winde, Thunder , Fire are my 


| 


| 


| 
| 
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Soold, and white as this. O, ho 1 tis foule. - 

Foole. He that has a houſe 
Head-peece : | 
The Codpiece that will houſe, before the head has an 


to puts head in, has a good 


Y3 


The Head, and he ſhall Lowſe': ſo Beggers marry many. 

The man y makes his Toe,whar he his heart ſhould make, 

Shall of a Corne cry, woe, and turne his ſleepe towake, 
For there was never yet faire woman, but ſhe made 


mouthes in a glaſle. | 
Enter Kent« 
Lear. No, I will be the patterne of all patience. 
I will ſaynothing. | 


Kent, Whos there? 


 Foole. Marry heres Grace, and a Codpicce, thatsa 


Wiſeman, and a Foole. 


Kent. Alas Sir are you here ? things that love night, 


Love not ſuch nights as theſe : the wrathfull Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the darke 


And make them keepetheir Caves : Since I was man, 


Such ſheets of fire, {uch burſts of horrid Thunder, 
Such groanes of roaring W inde, and Raine, I never 


Remember to have heard. Mans Nature cannot carry 


Th'affliction, nor the feare, 

Lear. Let the great gods 
That keepe this dreadful! pudder ore our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremblethou Wretch, 
That haſt within theeundi vulged Crimes 
Vow hipt of Iuſtice. Hide thee, thou Bloudy hand ; 
Thou Periur'd, and thon Simular of Yertue 
That art Inceſtuous. Caytiffe, to pecces ſhake 


. . 
Thar under covert, and convenient ſeeming 


Has practis*d on mans life. Cloſe pent-up guilrs, 


' Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 


Theſe dreadfull Summoners grace. 1am a man, 
More finr'd againſt; then finning. 

Kent, Alacke, bare-headed ? 
Gracions my Lord, hard by heere isa Hovell, 
Some friendſhip will it lend you gainſt the Tempeſt : 
Repoſe you there, while I to this hard houſe 
(More harder then the ſtones whereof tis rais'd, 
W hich even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd metocome in) returne; and force + 
Thetr ſcanted curtelic. ; 

Lear, My wits begin to turne. 
Come on my boy, How doſt my boy ? Art cold ? 
I am cold my ſelfe. Whereis this ſtraw, my fellow ? 
The Art of our Neceſlitics is ſtrange; 


| 


Andcan make vilde things precious. Come, your hoval; 


Poore F 
T hacs ſorry yet for thee. 
Fooke. Hethat hasandalittle-tyne wit, 
With height-ho, the Winde and the Raine, 
Mult make content with his Fortunes fit, 
Though the-Raine it raineth everyday. 


Foole, and Knave, I have one partin my keart 


Lear. True Boy : Come bring ustothis Hovell. Extt. 


Foole. This isa brave night to coolea Curtizan + 
lic tpeakea Propheſic ere I goe: © |, 
W hen Prieſtsare more in word, then matter : 
W hen Brewers marre their Malt with- water ; 
When Nobles are their Taylors Tutors, 
No Heretiques burn'd but wenches Sutors, 
W hen every Caſein Law'is rights _ 
No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight : 
W hen $landers doe nor live in Tongues ; 
Nor Cut-purſes-come'not tothrongs ; 
When V1urerstell their Gold ith'field, 


And | 
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And Baudes, and whores, doe Churches build. 

Then ſhall the Realme of Albjon,come to great confuſion 
Then cames the time, who lives toſce't, 

That going ſhalbe us'd with feet. | 
This prophecy Merlin ſhall make, for I live before his 
times Exit. 
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Sceana Tertia. 
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Emer Gloſter, and Edmund, 


Glo. Alacke, alacke £dmwnd, I like notthis unuaturall 
dealing;when I deſired their leave that I might pity him, 
they tooke from me the uſe of mine owne houlſe,chargd 
me on paine of perpetuall diſpleaſure, neither ro ſpeake 
of him;entreat for him, or any way ſuſtaine him. 

Baſt. Moſt ſavage andunnaturall. 


eweene the Dukes, and a worſe matter then that : I have 
received a Letter this night, tis dangerous to be ſpoken, 
I haveleck'd the Letter in my Cloſflet, theſe injuriesthe 
King now beares, will be revenged home ; there 1s part 
of a Power already footed, we mult incline tothe King, I 
will looke him, and privily relieve him ; goe you and 
maintaine talke with the Duke, that my charity be not of 
him perceived ; if he aske for me, Iam ill, and goneto 
bed, 1f I dye for it, (as nolefle is threaned me) the King 
my old Maſter muſt be relieved, There is ſtrange things 
toward Edmmrd, pray you be carctull, Exit. 
Baſt. This Curteſte forbid thee, ſhall the Duke 
Inſtamly know, and of that Letter too ; 
Thisſcemes a faire deſerving, and mult draw.me 
That which my father looſes : no lefſethen all, 


The yonger riſes, when the old doth fall. Ext. 


Scana Quarta. 


s —_ D-_S _ 


Enter Lear, Kent, and Foole, 


Kent, Heere is the place my Lord, good my Lordenter, 
Thetirrany of the open night's too rough 
For Nature to endure. 

Lear. Let mealone. 
Kent, Good my Lord enter heere. 
Lear. Wilt breake my heart? | 
Kent, I] had rather breake mine owne, 
Goodmy Lord enter. | | 
Lear, Thouthinkſt tis much that this contentious 
Invades us to the skinſo : tis to thee, - (ſtorme 
But where the greater malady is fixt, | 
| The leffer rs ſcarce felt» Thou'dſt ſhun a Beare, 
But ifthy flight lay toward the roaring Sca, 
Thou'dſt meet the Beareith'mouth, whenthe minds free 
The bodies delicate the tempeſt in my mind, 
Doth from my ſences take all feeling elſe, 
Save what beates there, Filliallingratitude, 
Isit notas this mouth ſhould teare this hand 
Fer lifting food roo't :' Bur I will puniſh home ; 
No, I will weepe no more : in ſach a wght, - 


Storme flill, 


"I ; 


_— —_ 


| How ſhall your houſe-leſſe heads, and unfed ſides, 


Gle. Goetoo; ſay you nothing. There is diviſion be> | 


' Bliſſe thy five Wits, Tomsa cold. O do, de, do,de, do, |. 


 Edg.Pillicock fat on Pillicock hill, alow : alow109,lo0, 


| rents, kcepe thy word, _ ſyeare not, commit not, | 


 ———— 


To ſhut me out? Poure on, I will endure ; 

In ſuch a night asthis? O Regen, Gonerill, 
Your old kind Father, whole franke heart gave all; 
O chat way madneſle lyes, let me ſhun thar : 

No more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord enter here. - 

Lear, Prythee goe in thy ſeife, ſeeke thine owne eaſe, 
This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, buy le goe in, 
In Boy, goe firſt. You houſclefle poverty, 
Nay getthee in ; lle pray, and then Ile {lcepe. 
Poore raked wretches, where ſoere you are 
That bide the pelcing of this pittileſſe ſtorme, 


Exit. 


Your lop'd, and window'd raggednefle defend you 
From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe? O I have tance 

Too little care of this : Take Phylicke, Pompe, 
Expoſe thy ſclfe ro feele what wretches feele, 
Thar thou mailt ſhake the ſuperflux tothem, 

And ſhew the Heavens more jult. 


Enter Edgar, and Foole. 


Eag. Fathom, and halfe, Fathom and halfe? poore Tow. 

Foote. Come not in heere Nuncle, heres a ſpirit, helpe 
me, helpe me, | 

Kent;. Give me thy hand, who's there ? 

Foele. A ſpirit, a ſpirit,he {ayes his name's poore Tom: 

Ken.W hat art thou that doſt grumble there I!'th ſtraw? 
Come forth. 

Edg, Away,the foule Fiend followes me, through the 
ſharpe Hauthorne blow the winds. Humh, ger to thy 
bed and warme thee, | | | 

Lear. Didſt thougiveall to thy Daughters? And art 
thou come tothis ? 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poore'iTow ? Whom | 
the foule Fiend hath led through Fire ,& through Flame | 
through Sword, and Whirle Poole, ore Bog, and Quag- 
mire, thar hath laid Knives under his Pillow, ahd Halters | 
in his Pue , ſet Rate-bane by his Porredge ; made him } 
Proud of heart,to ride,on a Bay trotting horle,over foure |: 
archt Bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow for a Traitor, | 


de, bliſſe thee from Whirle-Winds, Starre-blaſting, and | 
taking, doe poore Tom ſome charity, whom the fouls 
fiend vexes. There could I have him now, andthere,and 
there againe, and there, | | 
; OE» Storme fiill, -- 
Leay. Has his Daughtersbrought him to this paſſe? 
Couldft thou ſave nothing ? Wouldſt thou give erm all? 
Fooke: Nay, he reſerv'da Blanket, elſe we had bin all | 
ſham'd, . | ; 
Lear. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fatcd ore mens faults, light onthy daughters. 
ext, He bath no Daughters Sir. - ... - 8 -» 
Lear. Dcath Traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd 
Toluch a lowneſſe, but his unkind Daughters. (Nature 
Ts it the faſhion, that diſcarded Fathers, 
Should haye thus little mercy or'their fleth : 
Indiciouspuniſhmeart,twas this fleſh begot 
Thoſe Pelicane Daughter, : 


Fool, This cold night will turne us all to fooles, and 


Madmen. | 4 3 IT» | 
Edgar. Take heed oth'foule fiend, obey thy Pa- 
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{ proudarray. Tew'sacold. 
Lear. What haſt thou bin? - 
Edg. A Scrvingman ? Proud in heart, and mind: that 
| curl'd my haire, wore Gloves in my cap: ſerv'd the Luft 
of my Miktris bcart, and didthe act of darkenefſe with 
hcr. Sworeas many Oathes,as I ſpake words,and broke 
them in the ſweet face of heaven. Ouc, that ſlept in the 
contrivingof Luſt, agd wak'd to doe it. Wine lov'd1 
y, Dicedeerely ; and in Woman, out-Paramour d 
the Turke. Falſe of heart, light of carc, bloody hand: 
Hog inſloth, Foxe in ſtealth, Wolfein greedinefle, Dog 
in madneſſe, Lion in prey-Let not the creaking of ſhoocs, 


man. Keepe thy foote out of brothels, thy hand out of 
Plackets, thy penfrom Lenders Bookes, and dcfye the 
foule fiend. Still through the Hauthorae blowes the 
cold wind : Sayes ſuum, mun, nonny, Dolphin my Boy, 
Boy Seſſey: let him trot by. Storme full. 

Lear. Thou wert better in a Grave, then to anſwer 
with thy uncover'd body, this extremity ofthe Skies. Is 
man no more then this ? Conſider him well. Thou owlt 
the Y7ormeno Silke : the Beaſt, no Hide: the Sheepe, no 
Wooll: the Cat, no perfume. Ha ? Heres three ons are 
ſophiſticated. Thou art the thing it ſelfe , unaccomo- 
dated man, is no more but ſuch a poore, bare, forked A- 
nimall as thou art, Of, off you Lendings : Come, un- 
button heere, | 


Emer Glonceftar, with a T orch. 
Fool. Prethee Nunckle be contented, tis a —_—_— night 
toſwimmein. Now a little fire ina wilde field, were 
likean old Letchers heart, a ſmall ſpark, all the reſt 
on's body, cold : Looke, heere comes a walking fire. 
Eaga. This is the foule Flibbertigibber ; he begins ar 
Curfew, and walkes at firſt Cocke : He gives the Web 
| and the Pin, ſquints the cye, and makes the Hare-lippe ; 
Mildewes the white Wheate, and hurtsthe poorc Crea- 
ture of earth. 
Swihold footed thrice the old. 
He metthe Night-Marc, and her nincfold , 
Bid hera-light, and her troth-plight, 
Andaroynt thee Witch, aroynt thee, 
Kent, How fares your grace ? 
Lear. Whats he? 'y - 
Kent. Whos there? What ist you ſecke ? 
Glow. What are youthere? Your Names? 
* Edg. Poorc Tom, that cates the ſwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-pole, the wall-Neut, and the water : that 
inthe fury of his heart, when the foule fiend rages, cats 
Cow-dung for Sallers ; ſwallowes the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dogge: drinkes the green Mantle of the ſtanding 
Poole ; ni is whipt from Tything to Tything, and 
ſtockr, puniſh'd, av ; iwpriſon'd: who hath three Suites 
{ to his backe, ſixe ſhirts to his Body : 
' - _ Horſetoridc,and weapon to weare : 
But Mice, and Rats, and ſuch ſmall Deare, 
Have bin Toms food, for ſeven long yeere ; 
Beware my follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou fiend. 
Glow. What, hath your Grace no better company ? 
| Eag. ThePrinceof Darkenefle is a Gentleman. Wodo 
| hes calld,and Adabs, b.-- 
Glow. Our ficſhand blood, my Lord, is growne ſo vild, 
that it doth hate whargets it, 
. Eag. Poore Tomsa cold. 
Glow. Goe in with me ; wy duty cannot ſuffer 


with mans ſworne Spoule ; ſet not thy Sweet-heart on | 


Nor the ruſtling of Silkes, betray thy poore heart to wo- | 


Tobey inall your daughters hard commands : 
Thoughtheir injun&t1on be to barre my doores, 
And lktthis Tyrannous night take hold upon you, 
Yet have I venturcd to come ſecke you out, 
And bring you where both fire, and foed is ready» 
Lear. Firſt let metalke with this Philoſopher, 
W har 1s the cauſe of Thunder ? 
Kent, Goud my Lord take his offer, 
Gocintoth'houle. 
Lear. lletalke a word with this ſme learned Theban: 
W hat is your ſtudy ? 
Edg, How toprevent the fiend, and to kill Vermine, 
Lear, Let me aske you one word inprivate. 
Kent, 1tnportune him once more to goe my Lord, 
His wits begin r'unſettle. | 
Gtox. Canſt thou blame him ? Storm ſtil. 
His Daughters ſceke his death : Ah, that good Kerr, 
He ſaid it would be thus : poare baniſh'd man + 
Thou faycſt the King growes mad, Lletell thee friend 
I amaimoſt mad my lclfe;l hid a Sonne, 
Now out-law'd from my blood : he ſought my life 
But lately ; very late : I lov'd him (friend) 
Nofather his Sonne deerer : true to tell thee, 
The gricfe hath craz'd my wits. What a nights this? 
I doe beſeech your grace. 
Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir : 
Noble Philoſopher, your company. 
Eag. Toms a coid. 
Glo.In fellow there,into th'Hovell;keep thee warme 
Lear. Come, lets in all. 
Kent, This way, my Lord, 
Lear. Withhim ; 
I will keepe ſtill with my Philoſopher. 
Kent. Gocd my Lord, footh him: 
Let him take the fellow. 
Glow. Take him you on. 
Kent. Sirra, come on : goe along with us. 
Lear. Come, good Athenian, 
Glow No words, no words, huſh. 
Edg. Child Rowlendto the darke Tower came, 
His word was ſtill, fie, foh,and fum 


I ſmecll the blood of a Brittiſh man. Exemun. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Cornwall, and Edmund. 
Cory. I will have my revenge, creI depart his houſe. 
Baft. How my Lord, I may be cenſured, thar Nature 
thus gives way to Loyalty , ſomething feares me to 
thinke of. 
Coraw, Inow perceive, it was not altogether your 
Brothers evill diſpoſition made him ſeeke his death : but 


a provoking merit ſeta worke by a reprovable badneſſe 


in himſelfe. 

Ba#. How malicious is my fortune, that I muſt re- 
pentto be Juſt} This is the Letter which he ſpoke of ; 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advanta- 


gesof France. O Heavens ! that this Treaſon were not; | 


or not 1 the deteRors 
Corn. Goe with metothe Dutchefle. 
Ba#t. If the matter of this Paper be certaine,you have 


| mighty buſineſle in hand. 


Corn. 


| nd 


— 


| 
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Cors. True or falſc, it hath made thee Earle of Glou-| Glon. Good friend, I prethee take him in thy armes; 
ceſter : ſeeke out where thy father is, that he may bce | I have Oreheard a plot of death upon him : 
ready for eur apprehenſiqn. TY pi fot Thereis a Litter ready, lay himin't, | 

Baft. IfT find. him comforting the King, it will ſtuffe | And drive toward Dover friend,where thou ſhalt meete 
bis ſupition more fully. I will perſever in my courſe of | Both welcome, and protection. Take upthy Maſter, 
| Loyalty, though the conflict be ſore betweene that and | If thou ſhouldit dally halfe an boure, his life 
my blood. | | With thine, and allthat offer rodefend him, 

Corn, | will lay truſt upon thee; and thou ſhalt finde | Stand jn aſſured lofſe. Take up, take up, 
a deere father inmy Love. Exennt. | And tollow me, that will to ſome proviſion 

Give thee. quicke condutt. Come, come, awdh., Exemnt, 


as 


| ——_ —— 


Scana Sexta. | D 
Scena Septimas 
Enter Kent, and Glouceſter. "Ne 4 h _= 
| Glow, Hereis better then the open ayre,take ic thank- Enter ( ornvall, Regan, Gonerill, Baſtard, 
fully : I will peece our the comfort with what addition I and Servants. 
can : 1 wili not be long from you. | £x8t. | 
Kent. All the power of his wits, have given way to his Corn. Poſte ſpeedily to my Lord your husband, ſhew 
impatience: the gods reward your kindneſle. | him this Letter,the Army of France is landed : ſeeke out | 
| the Traitor Gloſter, 
Entey Lear, Edgar, and Fool, Keg. Hang him inſtantly. 


Edga. Fraterrento cals me, andtells me Nero isan Ang- | Gon, Plucke our his eyes. 
ler in the Lake of Darkneſle ; pray innocent, and beware | Corn. Leave him to my diſpleaſue, Ednmnd, keepe 


the fovic fend. | you our Siſter company : the revenges weare bound ro 
Foole. Prethee Nunkle tell me, whether a madman be | take upon your Traitorous father, are nor fit for your | 
a Gentlemen, or a Yeoman. bcholding, Adviſethe Duke where you are going, toa | 


Lear. AKing,a King. - molt teſtinate preparation ; we are bound ro the like. Our |] 
Foole, No, he'sa Yeoman, that has a Gentleman to | Poſtes ſhallbe ſwift, and intelligent betwixt us. Farc- 
his Sonne : for hes a mad Yeoman that ſees his Sonne a | well deere Siſter, farewell my Lord of Gloſter, 


Gentleman before him. Emer Steward, | 
Lear. To have athouſand with red burning ſpits How now? Wheresthe King? 
Come hizzing in upon'em- . Stew. My Lord of Gloſter hath convey'd him hence. Þ—— 
Eaga. Bleſle thy five wits. ; | Some five or ſix and thirry of his Knights | 
Kent. O pitty : Sir, where 1s the patience now , Hot Queſtriſtsaftec him, met him at gate, | 
Thar you ſo oft have boaſtedro retaine ? | Kr ho, withſome other of the Lords dependants, | 
Eaze. My teares begin to take his part ſo much, Are gone \vith him toward Dover ; wherethey boaſt } 
They marre my countert<tting. To have well armed friends. | 
Lear. The little dogges, and all , Corn. Get horſes for your Miftris. 
: Trey, Blanch, and Sweet-hearrt : ſee, they barke at me, Gon, Farewell tweet Lord, and Siſter, Exit. 
A Eaga. Tom will throw his head at them : Avauns you ({orv. Edmund farewell; gocſeckethe Traitor Gloſter, | 
£ Curtes, be thy mourh or blacke or white : £ Pinnion him like a Theefc, bring him bcforeus : 
L- Tooth that poy fons if it bite : ; Though well we may not paſſe upon hislife _ 
Maſtiffe, Grey-hound, Mongrill, Grim, Without the forme of Iuſtice : yer our power | 
Hound or Spanicll, Brache, or Hym Shall doe a curt'ſie to our wrath, which men 1 
Or Bobtaile tight, or Troudle taile, May blame, but nor comptroll. | 
Tom will make him weepe and wale, Enter Glonceſter, and Servants. 
For with throwing thus my head; Whosthere ? the Traitor ?- 
Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are led. _ : Reg. Ingratefull Fox, tis he. | 
Do, de, de, de : ſeſe ; Come, march to Wakes and Faires, Corn. Binde faſt his corky armes. | 
And Market Townes:poore Tom thy horne 1s dry. E-xiz. Glow, '\W hat meanes your Graces ? | 


Lear, Then let ther Anatomize Regan : See what | Good my friends conſider youare my Gheſts ; 
breeds about her heart. Is there any cauſe in Nature that' | Doe me no foule play, friends, 
make theſe hard-hearts» You fir, I entertaine for one of | Cory. Binde him I ſay. 
my hi:ndred;onel;,I doe not like the faſhion of your gar- Reg. Hard, hard : O filthy Traitor. | 


ments. You wili ſay they are Perſian ; but let them be Glow. Vamercifull Lady, as you are, Ime none, 
chang'd, <a Corn. To this Chaire bind him, | - 
Enter Glofter, | Villaine, thou ſhalt finde. - 


Kent. Now good my Lord, lye heere,andreſt awhile. | Glo. By the kinde gods, tis moſt ignobly done 
Lear. Make nonoiſe, make no noyſe, draw the Cur- | To plucke me by the Beard. | 


taines : ſo, ſo. we'il goe toſupper ith'morning; | Keg. So white, and ſuch a Traitar ? | 
Fozle. And Ile goe to bedat noone. | Glow. Naughty Lady, | 
Glow. Come hither friend ; 5 Theſe haires whichthou doſt raviſh from my chia © {| 


Where is the King my Maſter?  ._, - | Will quickenaudaccuſethee. InmyonrHoſt, 
Kent. Here Sir,burtroable him not, his witsare gone. | With Robbers hands, my hoſpitable favours 1 
: Ip. : > 124 Youl 
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You ſhould not ruffle thus, What will you doe 
{orn. Come Sir, 


| Whar Letrers had you late from France ? 


Ree. Be ſimple anſwer'd,for we know the truth. | 
Corn, And what confederacy have you with the Tra1- 
tors, late footedin the Kingdome ? 
Reg. To whoſe bands 
You have ſentthe Lunaticke King : ſpeake. 
Glox. I have a Letter gueſlingly ſer downe 
W hich came from one thats ofa newtrall heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. 
Corn. Cunning» 
Reg. Andfallc. 
Corn, Where haſt thou ſeat the King ? 
Glow, To Dover. 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover? 

Was't thou notcharg'd at perill. 

Corn. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him anſwer that. 

Glox. lam tyedtoth'Stake, | 
And I muft ſtand the Courſe. 

Reg. Whercforeto Dover ? : 

Glow. Becauſe I would not ſee thy cruell Nailes 
Plucke out his poore old eyes: nor thy fierce Silter, 
In his Annointed fleſh, ſticke boariſh phangs. 

The Sca, with ſucha ſtorie as his barc head, | 

In helt-blacke-vigbt indur*d, would have buoy'd up 
And quench'd the Stclled hres : 

Yet poore old heart, he holpethe heavensto raine. 
If Wolves had at thy Gate howl'd thac ſterne time, 
Thou ſhould(t have ſaid, good Porter turne the Key : 
All Cruelselfe ſabſcribe : bat 1 ſhall ſce 

The winged Vengeance overtake ſuch Children, 

Corn. Sect ſhalt thou never. Fellowes hold the Chaire, 
Vpon theſe eyes of thine, Ileſet my foote. 

Glo, Hethar will thinke to live, till he be old, 
Give me ſome helpe, —— O cruel! ! O you gods. 

Reg. One ſide willmocke another : Th'other too. 

| (orn. If you {ce vengeance. 

Serv. Hold your hand, my Lord ? 

I have fery'd you ever ſince I was a Child : 
But better {crvice have I never done you, 
Then now to bid you hold. 

Reg. How now, you dogge? 

Ser. If vou did wearea beard upon your chin, 

Ild ſhake it on this quarrell- Wit doe you meane ? 

(rn. My Viillaine ? 

Serv.Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 

Reg. Give me thy Sword. A pezant ftand up thus? 

Killes him. 

Ser. OhI am ſlaine : my Lord, you have one eye left 
To ſec ſome milchicfe on him. Oh. 

( orn. Leſtit ſee more, prevent it ; Out vilde gelly : 
Yhere isthy luſter now ? | 

Glow. All darke and comfortlcſle ? 

Wheres my Sonne Edmund ? 
Edmnnd, enkindle all the ſparkes of Nature 


- Toquit this horrid acte. 


Reg. Out treacherous Villaine, 


\ Thoucall'ſt on him) that hates thee, It was he 


That madc the overture of thy Treaſons to us:, 
Who is too good to pitty thee, 

Glox. O my follics !rhen Edgar was abus'd, 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and proſper him, ' 

Reg. Goc thruſt lim out at gates, and let him ſmell 
His way to Dover. Ex with Gloſter. 
How'is't my Lord ? How looke you? | 


-w 


ts. 


| 


Corr. I have receiv*da hutt: Follow me Lady : 
Turne ont that eyelefſe Yillaine : throw this Slave 
Vpon the Dunghill : Reges , I bleed apace, 

Vntimely comes this hurt. Give me your arme, Exennr, 


—— — 


— 


ans Quartus. Scana Prima, 


—— 


- 


Enter Edgar. 

Eag. Yet better thus. and knowne tobe contcmn'd, 
Then ſtill contemn'd and flatter'd, to be worſt ; 
Theloweſt, and moſt deject thing of Fortune, 

Stands {till in eſpcrance, lives not 11 feare . 
Thelamentable change is from the beſt, 
The work returnes to laughter. Welcome then, 


| Thou untubitantiall ayre that I embrace : 


The wretch that thou baſt blownc unio the worſt, 
Owes nothing ro thy vials, 
Enter Glonſter, and an Oldman. 

But who come heere ? My Father pooscly led 2; 
World, Wo1id, O World ! 
But that 1;y ſtrange mutations make us hate rhee, 
Life woulu wot yeeld to age. 

Oldm. OG my goud Lord, I have beene your Tenant, 
And your Fachers Tenant, thefe fourcſcore yeeres. 

Glow Awzy, get thee away : good friend be gone, 
Thy comforts ca 40C me no good at all, 
Thcethey may bart. | 

Olam. Y ou caunotlce your way. | 

Gon. i haveno way, and thercforc want noeyes: 
I fumbled wv hen I faw. Full oft tis ſcene, 

Our mcanes {ccure us, and our meere detects 
Prove our Commodities, Oh decre Sonne Edgar, 
The food of thy abufcd fathers wrath : 

Might I butiiveto fee thee in wy touch, 

Ild ſay I had eyes againe. 

Oldm. How now ? whos there? 

Eag. O gods; Who istcanſay Iamat worſt ? 
I am worſethen ere I was. 

Oldm. Tis poore mad Tom. 
Edo. And worle I may be yet: the worſt isnor, 
So long as wecan fay this 1sthe worlt. 

Olam, Fellow, where gocit ? 

Glo, Is ta Beggar-man ? 

Oldm. Madman, and beggar too. 

Glow, He has {ome reaſon, el{c he could not beg. 
Ith'laſt nights ſtorme, I ſuch a feilow ſav ; 
Which maJe methinke a Manza Worme. My Sonne 
Came then into my mind, and yet my mind 
Was then \carſe Friends with him. 

I have heard more ſince : 
As Flies to wanton Boyes, are we toth'gods, 
They kill us for their ſport. 
Edg. How ſhould their be ? 
Bad 15 the Trade that mult play to foole ſorrow, 
Ang ing it ſelfe, and others. Bleſſe thee Maſter. 

Glow, Is that the naked fellow ? 

Olam. I my Lord. 

Glow. Getthee away z if for my ſake 
Thou wiltore-take us hence a mile or twraine 
Pth'way toward Dover, doe it for ancient love, 
And bring ſome covering for this naked Sole, 
Which lle intreate to leade me, 

Oldm, Alacke fir, he is mad. 


Glex. 
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Gloe. Tisthe times plague, 
When Madmen leade theblinde : 
Doe as I bid thee; or rather doe thy pleaſure z 
Above the ret, be gone. 

Ola. tle bring him the Beſt Parrell that I have 
Com on't, what will, 

' Glox. Sirrah, naked fellow. 


Gtex. Come hither fellow, 
Eag. And yet I muſt: 
Blefle thy tweet eyes, they bleed. 
Glow, Knowſt thou the way to Dover ? 


poore Tom hath bin ſcarr'd out of his good wits. 


Have humbled to all ſtrokes : that Lam wretched 
Makes thee the happier : heavenis deale fo ſtill: 
Let the ſuperfluous, and Luſt-dieted man, 

That ſlaves your ordinance, that will not fee 


So diſtribution ſhould undoe excefle, 
Edg. I Maſter. 


Lookes fearcfully inthe confined Deepe : 
Bring me butto the very brimme of it, 
And Ile repayre the miſery thou doſt beare 
With ſomething rich about me : from that place, 
I (hall no leading ncede. 

Edg. Give me thy arme ; 


Exit. 


22g. Poore Tom's acold. I cannot daub it further. 


Edg, Both ftyle, and gate , horſeway, and foot-path : 


Bleſle 


thee good mans ſonne, from the foule fiend. ( plagues 
Glow. Here take this purſe, thou whom the heav'ns 


Becauſe be do's not feele, feele your power quickly : 
And each man haveenough. Dolt thou know Dover ? 


Glou, There isa Cliffe, whoſe high and bending head 


Poore Tom ſhall lcade thee. E xeunt. 


—_— 
_ 


Scana Secunda. 


Pr ea —__ 


Enter Gonerill, Baſtard, and Steward. 


Stew. Madam within, but never man tochang'd 
I told him of the Army that was Landed; | 
He ſmil'd at its Itold him you were comming, 


And of the loyall Service of his Sonne 
When 1 inform'd lim, then he call'd me Sot, 
And told me I had turn'd the wrong ſide out : 


W hat like, offenſive. | 
Gon, Then ſhall you goe no further. 
It is the Cowiſhterror of his ſpirit 
That dares not undertake : heeil not feele wrongs 


May prove effe&ts. Backe Edmund to my Brother, 
Haſten his Muſters, and condutt his powers. 


Into my Husbands hands. This truſty Servant 
(If you dare venture in your owne behalfe) 


Decline your head. This kifle, iFit durit ſpeake, 
Wou!d fretch thy Spirirsup into theyre ; 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 

Ba#, Yours in the rankes of death. 

Gon, My moſt deere Gloſter. 


a” — 


Gon, Welcome my Lord, I marvell our mild hasband 
Not met us 00 the way. Now, wheres your Maſter ? 


His anſwer was, the worſe. Of Gloſters Treachery, 


What moſt he ſhould diſlike, ſeemes pleaſantto him ; 


Which tye him to ananſwer ; our wiſhes on the way 


I muſt change names at home, aud give the Diſtaffe 
Shall pzfle betweeneus : ere long you are like to heare 


A Miſtrefſes command. Weare this ; ſpare ſpeech, 


EXit« 


| 


Oh, the difference of man, and'man; 
To theea Womans (ervices are due; 
My foole uſurpes my body. 

Stew, Madam, heere comes my Lord: 

Gon. I have beene worth the whiſtle, 

Alba. Oh Gonerill, | 
Youare not worth the'duſt whichthe rude winde - 
Blowes1n your face. 
' Gon. Milke-Liver'd man, 
That bearitachceke forblowes,a head for wrongs, 
W ho haſt not in chy browes ancye-diſcerning, 
Thine honor, from thy ſufering; 

Alba, Seethy lelfe divell: 
Proper deformity ſeemes not in the fiend 
So horrid as in woman, | 

Gon. Oh vaine toole. 

Entera Meſſenger. 

Hef, Oh my geod Lord, the Duke of Cornwall dead, 
Slaine by his Servant, going toput out 
The other eye of Gloſter, | 

Alba. Gloſters eyes ! : 

Meſſe A Servant chathe bred, thrill'd with remorſe, 
Oppos'd againſt the act z bending his Sword 
To his great Maſter, who,rhereat enrag'd 

Flew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead, + 
Butnot withoutthat harmefull ſtroke, which ſince 
Hath pluckt him after. 

Alba. This ſhewes yon are above 
yu pa IN theſe our nether crimes 

0 ipeedily can venge. But (O poore Gloſter 
Loſi he his other pe. ? _ 

Meſſ. Both, both, my Lord. 

This Letter Madam, cravesa ſpeedy anſwer z 
Tis from your Siſter, 

Gon, One way I like this well, | 
But being widdoiy, and my Gloſter with her, 
May ail the buildiug in wy fancy placke 
Vpoa my hatefull life. Another way 
The Mewes is notſo tart. Ile read, and anſwer. 

Alba. W here was his Sonne, 

W hen they didtake his eyes ? 

Heſſ. Come with my Lady hither. 

Alba. de is not heeres 

Meſſ. No my good Lord, I met him backe againe. 

Alha. Knoives he the wickednefſe? 

AHeſſ. T my good Lord:twas he inform'd againſt him 
And quit the houlc of purpoſe, thar their puniſhment 
Might have the freer courſe. | 

Al. Gloiter, 1 ive LEEk 
To thanke the for the lovethou ſhewdſi the King, 
And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither friend, 
Tell me what morethou knowſt, Exemnt. 


COA COA. = TIE Aeo—_— GJ CS * —C——CCOC—a— as 


Scena Tertia, 


Poo 4 _ —_ 


— Ds. — —_ 


Enter with Drum and (Colours, Cordelia, Gentlemen, 
| and S$ ou/diour #5 


Cord. Alacke, tis he : why he was met even now 
As aadas the vext Sea, ſinging alowd, 2+ | 
Crown'd withranke Fenitar, and furrow weeds, 

With Hardokes, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo flowres, | 


tr 2 Darnell 


> * be 


ET 


1 Darnell, and alt the idleweedes that grow =; Reg. T ipeake in underſtanging 3 Y'arc :Tknow't, 
| Inour ſuſtaining Corne, A Centexy {end forth; +: + | | Therefore T doe adviſe you takethisnote: , 
{ Search every Acrein the high-gcowne field,  * - My Lord is dead: £dmna, and L have talk'd, 
And bring him tb-eur eye « What-can mans wifedome *'| And more convenient is he for my. hand 
| Inthereſtoring his bereaved Senſe>: he that helpes him, | Then for your Ladies : You may gather more : 
{ Take all my outward worths © _ (rf It you doe find him, pray you give him this; 
Gent. There is meanes Madam : . And when your Miſtris hearesthus much from you, 

Our foſter Nurfeot-Nature, is repoſe, | I pray deſire her&all her wiſeome to her, 
The which he lackes : that to provoke in him Sofare you well - 
Are many Simples operative, -wholſe power If you doe chance to heare of that blinde Traitor, 

var ill SG ahomnk dacuid, | Prefermentfals on'him, that cuts him off, 
Cord. All bleſt Secrets, Stew. Would I conld meet him Madam,lI ſhould ſhew 
All youunpubliſh'd Vertues of theearth W hat party I doe follow. 
| Spring with my teares; be aydant, and remediate Reg. Fare thee well. . E'xennt. 
In the goodmans defifes; fecke, fecke for himy 
| Leſt his ungovern'd rage, diſſolue the life 
1] That wants the mcanes to leade it. + 


Emer Heſſenger. Scana Quinta, 


— 


'- 


' CHMeſe..Newes Madam, 

The Brittiſh Powersare marching hitherward. 

Cord. Tis knowne before. Our preparation ſtands 
| IncxpeRation of them. O deere father, Enter Glouceſter, and Edgar. ; 
| It is thy bufineflethatT goabout: therefore great France Glow. When ſhall I come to th'rop of that ſame hill 2 | 

My mourning, and importun'd ceares hath pitricd : Eag.Youdoe climbe upit now.Looke how we labour. 

4 Noblowne Ambiriondoth our Armes incite, Glou. Methinkes the ground is ceven. j 

But love, deere love, and our ag'd Fathers Rite : Eag. Aorrible ſtcepe. | 

Seone may. L hearc, andice him. Excunt. | Hearke, doe you heare the Sea? 
| Gor, No truly, 
| k Eag. Why then your other Senſes grow imperfect 

y your eyesanguiſh, 

Scena Quar Las Glon,' SO may itbe indeed. 

Me thinkes thy voyce is alter'd, and thou ſpeak'ſt 

| In better phraſe, and matter then thou did(t. 

| » Enter Regan, and Steward. Eag. Yare much deceiv'd ; in nothing am I chang'd 

| But in my Garments. | 

Reg. Butare my Brothers Powers ſet forth? Glow. Methinkes y*are better ſpoken. 

Stew, 1 Madam, Eag. Come on Sir, 

Reg. Himſelte in perſon there ? Heeres the place : ſtand ſtill : how tearetull 

Stew. Madam with much adoe | And dizy t1s, to caſt ones eyes ſo low, 

{ YourSiſter.isthe better Souldier. The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway ayre 
Reg, Lord Edmmnd ipake not with your Lord at home ; | Shew ſcarſe ſo groſle as Beetles. Halfe way downe 
Stew. No Madam. Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadfull Trade : 

Reg. What mightimport my Siſters Letter to him? | Methinkes he ſcemes no bigger then his head. 
Srew. I know not, Lady. The Fiſhermen, that walk'd upon the beach 
Reg. Faith he is poalted hence on ſerious matter : Appeare like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Barke, 

It was great ignorance. Glouaſters eyes being out — | Diminiſh'd to her Cocke ; her Cocke, a Buoy 

Tolet him live. Where he arrives, he moves Almoſt too ſmall for fight. The murmuring Surge, 

All heartsagainft us : Eamnd, | thinke is gone That on th'\unnumbred idle Pebble chafes 

In pitty of his miſery, to diſpatch Cannot be heard lo high, ile looke nv mare, 

His nighted life : Moreover to deſcry . Leſt my braine turnc, and the deficient fight 

Theſtrepgth oth'Enemy. = Topple downe headlong. 

Stew. I muſtneedsafrer him, Madam, with wy Letter. | Glow, Set me where you ſtand, 

Reg. Our troopes ſet forth to morrow, ſtay with us : Eag. Give me your hand : 

The wayesSare dangerous. You are now withina foete of th'extreme Verge : 

Stew. I may not Madam : For all beneath the Moone would I not leape upright. 
My Lady charg'd my duty in this buſinefſe. Glow. Let goe my hand : 

Reg. Why ſhould ſhewrite to Edmund? Heere friendsanother purſe : in it, a Iewell 

Might not you tranſport her purpoſes by word ? Belike, | Well wortha poore mans raking. Fairies, and gods 

| Some mp wr know not what. llelove thee much Proſper it withthee, Goe thou further off, 

| Let me unſcale the'Lerter. & | Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going. 

Stew. Madam, I had rather ———— Edge Now tare ye well, good Sir. 


——  - —— 
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Reg, I know your wa £2 not love her husband, Glow. With all my heart. 


{:I am fare of that : and at herJate being here, | Edg. Why 1doetrifle thas with his deſpaire, 
| She gave ſtrange Iliads, and moſt ſpeaking lookes Is done to cure it. 

To Noble Edmund. I know youarc of her boſome. - Glox. O you mighty gods ! 

| Stew, INadam? os nn, | This world I doe renounce, and in your ſights 
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Shake patiently my great affliction off : - 

If I could beare it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great oppolelefle willes, 
My inuite, and loathed part of Nature ſhould 
Burc ic ſelfe outs 1t Edgar live, O bleſſe him . 
Now tellow, tare thee well. 

Edg. Good Sir, farewell. 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 

The Treaſure of life, when life it {elte 

Yeelds tothe Theft. Had he binwhere he thought, 
By this had thought bin paſt. Alive, or deaG ? 
Hoa, you Sir z friend, here you Sir, {peake ; 

Thus might he paſlc indeed : yet he revives, 

What arr you Sir ? 

Glon. Away, and let me dye+ 

Eag. Hadit thou beene ought 
But Gozemore, feathers and Ayre, 

(So many fathome downe precipitating) 

Thoud'it ſhiver'd like an Egge : but thoudolt breath : 
Haſt heavy ſubſtance, blecdlt not, ſpeakſt, art found. 
Ten Maſts at each, make noi the altitude 

W hich chou haſt perpendicuiarly fell, 

Thy lifes a Miracle. Speake yet againe, 

Glox, Burt have I tainc, or no ? 

Eag. From the dread Summet of this Chalky Bourne 
Looke up a height, the ſhrill-gor'd Larke ſo farre 
Cannot be ſcene, or heard : Doe but leoke up. 

Glow. Alacke, I have nocyes : 

Is wretchedneſle depriv'd that benefit 

To cnd ir {elfe by death? Twas yet ſome comfort, 
When mitery could beguile the Tyrants rage, 
And trultrate hisproud will. 

Edg. Give me yourarme. 

Vp, to : How is't? Feeleyou your Legges? You ſtand. 

Glou, Too well, too well. 

Eag. This isabove all ſtrangeneſle, 

V pon the crowne oth'Cliffe, What thing was that 
W hich parted from you ? 

G/on. A pooreuntortune Beggat . 

Eadg. As I ftood here below, me thought his eyes 
Wcretwo full Moones: he had a thouland Noles, 
Hornes wealk*d, and waved like the enraged Sca : 

Ir was ſome fiend : Therefore thou happy tather, 
Thinke that the cleereit gods, who make them Honors, 
Of mens linpoſlibilities, have preſerved thee. 

Glu. i doeremember now : henceforth Ile beare 
Aﬀiiction, till irdoe cry out it felte 
Enough-enough, and dye. That thing you ſpeake of, 

I rooke 1t for a tnan : oftcn'twould fay 

| 'The fiend, the Fiend, he led me tothat place. 

| £dg. Beare free and patient thoughts. 

| Enter Lear, 

But who comes heere 2 | 

The fafer ſenſe will ne're accommodate 

His Maſter thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying. i am the 
King b1mfelte. 

Edg. O thou ſide-piercing fight ! | 
Lear.Natures above Art, in that reſpe&t. Theres your 
Prefie-money. That fellow handles his bow,like a Crow- 
keeper : draw me a Cloathiers yard, Looke, looke, a 
Mouſe peace, peace, this peece of toalted Cheeſe will 
doo't. Theres my Gauntlet, Ie prove it on a Gyant. 
Bring up the browne Biltes. O well flowne Bird: ith 
| clout, ith'clout ; Hewgh. Give the word, 

Eag. Sweet Mariorams 


— 
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| Lear. Paſle. | / 
Glow. I know that yoyce, 
Leer. Ha | Gonerdll with a white beard ? They flatter'd | 
melike a Dogge, and told me T had the white haires in 
my Beard, ere the blacke ones"yere there. To fay I, and 


Divinity. Whenthe raine came to wet me once, and 
wind to make me chatter: when th> Thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found cm,thereT tmelt em 
out, Goe to, they are not men other words; they told 
me, 1 was every thing:Tis a Lye, | am not Agti-proofe. 

Glow, The tricke of that yoyce, 1 doe well remembcs : 
Isnot the King ? 

Lear, 1, every inch a King. | 
When I doe ſtare, ſee how the ſubje& quakes. 
I pardon that manslife. W hat was thy canſe ? 
Adultery ? thon ſhalt not dye ; dye for Adultery 3 
No, the Wren go:so0*t, and the {mall gilded Flye 
Do's letcher m my ſight. Let Copulation thrive : 
For Glouſters baſtard Son was kinder to bis father, 
Then my Daughters got'twcene the lawfuli ſheets, 
Too't Luxury pell-mell, for Llacke Souldiers. 
Behold yond fimpring Dame, whoſe face betweene her 
Forkes prefages Snotw;that minces Vertue,and dos ſhake 
the head to; heare of pleaſures names, The Fitcheyw, nor 
the ſoyled hotle goes too't with a more riotous appe- 
tite: downe from the waſte they are Centaures, though 
Women all above : but to rhe Girdle doe the gods inhe- 
rit, beneath is all the hends. Theres hell; theres darke- 


> ——_— —— — 


neſle,there is the lulphurous pi:,burning,fcalding,ſtench, } 
conſumption : Fye, fie, he ; pah, pah « Give mea Ounce 
of Civer ; good Apothecary {weeren my imagination : 
Theres money for thee, 

Glow. Olct mekifle that hand. 

Lear. Lei me wipe it firſt, | 
It ſinelles of Mortality. | | 

Glou. O ruin'd pecce of Nature, this great world 
Shatl fo weare out to naught. 

Do'ft rzou know me? 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enongh ; doſt thou 
{quiny at ime ? No, doe thy wortt blind Cupid, Ile got 
_ Reade thou this challenge, marke but the penning 
of it. 

Glou. Were alithy Letters Sunnes, { could not (ee. 

Eag. I would not take this from report, 

It is, and my licarcbreakes at it. 

Lear, Read. 

Glow. What with the Caſe of eyes ? 

Lear, Oh ho, are you there with ine?No eyes in your 
head, nor no mony 1n your purſe ? Your eyes2rc i1 4 hea- 
vy cafe, your purſe ina 118Þr, yet you ſee how this world } 
TOES. 

Glogs. | {ee itfeelingly. | = 

Lear. What, art mad ? A mai; may fee liow this world 
goes, with no eyes. Looke with thine cares: Sce how 
yond Tuitice raitesapon youd timple ctheete. Hearke in 
thine care : Change places, and handy-dandy, which is 
the Iuftice, which 1s5therhecfe : Thou halt iecne a Far- 
mers dogge barke at a Beggar ? 

Glow. 1 Sir- 

Lear. And che Creatare run from the Cur: there thou 
mightſt behold thegreat image of Authority, a Pogg's 
obey'd in Office. Thou, Raſcall Beadle, hold thy bloody 
hand : why doſt thoulaſh that Whore ?Strip thy owne 
backe, thon hotly laſtsto uſe her inthat kind,for which 
thou whipſt her. The Vſurer hangs the Cozener. Tho- 


—— 


no, to every thing that Ifaid:T, and no too, was no good | 
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rough tatter'd cloathesgreat Vices doe appeare : Robes, | The bounty, and the benizon of heaven 
and furr'd gownes hide all. Place finnes with gold, and | Toboor, and boot: 
the ſtrong Lance of juſtice, hurtleſſe breakes: Arme 1t in Enter Steward. 
t agges,a Pigmies ſtraw does pierce it. None does offend, | Stew. A proclainyd prize: moſt _— 
none, I ſay none, Ile able em; take that of me my fricnd, || That eyelefie head of thine, was firſtfram'd fleſh 

, | who have the power to ſeale th'accuſers hps. Get thee | To raiſe my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy Traitor, 
' glaſſe-eyes, and like a ſcurvy Politician, ſeemeto ſee the | Briefely thy ſelfe remember : the Sword 1s out 
things thou doſt not. Now,now, now, now. Pull off my | That muſt deſtroy thee. | 
Bootes: harder, harder, ſo. Glow. Now let thy friendly hand 

Eadga. O matter, and iimpertinency mixt, Part {trength enough too'r. 
Reaſon in Madneſle, | Stew, Wherefore, bold Pezant,! 

Lear. If thou wilt weepe my fortunes, take my eyes- | Darſt thou ſapport apubliſh'd Traitor ? Hence, 
T know thee well enough, thy name is Gloſter : Leſt that th'infeion of his fortune take 
Thou mult be patient z we came crying hither : Like hold on thee. Let goe hisarme. 
Thou knowlt, the firſt time that we ſmell the Ayre Eag. Chill not let goe Zir, 
We wawle, and cry. I will preach to thee : Marke Without vurther caſion. 

Glow. Alacke, alacke the day. Stew. Let goe Slave, or thou dy'ſt. 

Lear. When we are borne, we cry that we are come Edg. Good Gentleman goe your 'gate, and let poore 
To this great ſtage of fooles. This a good blocke : volke paſſe : and *chud ha'bin zwagged out of my lite, 
[t were adclicate ftratagem to ſhooe | | twould not ha'bin zolong as tis, by a vortnight. Nay, 
A Troope of horſe with f:lt : Ile oy in proofe, come not neere th'old man: keepe out che vor'ye, or ice 
And when I have ſto!nc vpon theſe Sonnes in Lawes: try whither your Coltard, or my Ballow be the harder ; 
Then kill, Kill, Kill, ki!l, kill, kill. chill be plaine with you. 

Emer a Gentleman. Stew, Out Dunghill. 

Gent, Oh heerc he is ; lay hand upon him, Sir. Eag. Chill picke your teeth Zir : come, no matter vor 
Your moſt deere Daughter -—— your foynes. 

Lear. Noreſcue 2? Whar, a Priſoner ? I ameven Stew, Slave thou haſt laine me:villaine,take my puric ; 
The Naturall Foole of fortune. Vie me well, If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body, _ 

You ſhall have ranſome. Let me have Surgeons, And pive the Letters which thou findſtabout me, 
Iamcuttoth'Braines. To EdmnndEarle of Gloſter : ſecke him out 

Gent. You ſhall have any thing. Vpon the Engliſh party. Oh untimely death, death. 

Lear. No Seconds? All my ſelfe ? | Eag. I know thee well. A ſerviceable Villaine, 
Why, this would make a man,a man of Salt; | As duteous to the vices of thy Miſtris, 

To ufe his cies for Garden water-pots.I will dic bravely, | As badneſſe would deſire. 
Like a ſmugge Bridegroome. W hat? I will be loviall : Glox. W hat, is hedead ? 
Come, come, Iam a King, Maſters, knov7 youthat ? Edg. Sit you downe Father: reft you. 
Gent. Youarca Royall one, and we obey yOus Lets ſce theſe Pockets; the Letters that he ſpeakes of 

Lear, Then theres life in'r. Come, and you get it, May be my friends: he's dead ; Iam onely ſorry 
You ſhall ger it by running : Sa, fa, ſa,ſa, EXx#. | Hcehadno other Deathſman. Lerus ſee : 

Gent. A (ſight moſt pittifull in the meaneſt wretch, Leave gentle waxe, and manners : blame us not 
Paſt ſpeaking of in a King. Thou haſt a Daughter To know our enemies mindes, we rip their hearts, 
Who redeemes Nature from the generall curſe Their Papers are more lawfull. 

Which twaine haye brought her to. Reads the Letter. 

Eay. Haile gentle Sir. Sow our reciprocal vowes be remembred. Ton bave many 

Get. Sir, ſpced you : whats your will? opportunities to cut hins off-if your will want not, tame and 

Edg. Doe you heare ought (Sir) ofa Battell toward. | place will be frairfully offer d. There t nothing done, If hee 

Gent, Moſt {1 ure, aud vuigar : retur xe the C 0nqueror, then am ] the Priſoner, and hu bed,my 
Every one heares that, which can diſtinguiſh ſound. Goale, from the loathed warmth whereof, deliver me , end ſup- 

Edp. Burt by your favour : ply the place for your Labony. 

{| How neeres the other Army ? Toxr (Wife, ſo I wouldſay) affe io» 
Gent, Ncere,and en ſpcedy foot : the maine diſcry nate Servant. Gonerill, 
Stands onthe hourely thought. Ofindinguiſh'd ſpace of Womans will, 
Eag. I thanke you Sir, thats all. A plot upon her vertuous husbands life, 
Ger. Though that the Queene on ſpeciall cauſe is here | And the exchange my brother : heere, in the ſands 
Her Army is mov'd on. Exit. | Thee Ile rake up, thepoſteunſanttified 
- Eag. [thanke youSir. Of murtherous Letchers : and inthe mature time, 
Gl. Youever gentle Gods, take my breath from me, | With this ungracious paper ſtrike the ſight 
Let not my woricr Spirit tempr me againe | Ot the death-praRtis'd Duke : for him tis well, 
Te dye before you pleaſe. Thar of thy death, and buſineſle, I can tell. 
Edg. Wellpray you Father. Glos. The Kingismad : 
Glow, Now good fir, whatare you ? How fliffe is my vildeſenſe 
Edg A moſt poore man,made tame to Fortunesbloyes 4 ThatI ftand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Who, by the Art of knowne, and feeling ſorrowes, ' Of my huge Sorrowes ? Better I were diſtract, 
| Am pregnantto good pitty. Give me your hand, { So ſhould my thoughts be ſever'd from my gricfes, 
Teleade you to ſome biding. Drumafarre off 


Glow. Hearty thankes : And woes, by wrong imaginationslooſe 
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| The knowledge of themſelves. 
Ede. Give me your hand: 
Farre off me thinkes 1 heare the beaten Drumme, 
Come father, Ile beſtow you with a friend: Exeunt.. 


— 


Vpona wheele of fire, that mine owne teares 
Doe ſcald, like molten Lead. 
Cor. Sir, doe you know me ? 
Lear, You are aſpirit I know, w 
Gor, Still, ſti;l, farre wides 
Gen, Hes ſcarſe awake, 


here did you dye? 
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Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Gentleman: 


Cor, Othou good Kent, 
How ſhall 1 live and work® 
To matchthy gcodneſſe? 
My life will be too ſhort, 
And every meaſure faile me. ; | 
Kent, To be acknowledg'd Madam is ore-pay'd, 
All my reports goe with the modeſt tzuth, 
Nor more, nor clipr, but ſo. 
Cor. Bebettecr ſuited, 
Theſe weedes are memories of thoſe worſer houres : 
I prethee put them off. 
Kent, Pardon deere Madam, 
Yet to be knowne ſhortens my made intent, 
My boone I make it, that you know me nor, 
Till time, and I, thinke meet. 
Cor, Then be*t ſo my good Lord : 
How dos the King ? 
Gent, Madam ſlcepes ſtill. 
Cor. Oyou kind Goes ! 
Cure this great breach in hisabuſed Nature, 
Th'untun'd and jarring ſenſes,O winde up, 
Of thus child-changed Father, 
Gent, Sopleaſe your Majeſty. 
That we may wake the King, be hath ſlept long ? 
Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceede 
I'thi{way of your owne will : is hearray's ? 


Enter Lear 5n a chaire carried by Servants. 


Gent. I Madam : in the heavineſſe of fleepe, 
We put freſh garments on him. 
Be by good Maciain when we doc awake hi 
I donbr of his Tmperance, 
Cor. O my deere father, reſtauration hang 
Thy medicine on wy lippcs, and let this kiſſe 
Reparre thoſe violent harmes;that my two Siſters 
Have 1n thy Reverence made. - 
Kent. Kind and deere Princcfle. 
Cor. Had you not bin their father, theſe white flakes 
Did challenge pitty of them. Was this a face 
To be oppos'dapainſt the jarring windes? - 
Mine Encmies dogge, though he had bit me, 
Should have4tood that night againſt my fire, 
And wastthoufaine (poore Father) 
To hovell thee with Swine ad Rogues forlorne, 
In ſhort, and muſty ſtraw ? Alacke, alacke, 
Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes; ſpeake to hims 
Gert. Madam doe you;tis fitteſt. 
Cor. How does my Reyall Lord? . 
How fares your Majeſty ? 
Lear. You doe me wrong to take me out oth'gravez 
Thouart a Soule in bliſſe, but I am bound 


m, 


he! 


Let him alone a while. 
Lear. Where havel bin? 
Where am 1 ? faire day light ? 
I am mightily abus'd ; I ſhould ev*n dye with pitty 
To ſee another thus. I know not whattofay : 
I will not ſweare theſe are my hands lets ſee, 
I feele this pin pricke, wouid I were aflur'd 
Of my condition, | 

Cor, O looke upon me Sir, 

And hoid your hand in benediAiono're me, 
You mult not kneele, 
Lear. Pcay doe not mocke me z 
I ama very fooliſh fond old man, 
Fourc{core and upward, 
Not an hourc more, nor lefle 3 
And todeale plaincly, 
I feare 1 am not it2 my perfect mind. | 
Me thinkes I ould kyow you, and know this man, 
Yet I am doubtful! ; tor | am maincly ignorant 
W hat place this is ,and all the sk1lt I have 
Remembers not theſe garments : nor I know not 
W here I did lodge laſt night. Doe not laugh at me, 
For (as I am a wan) I thinke this Lady 
To be my child ( ordelias 
Cor. Andſolam: I am, 
Lear. Be your teares wet ? 
Yes faith; I pray weepe not. 
If you have poyſon for mee, I will drinke it : 
I know you doe not love me, for your Siſters 
Have (as I doe remember) done we wrong, 
You have ſome cauſe, they have not, 

{or. No cauſe, ng cauſe. 

Lear. Am I in France? 

Kent. In your owne. kingdome Sir, 

Lear. Doe not abuſe me. 

Gent. Be comiorted good Madam, the great rage 
Youſee is kild in him : defire him to goe in, 
Trouble him no moretill further fetling. . 

Cor. Wilr pleaſe you kighnefle waike 2? 
Leer. You muſt beare v1 ith me : 
Pray you now forget, and forgive, 


L am old and fooliſh. E xentt. 
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Enter with Drumme and Colous, Edmund, Regar, 
Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 


Bait. Know of the Duke if his laſt purpoſe hold, 
Or whether ſince he isadvis'd by ought 
To change the courle, hes full of alteration, - 
And ſelfe reproving,bring his conſtant pleaſure. 
Reg; Our Siſters man 1s certainely muſcarried. 
Ba#, Tis to be doubted Madam-. 
| Reg. Now ſweet Lord, 
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va know the goodneſſe Tintend upen you : 
Tell me but traly, but then ſpeake the truth, 
| Doe you notlove my Siſter ? 

Baft. In honour'd Love. 
Reg. Put have you never 
To 5; tore-fended place ? 
Baft. No by mine honor, Madam. 

Reg. 1 never ſhall endurc her, deere my Lord, - 
| Benot familiar with her. 
Baſt. Feare not, the and the Duke her husband. 


Enter with Drum and { olours, Albany, Gonerill, Soldiers. 


found my Brothers Ways 


Alba. Our very loving Siſter, weil be-met : 
Sir,this I hcard, rhe King is come to- his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
Forc'd to cry out. 

Regan. Why is this reaſond ? 

Gone, Combine together gainſt the Enemy ; 

For theſe domeſticke and particular broiles, 
Are not the queſtion heere. 

Alb. Lets then determine withth'ancient of warre 
On our procecding. 

Reg-. Siſter youle goc with us? 

Gon. Nos 

Reg. Tis moſt convenient, pray goe with ns. 

Gon, Oh, ho, I know the Riddle, I will goe. 

E xeunt both the Armies. 


| Enter Edgar 5 
Edg.Ifere your Grace had ſpeech with man ſo poore, 
Heare me one word. 
Alb. Ile overtake you, fpeake. 
Edg. Before you fight the Battaile, ope this Letter : 
If you have viRtory, let the Trumpet found 
For him that brought it : wretch chough 1 ſceme, 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove 
W hat is avouched there. If you miſcarry, 
Your buſinefle of the world hath ſo a end, 
And machination ceaſes. Fortune loves you, 
Alb. Stay till I have read the Letter. 
Edg. I wasforbid it : 
When time ſhall {erve, let but the Herald cry, 
And Ile appcare againe. Exh. 
Alb. Why fare thee well, I will o're-looke thy paper. 


Enter Eammund. 


| Ba#f, The Enemy's inview, draw up your powers, 
Heere isthe gueſſe of their true ſtrength and torces, 

By diligent diſcovery, bur your haſt 
Is now urg'd on you. 

Alb. We wlll greet the time. Exit, 

Ba#. To both thele $iſtsrs have I ſworne my loye : 
Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung 
| Arcof the Adder. Which of them ſhall I take? 
Borh 2 One? Or ncither * Ncirher can be enjoy'd 
If both remaize alive : To take the Widdow, 
Exaſperates, makes mad her Siſter Goveri/, 

And hardly ſhall I carry out my fide, 

| Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll uſe 


| His countenance for the Battaile, which being done, 
| Let her who would be rid of him, deviſe 
| His ſpeedy taking off. Asfor the mercy 
Which he intends to Learand to Cordelia, 
| The Battaile done, and they withnour pawer; 


hoe 


Shall never ſee his pardon ; for iny ſtate, 
Stands on mie to defend, not to debate. 


Scana Secunda. 


"OR 


| Alarum within, Enter with Drum and Colours, Lear, (or- 


delia, ard Souldiers, over the Stage, and Exennt. 


Enter Edgar, and Glhiter. 


Edg. Heere Father, take the ſhadow of this Tree 
For your good hoaſt : pray that the right may thrive : 
If ever I returne to you againc, 
Ile bring you comfort. 
Glr. Grace goc with you Sir: Exit, 
Alarum and Retreat within. 
Emer Edgar. y 
fag. Away old man, give me thy hand. away : 
Kirg Lear hach loſt, he and his Daughter tane, 
Give mc thy hand. Come on. 
"G/. Nofurther Sir, a man may rot eyen heere, 
Eag. What inill thoughts againe ? 
Menwmutlt endure 
Their going hence, evenas their comming hither, 
Ripeneſle is all,come on. 


Glo. And thats true too. E xennt. 


Scena T ertia, 


—_—— a 2 


Enter #n conqueſt with Drum and Celenrs, Edmund, Lear, 
and ( vracla, as priſoners, Souldiers, Captaine. 


Baſt. Some Oilicers take them away ; good guard, . 
Vnilltheir greater pleaſures firſt be knowne 
That are to cenſure them. 

Cor. Weare not the firſt, 
Who with beſt mcaning have incurr'd the worſt : 
For thee opprefied King Iam caſt downe. 
My ſclfe could elſe out-frowne falſe Fortunes frowne. 
Shall we not ſcetheſe Daughters, and theſe Sifters? 

Lear. No, no, no, no : come lets away to priſon : 
We two alone will fing like Birds ith'Cage : 
When thou doſt aske me blefling, Le kneele downe 
And aske of thee forgiveneſle : So we'll live, 
And pray, and ſing, and tell eld tales, and laugh 
Ar gilded Butterflies : and hcare poore Rogues 
Talke of Court newes, and we'll talkd wich them too, 
Who looſes, and who wins ; whos in, whos out ; 
And take upons the myſtery of things, | 
Asif we were Gads ſpies: And we'll weare out 
In a wall d priſon, packes and ſets of great ones 
Thatebbe and flow by th*' Moone. 

Ba#t, Take them away. 

Lear, V pon ſuch facrifices my Cordelia, 
The gods themſelves throw incenſe, 
Have I caught thee? 
Hethar parts us, ſhall bring a Brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence, like Foxes : wipe thine eye, | 
The good yeeres ſhall deyoure them, fleſh and fell, 


Ere | 


——— 
— _ _—— 


— — 
— 


Ere they ſhall make us weepe ? 
Wecele ſee e'm ſtarv'd firſt: come. 
Be#t, Come hither Captaine, hearke. 
Take thou this note, goe follow them to priſon, 
One ſtepI have advanc'd thee, if thou doſt 
As this inſtru&s thee, thou deſt makethy way 
To Noble Fortunes : know thou this, that men 
Areasthe time is ; tobe tender minded 
Does not become a Sword, thy great imployment 
Will not beare queſtion : either ſay thou'lt do't, 
Or thrive by other meanes, 
Cape. Ile dot my Lord. 
Baſt. About it, and write happy, whentlYhaſt done, 
Mark I ſay inſtantly, and carry it fo | 
AS$I have {ct it downe« 


Exit. 


Exit Captaine, 


Enter eAlbany, Gonerill, Regan, Souldiert, 


Atba. Sir, you have ſhew'd te day your valiant ſtraine 
And fortune led you well : you havethe Captives 
W ho were the oppoſites of this dayes ſtrife ; 
I doerequire them of you ſotouſe them, 
As we ſhall find their merits, and our ſafety 
\ May equally determine. 
| Baſt. Sir, I thought it fir, 
To {end the old and miſerable King to ſome retention, 
' Whoſe age had Charmes in it, whoſe Title more, 
To grace the common boſome on his ſide, 
And turnevur impreſt Launces in our eyes ” 
W hich doe command them. With him I ſent the Queene 
My reaſon all the ſame, and they are ready 
To morroyw, or at further ſpace, t'appeare 
Whcre you ſhall hold your Seſſion. 
Alb. Sir, by your patience. 
l hold you buta ſubject of this Warre, 
Not as a brother. 
Reg, Thats as we liſt tograce him. 
Mcthiakes our pleaſure might have bin demanded 
Ere you had ſpc ke ſo farre. Heled our Powers, 
Bore the Commiſſion of my place and perſon, 
The which immediacy may well ſtand up, 
And call it ſelfe your Brother. 
Gon, Not ſohot: 2 | 
In his owne grace hedoth cxalt himſelfe, 
Morethen in your addition. 
Reg. Inimy rights, _. Fo 
By me inveſted, he compeeres the beſt. _ | 
Alb, That were the moſt, it he ſkould husband you. 
Reg. Teſters doe oft prove Prophets. 
Gon. Holla, holla, 
Thar eye thattold you fo, look'd but a ſ{quint. 
Rege, Lady Iam not well,ciſc I ſhouldanſwer 
From a full lowing ſtomacke. General, 
Takethou my ſouldiers, priſoners, patrimony, 
: Diſpoſe of them, of me, the walls arerhine : 
. Witneſſe the world, that I create thee heere 
My Lord, and Maſter. | 
- Gow, Meaneyoutoenjoy him ? poet N 
eAlb, The let alone lies notin your good will. 
Be#i, Nor inthine Lord. 
Alb, Halfe-blooded fellow, yes. SN 
' Reg. Letthe Drum ſtrike, and prove my title thine. 
ID Ah Stay yet, beare reaſon : Edmwmnd, 1 arreſt thee 
* On capitall Treaſon ; and inthy arreſt, .  _ 
This guilded Serpent : for your claime faire Siſters, 


T bare it inthe intereſt of my wife, 
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Tis ſhe is ſub-contra&ed to this Lord, 
And I her husband contradi& your Banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me; 


| My Lady is beſpoke, 


Go, An enterlude. 


eb. Thou artarmed GloFter, 


| \ \Letthe Trumpet ſound : 


If none appeare toproveupon thy perſon, 
Thy heynous, manifeſt, and many Treaſons, 
There 1s my pledge : le make itonthy heart 
Ere I taſte bread, thou art in nothing lefle 
T hen Lhave heere proclaim'd thee. 
Reg. Sicke, O licke. 
Gon, If not, Ile nere truſt medicine. | 
Baft. Theres my exchange, what inthe world he is 
That names me Traitor, villaine-like helyes, 
Call by the Trumpet : he that dares approach ; 
On him, on you, whonot, I will maintaine 
My truth and honor firmely. 


Enter a Herald. 


Alb. A Herald, ho. 
Truſt to thy ſingle vertue, for thy Souldiers 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Tooke their diſcharge. 

Regan. My lickeneſſe growes pon me. 

eLibany; She isnot well, convey her to my Tent, 
Come hither Herald, let the Trumpet ſound, 
Andread outthis. 

Herald reads. 


FF any man of qualuy or degrte within the liſts of the Ar- 
n9,will maintains upon Edmund ſuppoſed Earle of Glofter, 
that he is 4 manifold Traitor, let him appeare by the third 
ſound of the Trumpet : he uu bold in his defence: 1 Trumpet, 


A Trumpet ſounds. 


Her. Againe. 2 Trumpet. 
Her. Againe. 3 Trumpet. 
Trumpet anſwers within, 


Enter Edgar armed, 


eAlb. Aske him his purpoſes, why he appeares 
Vpon this Call o*ch'Trumpet. * 
Fer. What are you? 
Your name, your quality, and why you anſwer 
This preſent Summons? 
Eadg. Know my name 1s loſt | 
By Treaſons tooth : bare-gnawne,and Canker-bir, 
Yetam I Noble as the Adverſary 
{ come to cope. 
eAlb. Whichis that Adverſary? | 
Eds. Whats he that ſpeakes for Edmwnd Earle of Glo- 
Bait, Himſfelfe, what ſailt thou to him ? (lter ? 
'Edy. Draw thy Sword. 
That if my ſpeech offend a Noble heart, 
Thy arme may doethee luſtice, heere 1s maine : 
Behold it is my priviledge, 
[The priviledge of mine honours, 
My oath, and my profeſſion. I proteſt, 
Maugrethy Rrength, place, youth, and eminence,” 
Deſpiſe thy viter-Sword, and fire new fortune,” 
Thy valor, and thy heart, thouart a Traitor ; | -* 
Falſe to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father, 
Conſpirant _ this high illaftrious Prince, 
And from th'extremeft upward of thy head,” 


| To the diſcent and duſt below thy foote, oe wad 
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| A moſt Toad-ſpotred Traitor. Say thou ne, 


This Sword, thisarme, and my beft ſpirits are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I ſpcake, 
Thoulyeſt. | 
Bat. In wiſcdome I ſhould aske thy name, 
But ſince thy out-ſide lookes ſo faire and Warlike, 
And that thy tongue (ſome ſay )of breeding breathes, 
W har ſafe, and nicely I might well delay, 
By rule of Knight-bood, I diſ{daine and ſpurne : 
Backe doe I rofle theſe T reaſons to thy head, 
With the hell-hated Lye, orc-whelme thy heart, 
Which for they yer glance by, and ſcarcely bruile, 
This Swerd of mine ſhall give them inſtant way, 
Where they ſhall reſt for ever. Trumpets ſpeake- 
Atb. Save him, fave him. 
Gor. This ispraQiſe Gloſter, 
By th'law of Warre, thou waſt not bound to anſwer 
An unknowne oppoſite : thou art not vanquiſh'd, 
But cozend, and beguild. 
elb. Shut your mouth Dame, ; 
Oc with this paper ſball I ſtop it : hold Sir, _ 
Thou worſe then any name, reade thine owne evill : 
No tcaring Lady, | perceive you know 1t. ; 
Gor. bay if Idoe, the Lawes arc mine not thine, = 
' Who can araigne me fort? Exit, 
Baft. Aske me not what I know, 
Alb. Gocafter her, ſhes deſperate, governe her. 
Baſt. W hat you have charg'd me with, 
That have I done, ' if: 200 
And more, much more, the time will bring it out. 
Tis paſt, and ſo am I : But whatartthon 
That haſt this fortune on me ? If thou'rt Noble, 
I doe forgive 78 ; 
Eag. Lets exc echarity : 
I _ lefle in blood then Ab art Edmund, 
If more, the more th'haſt wrong'd me. 
My name is Edger and thy Fathers ſonne, 
The gods are jult, and of our pleaſant vices 
Make inſtruments to plague us: 
The darke and vitious place where thee he got, 
Colt bim his cyes. | "BB Þ 
Ba#. Th'haſt ſpoken right, tis true, 
The Whecle iscome full circle, Iam heere. 
Alb. Me thought thy very gate did prophefic 
A Royall Noblenefle : I muſt embracerhec, ' 
Let ſorrow ſplit my heart, if ever I 
Did hatethee, or thy father. 
Eag. Worthy Prince I knowr. 
| Ak Where have you hid yourſelfe? 
How have you knowne the miſcries of your father ? 
Edg. By nurſing them wy Lord. Liſta briete tale, 
And whentis told, O that my heart would þurſt. 
The bloody proclamation to eſcape 
That follow'd ms ſo necre, (O eur lives ſweetneſle, 
Thar we the paine of death would hourely dye, 
| Rather then dye at once)taught meto ſhift 
| Intoa mad-mans ragges, t'aflume a ſemblance 
| That very Dogges diſdain'd ; and.in this habit 
| MetI my father with-his bleeding Rings, =» 
Thcir precious Stones new loſt : became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, fav'd him fromdiſpaire . 
Never (O fault) reveal'd my ſelfe unto him, 
Vntill ſome halfe houre paſt when I wasarm'd, 
Not ſare, though -hopingot this good ſuccefle, 
I aak'd his bleſing, nd rom ff laſt 


: 
- 
-_ 


Alarums. F obs. 


e-41b. Moſt monſtreus!O, knowſt thou this paper? . 


| 


Told kim our pilgrimage, But his flawd heart 

( Alacke too weake the conflict ts ſupport) 

Twixt two extremes of paſſion, joy and griefe, 

Burk ſmilingly. | 
Bait, This ſpeech of yours hath mov'd me, 

And ſhail perchance doc good, butſpeake you on, 

Youlooke as you had ſomething more to ſay. 
Alb. If there be more, more wotfull, hold it in, 

For I amalmoſt ready todifſolve, 

Hearing of this. 


Enter a Gentlemave. 
Gev. Helpe, helpe ; O helpe. 
Eag. What kind of helpe ? 
Alb. Speake man. 
Eag. What meancsthis bloody Knife 
Gee, Tis hot, it \moakes, cameeven from the heart 
of -——O thes dead. 
Alb. Whodead? Speake man, 
Gen, Your Lady Sir, your Lady ; and her Siſter 
By her is poyſon'd : ſhe confeſſes it. . | 
Baſt. I was contraRted tothem both, all three ' 
Now marry in an initant. 
Eag. Here comes Ken, 


| 


Emer Kent. 
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead i 
Gonerill and Regans bodies brought ont, | 
This judgement of the heavens that makes us tremble. 
Touches us not with pitty. O is this ſhe? | 
The time will not allow the complement | 
W hich very manners urges. 

Kent. Iam come | 
To bid my Kivg and Maſter aye good night, 
Is he not here? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot, | 
Speake Zdmnnd, wheres the King?and wheres Cordelia ? 
Seeſt thou this object Kerr. 

Kent, Alacke, why thus? 

Ba#ft. Yet Edmund was bcloy'd : 

The onethe other poiſon'd for my ſake, 
And after ſlew herlelfe. 

Als, Evenſo : cover their faces. 

Ba#t, I pant forlife : ſome good I meane todoc 
Deſpight of mine owne Nature. Quickly ſend, 
(Bebricfe init) to th'Chaſtle for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on (ordelia: 

Nay, ſendintime. | 

Alb. Run,run, O run. 

Edg. To whommy Lord? Who hasthe Office? 
Scnd thy roken of repreeve. 

Beft. Well thought on, take my Sword, 
Give it the Captaine. 

Ede. Haſtthee for thy life. 

B84, He hath Cowmiſſien from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Cordelia in the priſon, and 
Tolaythe blame upon her owne diſpaire, 

T hat ſhe fore-did her ſelfe. 
Ath, The godgdefend her, beare him hence a while, 


Emer Lear with Cordehiain hi armes. 
Zoww. Howle,howle,howle: O your are men of ſtones, 
Had I your tongues and eyes, 1 duſe them ſo, 
| That heavens vault ſhould cracke: ſhes gone for cycr. 
I know when one is dead, agd when one lives, 


oe 
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| Shes dead as earth : Lend me a Looking-glafſe, 
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| If that herbreath will miſt or ſtaine the ſtone, 


Why then ſhe lives, ' 
Kent. Is this the promis'd end ? 
Eadg. Or image of that liorror. 
Alb. Fall and ceaſe, 
Lear. This feather ftirs,ſhe lives : if it be ſo, 


{ It isa chance which dog's redeeme all forrowes 


That ever [have felt. 

Kent, O wy good Maſter. 

Lear. Prythee away. 

Edg. Tis noble Kent your Friend. EY 
| Lear, Aplague upon you murtherers,Traitorsall; 
I might have ſav'd her,now ſhe's gone for ever ; 


| Cordelia,Cc ordelia,(tay 2 little. Has 
) What is': thou faiſt ? her vojce was ever ſoff, 


Gentle,and low,an excellent thing in woman, 
I kill'd the ſlave that wasa hanging thee, 
Gent. Tis true (my Lords) hedid. 
Lexzr. Did I not fellow ? _ Ys 

I have ſeene the day, with my good biting Faulchion 

I would have made him 3kip : Iam oid now, 

And theſe ſame croſſes ſpoyle mc, W ho are you? 

Mine eyes are o'thbeſt,Ile tell you firaight. | 
Kent, If Fortune brag of two,ſhe lov'd and hated, 

Oneof them we behcld. 

Lear; This is a dull ſight,are you not Kent ? 
Kent.” The ſame : your ſervant Kent, 

Where is yoor ſervant Ca: ? 

Lear* He's good fellow,T cantell you that, 

Hee'l ſtrike and quickly too, he's dead and rotten, 
Kent. No my good Lord,I am the very man, 
Lear, Ile fee that ſtraight. | 
Kent. Thatfrom your firſt of difference and decay, 


Hane follow'd your (ad lteps, 


Lear. You are welcome hither. 
Kent. Nor nomanelle : 


| All's cheerelefſe, darke,and deadly, 


Your eldeſt daughters have fore-done themſelves, 
And deſperately are dead. 

Lear. Iſo1 thinke. bp 
Alb, Be knowes not what he ſayes,and vaine is it 


Ro 


| Never,never,never,never,never. 


Shall never ſee {o much, nor live ſo long, 


g_ A” rw. eee or 


That we preſent us to him, 


Enter a Meſſenger, 
Edg. Very bootleſſe. 
HMeſe Edmund is dead my Lord. 
Alb. Thats but a trifc here : 
You Lords and Noble friends know our intent, 
Whar comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be appli'e. For us we will reſigne, / | 
During the life of this old Majeſty 
To him our abſolute power,youto your rights, 
With boor,and ſuchaddition asyonr honours 
Have more then merited. All Friends ſhall 
Taſte the wages of their vertue,and all Foes 
The cup of their delervings : O ſce,ſee. 
Lear. And my poore Foole ishang'd : Nognogno life? |} 
Why ſhoulda Dog,a Horſe,a Rat have life, 
And thou no breith atall? Thow'lt come no niore, 


Pray you undoc this Button. Thanke you Sir, 
Doe you ſee this? Looke on her,looke on her lips, 
Looke there,looke there, | He ayes, 

Eag. He faints,my Lord,my Lord: Es 

Kent, Breake heart,I prythee breake. 

Edg. Looketo my Lord. {- Hos 

Rent. Vex not his ghoſt,O let him paſſe,he hates kim, 
That would upon the wracke of this tough world. | 
Stretch him out longer. _ 

Eadg. Heis gone indeed. 

Kent, The wonder is, he hath endur'd ſo long, 
He butuſurprt his life. 

Alb. Beare them from hence,our preſent bufineſſe | 
Is generall woe : Friends of my ſovle, you twaine, , 
Rule in this Realme,and the gor'd'ſtate ſuſtaine- 

Kent, I havea journey fir,ſhortly to goe, ous 
My Maſter calsme,I muſt not fay no. ' Dyes. | 

Edg. The waight of this fad time we mult obey, 
Speake what we feele,not what we ought to fay : 
The oldeſt hath borne moſt, we that are yong, | 


Exennt with a dead march, 
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Aitus Primus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Rodorigo and Tago, 


Rodorige. 
Kay Evertcll me, I take it very unkindly . 
MNGAS That thou( [ago ) who halt had my purſe, (this. 
INK As ifche ſtrings werethine,ſhould'it know of 
*"S . [479. But you'lnot hcare me. If ever I did 
Ot ſuch a matter,abhorre me, (dreame 
Redo. Thou told'ſt me, - 
Thou didſt hold bim inthy hate, 
Tago..Deſpiſe me : 
IfI doe not, Three great ones of the Citie, 
(In perſonall ſuit to make me his Ligvetcnant) 
Off-<captto him : and by the faith of man 
] I know my price,I am worth no woſc a place. 
Bur he(as loving his owne pride,and purpoles) 
Evades them; with a Bumbaſt Circumſtance, 
Horribly tuft with Epithites of warre, 
Non-ſuites my. Mediators. For certes,layes he, 
I have already choſe my Oilicer- And what was he ? 
Forſooth,a great Arithmetician, ... ... 
| One Ahicbael Caſſio,a Florentine, = 
(A Fellow almoſt damn'd ina faire wife ) 
That never ſer a Squadron inthe Field, 
Nor the diviſion of a battaile knowes 
Morethan a Spinſter: Vnlcfſe the Bookiſh Theoricke ; 
Wherein the Tongued Conſuls can propoſe Mp 
As Maſterly as he, Mecre prattle (without praRtiſe ) 
Is all his Souldierſhip. But he (Sir)had th'cleRion 
{ And I(of whom his cyes had ſcene the proofe 
At Rhodes,at Cyprus,and on others grounds | 
Chriſten'd,and Heathen) mult be be-leed,and calm'd 
By Debitor,and Creditor. This Counter-Caſter, * 
. time) mult his Lievtenant be, 
_ | Andi e the marke)his Mooreſhips Ancient. 
Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hang- 
Tago, Why,there's no remedy, (man 
| Tis the curſe of Service ; 
| Prefermeiit goes by Letter,and affefion, 
| Andnetbyold ion,where each ſecond 
' Stood heireto'th'firſt.' Now fir,be Indge your ſelfe, 
' Whetber I inany juſt termeam Ajlirn'd 
| Tolovethe Moore? : 
| Rod, 1 wou'd notfollow him then. 
| Jags. O Sir content you. 
: # 1 follow him to ſerve my turne upon him: 
| Wecatinet all be Maſters,norall Maſters 
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Cannot be truely follow'd. You ſhall marke 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking Knave; 
That( doting on his owne obſcquious bondage) 
Weares out histime,much like his Maſters Aſle, 
For nought but Provender,& when he's old Caſheer'd, 
Whip me ſuch honeſt Knaves. Others there are 
Who trim'd in Formes,and viſagesof duty, 
Keepe yer their heartsattending en themſclves, 
And throwing but ſhowes of {ervice on their Lords, 
Doe wellthrive by thcms 
And when they have lin'd their Coates 
Doe themſc lmes Homage. 
Theſe Fellou es have ſome ſoule, 
And ſucha ene doe I profefic my ſelfe. For(ſir) 
It is asſare as you are Rodorige, 
Were I the Moore, would uot be 1ago : 
In following him,I follow but my ſeite. 
Heaven 1s my-Iudge,not I,forlove and duty, 
But ſeeming ſo,for my peculiarcnd : 
For when my outward action doth demonſtrate 
The nativeact,and figure of my heart 
In complement externe,'tis not long after 
Bur 1 will weare my heart vpon my ſleeve 
For Dawestopeckeat; I am not what Iam. 
Red, What a fall Fortune do's the thicks-lips owe 
If he can carry*t thus ? | 
lags, Call up her father : 
Rowſe him, make after bim,poyſon his delight, 
Proclaime him in the ſtreets. Incenſe ker kinſemen, 
And though he in a fertile Clymare dwell, 
Plague biu with Flyes : thoughthar his joy be joy, 
Yet chrow ſuch chances of vexation on'r, 
As it may looſe ſome colour. 
Rodo, Here is her fathers houſe, lle call alcud. 
lago. Doe, with like timorous accent,anddire yel!, 
As when (by night and negligence )the fire 
Is ſpied in populous Cities. | 
Rod. What hoa : BrabantioSignior Brabantishoa: 
Tago. Awake,what hoa, Brabantis : Theeves,theeves, 
Looke to your houſe, your Daughter,and your Bags, 
Theeves,theeves. | 
Bra. eAbove. What is the reaſon of this terrible 
Summons? what 1s the matter there ? 
Redo. Signiorgis all your Familie within ? 
| Jago. Are your doores lock'd? 
Bra. Why ? wherefore aske you this? 


ago. Sir,y*are robb'd, for ſhame put on your own, 
our 
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Your heart is burſt, you have loſt halfe your ſoule 
Even now,now, very now an old blacke Ram 

Is tupping your white Ewe. Ariſe,artſc, 

Awake thc ſnorting Citizens with the Bell, 

Or elſe the Divell will make a Grand-fire of you. 


| Ariſe 1 fay. 


Bra. What, have you loſt your wits ? | 
Rod, Moſt reverend Signior,do you know my voycer 
Bra, NotTI : what are you? 
Red, My name is Rodorigo, 
Bra. The worſer welcome : 
I have charg'd thee not to hauntabout my doores : 

In honcit plainenefſe thou haſt heard mc lay, | 
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in madneſle 
( Being full of ſupper,and diſtempering draughts) 
Vpon malicious knavery,doſt thou come 
To ſtart my quiet, 

Rod. Sir,Sir,Sir. 

Bra. Bur thou muſt necds beſure, 
My ſpirits and my place have in their power 
To makethis bitter to thee. 

Rod, Patience good Sir. 

Bra, Whattell (tthou me of Robbing? 
This is Venice : my houſe is not a Grange. 

Rod, Molt grave Brabantio, 

In ſimple and pure ſoule,T come toyor. 

Tag.Sir,you are one of thoſe that yyill not ſerve God, 
if the Divell bid you.Becauſe we come to do you ſervice, 
and youthinke we are RuzHans, you'l have your Daugh- 
rer cover'd with a Barbary horſe, you'l have your Ne- 
phewes neigh to you,you'le have Courſers for Cozens : 
and Gennets for Germans. 

Bra, What prophane wretch artthou? 
lag, Tam one Sir,that comes to tell you, your Daugh- 
ter and the Moore,are making the Beaſt with two backs. 

Bra, Thouart 2a Vllaine, 

[ago, You are a Senator. | 

Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer.I kow thee Rodorigo. 

Rod, Sir,l will anſwer any thing, But I beſeech you 
If't be your plcaſure,and molt wiie conſent, 

( As partly I find it 15 )that your faire Danghter, 
Atth :odde Even and dull watch o'th'nighr 
Tranſported with no worſenor better guard, 
But with a Knayeof common hire,a Gundelier, 
To the groſſe ciaiſpes of a Laſcivious Moore : 
Ifthis be knowne to you,and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and ſawcy wrongs. 
But if you know not this,my manners tell me, 
We haue your wrorg rebuke. Doe not beleeve 
That from the ſenſe of all Civilitie, 
Ithus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Yourdaughter(if you have not given her leave) 
I fay againe, hath made a grofſe revolt, 
Tying her Duty, Beauty, W ir,and Fortunes 
In an extravagant,and wheeling Stranger, | 
Ofhere,and every where : ſtraight ſatisfie your ſelfe. 
If ſhe be in your Chamber,or your houſe, 
Let looſe on me the Iuſtice of the {tate 
For thus veluding you. 

Bra, Strike on the Tinder,hoa z 
Give me a Taper : callup all my people, 
This Accident is notunlike my dreatne, 
| Beliefe of it oppreſles me already, 
Light, I fay,light. 

{ago, Farewell: 


for T muſt leave you? 


E] It ſcemesnot mcet,nor wholſome to my place 
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Tobe producted,as if I ſtay, I ſhall,) 

Againſtthe Moore. For I doe know the ſtate, 

(How ever this may gall him wich ſoine chccke ) 
Cannot with fafery caſt him. For he's imbark'd 

With ſuch loud rcaſon tothe Cyprus warres, 

(Which even tow ſtands in At )tharfor their ſoules 
Anetaer of his Fadome,they have none, | 

To lead their Bufinefle. In whichregard, 

Though I doe hate him asT doe hell, 

Yet, for neceflity of preſent life, 

I muſt ſhew out a Flag,and figne of Love, 

(Whichis indeed bur figne )chat you ſhal ſurely find him 
Leadto the Sagitary rhe raiſed Scarch ; l 
Andthere will T be with him. So farewell, Exit, 


Enter Brabantio,arith Servants and Torches; 


Bra, It is too true anevill. Gone ſhe is, 
And what'sto come of my deſpiſed time, 
Is naught but bitternefſe. Now Roderigo, 
Where didſt thou ſee her ? (Oh uvhappy Girle) 
With the Moore faiſt thou ? (Who would be a Father ?) 
How didſt thou know twas ſhe? (Oh ſhe deceives me 
Paſt thought : ) what ſaid ſhe to you?Get moe Tapers : 
Ralle all my Kinred. Are they married thinke you ? 
Rod. Trucly 1 thinke they are, 
Bra. Oh heaven: how got ſhe out ? 
Ohtreaſon of my blood. 
Fathers,from hence truſt not your Daughters minds 
By what you ſee them A. Are there not charmes, 
By which the propertie of Youth and Maidhood 
May be abus'd 2 Have you not read Redorige, 
Of ſome ſuch thing ? 

Rod, Yes fir: I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother:oh would you had 
Some one way,ſome another. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her,and the Moore 2. 

Rod. I thinke I can diſcover bim,if you pleaſe 
To get goed Guard,and goealong with me. 

Bra, Pray you lcad on. Art every houſe Ilecall, 

(I may command at moſt)get Weapons (hoa) 
And raiſe ſome ſpecjall Oxicers of might : 
On good Rodorigo,l will deſerve your paines. Exexnr. 


_— 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter Othello,lago, Attendant; with Torches, 


Jag.Though in the trade of warreT have laine men, 
Yet doelI hold it very ſtuffe o'ch'conicience 
To doe no contriv'd murder : Iiake iniquitie 
Sometime to doe me ſervice. Nine,or ren times 


| Thad thoughtro have yerk'd him here under the Ribbes, | 


Othel. Tis better as it is 

Tago. Nay þut he prated, 
And ſpoke ſuch {curvy,and provokingtermes - -_ 
Againſt yout honor, that with the little godlineſſe I have 
I did fall hard fofbeare him. But I pray you fir, | 
Are you fiſt married ? Beaſſur'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is much beloy'd, 


Asdoubleas the Dukes : He will divorce you. 
Or put upon you, what reſtraint or grievance, 


ww 


had her; | 
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_ And hathin hisefet a voycepotentiall _ [ 
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The Law (with all bis might,toenforceiton) 

Will give him Cable. | | 
Othe. Let him doc his ſpight ; 

My ſervices, which Ihave done the Signory 

Shall out-topgue his complaints, Tis yet to know, 

Which when I know,that boaſting is an honour, 

I ſhall promulgate. Ifetch my life and being, 

From men of Royall Seige. And my demerites 

May ſpeake(unbonnetted)to as proud a Fortune 

As this that I havereach'd. For know ago, 

Bat that I love the gentle Deſademona, 

I would not my unhouſed free condition 

Put into Circumſcription,and Contine, 

For the Seas worth. But looke, what Lights come yond ? 


Enter Caſſis with Torches. | | 
1ago. Thoſe arethe raiſed father,and his friends ; 
You were beit goe in, 
Gthel, Not1 : 1 muſt be found, 
My parts,my title,and my perfect ſoule 
Shall manifelily me rightly. Is it they ? 
Tago. By lanm,T thinke no. 
Othel. The ſervants of the Dukes ? 
And my Lievtenant ? | 
The goodneſle of the night upon you (friends) 
Whar is the Newes ? | 
Caſfio. The Duke does greet you(Generall) 
And he requires your haſte,Poſt-haſte appearance, 
Even onthe inſtant. 
Othel. What is the matter,thinke you ? 
Caſſio. Something from Cyprus,as | may divine: 
It is a buſineſſe of ſome heat. The Gallies | 
Have ſent adozzen ſequent meſſengers 
This very night,at oneanothers hceles : 
And many of the Conſuls (rais'd and tnet,)) - 
Areat the Dukes already. You have been hotly call'd for, 
When being notat your lodging to be found, 
The Senate hath ſent about three {everall Queſts, 
To ſearch you out. 
Othel. Tis well 1 am found by you : 
I will but ſpend a word here in the houſe, 
And goc with you. _ 
C «ffie. Ancient, what makes he here ? 
[ago, Faith,hetonight hath boorded a Land Carrac, 
If it provelawfull prize, he's made for ever, 
Caſſio. I doe nor underitand. | 
Tage. He's marri'd. 
Caſſio, To whom ? 
Iago. Marry to ComeCaptaine,wall you goe? 
Othel, Have with you. 
Caſſio. Here comes another Troopeto ſeeke for you; 


Enter Brabantio,Rodorigo,with Officers and Torches, 


Iago. It is Brabantio : Generall be advis'd, 
' He comes to bad intent. 
Othel. Holla,ſtand there. 
Red, Signior,itis the Moore., 
Bra. Downe with him, Theefe, 
Lago, You Rodorigo ? Come fir, lam for you. 
Othe. Keepe up your.bright Swords,for the dew will 
ruſt them. Good Signior, you ſhall more command with 
: yeares,than with your Weapons. 
Bra, Oh thou fouletheefe, 
; Where haſt thou ſtow'd my Daughter ?_ 
' Damn'das thou art,thou haſt enchaunted her 


| 


| 


For lle referre me to all things of ſenſe, . 
(If ſhe in chaines of Magicke were not bound ) 
W hether a Maide,ſfo tender,faire,and happy, 
So oppoſite to Marriage,thar ſhe ſhunn'd | 
The wealthy curled Dearling of our Nation, 
Would ever have (tencurrea generall mocke) 
Runne from her Guardageto the ſooty boſome, 
Of ſuch a thing as thou : to feare,nor to delight ? 
Tndge me the world,if tis not groſle in ſenſe, 
That thou halt pra&is'd on her with foule Charmes, 
Abus'd her delicate youth,with Drugs or Minerals, 
T hat weakens motion. Ile haye't diſputed on, 
Tis probable,and palpable ro thinking ; 
I therefore apprehend and docattach thee, 
For an abuſer ofthe world,a practifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ; 
Lay hold upon hinz,if he doe reſiſt 
Suddue him at his perill, =» 

Othe. Hold your hands, 
Both you of my inclining,and the reſt, 
Were it my Cue to fight,) ſhould have knowne it 
Wichout a Prompter. Whirher will you that I goe 
To anſwer this your charge? 

Bra. To priſon,till fit time 
Of Lana courſe of dire&t Sefliun 
Call thee roanſwer. 
 Othe. WhatifI doe obey? | 
How may the Duke be therewith ſatisfied, . 
W hoſe Mcflengers are here abour my ſide, 
Vpon ſome preſent buſineſle of che State, 
To bring me to him. 

Officer. Tis true moſt worthy Signior, 
The Duke's in Counccll,and your Noble (clfe, 
I am ſure is ſent for. 

Bra. How ? The Duke in Councell? 
In this time of the nigh ? bring him away ; 
Mine's not an ide cauſe. The Duke himſclfe, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feele this wrong,as twere their owne : 
For if ſuch Actions may have paſlage free, 
Bond-ſlavesand Pagans ſhall our Stateſmen be. Exennt. 
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Enter Duke,Senators,and Officers, 


Dukes There is no compoſition in this newes, 
That gives them credit. 

x Sen, Indeed,they are diſproportioned ; 
My Letters ſfay,a Hundred and ſeven Gallies. 

Dake. And mine a Hundred forty. 

2 Sex, Andmine two Hundred : 
But though they jumpe not on ajuſt accompr, 
(As in theſe Caſes wheretheayme reports, 
"Tis oft with difference)yet doe they all confirme 
A Turkiſh Fleet,and bearing up to Cyprus, 

Duke. Nay,itis poſſible enough to judgement : 
I doe not ſo ſecure me in the errour, 
But the maine Article I doe approve 
In fearefull ſenſe. | 

Sayler withis. What hoa,what hoa,what hoa. 

Enter S$aylor, 

Officer. A 
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Officer, A Meſſenger from the Gallies. : 

Dake, Now ? What's the buſineſſe ? 

Sayler, The Turkiſh preparation makes for Rhodes, 
So was I bid report hereto the State, 
By Signtor e-Augelo, 

Duke. How 1ay you by this change ? 

I,.S$er. This cannot be 
By no aſſay of Reaſon. Tisa Pageant 
To keepe us in falſe gaze,when we conſider 
Th'importancy of Cyprus to the Turke : , 
And let our ſelves againe but underſtand, 
Thatas it more concernesthe Turke then Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queſtion beare it, 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike brace, 
Burt altogether lackes th'abilities 
That Rhodes isdreſs'd in, If we make thought of this, 
We mult notthinkethe Turke is ſo unskilfull, 
Toleavethat lateſt, which concernes him firſt, 
Neglecting an attempt of caſe,and gaine 
To wake,and wage a danger profitiefle. 

Duke. Nay,ia ali confidence he'snor for Rhodess 

Officer. Here is more Newes. 


Enter a Meſſenger. | 

Heſſen, The Ottamites,Reveren'd,and Gracious, 
Steering with due courſe toward the lle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoynted thera with an atter Fleet. 

I Ser. I, fo Ithought : how many,as you gueſle ? 

Meſ. Of thirty Saile : and now they doe re-{tem 
Their backward courſe,bearing with tranke appearance 
Their purpoſes toward Cyprus, Signior Hontane, 
Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitour, 
With his free duty,recommends you thus, 
And prayes you to beleeve him. 

Dake. Tis certaine then for Cyprus: 
Aarcns Luceicos is not hein Towne ? 

1. Sen, He*s now 1n Florence, 

Dake. Write from us, 
To him,Polt,Poſt-haſte,diſpatch. 

1. Ser. Here comes Brabantto,and the Moores 
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Enter Brabantio,Othelts,Caſſio, Iago,Rodoriro, 
and O fficers, 


Dake. Valiant Othelo,we muſt ſtraight employ you, 
Againſt the generall Enemy Ozt9man, 
I did not {ce you + welcome gentle Signior, 
Welack'r your Counfaile, and your helpe tonight. 
Bra, Sodid I yours: Good your Grace pardon me. 
Neither my place, for ought I heard of buſineſſe 
Hath rais'd me from my Bed ; nor doth the generall care 
Take hold on me. For my particular griefe 
Is of {0 tlood-gate,and ore-bearing Nature, 
That it ingluts,and ſwallowes other ſorrowes, 
Andit is (till it ſelfe. 
Duke. Why ? Whats the matter? 
Bra. My Daughter : oh my Daughter 
Sen, Dead, 
Bra. I,to me. | 
She is abus'd,ſtolne from me,and corrupted 
By Spels and Medicincs,bought of Mountebankes ; 
For Naturcſo prepoſeroully to erre, 
(Being not defictent,blind,or lame of ſenſe, ) 
Sans witch-craft couid not,” | = 
Dake. Who erc he be,that in this fowle proceeding 
Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of her ſelfe, 
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| Of my whole courſe of Love. 


Why this ſhould be. Itherefore vouch againe, 


. Thetrult;the oztice.I doe hold of you, «+ 


'You beſt know the place. 


Sojuſtly to your Graye eares, Ile preſent 


And you of her ; the bloody Booke of Law, 
You ſhall your ſelfe read,in the bitter letter, 
After your owne ſenſe : yea,though our proper ſonne 
Stood in your Action. 
Bra. Huinbly I thanke your Grace, 
Here is the man; this Movre, whom now it ſeemes 
Your ſpeciall Mandartc,for the State affaires; 
Hath hither brough:. 
All. Weare very ſorry for't. 
Duke. Whatin your owne part,can you fay rothis ? 
Bra, Nothing, but this isſo. 
Othe. Moſt Potent,Grave,and Reverend Signiors, 
My very Noble,and approv*dgood Maſters ; 
That I havetane away this old mans davghrer, 
Ic 1s moſt true : true 1 have married her ; 
The very head,and front of my offending, 
Hath this extent ; no more. Rude am I,in my ſpeech, 
Andlittle bleſs*d with the ſoft phraſe of Peace ; 
For ſince theſe Armes of mine, had ſeven yeeres pith, 
Tillnow, ſome nine Moones waſted,they have us'd 
Their deereſt ation,in the tented field : 
And little of this great world can I ipeake, 
More than pertaines to Feats of Broyles,and Battaile, 
And thercfore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 
In ſpeaking for my {elfe. Yet,(by your gracious patience ) 
I will a round un-varniſh'd Tale deliver, 


W hat Drugs,what Charmes, | 
W hat Conjuration,and what mighty Magicke, 
(For ſuch proceeding I am charg'd withall) | 
I won his Daughter with, 

Zra, A Maiden,never bold : 
Of ſpirit ſo (till, and quiet,that her Motien 
Biuſh'd at her ſelfe, and ſhe in ſpight of Nature, | 
Of yeares,of Countrey.credire,cvery thing | 
To fall in Love,with what ſhe fear'd tolooke on ; 
It 1s a judgement maim'd,and molt imperfect, 
Thar will confetle PerteFtion fo could crre 
Againltall rules of Nature,and mult be driven 
To find ont prattiſes of cunning hell 


That with ſome Mixtthres powerfull ore the blood, 
Orc with ſome Dram(conjur'dtothiseffe) 
He wrought upon her. 
Dak, To vouch this,isno proofe, 
Wirhout more wider,and more over-Telt 
Thea theſe thio habits,and pcore ltkely-hoods 
Of moderne ſceming,doe preferre againſt him. 
Sen, But Othello,ſpeake, - 
Did you,by indire&t,and forced conrſes | 't 
Subdue,and poyſon this yong Maids affettions ? 
Or came it by requeſt and ſuch faire queſtion 
As ſoule,to ſoule affordeth ? | 
Othel, 1 doe beſeech youz | 
Send for the Lady to the Sagitary, i 
And let her ſpeake of me betore her Father ; _. | 
If you doe find me foule,in her'report, 


Not onely take away,but let your ſentence 

Even fall upon my life. | 
Dake. Fetch Deſdemona hither, | 
Othel, Ancient,condu them : | 


Andrill ſhe come,as truely as to heayen, | 
I doe confeſke the vices of my blood, 
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How I didthrive in this faire Ladies love, | 
And ſhe in mine. 

Duke. Say it Othello, | 

Othe., Her father lov'd me,oft invited me : 
Still queſtion'd me the ſtory ofmy lite, 
From yeare to yeare : the Battails,Sieges, Fortane; 
That I have paſt. : | 
I ran it through,even from my Boyiſh dayes, 
Toth'very moment thathe bad me tell at, 
Wherein | ſpoke of moſt difaſtrous chances: 
Of moving Accidents by Flood,and Field, 
Of haire-breadth ſcapes! thiimmunent deadly breach ; 
Of being taken by the inſolent foc, | 
And ſold toſlavery. Of my red:mption thence, 
And portancein my Travellers hiſtory. 
W herein of Antars vaſt,and Defarts wilde, (ven, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks,& Hils,whole heads touch hea- 


To you,preferring you before her father : 
So much I challenge,that I may profeſle 


It was my hint to {peake. Such was my Procelſlc, 
And of the Canibals that each others care, 


The Anthropophags,and men whoſe heads 

Grew benearh their ſhoulders. Theſe things to heare, 
Would Deſaemona ſeriouſly inciine - 

But {til the houſe affaires would draw her hence; 
W hich ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 
She'ld come againe,and with a greedy care 
Devoure up my diſcourſe. Which I oUlerving, 
Tooke oncea pliant houre,ardiound go001 meanes 
To draw from her a prayer of earneit heart, 

That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate, 

W hereof by parcels ſhe had ſom«thing heard, 


* But not diſtinRively : I did conſent, 


And often did beguile hcrof her teares, 


' When TI did ſpeake of ſome diſtreſlefull troke 


That my youth ſuffer'd : My ſtory being done, 

She gave me for wy paines a world of kiſſes: 

She 1wore in faith tewas ſtrange,twas paſſing ſtrange, 
"Twas pittifull :twas wondrous pittifull. © 


She wv. 1{h'd ſhe had not heard it,yer ſhe wiſh'd 
' That heaven had made her ſuch a man.She thank'd me, 


And bad me if 1 had a friend that lov's her, 

I ſhould but teach hin» how to tell my ftory, 
Arid that would woce her. V pon this hint 1 ſpake, 
She [ov*d me for the dangers I bave palt, 

And I lov'd ber,that ſhe did pitry them, 


| This onley is the witch: craft I have uv'd, 


Here comes the Lady : Let her witneſle it, 


Enter Deſaemona,lago, Attendants, 


Dske. Tthinke this tale would win my Daughter too, 
Good Brabantis,take up this mangled matter at the beſt: 
Men doe their broken Weapons rather uſe, 

Then their bare hands. | 

Bra, I pray you heare her ſpeake : 

If ſhe confefie that ſhe was balfe the wooer, 
Deſtruction on my head,if my bad blame 

Light on the man. Come hither gentle Miſtris, 
Doe you perceive inall his Noble company, 
Where moſt you owe obedience ? 

Def. My Noble father, 

Idoeperceive hereadivided duty, 


. Toyoulambound for life,and education : 
' My life and education both doe learne me, 
How toreſpet you, You are the Lord of duty, 


I am hitherto _ daughter. But here*s my husband ; 
And ſo much duty,as my Mother ſhew'd - | 


Due to the Moore my Lord. 
Bra, God be with you : I have done: . 4 

Pleaſe it your Grace,on to the State affaires ; 

I had rather to adopt a child than get it; 

Come hither Moore , | | 

I here doe give thee that with all wy heart, 

W hich but thou haſt already,with all my heart 

I would keepe from thee, For your ſake(Iewell ) 

T am gladar foule,IT have no other child ; 

For thy eſcape wonld teach me tyranny 

To hang clogs onthem, I have done my Lord, 
Duke. Let me ſpeake like your ſelfe : 

And lay a Sentence, 

W hichltke a griſc,or ſtep may helpe theſe Lovers, 

W hen remedies are paſt,the griefes are ended 

By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourne a miſchicfe that is paſt and gone, 

Is the next way to draw new miſchiecfc on. 

W hat cannot be preſery'd,when Fortune takes z 

Patience,her Injury a mockery makes. 

The robb'd that ſmiles,ſtcals ſomthing from the Thicfe, 

He robs himſelfe,that ſpendsa bootlcſlegriefe. | 
Bra. So let the Turke of Cyprusus beguile, 

Weloſc it not ſo long as we can ſmile ; 

He beares the ſentence well.that nothing beares, | 

Bur the free comfort which from thence he heares. 

But he beares both the ſentence,and the ſorrow, 

Thar to pay griete,muſt of poore Patience borrow 

Theſe Sentences,to Sugar,or to Gall, | 

Being firong on both ſtees,are Equivocall. 

But words are words,I neyer yer did heare : 

That the brujz'd heart was piercedthrough the care. 

I humbly beleech you proceed to th'Afﬀaires of State. | 
Dake, The Tuxke with a moſt mighty preparation ! 

makes for Cyprus ; Ochello,the Fortitude of the place is | 

beſt knowne to you. And though we have there a Snbſti- | 

tute of moſt allowed ſuiiciency ; yet opinion , amore 


 Soveraigne Miltris of Effects, throwes a more fafc | 


voyce on you:you muſt therefore be content to flubber | 
the groſlſe of your ne Fortunes , with this more ſtub- 
borne,and boyſterous expedition. 

Othe, The Tyrant Cuſtome,moſt Grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and Steele Coach of Warre | 
My thrice-driven bed of Downe. 1 doe agnize | 
A-naturall and prompt Alacrity, | 
I find in hardnefle : and doe undertake 

j 
| 


This preſent warre againſt the Ortomires. 
Moſt hombly therefore bending to your State. 
I crave fitdifpolition for my W ife, 
Due reference of Place,and Exhibition, | 
With ſuch accomodation and beſort 
As levels with her breeding. 
Dake, Why,at her Fathers. 
Bra. Iwill not have it ſo, 
Gthe, NorlT, 
Def. Nor wouldI there reſide, 
To put my father inimpatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Moſt Gracious Duke, 
To my unfolding,lend your proſperous eare, | 
And let me find a CharaQter in your voyce | 
Taſliſt my fimpleneſle. 
Duke, What would you Deſdemora ? | 
Def. That 1 lovethe Moore,tolive with him, | 
My downe-right violence,and ſtorme of Fortunes, 
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May trumpet tothe world. My heart's ſubdu'd 

Even to the very quality of my Lord ; 

I ſaw Orhello's vidage in his minde, 

And to his honours and his valiant parts, 

Did I my ſouleand fortunesconſecrate. 

So that (deere Lords) if I be left behind 

A Moth of Peace,and he goe to the War, 

The Rites for why I love him,are bereft me : 

And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport 

By his deare abſence, Let me goe with him, 
Othe, Let her have your voyce. 

Vouch with me heaven, I thercfore beg it not 

To pleaſe the Palate of my Appetite : 

Nor to comply with heatthe yong effects 


In my defunct ,and proper ſatisfaction. 


But to be free, and bounteous to her minde * - 
And heaven defend your good ſoules,that you thirike 
I will your ſerious ahd great bnſineſſe {cant 
When ſhe is with me. No;whenlight wing'd Toycs 
Of feather*d (#ped, ſeele with wanton dulncfic 
My ſpeculative,and oihc'd Inftrument : 
That my Diſports corrupt,and taint my buſincſle : 
Let Houſe-wives make a Skillet of my Helme, 
And all indigne,and baſe adverſities, 
Make head againlit my Eſtimation. 
Dake. Beit as you ſhall privately determine, 
Either for her ſtay,or going : th'Aﬀaire cryes haſte : 
And ſpeed mult anſwer it. 
Sen, You muit away to niglit. 
 Othe, With all my heart. ; 
Duke. At nine i'th* morning here wee'l meet 2gaines 
Othello,leave ſome Orlicer behind 
And he ſhall our Commiſlion bring to you : 
And ſuch things elſe'of quality and reſpect 
As doth import you. 
Othe. So pleaſe your Grace,my Ancient, 
A man he is of honeſty and truſt : 
To his conveyance I ailigne my wite. 
With what elſe needfull,your good Grace ſhall thinke 
To be ſent after me. 
D#ke, Ictitbeſo; | 
Good night tro every one. Ant] Noble Signior, 
It Vertue no delighted beauty lacke, 
Your Son-in Law is farre more faire than blacke. 
Seas. Adicu brave Meore,uſc Deſdemona well. 
Bra. Looketo her( Moore )if thou haſt cyes toſee; 
She has decei-'d her father,and may thee. Exit, 
Othe My lire npon her faith. Honeſt /a%o, 
My De/demonamult I leave tothee : 
I prythee let thy wife atrend on her, 
And bring them after inrtheir beſt advantage. 
Come De/aemona,l have vut an houre 
Of Love,of worldly matter,and dire&tion 
To fpeake withthee, We mult obey the time. 
Rod. Iago. 
Tago. W hat fait thou nobie heart Z 
Rod, What will I doe,think(ſt thou ? 
Iago. Why goe to bed andflecpe. 
Rod. 1 will incontinently drowne my ſclfe. EPA 
Iago, Ifthou doſt,I ſhall never love theeafter, Why 
thou filly Gentleman? he 
Red. Ir is \illinefle tolive , whento live is torment : 
and then have we a preſcription to dye,when death is our 
Phyſician, 
ago. Oh villanous:'I have look'd upon the world 
for toure times ſeven yeares; and ſince I could diſtinguiſh 
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| If 1 would time expend with ſuch a Swaine, 


betwixta Benefit,and an injury , I never found'iman that 
knew how tolove himſelte. Ere I worid fay , 'I would 
drowne my iclfe forthe love ofa Gynney Hen, 1 would 
change my humanity with a Baboone. REY 

Rod, What ſhould I doe, confefle itis my ſharne to 
be ſo fond, but it isnot in my vertue roamend it. | 

{ago. Vertue? A tigge, tis in our ſclves that wee are 
thus, or thus, Our Bodies arc our Gardens,tothe which, 
our Wilsare Gardiners, So that 1f+ we will plant Net- 
tels, or ſowe Lettice : Set Hyſope,and weede up Time ; 
Supply it with one gender of Hearbes,or diſtraX ic with 
many : either have it fterrill with idlenefle , or manu- 
red with Induſtry, why the power and Cortigible au- 
thority of thislies in our Wfls. If the braine of our lives 
had not one ſcale of Reaſon, to poyſe another of Senſu- 
ality , the blood ; and baſenefle of our Natures would 
conduct us ro moit prepoſtrous Concluſions. Bur wee 
have reaſon to coole our raging Motions, or carnall 
Stings, or unbittcd Lufts 2 whereof I takerhis, that you 
ca] Love,to be a Sc, or Seyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

{ago. tis meerely a Luſt ofthe Blood,and apermilli- 
on of the will. Come, be a man : drowae thy telfe ? 
Drowne Cats, and blind Puppies. 1 have profeſt me thy 
Eriend,and 1 confefle me knit to thy deſerving,with Ca- 
bles of perdurable toughneſle. I could never better ſteed 
thee than now. Put money in thy purſe : follow thou 
the Warres,defcat thy favour, with an uſarped Beard. 1 
ſay, put money in chy purſe. It cannot belong that Deſ- 
demona ſhould continue her loveto the Moore, Put Mo- 
ney 1n thy purſe: nor he his to her-It wasa violent Com- 
mencement in her, and thou ſhalt ſee an anſwerable Se- 
queſtration, put but money in thy parſe. Theſe Moores 


arechangeablein their wils : fill thy purſe with money, | 
Thefood that to him now is asluſhious as Locuſts, ſhall |} 


to him ſhortly bee as bitter as Coloquintida. Shee muſt 
change for youth : when ſhee 1s fated with his body, ſhe 
will inde the crrours of her choyce. Therefore put mo- 


ney in thy purſe. If thou wiltnceds damne thy ſelfe, doe | 


ita moredelicate way then drowuing- Makeall the mo- 


ney thou canſt : If Sanftimony and a fraile vow , be | 


twixt an crring Barbarian, and ſuper-ſubtle Venetian be 
not too hard for my wits, aad all the Tribe of hell , thou 


ſhalt enjoy her : therefore make money : a pox of drows-. 


ning thy ſelfe,it is cleane out of the way.. Secke rhou ra- 
ther to bce hang'd in compailing thy joy, then to bee 
drown'd,and goe withour her. þ 
Rod, Wilt thou be taſt to my hopes, if Idcpend onthe 
iſe ? | AN UE 
Tago, Thou art ſure of me : Goe make money : I have 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee againe, anqegaine, 1 
hate the Moore. My caule is hearted ; thine hath no lefle 
reaſon. Let us be conjunftive in our revenge, againft 
him. If thoucanſt Cuckold him , thou dolt thy lelfe a 
pleaſure , me a ſport. There are many Events in the 
Wombe of Time,which will be delivered. Traverſe,goe, 
provide thy money. We will have more of clus to mor- 
LOW. Adicu, : x g 
Rod. Where ſhall we meet i'th morning? 
Iago. Atmy lodging. 
Red. Ile be with thee betimes,, _ . - 
Tags. Goe to. farewell. Doe you here Rodorigo ? 
Red. Ileſell all my Land. +: 1+. 
. Iago. Thusdoel ever makemy Foole,my parſe : 
For I mine owne gain'd knowledge ſhould prophans 
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The Tragedy of Othello 


But for my Sport,and Profit : I hate the Moore, 
And it is thought abroad,that twixt my ſheets 
He ha's done my Oifice, 1 know not 1f'c be true, 
'But I, for meere ſuſpition in that kinde, 
Will doe,as if for Surety. He holds me well, 
The better ſhall my purpoſe worke on him: 
Caffio's a proper man : Let me ſec now, 
To get this place,and to plume up my will 
In double Knavery: How ? how ? Ler's (ce. 
After ſome time,to abuſe Orhello's eares, 
Thet he is too familiar with his wife : 
He hath aperſon;and a ſmooth diſpole 
To be ſuſpected : fram'd tomake women falfe, 
The Moore is of a free,and open Nature, 
That thinkes men honeſt,thart but ſeeme to be ſo, 
And will as tenderly be lead by*ch'Noſe 
As Aﬀes are : 
T have't: it is engendred : Hell,and Night, : 
Muſt bring this monſtrous Birth,to the worles light. 


oA tus Secundus. Scana Prima. 


A —— 


Enter CY entan»,and Gentlemen. 


Fon. What from the Cape,can youdiſcerne at Sca? 
1 Ge. Nothing at all,it is a high wrought Flood : 
Icannot*twixt the heaven and the Maine, 
Deſcry a Sayle. | 
Hou, Methinkes,the wind hath ſpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaſt ne*re ſhooke our Battlecments : 
If it hath ruzHand ſo apon the Sea, 
What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties. What ſhall we heare of this? 
2 A Segregation of the Turkiſh Fleet : 
For doe but ſtand upon the foaming Shoare, 
The chidden Billow ſeemes to pelt the clouaes, 
The wind- ſhak*d-Surge,with bigh & monſtrous Maine, 
Seemes to calt water onthe burning Beare, 
And quench the Guards of tever-fixed Pole ; 
I never did like molcſtation view id 
On the enchafed Flood. 
Mex. If thatthe Turkiſh Fleet 
Be not inſhelter'd,and embay'd,they are drown'd, 
It is impoſlibleto bcare it out. 


* Entera Gentleman. 
3 Newes Laddes : our warres are done : 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Turkes, 
That their defignement halts, A Noble ſhip of Venice, 
Hath ſcene a grievous wracke and [ufferarce 
On moſt part of their Fleet. 
Aon. How ? Is this true ? 
3 The Ship is here put inzA Veroneſſo, Michael Cafſio 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moore, Orhello, 
Is come on Shore : the Moore himſelfe at Seca, 
| Andis in full Commiſſion heere for-Cyprxs, 
Mon, Tam glad on't ; 
Tis a worthy Governor. 
3 Butthis ſame C/o, though he ſpeake of comfort, 
Touching the Turkiſh lofle, yet he lookes ſadly, 
And prayesthe Moore be ſafe; for they were parted 
With fowleaud vielent Tempeſt. | 
Afton. Pray heavens he be; 


For I have ſerv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full Souldicr, Lers to the Sea-fide (hoa) 
As well to ſce the Veſlell thats comein, 
As tothrow-out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till we makethe Maine, and th'Eriall blew, 
And indiſtinct regard. 
Gext. Come, lets doe ſo ; 
For every Minute is expeancy 
Of more Arrivancy. 


| Enter (, aſſio. 
(2/7. Thankes you, the valiant of the warlike Ile, 


That {oapproove the Moore : Oh let the heavens 
Give him defenceagainſtthe Elements, 
For I have loſt him on a dangerous Sea, 

Aon, Is he well ſhip'd ? 

Caſſi, His Barke is {toutly Timber'd,and his Pylot 
Ot very expert, and approv'd Allowance; 
Therefore my hope's (not ſarfettedto death ) 

Stand in bold Cure. 

Within. A Saile,a Saile,a Saile. 

Caſjio. What noylſe ? 

Gent, The Towne isempty ; on the brow o'th'Sea 
Stand rankes of People,and they cry a Sayle, 

(4/jſiv. My hopes doe ſhape him for the Governour, 

Gent They doe diſcharge their ſhot of courtehie, 
Our friends,at leaſt. 

Caſio, I pray you fir goe forth, 

And give us truth who tis that is arriv'd. 

Gert. I ſhall. Exit. 
Mon. But good Lievtenant,is your Generall wiv'd? 
Caſſio. Molt fortunately : he bath atchiev*da Maid 

That paragons eeſcription,and wilde Fame : 
| One that excels the quirkes of blazoning Pens, 
' Andin th'eſſentiall Veſture of Creation, 
'» Do'stire the Ingeniver. 
Enter Gentleman, 
How now ? Who hasput in? 

Gent. T1s one 1ago,Ancient tothe Generall, 

Caſio. Ha's had moſt favourable,and happy ſpeed : 
Tempeſts themſelves, high Seas,and howling winds, 
The gutter'd Rockes,and Congregated Sands, 
iraitors enteep'd,to enclogge the guiltleſle Keele, 
As having ſenſe of Beauty,doe omit 
Their mortall Natures,letting goe ſafely by 
The divine Deſdimona. 

Aon. What is ſhe ? 

Caſſio. She that I ſpake of : 

Our great Captaines Captaine, 

Left in the conduct of the bold age, 

Whoſe footing here anticipates our thonghts, 

A Senights ſpeed. Great ove, Othello guard, 

And {well his Saile with thine owne powrefull breath, 
That he may bleſſe this Bay with his call Ship, 

Make loves quicke pants in Deſ/demonaes armes, 
Give renew'd fire to ourextin&ed Spirits, 


Enter Deſaemona, Jags Roderigo,and e/Emilia. 
| Ohbehold, 
The riches of the ſhip is come on Shore : 
You men of Cyprus,let her have your knees. 
| Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of Heaven, - 
Before,behind thee,and on every hand 
Enwheele thee round. 

Def. I thanke you,valiant Caſo, 
What tydingscan you tell me of my Lord ? 


| 


Caffio. | 
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the Moore of Uemice. 


| Ca/. Heisnotarciv'd,nor know I ought 
But that he's well,and will be ſhortly heere, 
Deſ. Oh,but I feare : 
How loſt you company ? 
(aſe The great contention of the Sea and Skies; 
Partcd our fellowſhip. But hearke,a Saile. 
Within, A Saile,a Saile, 
Gent. They give this greeting to the Cittadcll : 
THis likewiſe isa friend. 
{fe See for the Newes : 
Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome Miltris ; 
Let it not gall your patience ( good lags) 
Thar I extend my Manners, Tis my Breeding, 
That gives me this bold ſheyy of Courteſie, 
Lage. Sir,would ſhe give you ſo muchof her lips; 
As of her tongue ſhe oft beſtowes of me, 
' You would have enough, 
Deſ. Alas : ſhe has no ſpeech. 
Iago. Infaith too much : 
I find it (till, when I have leave toſlcepe, 
Marry before your Ladyſhip,I grant,. 
She puts her tongue alittle in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. . _. 
e/Emil, You have litile cauſe tofay ſo» M 
[ago.Come on,come on: youare Pictures out of dores: 
Bels in your Parlors : Wilde-Cats in your Kitchens ; 
Saints in your injuries : Divels being offended : 
Players in your Huf wifery,and Huſwives in your beds. 
Def, Oh,fie uponthee,ſlanderer. 
[ag0s. Nay,lt is true: orclſc I ama Turke, 
You rife to play,and goe to bedto worke. 
e/£mil. You ſhall not write my praiſe, 
Tago, No\,let me not. | 
De/: What would'ſt write of me, if thou ſhould'ſt 
praiſe me. 
1ago. Oh,gentle Lady,dee not put me toot, 
Fox I am nothing,if nor Criticall. 
Deſ. Come on.aflay. | 
There's one gone to the Harbour ? 
[ag. T Madam. 
Def. 1 am not merry : but I doe beguile 
The thipg [ am,by ſeeming otherwite, 
Come, how wouldlt thou praiſe me ? 
1ago. Tam about it , bur indeed my invention comes 
from my Pate,as Birdlime does from Freeze , it. pluckcs 
out Braines and all, But my Muſe labours, and thus ſhee 
ts delivered. 


If ſhe be faire,and wiſe ; faireneſſeand wit, 
The ones for uſe,the other uſeth it, 
Deſc Wellprais'd ; | 
How if ſhebe blacke and witty ? 
Iago. If ſhe be blacke,and thereto have awit, 
She'l find a whute,that ſhall her blackyeſſe fit. 
Deſ. Worſe and worſe, 
e/£m1:il. How iffaire and fooliſh, | 
lags, 8 he never yet was fooliſh that was faire, 
For ewes her folly helpt her to an heire. MES 
De/d. Theſe are old fend Paradoxes , to make Fooles 
laugh i'tb'Alchouſe. What miſerable praiſe haſte thou 
for her thar's foule and fooliſh, 


Iago, Theres none ſs foule and fooliſh thereunto, 
But does foule prankes which faire,aud wife-ones docs ': 
Deſd. Oh heavy ignorance : thou praiſeſt the worſt 
beſt. But what praiſe. couldſt thou beſtow on a deſer- 


| ving woman indeed? One, thatin the authority of her 


_ » did juſtly pur on the vouch of very malice it 
oo 


ſago. She that was ever faire,and never proud, 
Had tongue at will,and yet was never load : 
Never lacks gold,and yet went never gay, 
Fled fromher wiſh,and yet ſaid now] mays. 
She that being angred, her revenge being nie, 
Bad her wrong ftay,and her diſpleaſure fiy : 
She that tm wiſedome never was ſo fraile, 
To change the Cods-head for the Salmons taile : 
She that tould thinke,and new'r diſcloſe her mind, 
See Swutters followmg,and not looke behind : 
She 4s aWight,(if ever ſuch Wights were ) 
Deſ” To doe what ? | 
lago., Toſuckle Fooles,and chronicle ſmall Beere, 


Defd. Oh moſt lame and impotent concluſion. Doe 
not learne of him e/Emillis , though he be thy husband. 
How fay you (Caſio ) is henot a moſt prophane , and li- 
berall Counſailor ? EY 

Caſſio. He ſpeakes home ( Madam ) you may relliſh 
him more in the Souldier,than in Schollers 

ſage, He takes herby the paline : I, weil faid, whiſ- 
per, Withas little a web as this, will Ienſnare as great 
a Fly as Caf7i2. T, ſmile upon her, doe : I will gyve thee 
1n thine owne Courtſhip. You fay true, tis ſo indeed. 
If ſuchrrickes as theſe {trip you out of your Licvtenan- 
try,it had beene better you had not kiſs'd your three fin- 
gers ſo oft, which nowagainc you are molt apt to play 
the Sir,in. Very good : well kiſs'd, and excellent Curt- 
lie: tis ſo indeed. Yet againe, your fingers to your 
_ ? Would they were Cliſter-pipes for your 
ake. 

The Moore,I know his Trumpet. 

_ Caſſvo, lis truely ſo. | 
Deſ. Lets meet him,and receive him. 
Caſſio, Loce,wherc he comes. 
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: | And this,and this the greateſt diſcords be | 


As hel's from heaven. Ifit were aow to dye, 


| I cannot ſpeake enough of this content, 


Enter Othello and «Attendants. 


Oth. O.my faire Warriour. 
Def: My deere Othello, | * 
Och, It gives me wonder, Sreatas my content 

To ſee you here before me. 

Oh my ſoules joys - - 

Ifafter every Tempeſt, come ſuch calmes, 

May the windes blowtillthey have waken'd death : 

Andletthelabouring Barke climbe hils of Seas 

Olympwe high : and ducke againe aslow, 


Twere now to be moſt happy. For l feare, 
My ſoule hath her content fo abſolute, 
Thar not another comfort like to this, 
Succeedsinunknowne Fate. 


Bnt that our Loves - £ 

And Comforts ſhouldencreaſe 

Even asour dayes doc grow . 
Othe. Amentothar (fweet Powers) 


It ſtoppes me here :'it istoo much of joy, 


That ere our hearts ſhall make. 
Iago, Ohyouarewell-tunid now : But 


Ile ſet downe 


| the Pegges that make this Muſicke,as honeſt as] am. 
Qthe. \ 


Def, The heavens forbid t 


—_ 


—_—_— 


[ —z — —_ 


The Ti ragedy of Othello 


Othe. Come,let us to the Caſtle. 
Newes (Friends) our warres are done : 
The Turkes are drown'd. | 
How doe's my old acquaintance of this Iſle ? 
| (Hony)you ſhall be well defir'd in Cyprus, 
| 1 have found great loveamongſt them, Oh my Sweet, 
I prattle out of faſhion,andI doat 
In mine owne comforts. I prythec,good /ago, 
-| Goe tothe Bay,and diſimbarkethy Coffers : 
Bring thouthe Maſter to the Cirtadell, 
Heisa goodone,and his worthineſle 
Doe's challenge much reſpet, Come Deſdemona, 


Once more well met at Cyprus. 
Exit Othells and Deſdemona. 


Tags. Do you meet me preſently at the harbour. Come 
thicher,if thou be'ſt valiant, (as they ſay baſe men being 
in love, have then a Nobility 1n their Natures,more than 
is native tothem)liſt-me ; the Lievtenant ro night wat- 
ches on the Court of Guard. Firſt, I muſt tell thee this : 
Deſdemona,is directly in love with him. 

Rod. With him ? W hy, tis nor poilible. 

Iago. Lay thy finger thus :and ler thy ſoule be inſtru» 
ed, Marke me with what violence ſhee lov'd the 
Moore, but for bragging, and telling her fantaſticall lies. 
Tolove him {till for prating , let nor thy diſcreet heart 
thinke it. Her eye muſt be fed. And what dclight ſhell 
ſhe have to looke on the Divell 2? When the blood is 
made dull with the AR of Sport, there ſhould be a game 
to enflame it, and to give ſatiety a freſh appetite, Love- 
linefſe in favour,fimpathy in yeares, Manners , and Beau- 
ties : all which the Moore 1s defective in. Now for 


want of theſe requir d Conveniences , her delicate ten- 


derneſſe will find it (elfe abus'd,begin to heave the gorge, 
diſreiliſh and abhorre the Moore , very Nature will 10- 
ſtruc her init, and compell her to ſomeſecond choyce, 
Now ſir,this granted ( as it is a molt pregnant and yn- 
 forc'd poſition)who ſtands ſo eminent in the degree of 


this Fortune,as {afſio doe's; a Knave very voluble : no | 


further con{cionable,than in putting on the meere forme 
of Civill,and humane ſeeming, for the better compaſie of 
his Salt, and moſt hidden looſe AﬀeRion ? W hy none, 
why none : A flippery,and ſubtle Knave,a finder of occa- 
 fion: that ha's an eyecan ſtampe.and counterfeit Advan- 
rages , though true Advantage never preſent it ſeife. A 
Divelliſh Knave : beſides, the Knave is handſome,yong : 
and hath all thoſe requiſites in him , that folly and grecne 
mindes looke after. A peſtitent compleat Knave, and the 
woman hath found him already, | 

Rod. I cannot beleeve rhat in her, ſhe's full of moſt 
bleſs'd condition, 

Tage, Bleſs'd figges-end. The Wine ſhee drinke is 
made of Grapes. If ſhe had beenebleſs'd , ſhee would 
# never havelov'd the Moore:Bleſs'd pudding, Didſt thou 
not {ce her paddle with the pa!me of his hand ? Did't not 
marke that ? 

Rod. Yes,that I did : but that was but curteſie. 

Tago, Leachery by this band : an Index, and obſcure 
prologue to the Hiſtory of Luſt and foule 7 houghts. 
They met ſo neere with their lippes,, that their breathes 
embrac'dtogether, Villanous thoughts Rodorigo, when 
theſe mutabilitics ſo marſhall the way , hard at hand 
comes the Maſter , and maine exerciſe, thincorporate 
concluſion: Piſh. But fir, be you rul'd by mee. I have 
brought you from Venice. Watch you to night: for 
the command, E y't upon you. Caffo knowes you 
not : Ilenot be farre from you. Doe you find ſome oc- 


I "II 


es om 


| cafton toanger Caſio, either by ſpeaking too loud , or | 
tainting his diſcipline, or frem what other. courſc 
you pleaſe , which the time ſhall more favourably mi- 
nilter. 

Rod. Well. 

{ago. Sir, he's raſh, and very ſodaine in Choler : and 
happily may ſtrike at yeu,provoke him that he may : for 
even out of that will I cauſe theſe of Cyprus to Mutiny, 
W hoſe qualification ſhall come into no truetaſte againe, 
but by the diſflanting of C/o. So ſhall you have a ſhor- 
ter journey to your defires, by the" meanes I ſhall then 
have to preferre them. And the impediment moſt pro. 
fitably removed,without the which there were no expe- 
cation of our proſperity. 

Red. 1 will doe this,if you can bring it to any oppor. 
tunity. 

lago. T warrant thee. Meet me by atd by at the Citta- 
dell, I muſt fetch his neceflarics a ſhore. Farewell. 

Rod. Adicu. Exit, 

[ago. That Caſſis lovesher,I doe well beleev't ; 
That ſhe loves him, 1is apt,and of great credite, 

The Moore (bowbeit that Ieneure him not ) 
Is of a conſtant, loving,nouble Nature, 
And I darethinke,he'ie prove to De/daemona, 
A moſt deare husband. Now I doe love her too, 
Not out of abſolute luſt,(though peradventure 
I {tand accountant for as great aſinne) 
Bur partly led to dyetmy Revenge, 
For that I doe ſuſpe& the iulty Moore 
Hath leapt into my ſeat . The thought whereof, 
Doth (ike a poyſonous Minerall )Jgnaw my Inwards ; 
And nothing can,or ſhall content my Soulc 
Till [ am ceven'd with him,wife for wife. 
Or failing ſo,yet that I put the Moore, 
Atlcaſt incoa Ielouzie fo Rrong, 
That judgement cannot cure- Which thing to doe, 
If this poore Traſh of Venice, whom 1 trace 
For his quicke hunting, ſtand the putting on, 
lle have our e Hichacl Caſio on the hip, 
. Abuſe himtothe Moore,in the right garbe 
(For I feare Caſſio with my Night-Cap too) 
Make the Moore thanke we, love me,and reward me, 
For making hia: egregiouſly an Aſle, 
And prsQtifing upon his peaceand quiet, 
Even to madneſlc. Tis here : but yet confusd, | 
Knaveries plaine face,is never ſcene,till us'd, Ext. 


Scana Secunda. 


| Enter Othello's Herald with a Proclamation. 


Herald, It 1s Othello's pleaſure , our Noble and Vali- 
ant General!; That upon certaine Tydings now arriv'd, 
importing the meere petdition of the Turkiſh Fleet, 
every man put himſelfe into Triumph. Some to dance, 
ſome to make Bonhres , cach man, to what Sport and 
Revels his addition leads him. For beſides theſe bene- 
fictall Newes, itis the Celebration of his Nuprtiall. So 
much was his pleaſure ſhould be proclaimed. All off1- 
ces are open,andtherc is ftll liberty of Feaſting from this 


poo- 


a. 


y—_— _ <- 


Eg 
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| Andthey Watch too. 
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preſent houre of five, tillthe Bell have told cleven. | 
Bleſſe the Iſle of Cyprus,and our Noble — Gthells. 
2918 X1t. 


Enter Othello, Deſdemona,Caſſio and eAttendants. 
Orhel.Good Michael,looke you tothe Guard to night. 
Lets teach our ſelves that honourable ſtop, 
Not td outt-{port diſcretion. 
Caſ. Iago bath dire&ion what to doe. 
But notwithſtanding with my perſonall eye 
Will I looke to't. | 
Othe. Tago,is molt honelt ; : 
Michacl,goodnight. To morrow with your earlieſt, 
Let me have ſpeech with you. Gome my deare Love, 
The purchaſe made;the fruits are to enſue, 
Thar profit's yet to come tweene me,and yous ; 
Goodnight. Exit. 
| Enter Iago. | 
Caſ: Welcoine Iago; we muſttothe Watch. 
Iag?, Not this houre Lievrenant: cis not yet ten o'th 
Clocke, Our Generall caſt usrhus carly for the love of 
his Deſdemona : Whom,letus not therefore blame ; he 


' hath not yet made wanton the night with her : and ſhee 


is tport for ove. 
Caſe. She'sa moſt exquiſite Lady. 
lago, And Ile warrant her,full of Game. | 
Ca/. Indeed ſhee's a moſt freſh and delicate creatures 
[ago. What aa eye ſhe ha's ? 7 | 

Me thinkes it ſounds a parley to provocation. 
Caf. An inviting eye ; | 

And yet me thinkes right modeſt. 
[ago. And when ſhe ſpeakcs, 


| Is it not an Alarum toe Love ? 


Caſe She is indeed perfe&tion. _ ” ; 
lago. Well : happineſle to their ſheets, Come Lieve- 


| tenant,l have aſtopeof Wine, and here without: are a 


brace of Cyprus Gallants,that would faine have a mea» 
ſureto the healthot blacke Orheilo, 

(af. Not to night, good [ago : I have very poore, and 
unhappy Braines for drinking. 1 could well wiſh cour- 
teſfie would 1avent ſome other cuſtome of entertaine- 
ment. wt apart 

Iago, Oh, they are our Friends : but one Cup , It 
drinke for you. - _ | | 

Caſſi». I havedrunke but one Cvp to night , and that 
was craftily qualified tov : and behold whar innovation 
it makes here. Iam infortunate in the infirmity,and dare 
not taske my weakenefle with any more. | 

Iago. What man? tis anightof Revels, the Gallants 
deſire it. 

Caſ; Where arethey ? 

age. Here,atthe doore : I pray you call them in. 

Caf. le doo't,but it diſlikes me. 

Tago. It I can faſten 'þut ene Cup upon him + 
With that which he hath drunke tonight already, 


( He'l be as full of Qaarrel},and offence 


AS my yong Miltris Dog, 
Now my ſicke Foole Rogorigo, oi 
Whom Love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong ſide out,” 
To De/demona hath tonight Carrows'd, - 


Potations,pottle-deepe ; and he's to watch. 


: 


| Three elſe of Cyprus, Noble ſwelling ſpirits; 


(That hold their honours in a wary diſtance, 


| The very Elements of this warlike Iſle). 


Have 1 to nighr fla 


. ” 


ſter' d with flowing Cups, 


| —— 


Now 'mong this-Flocke of Drunkards, 
Aml to pur our Caſio in ſome Action 


| Thatmay offend the 1fle. But here they come: 


Emer Caſſio, Montano and Gentlemin, 
If conſcquencedoe but approve my dreame, 
My Boat fayles freely,both with windand ftreame. 

C4/. Fore heaven,they have given mea rowle already, 

Aon. Good faith a little one : nor paſt a Pint, as lam 
a Souldicr., 

{ago. Some Wine hoa, 26 

eAnd let me the Cannaksn clinke,clinke : 

end let me the (annakin clinke. 

A Souldiers a man ; Oh mans life's but a ſpan, 

Why then let a Seuldier drinke, 

Some Wine Boyes. 

Caf. * Fore heaven : an excellent Song: 

{ago. Ilcarn'd it in England : where indeed they are 
moſt potent in Potting. Your Dane, your Germane, and 
your {wag-belly'd Hollander,(drinke hoa)are nothing to 
your Engliſh, 

_ _— Is your Engliſhman ſo exquiſite in his drin- 
ing | 

1ago. Why, hedrinkes you with facilitie , your Dane 
dead drunke.' He ſweares not to overthrow your Al- 
maine. He gives your Hollander a vomit , cre the next 
Pottle can be fil'd, . 

(/: Tothe health of our Generall. 


Mon.T am for it Lievrenant: and Ile doe you luſtice. } 


lago, Oh ſweet England. 
King Stephen was and-a werthy Peere, 
Hw Breeches coſt him but a (rowne, 
He held them ſixepence all to deere, 
With that he call 'd the T, aylor Lowne : 
He was aWioht of high Renowne, 
And thex art bur of law de gree : ; 
. Tu Pride that puls the Cemmtrey downe, 
And take thy awl'd Cloake about thee. 
Some Wine hoa. | 
ke Why thisis a more exquiſite ſong than the 6+ 
tners . 
ſage. Will you hear't againe ? 
Ca/ſ. No : for 1 hold him to be unworthy of his place, 


that do's thoſe things. Well : .heav'as above all: and } 


there be ſoules mult be ſaved, and there beſoules mult not 
be ſaved. 

ago. Its true,good Lievtenant, | 

Cafe For mine owne part,no offence tothe Generall, 
nor any man of quality : | hope to be {aved. 

1ego, And ſodoel too Lievtenanr, 

(2ſſiv. I $( but by your leave ) not before me, The 
Lievtenant.isro be ſaved before the Ancient. Lets have 
no more ofthis: lets ro our affaires. Forgive us our 
ſinnes:Gentlemen lets looke to onr buſineffe; Doe not 
thinke Gentlemen, Tam'drunke : this is my Ancient, this 
ts my:right hand, and this is'my left. 1 am' nor drunke 
now : I can ſtand well enough;and I ſpeake well enough. 

Gent, Excellent well, 
Caſ. Why very well then': 
that Iam drunke.  _ | F101 

HMontas, Toth'Platforme ( Maſters } come, lets ſet 
the Watch. | => ih 

lags, Youſee this fellow that is gone before, 

He 1s a Soldier,fit to land by Ceſar, 45 
And give dire&tion. And doebut {ce his vice,” 


you muſt not thinke then, 


Tisto his vertue a juſt Equinox, J 


—_—_— FY 
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"The Trapedy of Hamlet. 
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| The oneas long as th'other. Tigpittyof him': * 


- | I feare the truſt Ozhefopnrshim ing 
On ſome odde time of his infirmity.' - 

'} Will ſhakethis [fland. 

AHont, But is heoften thus ? 

Iago. Tisevermore his prologueto hisſleepe, 
He'le watch the Horologue a double Set, 
If drinke rocke not his Cradle. 

CMont. It were well 
The Generall were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps he ſees it not,or his good nature 
| Prizes the vertue that appeares in Caſio, 
And lookes not on his evils: 1s not this true ? 

Enter Rodorigo. 

| Zago, How now Rodorigo ? 
I pray you after the Lievtenant, goe. 

Mont, And tis great pitry that the Noble Moore 
Should hazzard ſach a place,as his owne Second, 
With one ingraft Infirmity, 
| It were an honeſt Action; to fay ſo 
To the Moore. 

age, Not I,for this faire Ifland, 

I doe love Caffio well: and would doe much 
To cure him of this evill.Bnt harke, what noyſe? 
Enter Caſſio purſuing Kodorigo, 
Caf; You Rogue: you Raſcall. 
Morn. Whats the matter Lieutcnaat ? 
Caſe AKnaveteachmemy duty ? Ie beat the 
Knave into a Twiggen Bottle. | 
Rod. Beate me. | 
Ca/: Doſt thou prate, Rogue ? 
Mon. Nay,good Lievetenant ; 
I pray you fir,hold your hand. 

Caſe. Let me goe (fir) A 
Or Ile know youore the Mazzarc. 

Men. Come,come:* you're Drunke. 

Caſſio. Drunke ? 26 
Iago. Away I fay.:goe out and crya Mutiny. + 
Nay good Lieutenant, Alas Gentlemen : | 

Helpe hoa. Lieutenant. Sir Afontano': 
{ Helpe maſters. Here*s a goodly Watch indeed. 
| Who's that which rings the Bell : Diablo, hou ; 
Thetowne will riſe. Fie,fie Lieutenant, 

You'l be ſham'd for ever, | 


#5: 5 


* + 


Enter Othello,and Attendants. 
Othe, What is the matter bere ? - + - 
Mon; Tbleed ſtill, lam hurt,bu: notto th'death, 
Othe. Hold for your lives. | 


Tag, Hold hoa: Lievtenant,Sir fortguo,Gentlemen :- 
Have you forgot all place of ſenſe anddmic ? 

Hold. The Generali ſpeakesto you; hold for ſhame --.: 
Oth, Why how now. hoa? From whence arifeth this? 

| Are we turn'd Turkes? -andio our ſelves doe that-: 

Which heaven hath forbid the Orramirres, ; 1 

Fer Chriſtian ſhame,pat by this barbarous brawle-z/: + - 

Hethat ſtirres nextto crave for his owne rage, : : © 

Holds his ſoule light : He dies uporrhis Motion. 

Silence that dreadfull Bell, itfrights the-Hle, 

| From her propricty- W hat is the matter, Maſters. 

Honeſt [age,that lookesdead with grieving, , 

| Speake: who began this ?' Onthy lovel charge thee ?/' 


*] In Quarter,and in termeslike Bride and Groome : -. 
Develting them for Bed-z:and then,but now's Ty; 
| (As if ſome Planet had ygwitted men): 2:10 ul) 


Zage.l dorot not know:Friends all,but now,even now | 


''- { Which patience could not paſſe. 


Swords'out,and tilting oneat others breaſts, 7 ' 


- In oppoſition bloody; I'cannor fpeake 


Any beginning to this pecviſh oddes. 
And would in action glorious, had loft 
Thoſe legges that broaght me to apart of it. 
Othe, How-comes it ( Michael) you arc thus forgot ? 
Ca/. 1 pray you pardon me,I canvot ſpeake. - 
Oche, Worthy Montano,you were wont tobe civill : 
The gravitie and ſtilnefſe of your youth | 
The world hath noted. And/yourname 1s great 
In mouthes of wiſeſt Cenlure. W hatsthe marter 
Thar youunlece your reputation thus, 
And tpend your rich opmion,for thename 
Of a night-brawler ? Give me anſwer to it, 
Aon, Wortby Orhello,] am hurt todanger, 
Your Oihicer /agocan informe you, 
While I ſpare ſpeech which ſomething now offends me. 
Of all that I doe know,ner kuow I ought 
By me;thats ſaid, or done amiſle this night, 
V niefle ſeite-charity be ſometimes a vice, 
And todetend our ſelves,it be a finne 
W hen violence aflayles us, 
Othe, Now by heaven, 


| My blcod begins my fafer Guides to rule, 


And paſſton (having my beſt judgement collicd) 


 Aſlayes toleade the way. If I once ſtirre, 
| -Ordbe buthifc this Arme,the beſt of you + 


Shail finke in my rebuke. Give me toknow 
How this foule Rout began : Who ſer it ong 
And he that isapprov'd in this offence, 

Though he had ewinn'd with me,bothat a birth, 


'] Shall looſe ze. W hat in a towne of warre, 
} Yet wiide,the peoples hearts brim-full of teare, 


To manage private,and domeſticke Quarrell ? 
In night,and on the Court and Guard of ſaferic? 


| Tis mon'trous: /ago,whobegan't ? 


Mon. If partially Artin'd,orleague in office, 
Thou doſt deliver more, or leſle than truth, 
Thou art no Soaldier. 

[ago. Touch menor ſoneere, 
T had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 


1 Than itſhoulddoe offence to Michael (afio, 


Yet I perſwade my ſelfe,to ſpeake ſo the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is Generall : 
Montano and my ſeife being in ſpeech, 

There comes a Fellow,crying out for helpe, 

And (is following him. with -determin'd Sword, 
To execute upon him. Sir,this Gentleman, 
Steps into (4ſiv,and intreats his pauſe : 

My ſelfe,the crying fellow did purſue, 

Leſt by bis clamour (as it ſo fell out) 

The Towne might fall in fright. He,(ſwift of foot) 
Out-ran my purpeſe :and I return'd the rather 
For thar Iheard thechikeand fall of (words, 
And Copningh in oath: Which till to night 

I ner2 might ſay before. When l came backe 
(Forthis was briefc)I found them cloſe together 
Arblow,and thruſt,even as againe they were 

W hen'you your ſelfe did part them, 

More of this matter cannot1report, - 

But men are men: the-beſt ſometimes forget, 
Though Caſio did ſomelittle wrong to him, 

As men inrage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt, 
Yet ſurely Caſo, lbeleeve,receiv'd 

From himthar fled.ſome ſtrange indignity, 


Othe. 
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| Orthe. I know /ago ; 

Thy heneſtie, and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it lightro Cafſis ; Cafſis, I love thee, 
But never more be Oxticer of mine. 


Enter Deſdetnona attended. 


Looke if my gentle Love be not rais'd up : 
Tle make thecan cxample. 
Def. What is the matter (Deere? } 
| Othe, All's well, Sweeting : ;. - 
Comeaway to bed. Sir for your hurts, _ 
My ſelfe will be your Surgeon, Lead him off : 
[ago, looke with care about the Towne, _ = 
And ſilence thoſe whom this vile brawle diſtracted. 
| Come De/demoras, 'tis the Souldicrs life, | 
To have their Balmy flumbers wak'd with frike. Exit. 
Tage, Whatare you hurt Lieutenant ? 
| Ce. I, paſtall Surgery, 
1ago. Marry Heayen forbid. j: oi fe 
_ Caf. Reputarion; Reputation, Reputation : Oh I hayc 
| loſt my Reputation, Ihaye loſt the immoreall part of my 
ſelte, and what remaines is beſtiall. My Reputation, /ago, 
my Reputation, 


| Jago. As lam an honeſt man I had thought you had 


| received ſome bodily wound ; there is more ſence in that * 


then in Reputation, Repunation is an idle,and molt falſe 
impoſition; oft got without merit, and loft without de- 
ſerving. You haveloſt no Reputation at all, unlefle you 
repute your ſelfe ſuch a loofer. What man, there are 


| but now caſt in his moode, (a puniſhment more in poli- 
| cie, then in malice ) even ſo as one would beate his of- 
| fenceleſſe dogge, toaffright an Imperious Lyon, Sueto 
' him againe and he's yours: 
Caf: I will rather ſue to 
ſo good a Commander, with ſo flight,ſo drunken, and ſo 
indiſcreet an Officer. Dranke ? And ſpeake Parrat? And 
ſquabble ? Swagger ? Sweare? And diſcourſe Fuſtian 
with ones owne ſhaddow.? Oh thou inviſible ſpirit of 
' Wine, .if thou haſt no nameto be knowne by , lct us call 
thee Divell. 


Sword ? What had he done to you ? 

| Caf. I know not, 

Lago. Ts't poilivle? Ore = 
{f- 1 remember a maſſe of things, but nothing di- 
ſtintly : a Quarrell , but nothing wherefore. Oh, thar 
men ſhould putan Enemic in their mouthes, to ſtealea- 
way their Braines ? that wee ſhould with joy pleaſance, 
| revell and applauſe, transſorme our ſelves into Beaſts, 
Iago, Why? But you arenow well enough : how came 
you thusrecorered? , | | | 
Caf, It hath pleas'd the diyell drunkenneſle,, to give 
place to the divell wrath, one unperfeneſſe ſhewes me 
another, to make me frankly deſpiſe my ſelfe. 

Tago. Come, you are too ſevere a Moraller. As the 
Time, the Place,and the Condition of this Ceuntry ſtands 
I could hartily with this had not befalne: but ſince it is, as 
it is, mend it for your owne good. 0: Db } 
Caſe I will aske him for my Place againe, hee ſhall tell 
me, Iama drunkard : had I as many mouthes as Hydra, 
ſuchan anſwer would ſtop them all. To bee now a ſen- 
ſible man, by and by a Foole, and preſently a Beaſt. Oh 
ſtrange! Every inordinate cup is unbleſs'd, and the Ingre- 
dicnt isadivell. 


—_—  —— 


more wayes to recover the Generall againe. You are. 


bee deſpis'd, then todeceive. 


Cs | Evenas her appetite ſhall play the god, 
[ago. W hat , was hee that you follgw'd with your 


. Andby how much ſhe itrives to do him good, 


famill 


Lago, Come, come : good wine, is a:go6d, ag af 
i6 


, 
| Creature,if irbe wellus'd; exclaime no more 
And good Lieutenant, I thinke , you thinke' I love 


you. * : | 

C/o. I have well approvedit, Sirgl drunke? : | _. 

ago, You; or any man living, may be drunkeata time 
man. I tell you what you ſhall do ;Our Generals Wife, 
is now the Generall. 1 may ſay ſo, in this refpe, for 
| thac he hath devored, and given up himſclfe to the con- 
templation, marke : and devorement of her parts and 
Graces. Coufefle your ſelte freely to her : Importune 
her helpeto put you in your place againe. She is'cf {© 
Free, to kinde , ſo apr, ſo bleſſed a diſpoſition, ſhe holds 
ita vicein hergoodnefſe, not to do more then the is re- 
queſted. This broken joynt betweene you, and her huſ- 


any lay worth naming,thiscracke of yourlove, ſhall grow 
ſ{tonger, then it was before. | 
Caſſio. You adviſe me we!l. SI 
_ proteſt inthe ſinceritic of Love, and honeſt Kind. 
nefle. 


i. 
— —— 


I will beſcech the vertuous Deſdermona to utidertake for 
me : Iam deſperate of my Fortunes if they check me, 
Tago. Youarc in theright ; good night Lieutenant, I 
muſt tothe Watch, 
Caſſio, Good night, honeſt /ago, 
| Exit Caſſio. 
lago, And what's hethen, 
That fayes I play the Villaine? . | 
When this advice is free Igive,and honeſt, 
Proba!jto thinking, and indeed the courſe 
To win the Moore againe, 
For tis molt cafie : 
Th'inclyning Deſdemona to ſubdue 
. In any honeſt Suite. She's fram'das fruitefull 
As the free Elements, And then for her 
Towin the Moore, were to renownce his Baptiſme, 
All Sealzs, and Simbols of redeemed fin ; 
His Soule is ſoenfetter'd to her Love, 
T hat ſhe may make, unmake, doe what ſhe liſt 


| With his weake Funtion. How am I then a Villaine, 
To Counſell Caf?» to this paralell courſe, 

| Dire&ly to his good ? Divinitie of hell, 

When divels will the blackeft {finnes put on , 

They do ſuggelt at firſt with heavenly ſhewes, 

As Ido now. For whitlesthis heneſt Foole 

Plies Deſdemona, to Oo his Fortune, 

And ſhe for him,pleades ſtrongly to the Moore, 

Ile powre this peſtilence into hiseare : 

Thar ſhe repeales him, for her bodies Luſt, 


She ſhall undoe her Credite with the Moore» 


That ſha'!l en-maſh them all, 
How now Rogorigo? 


E mer Rodorigo.. | 


Rodrigo. T doe follow hcere in the Chace, not 
like a Hound that hunts, but one that filles up the | 


So will I turne her vertue15to pitch, | 
And out ofher owne goodnefle make the Net, | 


band, entreat her to ſplinter. And my Fortunes againſt | 


Caſſio 1 thinke it freely : and betimes in the morning, | 


Crie. My Mony is almolt ſpent; I have beene to night | 


| 


—_ \A—— 


ho —— 


—_ 


exceedingly well Cndgell'd : And I thinke the iflue | 
LES = will 


_ —_—_F Ws '% met... 
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| willbee,: I ſhall have ſo much 
| Andfo, with no money at al, 
turne againe to Veuice.: Sid LR 

Tago. How poorcarethey that have not Patience ? 
| What wound did ever heale but by degrees ? 


ExPorrnge for my paines 3 
anda little more Wit, re 


. 


Thou know it we worke by Wit;zand not by witchcrafc 
And Wit depends on dilatory time ; 

Dos't not go well? Cſſio hath beaten thee, 

And thou by tharſinall hurt haſt caſheer'd Caſio : 
Though other things grow faire againſt the Sun, 

Yet Fruites that bloſſome firſt , will firſt be ripe 3 
Content thy ſelfe, a-while. Introth*tis Morning ; 
Pleaſure, and Aion , make the houres ſeeme ſhorts 
Retire thee, go where thou art Billited ; 

Away, I ſay ,thou ſhalt know more hecrcafter : 
Nay getthee gone. | Exit Rodorsgo, 
{ Twothings are to be done * F 
My Wite muſt move for Cafſioto her Miſirts : 

He ſet her on my ſelfe, a while, to draw the Moore apart, 
And bring him jumpe, when he may C/o finde 
Soliciting his wife : I, that's the way : 


Dull not Device, by coldnefle and delay. Exic* 


eA Tus Tertins. Scana Prima. 


— _ > ——— 


— _@_T_—— — 


Enter Caſſio, Muſit ians, and Clowrie. 


Caſſio, Maſters, play heere, I will content your paines, 
Somerhing that's bricfe : and bid, goodmorrow Generall, 

Clo. Why Maſters, have your Inltruwents bin in Na- 
ples, that they ſpeake i*th' Noſe thus? 

Af. How Sir ? how? 

Cl, Are theſe | pray you, winde Inſtruments ? 

Auf. I marry are they ſir, 

Ch. Oh, thereby hangsa tale. 

CHMnuſ. Whereby hangs a tale, ſir ? 

Clow, Marry ſir, by many a winde Inſtrument that1 
know. But Maſters, hee's money for you : and the Ge- 
nerall fo likes your Mulick, that hee deſires you for loves 
ſake to make no noiſe with it. 

Anſ, Well Sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you haveany Muſicke that may not bee heard, 
too*tagaine. But (as they fay) to heare Muſicke, the Ge- 
nerall do's not greatly care. 

IMuſ. We havenone ſuch, fir. 

Clow. Then putup your Pipes in your bagge, for le 
away. Go, vaniſhinto ayre,away. Exit My, 

Caſio. Doſt thou heare me, mine honeſt Friend ? 

Cto. No, I heare not your honeſt Friend : 

I hear E YOUs 

Caſſio, Prytheekeepe up thy Quillets, ther's apoore 

ece of Gold for thee: if the Gentlewoman that attends 
the Generall be ſtirring, tell her , there's one Caſio en- 
treats her alittle favour of Speech. Wilt thou do this ? 

(7. She is ſtirring fir : if ſhe will Rirre hither, I (hall 
ſeeme to notifie unto her, Exit Clo. 


Enter Iago, 


Inheppy time, 1ago. | 
| 5 Youhave _ _ a-bedthen ? 
| «ſſis, Why no : the day had broke before we parted: 
| Thave made bold (ago) to ſend into your wife: F 
My ſuits to her is, that ſhe will to vertuous De/demong 


| Out of the 4 that your converſe and buſineſſe 
r 


Procure me ſome acceſle. | 
ago. Ile ſend her to you Preſently 
And lle deviſea meane todraw the Moore 


May be more free. Ext, 
Caſſie, I humbly thanke you for't. I'never knew 
A Florentine mere kinde, and honeſt: 
Emir Amilia. | 45 
e/£mil, Goodmorrow ( good Lieutenant) Tata forrie 
For your diſpleaſure : but all will ſure be well, 
The Generalland his wife are talking of it, _. 
And ſhe ſpeakes for you ſtoutly, The Moore replies, 
That he you hurt 1s of great Fame in Cyprus, 
And great AjHnitie : and that in wholſome Wiſedome 
He might not but refuſe you.But he proteſis he loves you 
| And needs no other Suitor, but his likings 
Tobring you in againe« 
| Caſſo. YertTbelcechyou, 
If you thinke fit, or that ir may be done, 
Give me advantage of ſome briefe Diſcourſe 
With D2o/demon alone. | 
e/Emil. Pray comein : 
I will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 
To ſpeake your boſomecfreely, 
{fſio. 1 am much bound to you. 


C— 


Sena Secunda. 


—— — ——— No —— - — ——— — — 


Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen. 

Othe. Theſe Letters give (/age) tothe Pylot, 
And by him do my durtics to the Senate : 
That done, 1 willbe walking on the Workes, 
Repaire thereto me, 

Tago. Well, my good Lord, Ile doo't; 

Oth. This Fortification (Gentlemen) ſhall we ſee't ? 

Gent. Weel waite upon your Lordſhip. Exenn 


—————_——_—_—_—_— 


Scena Terta. 


__ — 9 ROD Oo 


— 


————  ———— > _—— 


"I oo ama_— - w_— — 


Enter Deſd:mona, Caſſio, and e/Emilia.* 
Def. Be thou aſſur'd (good («ſſio) 1 will doe 
All my abilities in thy bckalfe, 
e/Emil, Good Madam doe 
I warrant it greeves my Husband, 
As if the cauſe were his. 


But I will have my Lord, and you againe 
As friendly as you were. 
Caſſio, Bountcous Macam, = . 

Wharever ſhall become of Michael (oſſio, 
He's never any thing but your true Servant, | 

Def. I know't 71 thanke you : you dolove my Lord :” 
You have knowne him long, and be you well afſfur'd 
He (hallin ſtrangeneſle ſtand no farther off, 
Then in apolitique diſtance , 

Caſſio, I, but Lady, 
That policic may citherlaſt ſo long. - 
Or feede upon ſuch nice and wateriſh diet, 
Or breede it (elfe ſo out of Circumſtances, 
That I being abſent, and my place ſupply'd. 
My Generall will forget my Love, and Service. 

Def. Doe not doubt that : before e/E-lia here,” 


— 


__—_———.. 


| 
Deſ. Oh that's an honeſt Fellow, Do not doubt Cafſio 


| 


the Moore of Venice. 
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I give thee warrant of thy place. Aſſure thee, 

If I doe vow a friendſhip, le perfome it 

To the laſt Article, My Lord ſhallnever reſt, 

Ile watch him tame, and talke him our of patience ; 
His Bed ſhall ſeeme a Schoole, his Boord a Shrift, 
Ile intermingle every thing he do's 

| With Cafſio's ſuite : Therefore be merry Caſſo, 
For thy Solicitor ſhall rather dye, 

Then give thy cauſe away» 


Enter Othello, an1 lags. 

e/Emil, Madam, heere comes my Lord- 
Ca//io. Madam, Ile take my leave, 
Deſ; Why tay, and heare me ſpeake. 
Caſſiv. Madam, not uow : Iam very illat eaſe, 
' Vnfit for mine owne purpoſes. 
Def. Well, doe your diſcretion. 
Iago. Hah? Tlike not that- 
Othe, What doſt thou ſay? 
Iago. Nothing my Lord; or if —I know not what, 
Ochel. Was not that { afſi» parted from my wite ? 
Lago.' Caſſiomy Lord ? No ſure, I cannot thinke it 
That he wouldſtcale away ſo guilty-like, 
Seeing your comming. 
Oth, I dobeleeve 'twas hes 
De/. How now my Lord ? 
I have bin talking with a Suitor heere, 
A man that languiſhes in your diſpleaſure. 
Oth. Who is'tyou meane ? 
Def; Why your Lieutenant Caſo. Good my Lord, 
 TfI have any grace, or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one, that truely loves you, 
That erres in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
I have no judgement inan honeſt face, 
I prythee call him backe. | 
Oth. Went he h:nce now ? 
Deſd. T ſooth; ſohumbled, 
That he hath left part of kis greefe with me 

Toſuffer with him. Good Love,call him backe. _ 
|  Othel. Notnow ({weet Deſdemos) ſome other time. 


| Def. But ſhall't be ſhortly ? 


Oth. The ſooner (Sweet) for your. 

Def, Shal't beromght, atSupper ? 

Oth, No, not to night. 

Def. To morroiw Dinner then ? 

Oth. I ſhail not dine at home : 

I meete the Captainesatthe Cittadell. OY 
Deſ. Why then to morcow night, on Tueſday morne, 
| On Tueſday noone, or night ; on Wenſday Morne. 

I praythee name the time, bur let it not 


| Exceedthreedayes. Infaith hee's pevitent : 


And yet his Treſpaſſe, in our common reaſon _. . 
(Save that they ſay the warres muſt make example) 

' Out of her beſt, is not almoſt a fault 

T'incurre a private checke. W hen ſhall ke come ? . 
Tell me Ochello, T wonder in my Soule 

W hat you would aske me , that I would deny, 

Or ſtand ſo mam'ringon >? What? Michael Caſſio, 
Thar came a woing with you? and ſo many a time 
(When 1 have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly) 

| Hath cane your part, to have ſo much to doe 

To bring him in? Truſt me, 1 could do-much. 
Oth. Prythee no more : Lethim come when 


be will: | 
I will deny thee nothing. Pd 


Deſ. Why, this is not a Boone: 


Pa 


— | ButIdoloverhee: and when I love thee nor, 
Exit Caſſio. 


| Why doſtthouaske ? 


* Oth. Indeed? I indeed. Diſcern'ſt thou ought inthat ? | 


"TisasST ſhould entreate you weare your Gloves, 
r feede on nouriſhi ng diſhes, or keepe you warme, 
Orſue to you, todoea peculiar profit 
To your owne perſon. Nay, when I have a ſuite 
Wherein I meane to touch your Love indeed, 
It ſhall be full of poize, and difficult waight, 
And fearefullto begranted. 
Oth. 1 willdeny thee nothing: 
W hereon, I do beſeech thee, grantmethis, 
Toleave me but alittle to my ſelfe. 
Def. Shall I deny you? No; farewell my Lord. 
Oth, Farewell my Deſdamona, Ile come to thee ſtrait, | 
Def. e/Emiliacome ; be as your Fancies teach you : 
What ere you be, I am obedient- Exnt, 
Oth, Excellent wretch: Perdition catch my Soule 
Chaos is comeagaine. 
lago, My Noble Lord. 
Oth. W hat doſt thou ſay, lags ? 
[ago. Did Machael Caſſio 
When you woo'd my Lady,know of your loye? 
Oth. He did, from firſt to laſt : 


{ag». But for a ſatisfation of my Thought, 
No further harme. | 

Oth, Why of thy thought, lags? | 

lays. Idid not thinke he had bin acquainted with it. 

Oth. Oyes,and went betweene us very oft, 

Tags, Indeed ? 


Is he not honeſt ? | 
Tago, Honeſt, my Lord ? 
Oth. Honeſt? I, Honeft, 
Iago. My Lord, for ought I know 
Oth, What do't thou thinke ? 
[ago. Thinke, my Lord? 
Oth, Thinke, my Lord ? Alas, thou eccos't me; 
As if there were ſome Monſter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be ſhewne. Thou doſt meane ſomthing: 
I heard thee ſay evennow, thou lik'(t nar that, 
When Caſo left my wife, What did'(t not like ? 
And when I told thee, he was of my Coundalle, 
Of my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cried'it, Indeedez 
Anddidd'ſt contract, and purſethy brow together, 
As if thou then hadlſt ſhur up in thy braine 
Some horrible conceite,if thou doſt love me 
Shew methy thought. | 
[ago. My Lord, you knowT love you, | 
. Oth, Ithinke thou do'ſt : 
For I know thou'rt full of Love, and honeſty, 
And weigh'ſt thy words before thou giv'it them breath 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine, fright methe more : 
For ſuch things in a falſe diſloyall Knave 
Are trickes of Cuſtome : but in a man thet's juſt, 
They're cold dilations working from the heart, 
Thar paſſion cannot rule. 
lags. For Michael Caſio, - 
I dare be {worne, I thinkethat he is honeſt. | 
Oth. Ithinke fo too. 
ago, Men ſhouldbe what they ſeeme, TOES 
Or thoſe that bee not, would they might ſeeme none. 
Oth. Cerraine, men ſhovld be what they ſeeme, 
Tago, Why then I thinke (aſtio*san honeſt man, 
Oth. Nay yet there's more in this? | 
I pray thee ſpeake to me asto thy thinkings, 
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As thou doſt ruminate, and give thy wort of choughts 4 
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The worſt of words. 
lago. Good my Lord pardon me. 
Though 1 am bound to every At of duty, 
I am not bound to that : All Slavesare free: $38; 
Vrtter my Thoughts ? Why ſay, they arevild, and falſc ? 
As where's that Palace, whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not? Who ha's that breaſt ſo pure, 
Wherein uncleanly Apprehenſions 
Keepe Lzetes, and Law-dayes, and in Seſſions fit 
With meditations Lawfull ? 
Othe, Thou do'ſt conſpire againſt thy Friend ( lags) 
If thou but think'ſt him wrong'd, and mak'ſt his care 
A ſtranger to thy Thoughts. 
Tags. I dobeſcech you, 
Though I perchance am vicious in my gueſſc 
(As Iconfeſle it is my Natures plague 
To ſpy into Abuſes, and of my jealouſfie 
Shapes faults that are not) that your wiſedome 
From one, that ſo imperteAly conceits, 
Would take nonotice,nor baild your ſelfe a trouble 
Out of his ſcattering, and unſure obſervance : 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my Manhood, honelty and Wifedome, 
To let you know my thoughts, 
Othe, What doit thou meane ? 
age. Good name in Man,and woman(deere my Lord) 
Is che immediate lewell of their Soules; 
Who ſteales my purſe ſteales traſh: 
Tis ſomething, nothing ; 
Twas mine, *tis his , and has bin flavetothoutands : 
Burt he that filches from me my good Name, 
| Robs me of th:it, which notenriches him, 
And makes me poore indeed, 
Othe, Ile know thy Thoughts. 
Tago, You canhot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor ſhall nor, whil*it 'tis in my cuſtodie, 
Othe, Ha ? 
ago. Oh, beware my Lord, of jealouſie, 
Ie is the greene-cy*'d Monſter, which doth mocke 
The meate it feeds on. That Cuckoldlives in blifle, 
Who cerrcaine of his Fate, loves not his wronger : 
But oh, what damned minutes rels he ore, 
Whodotes, yet doubts : Suſpects, yet ſoundly loves ? 
Othe. Omilery. 
Tage. Poore,and Content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But riches finelefle, is as poore as Winter, 
To him that ever fearcs he ſhall be poore : 
Good Heaven, the Soulcs of all my Tribe defend 
From jealout:c. 
Othe, Why? why is this ? 
Think'ſt thou, I'ld makea Life of Tealouſiez 
To follow ſtill the changes of the Moone 
With freſh ſuſpitions? Noz to be once indoubt, 
Is to be refolv'd: Exchange me for a Goar, 
When I ſhall turne the bulineſſe of my Soule 
To ſuch exufflicate, and blowed Surmiſes , 
Matching the inference. *Tis not to make me Iecalious, 
Toſay my wife is fairc, feeds well, loves company, 


| 


Is free of ſpeech, Sings, Playes, and Dances : 
Where Vertue is, theſe are moſt vertuous. 

Nor from mine owne weake merites, will I draw 
The ſmalleſt feare, or doubt of her revolt, 

For ſhe hadeyes, and choſe me. No /ago, 

fle ſee before I doubr; when I doubt, prove 
And on the proofe, there is no more bur this, 
Away atonce with Love, or Icalouſie, 


| 7a. Iamgladofthis: for now I ſhall have reaſon 

To ſhew the Love and Duty thatTI beare you - . 

With franker ſpirit. Therefore (asI am bognd) 

Receive it from me, I ſpeake not yet of proofe : 

Looke to your wife, obſerve her well with (ſſo, 

Weare your eyes, thus : not Ilealious, nor Secure ; 

I would not have your free, and Noble Nature, 

Out of ſelfe-Bounty, be abus'd looke too't: 

I know our Country diſpoſition wellz 

In Venice, they do let Heaven ſee the prankes 

They dare not ſhewtheir Husbands. 

Their beſt Conſcience, 

Is not toleave't undone, but kept unknownee 
Oth. Doſt thou ſay ſo? ; 

{ag. Shedid deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and feare your lookes, 
She lov'd them moſt, 

Othe, Andſoſhedid. 

{ago. Whygotothen: 

Shee that ſo young could give out fuch a Seeming 
To ſeele her Fathers eyes up, cloſe as Oake, 
He thought 'twas witchcraft. 
But Iam much too blame : 
I humbly do beſeech you of your pardon 
For too muchloving you. 
Othe. Tam bound to to thee for ever. 

ago. Iſeethis hath a little daſh'd your Spirits: 

Orhz, Not a jot, not a jot. 

lago. Truſt me I feare it has? 

I hope you will conſider what is fpoke 
Comes from my Love. 

Bur I doſee yare moov'd : 

I amto pray you, not to ſtraine my ſpeech 
To grofler 1flues, nor to larger reach, 

Then toSuſpition. 

Oth, I willnot. . 

lago. Should you doe ſo (my Lord) 

My ſpeech ſhould fall into ſuch vilde ſucceſle, 
W hich my Thoughts aym'd not. 
C-//io's my worthy Friend : 
My Lord, I ſee y'are moy'd: 
Oth. No, not much mov'ld : 
I donot thinke but Deſdemona's honeſt. 

lago. Longlive ſhe 10; 
and long live you tothinke ſo. | 

Oth, And' yet how Nature erring from it ſelfem—— 

ago. I,tkere's the point : 
As (to be bold with you) 
Not to affe& many propoſed Matches 
Of her owne Clime, Complexion and Degree, 
Whereto we ſee inall things , Nature tends : 
Foh, one may ſinell in ſuch, a will moſt ranke, 
Foule diſproportions, T houghtsunnaturall. 
But (pardon me) I do'not in poſition 
Diſtinly ſpeake of her, though I may feare 
Her will, recoyling to her better judgement, 
May fall to match you with her Country formes;. 
And happily repent. 

Oth. Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more : 
Set on thy wife to ebſerve, 
Leave me /ago, 
Iago. My Lord, I take my leave. 
othe, Why did I marry ? 
This honeſt Creature (doubrleſle) 


Sees, and knowes more, much morethen he nfelcd. 
apo 
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Lago, My Lord, I would I might intreat your Honor 
To icanthisthing no farther : Leave it to time; 
Although'tis fit that{affohave his place; 

For ſure he filles it up with great Ability ; 

Yet if you pleaſe, to put him off a-while : 

You ſhall by that perceive him, and his meanes : 
Note if your Lady ſtraine his Entertainment 
With any ſtrong, or vehement importunitie, 
Much wyll be feene in that: In the meanetime, 
Let me bethought too buſie in my feares, 

(As wotthy cauſe I have to feare I am) 

And hold her free, I do beſcech your Honor: 

Oth. Feare not my government. 

[ago. I once more take my leave. - 

Oth. This Fellow'sof exceeding honeſty, 

And knowes all Quantities with alcarn'd Spirit 
Of humane dealings. If I do prove her Haggard, 
Though that her leſſes were my deere heart-ſtrings; 
Id whiltle her off, and let her downe the winde 
To prey at Fortune, Haply, for Tam blacke, 

And have not thoſe ſoft parts of Converſation 
Thar Chamberers have : Or for I am declin'd 

Into the vaie of yeares (yctthar's not much) 
She's gone. Iam abus'd, and my releefe 

Muſft be ro loath her. Oh Curſe of Marriage! 

That we can call theſe delicate Creatures outs, 

And not their Apperites ? I bad rather bea Toad, 
And live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 

Then keepe a corner in the thing 1 love 

For others uſes, Yet 'tis the plague to Great-onts, 
Prerogativ'd are they lefle then the Baſe, 

Tis deitiny unſhunnable. like death z 

Even then, this forked plague is Fated tous, 
When wedoquicken. Looke where thecomes : 


Enter Deſdemona and e/Emilia, 


If ſhe be falſe, Heaven mock'd it ſelfe : 
Le notbelceve'r. 
Def. How now, my deeic Othello ? 
Your dinner, and the generous Iſlanders 
By you invited, do attend your preſeuce, 
Och, I am to blame. 
Def. Why do you ſpeaks {o faintly ? 
Are you not well ? 
Oth, I havea paineupon my Forehead heere. 
Def: Why that's with watching, *twill away agains. 
Let me but binde it hard, within this houre 
Ic will be well. 
Oth, Your Napkin 1stoo little: 
Let italone : Come, Ile go in with you: 

Def. Tam very ſorry that you are not well. 
«Emil, Tam glad 1 have found this Napkin : 
This was her firſtremembrance from the Moore, 

My way watd Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to ftealeir. But ſhe fo loves the Token, 
(For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keepe 1t) 
Thst ſhe retervesitevermore about her, 

To kifle, and talke to. llc have the worke tans out, 
And giv't [a79: what he will do with it 

Heaven knowes, nor I: 

I nothing, but to pleaſe his Fantaſte, 


Exit. 


Enter Iago, 
Iago. How now ? What do you heere alone ? 
e/£mi. Do not you chide: I haveathing for you. 


| 


| 


| Are to the jealous, confirmations ſtrong, 
| As proofesof holy Writ. This may do ſomething. 


. Burne likethe Mines of Sulphure. I did fay ſo, 


Jago. You have a thing for me ? 
It isa common thing ——— 

e Emil, Hah ? 

age. To havea fooliſh wife. 

e/Ew11, Ob, isthat ail? What witl you give me now 
For that ſame Handkerchife. | 

{ago. What Handkerchicfe * 

e Emil. What Handkerchictc? 
Why thatthe Moore firſt gave to Deſd:mona, 
That which ſo often you did bid me ſcale. 

lago; Halt ſtolne it from her ? 

e/£mil, No: but ſhe fetit crop by negligence, 
Andtoth' advantage, Ibciug lhcere, took't up : 
Looke, heere *tis: 

{ago, A good wench, give it me. 

e Emil, hat will you do with't that you have bene 
ſo earneſt to have me filch it ? 

[ago. Why , whatisthat to you ? 

e/Emil. If it be not for ſome purpoſe of import, 
Giv't me againe. Poore Lady, ſhee'l run mad 
When ſhe ſhall lacke its 

Hago. Bc not acknowneon't : 
I hwveuſc for it. Go, leave me Exit Emil, 
I will i1 Caſſio's Lodging looſe this Napkin, 
Audict bim finde it- Trifles light as ayre, 


The Moorealready changes with my poyſons, 
Dangerous conceites, are in their Natures poyſons, 
Which atthe firſt arc ſcarfe found todiſtaſte ; 

But with a little act upon the blood, 


Emer Othello. 
Looke where he comes : Not Poppy nor Mandragora, 
Norall the drowtic Syrrnps of the world 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweete ſleepe 
Which thou owd'ſt yeſterday, 
Oth. Ha, ha, falſe tomee ? 
Tago. Why how now Ceneral!? No more of that. 


Othe. Auant, be gonc : Thou hatt ſet me onthe Racke: | 


I ſweare tis better to be much abus'd, 
Then butro know't a little, 

lago. How now, my Lo1d? |, 

Othe. What ſent hadT, in her ſtolne houres of Luſt? 
I ſaw'r not, thoyght ir not: ic harm'd not me : 


I flept the nextnight well, f2d well, was free, and merrys } 


I found not Caſio s killes on her Lippes ; 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what 1s ſtolne, 
Let him not know?*:,and he's not robb'd at all. 
ago, I amſorry toheare this ? 
Och, I had beene happy ifthe generail Campe, 
Pyonersand all, had taſtcd her {weer Body, 
So I had nothing knowne. Oh now, for ever 
Farewell the Tranquill minde; farewell Centent; 
Farewellthe plumed Troopes, andthe bigge Warres, 
That make Ambition, Vertue | Oh farewell, | 
Farewell the neighing Stced, and the ſhrill Trumpe,- 
The Spirir-ſtirring Drum, th' Eare-piercing Fite, 
The Royall Banner, and all Quiity, 
Pride, Pompe and Circt:mſtance o: glorious Warre ; 
And O you mortall Engines, whoſe rude throates 
Th' immortall Toves dread Clamovrs counterfeit, 
Farewell : Ozhello”s Occupation's gone. | 
Tago. Is tpoſfivle my Lord? ab 
Oth. Villaine, be ſure thou prove my Love a Whore ; 
Be ſure of it : Give me the Ocular proofe,  * | 
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Or by the worth of mine cternall Soule, 
Thou had bin better have bin borne a Dog 
Thenanſwere my wak*d wrath. 
lago, Is'tcometo this? ; 
Oth. Make me to ſce't: or (at the leaſt) ſo prove it, 
Thatche probation beare no Hindge, nor Loope, 
To hang adoubt on: Or woe upon thy life. 
" ago. My Noble Lord. 
Oth. If thou do'ſt flander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more : Abandonall remorſe 
On Horrors head, Horrors accumulate , 
Doedeeds to make Heaycn weepe, all Earthamaz'd; 
For nothing eanſt thou to damnation adde, 
Greater then that. 1] 
lago. OGrace ! O Heaven forgive me! 
Are youa man ? Have youa Soule ?or Senſe * 
God buy you : take mine Orfice. Oh wretched Foole, 
Thatlov'it ro make thine Honeſty a Vicc! 
Oh monſtrous world! Takenote, rake note(O World) 
Tobe dire and honeſt, isnot ſafe. | 
Ithanke you for this profit, and from hence, 
le loveno friend, ith love breeds ſuch offences | 
Otch. Nay ſtay : thon ſhouldlt be honelt. 
ago. T ſhould be wiſe, for honeſtie'sa Foole, 
And loſes that it workes for. - 
Oth, By the World, 
I thinke my Wife be heneſt, and thinke ſhe 1s not: 
I thinke that thou arr juſt, and chinke thou art not : 
Ile dave ſome proofe. My name that was as freſh 
As Dians Viſage, is now begriurdand blacke 
As mine owne face. If there be Cords or Kuves, 
Poyſon, or Fire, or ſuffucating iireames. 
He not indureit, Wouid I were ſatisfied. 
Tago, Ifceyouare catenup with paſſion ; 
Idorepent me, that I put 1t co you, 
You would be ſatisfied ? 
Oth, Would, Nay, and I will. 
lags, And may : but how? How ſatisfied, wy Lord ? 
Would you the ſuper -viſion groflely gape on ? 
Behold her topp'd ? 
Oth.' Death, and damnation. -Oh ! 
tago, It werea tedious diriculty 1 thinke, 
To bring to that proſpet : Damnethem then, 
If ever mortall eyes do ſee them boullter 
More then their owne, Whatthcn? How then ? 
W hat ſhall I fay ? Where's Satisfaction ? 
It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 
Were - as primeas Goates,as hot as Monkeyes, 
Asſaltas Wolves in pride, and Fooles as groſſe 
As Ignorance, made drunke, But yet , I ſay, 
If impuration and ſtrong circumſtances, 
Which leadediretly roche doore of Truth, 
Will give you ſatisfaRion, you might have't, 
Oth.Give me aliving reaſon ſhe's diſloyall. 
Tops. 1 do notlike the OiJice. 
Butfith Tamentred in this cauſe ſo farre 


{ (Prick'd too't by fooliſh Honeſty,and Love ) 
| I will go on. Ilay with ( «fs lately, 


And being troubled wita raging tooth, 

I could norſlcepe. Thereare a kindeof men, 

So looſe of Soule, that in their ſlcepes will mutter 
Their Afﬀayres: one of this kinde is Caſſio: 

In fleepe I heard him fay, ſweer Deſdemona, 

Ler us be wary , let us hide our Loves, 

And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand; 
Cry, oh ſweet Creature ; then kifſe me hard, | 


—_—__— 


| Asit he pluckt up kifſes bythe rootes, 


— 


That grew upon-my lippes, laid his Leg ore my Thigh, 
And {igh, and kifſe, and then cry curſed Fate, 
That gave thee tothe Moore. 
Oth, O monſtrous | monſtrous! 
Tago, Nay this was but his Dreame. 
Orh, But this denoteda fore-gone concluſion, 
Tisa ſhrew'd doubr, thought be but a Dreame, 
lags. Andthis may helpe tothicken other proofes, 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 
Oth. Ile teare her all ro peeces. | 
Iago. Nay yet be wiſe; yet we ſee nothing done, 
She may be honeſt yet: Tell mebur this, 
Have you not ſometimes ſeene a Handkerchiefsg 
Spotted wich ſtrawberries, in your wives hand ? 
Oth. I gave her ſuch a one : *rwas my firſt gift 
1ago; T know nor that: but ſuch a Handkerchiefe 
(Iam ſure it was your wives) did I today 
See Caſſio wipe his Beard with. 
Orb, It irbe that, 
[ago. It it be thar,or any,it't was hers, 
it ſpcakes againſt her with the other proofes. 
Orh. Othat ti: ſlave had forty thouſand lives ; 
One is t00 poote, too weake for my revenges 
Now do I ſee*tistrue, Looke heere Jago, 
All my fond lovethus do I blow to Heaven. Tis gone, 
Ariſe blacke vengance, from the hollow hell, 
Yeeld up (O Love) thy Crowne and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate, Swell boſome with thy fraught, 
For 'tis of Aſpickcs tongues. 
[ago. Yet be content. 
Gth. Oh blood, blood, blood. 
lags. Paticnce 1 fay : your minde may change. 
Oth, Never Jago, Like to the Ponticke Sea, 
W hoſe Icic Curreut, and compuifive courſe, 
Nev*r kcepes retiring ebbe, but keepes duc on 
To the Proponticke, and the Helleipont :; 
Even {0 my bloody thoughts, with violent pace = 
Shall nev'r looke backe, nev r ebbe to humble Love, 
Till that a capabie and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up, Now by yond Marble Heaven, 
Intize aue reverence of a Sacred vow, 
I heere engage my wordso—— 
{agoe. Donot riſe yet: 
Wirnefſe you evcr-burning Lightsabove, 
You Elements, thatclip us round about. 
Witaefſe that heere [ago doth give up 
Theexecution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othelto's Service. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 
W hat bloody bulinceſſe ever. 
oth. Igrectthy love, 
Not with vaine thankes,but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inſtaatputthee too't, 
Within theſe three dayeslet me heare thee ſay, 
Thar Cafſ/io's not alive. 
ago, My friend is dead ; 
Tis done at your Requeſt. 
Butlether live. 
Och. Damne her lewde Minx : 
O dzmnc her, damne her. 
Come go with mea-part, I will withdraw _ 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift mcanes of death 
For the faire Divell, 
Now art thou my Lieutenant. 


Iago. Iam your owne for ever. 
Scena 
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a 
| . Enter Deſdemona,./Emilia, and (,lowne. 
: Def. Doyou know Sirrah, where Licutenant (aſſio 
ese 
o—Y Idare not ſay he lies any where. 

Deſ. Why man? : 

Clo. He'sa Soldier, and for mee to ſay a Souldierlyes, 
"Us ſtabbing, | . 

Deſ. Go to : where lodges he? 

Cle, Totell you where he lodges, is totell you where 

I lye. 

Def. Canany thing be made of this ? 

Ch, Iknow not where he lodges, and for mee to de- 
viſe a lodging,and ſay helyes heere,or he lyes there, were 
tO lye in mine owne throat. $i 

Def. Can you enquire him out? and be,edibed by, re- 

port ? 
Clo, I will Cateck.ize the world for him, that is, make 
Queſtions, and by them anſwer. | 

Def. Secke him, bid him come hither : teil him, I 
have mooy'd my Lord on bis behalfe , and hope all wall 
be well, : 

(. Todo this,is within the compaſſe of mans Wir, 
and therefare I will atrempt the doing it. Exit (lo. 

Def. Where ſhould I looſe the Handkerchicfe , e/E- 
milia? 

e/£m1l, I know, not Madam. = 
Def, Belceve me, I had rather have loſtmy purſe 

Full of Crazadoes. And but my Noble Moore 
Is true of minde,and made of no ſuch baſencfle, 
As jealtous Creatures are, it were enough 

To put him to ili-thinking. 

e/Emil. Is he not jealious? 2 | 

Def, Whohe ?I thinkethe Sun where he was borne, 
Drew all ſuch humors from him, 

Emilia, Looke where he comes. 

$i, Enter Othello, 

Deſ. T1 will notleave him noiy, till Caſ/rs be 
Call'd to him. How is't with you, my Lord ? 

Oth. Well my good Lady. Oh hardnes to diſſemble ! 
How do you, De/demona ? 

Zef. Well, my good Lord. 

Oth, Give me your hand, 

This hand is moyſ{t my Lady, 
Def. It hath felt no zge, nor knowne no ſorrow, 
Oth. This argues fruitfulneſle, andliberall heart ; 
Hot, hot, and moyſt. This hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſterfrom Liberty : Faſting, and Prayer, 
Much Caſtigation,Exerciſe devout, | 
For heere's a young and ſweating Divell heere 
That commonly rebels ; Tisa good hand, 
A frauke one. 

Def. You may (indeed) fay ſo : | 
For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart, _ 

Oth* A liberall hand. The hearts of old, gave hands: 
| But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Def. I cannot ſpeake of this: 

Come, now your promiſe. 

Oth. Whatpromiſe, Chucke? -. my 
Def. I have ſent to bid Caffio come ſpeake with you. 
Oth, 1 havea ſalt and ſorry Rhewme offends me; 

| Lend me thy handkerchicfe, | 


x 
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| 


dof: Heere my Lord. 

Ock, That which I gave you. 

Def. I have it not about me. 

Oth, Not? 

Def. No indced, my Lord. 

Ocb. That's a fault : That Handkerchiefe 
Did an Zgypttan to my Mother give ; 
She wasa Charmer, and could almoſt read 
Thethoughts of people, She told her, while ſhe kept it, | 
Iwould make her Amiable, ſubdue my Father 
Intirely to her love : but if ſhe loſt it, 
Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhould hunt 
After new Fancies. She dying gave it me, 
And bid me(when my Fate would have me Wiv'd) 
Togive it her. I did ſo, and take heede on't, 
Make ita Darling, like your precious eye; 
Tolooſe?, or give't away, were ſuch perdition, 
As nothing elite could match. 

Def* Is't pollible? 

Oth, Tis true,there's Magickein the web of it + 
A $ybillchat had numbred in the world 
The Snn to courſe two hundred compaſles, 
In her propheticke furic ſow'd the worke : 
The Wormes were hallowed, that did breedethe Silke, 
And it was dyede in Mummey, which the Skilfull 
Conſerv*'d of Maidens hearts. 

Def. Indeed? Is'ttrue ? 

Och. Molt veritable,therefore looke too't well: 


Deſ: Then would the Heaven,thart I had never ſeene't 


Otch. Ha? wherefore ? 
Def. Why do you ſpeake ſo ſtartingly, and raſh? 
Oth. Is't loſt ? Is't gon ? Speak;is't out o'th* way? ; 
Def. Blefle us, 
Oth, Say you? 
Def, Ir1snot loſt ; 
Oth. How ? 
Def, I fay it isnot loſt. 
Oth. Feicht, let meſee't. 
Def, Why fo I can ; butT willnotnow : 
This 1s atricke to put me from my ſuite, 
Pray youlet Caſſio be recciv'd againes 
Oth., Fetch me the Handkerchicte, 
My minde miſ-gives. | 
Deſ. Come, come : you'tnever meetea more ſuilici- 
ent man, | 
Oth, The Handkerchicfe, 
Def. A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your love ; 
Shar'd dangers with you , 
Oth, The Handkerchiefe. 
Def. Tnfooth, youare too blame, 
Oth, Aways 7 
e/Exil, Ts not this man jealious ? 
Def. I nev*c ſaw this before. - | 
Sure, there's ſome wonder in this Handkerchiefe, 
I am moſt unhappy in the loſle of it, 
e/Emil, Tis notxyeare or two ſhewes us 8man : 
They are all but ſtomackes, and we ail but Food, 
They eate us hungerly, and when theyare full 
They belch us. To 
Enter Iago, and Caſſio 


but what and if it were? 


E. it Othello, 


Looke you, Cafſio and my Husband, 2 
Iago: There isnouther way : *tis ſhe muſt doo't ; 
And loe the happineſle : go, and importune hers F 
i "IE De . 


——— 
— 


_—_— 


-o wo IEEE”; Y rv 


by 
45h 
« F*, R 
be 


. 


"Inns 


— 
Pe Roe me od, 


The Trazedieof Othello. 


x Me toaers - —_— _— s 


Ds, How now*(goud Caſſio )-whit'stheneweswith 
© hes Ehtpfre aha 
(aſsio. Madam. my former ſuite. Idobeſcech you, 
by your vertuous tneanes, I may againe 
Exiſt, and be a meniber of bis love, ; 
Whom I, with all the Office of my heart 
Intirely honour, I would not be delayd- 
If my offence, be of ach morrtall kinde, 
'Thatnot my Service paſt , nor preſent Sorrowes, 
Nor purpos'd merit 1n fliturity, 
Can ranſome me into his love againe, 
Butto know ſo, muſt be my benefic : 
So ſhall I cloath me in a forc'd content; 
And ſhut my ſelfe up in ſome other courſe 
To Fortunes Almes. 
Def. Alas (thrice-gentle Ceſſ'o) 
My Advocation.isnot now in Tune; : 
My Lord, is not my Lord; nor ſhould I know him; 
Were he in Favour, as in Humour alter'd. 
So helpe me every ſpirit ſancified, 
AsT have ſpoken for you all my belt, 
' And ſtood within the blanke of his diſpleaſure 
For my free {peech. You muſt awhile be patient 3 
| What I cando, I will: and more [ wyll 
' Thenfor my felfe I dare. Let that ſwifice you- 
lage. Is my Lord angry ? 
e/Emil. He went hence but now: 
| And certainly io ſtrange unquietneſlc« 
| Jago, Canhebeangry?I have ſcene the Cannon - 
 Whenit hath blowne his Rankes into the Ayre, 
And like the Divell from his very Arme | 
Puff*chisowne Brother : And is heangry ? 
Semething of moment then; I will go mcer him, 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry, Exit. 
Def, I prythee do ſo. Something ſure of State, 
{ Either from Venice, or ſome unhatch'd practiſe  ' 
Made demonſtrable heere in Cyprus, to him, 
Hath pudled his cleare Spirit ; and in ſuch caſes, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferiour things, 
Though great ones are their objeR. *Tiseven (0. 
For lect our finger ake , and it endues 
Our other hcathfull members, even toaſenſe-. . 
' Ofpainc. Nay, we muſt thinke menare not Gods, ' 
Nor of them looke for ſuchobſervance = 
As fits the Bridall, Beſhrew me much, v/Emilea, 
I was (unkandſome Warrior, as I am) 
Arraignivg his unkindnefſe with my ſoule : 
Bur now I finde, I had ſuborn'd the Witneſle, 
And he's Indited falſely. 
' e/Emil. Pray heaven it be 
State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception, 
Nor nv Tealious Toy, concerning you. 
' Def, Alas the day, I never gave him cauſe. | 
 e/£mxl. But lcalious ſoules will not beanſwer dſo; 
; They are not ever jealous for the cauſe; - 
'But jealious, for they*re:jealious. Itis aMonſter 
' Begot upon it ſelfe, borne onir ſelfe. | 
' Def. Heaven keepethe Monſter from Orhelfs mind. 
«Emil. Lady, Amene. * "FP 57 
| Def. I will go ſccke him; . (affo, walke heere abont + 
{IFI do finde him fit, Ile move your ſuite, | 
| ! And ſccke to effeFit totny uttermoſt 
{ (af. humbly thanke your Ladyſhip, 
| | FS. | *F 
 Bian. Save you(Friend-Ceffio:) -. 
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Ex. 


| This is ſome token from a newer Friend, 


ATus Quartus. Scana Prima. 


May ſhe give that ? 


Caſſio. What make you from home? 
How is't with you, my. molt faire Bianca 7 
Indeed (ſweet Love)T wascomming to your houſe. 

Bian. And I was going to your Lodging, Caffie. 
W hat ? keepe a weekeaway ? Seaven dayes,and Nights? 
Eight ſcore eight houres? And Loves abfent howers 
More tedious then the Diall, eight fcore times? 
Oh wearie reck'ning- 

Caſſie. Pardon me, Biancs: | 
I have this while with leadenthovghes beene preſt, 
ButI ſhall ina more continvate tkme - | 
Strike off this ſcorcof abſence. Sweet Bianca 
Take me this worke out. 

Biaxea, Oh (afſio, whence came this? 


4 


To the felt-Abſence ; now I feele a Cauſe : 
Ist come to this Wel!, Well. 
Caſcio, Go to, woman : 
Throw your vilde gueſſes inthe Divels teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealious now. 
That this 1s from ſome Miſtris, ſome remembrance; 
No, 1n good troth Bianca. 
Biav. Why, who's is it ? 
Caſſio. I know notneither : 
I found it in my Chamber, 
{ like the worke well; Ere it be demanded 
(As like enough it will) 1 would have it coppied : 
Take it, and doo't, and leave me for this time, 
Bian. Leave you? wherefore ? 
Caſſio. I do attend heere on the Generall, 
And thinke itno addition nor my with 
To have h m {ce me woman'd, 
Bran, Why, I pray you ? 
Caſſio. Not that I love you not. 
Biax. Butthat you do'not love me, 
T pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And ſay, if I ſhall ſee you ſoone atnight ? 
. Caſſie. Tisbut alittle way that I can bring you, 
For 1 attend heere , Butllke ſec you ſoone. 
Bian. "Tis very good : 1 muſt be circumſtanc'd. 
Exennt Omnes. 


rr re tro Se Een noe re Gr re Ie I nr re ee 4 


Cr ron 


 —_— 


Enter Othello , and Tags, 
Tago. Will you thinke ſo ? 
Oth. Thinke ſo, [age ? 
[ago. What tokifſein private ? 
Oth. An unauthoriz'd kifſe'? 
Iago. Ortobenaked with her Friends in bed, 
An houre,or more, not meaning any harme ? | 
Oth. Naked inbed (ago) a=, not meanc harme ? 
It is hypocritic againſt che Divell : 
They that meane vertuoufly, and yerdo ſo, 
The Divell their vertue tempts, atid they tempt Heaven. 
lage. If they Go nothing,'tis a Veniallflip : 
But if I give my wife a Handkerchicfe. | | 
Othe,, Whatthen? -R, | | 
Iago, Why then 'tis hers (my Lord) and beings hers, | 
She _— | thinke) beſtow'r-on any man, 
Omhe;She is Protefrefle of her honor too: — 
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Tago. Her honor is in Efſence thar's not ſcene, 
They have it very oft, that have ir not. 

But for the Handkerchictc. 

Othe. By heaven I would moſt gladly have forgotit : 
Thou {aidit (oh, it comes ore my memory, 

Asdoth the Raven o'rethe infetious houle : 
Boading roall) he had my Handkerchicfe. 

[ago, I : what of that? 

Oth. That's not ſo good now: 

[ag, What if I bad Taid, I had ſcene him do you wrong? 
Or heare him-ſay (as Knaves beſuchabroad, 

Who having by their owne importunare ſulce, 
Or voluntary dotageof ſome Miltris, 
Convinced or ſupply'd them cannot chuſe 

But they muſt blab.) 

Oth, Hath he ſaid any thing? 

[ago. He hath (my Lord) but be yon well afſur'd, - 
No more then he'leun-{weere + 

Oth. Whar hath he ſaid ? 

ago, Why, that he did : 1 know not what he did, 

Oth, What? What? 

[ago, Lye- | 

Oth, With het? 

Iago. With her? On her : what you will. 

Oth. Lye with her? lye on her ? We ſay lye on her, 
whenthey be-lyc-her. Lye with her: thar's full ſome: 
Handkerchiete : Confeſſions : Handkerchiete. To con- 
feſle, and be hang'd for his labour. Firſt , to be hang'd, 
and then to confeſſe ; I tremble atir. Nature would not 
inveſt her ſclfe in ſuch ſhadowing paſſion, without ſome 
Inſtruction. It is not words that ſhakes me thus, ,(piſh) 
Naſes, Eares, aud Lippes : is't poſſible. Confefle? Hand- 
kerchicfe ? O divell. Falls 14 Traunce. 

lago, Worke On, 
My Medicine workes. Thus credulous Foolesare caught, 
And many worthy, andchaſt Dames even thus. 
(All guiltlefſe) meete reproach ; what hoa? My Lord? 
My Lord, 1 fay Ocheko. 
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Enter Caſjio. 
How now Cafſio? | 
Caſ, Whar's the matter ? ; 
Iago, My Lord is talne into an Epileplie, 
This is his ſecond Fit : be had one ycſierdays 
Caf, Rub him about the Temples. | 
Iago. The Lethargic mult have his quyet courſe : 
If not, he foames at mouth : and by and by + 
Breakes out to ſavage madneſſe. Looke, he ſires : 
Do you withdraw your ſclfe a little while, 
He will recover ſtraight : when hee 1s gone, 
I would on great occation, fpeake with you. 
How is it Generall ? Have you not hurt your hand? 
Othe. Daſt thou mocke me ? 
lago.' I mocke you not, by Heavenz 
Would you would beare your Fortune life a Man, 
Oth. A Horned man's a Monſter and a Beaſt. . 
Iago, There's many a Beaſt then ina populous Citty, 
And many acivill Monſter. 
Oth. Did he conteſle ir ? 
| Lago. GoodSir, bea man : 
Thinke every bearded fellow that's but yoak'd . 
May draw with you, There's Millions uow alive, 
That nightly lye 1n thoſe unproper beds, 
W hichthey dare ſweare prculiar. Your cauſe is better. 
Oh, 'tis the ſpight of hell, cbe Fiends Arch-mock, 
Tolip a wanton in aſecure Cowch ; 


& 


| 


And to ſuppoſe her chaſt, No,let meknow, .. _ 
And knowing what 1 am, I know what ſhe ſhall be; 
Oth, Oh, thouart wile : *tis certaitie« 
ago, Stand you a while apart, 
Contine your ſelfe but ina patient Liſt, 
Whilſt you were heere, o're-whelmed with your griefe 
(A paſſion molt reſultinng ſucha man ) 
Caſſio came hither. I ſhifced him away, 
And laid good ſcuſes on your Extafie, 
Bad him anon returne : and heere ſpeake with me, 
The which he promis'd. Do but eneave your ſelfe, 
And marke the Fleeres, the Gybes and notableScornes | 
Thar dwellin every Region of his face. | 
For I will make him tell the Tale anew ; 
W here, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is againeto cope your wifes 
I fay, bur marke his geſture : marry Patience, 
Or I thall {ay yareall in all in Spleene, 
And nothing of a man. 
Och. Do'it thou heare, Zago, 
I will be found molt cunning in my Patience: 
But (do'ſt thon heare) moſt bloody. 
aago. That's not amifle; 
Bur yet keepe timeinall : will you withdraw ? 
Now will I queſtion (ſis of Bievca, 
A Huſwife, that by ſelling her deſires 
Buyes her ſelfe Bread, and Cloath. It isa Creature 
Thatdores on Ca//io, (as 'tis the Strumpets plague 
Tobe-guile many, and be be-guil'd by one) 
He, when he heares of her. cannot reſtraine 
From the excetle of Laughter. Heere he comes. 


Emer Caſſio, 


As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall gomad : 
And his unbookiſh Ielouſie muſt conſerye, 
Poore Caſſio's ſmiles, geſturcs and 1ght behaviours 
Quire 11 the wrong. How do you Lieutenaut? 
(aſe The wortcr, that you gave methe addition, * 
W hoſe want even killes me. 
lago;. Ply Deſdemona well, and you are ſure on't : 
Nov, if this Sute lay in Biaxca'sdowres 
How quickely ſhouid you ſpeed ? 
. Caf. Alas poore Caitiite, 
Gth. Looke how he laughes already. 
1ago. I never knew woman love man ſo, | 
(aſe Alas poore Rogue, I thinke indeed ſhe loves me, 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly : and laughes it our, 
lago, Do you heare Caſfſio? | 
Oth, Now he importunes him 
Tortellit o're : go to, well ſayd, well ſaid. s 
Tago. She gives ir out, that you ſhall marry her. 
Do youintend it ? 
{aſc Ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. Do ye triumph Roanine? do you triumph ? 
C #ſ« I marry. What ? A cujttomer ; prythee beare 
Some Charitie to my wit, donotthinke it 
Sounwholeſome. Ha, ba, ha, 
Oth, So, ſo,{oyfo : they laugh, that winnes, 
lago. Why the cry goes, that you marry her, 
Caf. Pry thee ſay true. X 
Tago. I am a very Villaine elſe. - 
Oh, Have yov ſcoar'd me; Well. | 
Caſ. This isthe Monkeys owne giving out : 
Sheis perſwaded I will marry her | 
Our of her owne love & flattery, not out of my promiſe. 
| Othe. F 
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Oth. Iagobecons me : now he begins the ſtory, — — | 14go» 
(a/tie. She was heere even now: ſhe baunts mee in& | ego. If youare ſo fond over her iniquitic : give her 
| very place. I was the other day talking on the Seabanke | pattent to offend, for if it touch not you, it comes neere 
with certaine Venetiansz and thither comes the Baubic, bans body, ; 
| and falls me thus about my neck. ! Orb. Iwill chop her into Meſles : Cuckold me > 
Oth. Crying ohdeere Caſvio, as it were: his geſture im- lago. Oh,'cis foule in her, 
Sit. | | Oth. Withmine Officer? 
Caſsie. So hangs, and'lolls, and weepes upon me : 1ago. That's fouler. 
So ſhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. Othe. Get me ſome poyſon, 7ago, this night. He not 
Oth. Now hee tells how ſhe pluckt him to my Cham- | expoſtulate with her: leſt her body and beautic unpro- 
ber :ob, I ſee that noſe of youts, but now that dogge, I | vide my minde againe 3 this night /ago. 
ſhall throw it to: lags. Do it not with poyſon, firangle her in her bed, 
Caſsio, Well I muſt leave her company- Even the bed ſhe hath contaminated. 
Iago. Bcforc me : looke where ſhe comes. | Othe, Good, good : 
The juſtice of it pleaſes ; very good. 
Entor Bianca, Tago. And for (afsio, let me be hisundertaker : 
Ca.” Tis ſuch another Fitchew:marry a perfam'd one? | You ſhall heare more by midnight. 
What do you meane by this haunting of me ? | 
Biav. Let the divell, and hisdam haunt you : what did Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona, and eAttendants, 
you meane by that ſame Handkerchiefe, you gave mee 
evennow ? I wasa fine Fooleto take it : I mult take out Othe Excellent good : What Trumpetis that ſame 2 
the worke? Alikely piece of worke,that you ſhould finde Tago. I warrant ſomcthing from Venice, 
it in your Chamber,and know not wholeft itthere. This | Tis Ledovico, this, comes from the Duke, 
is ſome Minxes teken, and I muſt take ont the worke ? | See, your wife's with him. 
There, give it your Hobbey-horſe, whereſoever you had Logs. Save you worthy General. 
it, Ile take out no worke ont. Othe, With all my heart Sir. 
Caſiie, How now, my ſweete Branca ? Loa.The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you. 
How now ? How now ? Othe. 1 kifſe the Inſtrument of their pleaſures. 
Othe, By Heaven, that ſhould be my Handkerchicfe. Def. And what's the newes, good cozen Lodevice? 
Bian, If) you'le cometo ſupper to night you may, if Iago. Iam very glad to ſee you Signior : 
you willnot, come when youare next prepar'd for. Exit | Welcome to Cyprus. 
lags. After her : after her. ' Led. 1thanke you ; how dos Lieutenant Caſſo ? 
Caſ, I muſt, ſhee!l rayle in the ſtrecrs cle. ago. Lives Sir. 
| Lago, Will you ſup there? Def. Cozen tkere's falne betweene himand my Lord, 
Caf. Yes, I intend ſo. An unkind breach: but you ſhall make all well, 
Iago. Well, I may chance to fee you: for 1 would very | Orhe, Are you ſure of that? 
faine ſpeake with you. | Def. My Lord? 
Caf, Prythee come : will you ? Othe. This faile you not todo, as you will 
Lago. Goto; ſay no more. Exit. Led. He did not call: he's buſie in the paper, 
Oth, How ſhall I murther him, 74s. Is there diviſion twixt my Lord and (#ſsis ? 
Iago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his vice? Def. A moſt unhappy one : I would do much 
Oth, Oh, ago, | Tatrone them forthe love beare to Caſsie. 
Lago. And did you ſcethe Handkerchife ? Oth, Fire, and brimeſtone, 
Och, Was that mine ? | Def. My Lord. 
ago. Yours by this hand : and to ſee how heprizesthe Oth. Are you wiſe ? 
fooliſh woman your wife : ſhe gave it him, and he hath Deſ. Whatis he angry? 
glv'n it his whore. | Lod, May bethe Letter mov'd him. 
Oth. I would have him nine yeeresa killing: For as I thinkethey do command him home, 
A fine woman, a faire woman, a {weet woman ? Deputing (aſ#50 in his Governement. 
lago, Nay, you muſt forget that, ' Def. Truſt me, Iamglad ont. 
'Oth. I, letherrot andperith ,and be damn'd to night, Othe. Indeed? 
for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my heart isturn'd to ſtone : I Deſ, My Lord? | 
ſtrike it, and ir hurts my band. Oh, the world hath not Oth. Tamglad to ſee you mad. 
aſweeter Creature : ſhe might lye by an Emperougs ſide, Deſ. Why, ſweet Othelio? | 
and command him Taskes. | Othe, Divell. | 
Tago. Nay that's not your way. Def I have not deſerv'd this, | 
Othe, Hang her, I do but ſay what ſheis : ſo delicate Led. My Lord, this would not be beleev'd in Venice, 
with her Needle : an admirable Muſitian. Oh, ſhe will | Though I ſhould ſweare I ſaw't.Tis very much, 
ſing the Savagenefſe out of a Beare: of ſo highaplenteous | Make her amends : ſhe weepes, 
wit, and invention? Oth. Oh divell, divell : 
Jag. She'sthe worſe for all this. If that the Earth could teeme with womans teares, 
Oth, Oh, athouſand, a thouſand times: | Each drop ſhe falls, would prove a Crocodile : 
And then of ſo gentlea condirion ? Our of my ſight, 
Lago. I toogentle. Def. 1 'will not ſtay to offend you: 
Othe, Nay that's certaine : | Lad. Trucly obedient Lady : 
But yerthepitty of it , /ago : oh Jego, the pitty of it I dobeſcech your Lordſhip call her backe. 
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Othe; Mifſtris» 
Deſ. My Lord. 
Othe. What would you with her, Sir? 

Led. Whol,my Lord? - | po 
Othe, I, you did with, that I would make her turn*: 

Sir, ſhe can turne, and turne: and yet go on 

And turne againe, And ſhe can weepe, Sir, WEEPC- 

And ſhe's obedient ; as you ſay obedient. 

Very obedicnt.; proceed you in your cares. 

Concerning this Sir, (oh well-painted paſſion) 

I am conimanded home : get you away ; 

Ie ſend for you anon. Sir I obey the Mandate. 

And will returne to Venice. Hence, auaunt : 

{aſſis ſhall have my Place. And Sir, to night 

I doentreat, that we may ſup together. 

Youare welcome Sir to Cyprus. 

Goates,and Monkeys. | 
Led, Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 

Call all in allſuiticient? Is this the Nature | 

Whom Paſlioncould not ſhake ? W hoſe ſolid vertue 

| The ſhot of Accident, nor dart of Chance 

Could neither graze, nor pierce? 

Iago. Heis much chang'd. Ebel 4, 

| Lod. Arc his wits fate? Is he not of light Braine? . - 

14goe. He's that heis: I may not breath my cenſure. 

What he mighr be : if what he might, he1s not, 

I would to heaven he were, 

Lod, What, ſtrike his wife ? 2. 
Iaro. *Faith that was notſo well; yet would I knew 
That ſtroake would prove the worlt. 
Led, Is it his ufe ? =: | 
Or did the Letters, worke upon his blood, 
And new create his faulc ? 
lago. Alas, alas : 
It is not honeſty in me to ſpeake 


W hat I have ſcene and knowne. You ſhall obſerve him, 


And his owne courſes will denote him ſo, 
\ That I may ſave my ſpeech: do bur go after 
And marke how he continues. 


- Lo. Iam ſorry that Tam deceiu'd in him. Fxeuvt. 


Scans Secunda, 


Enter Othello,and Emilia 


Othe, You have ſcene nothing then ? | 

e/Emil. Nor ever heard : nor ever did tuſpet.. - 

Othe. Yes, you have ſecne (ſto, and ſhe together, 

e Emil, But then I ſaw no harmc: and then I heard, 
Each ſyllable that breath made up betweene them, 

Othe. What? Did they never whiſper? 

e/Emil. Never my Lord. 

Othe. Nor ſend you out o'th* way ? 

e/£mil. Never, 


Othe. Tofetch her Fan, her Gloves;her mask,nor no- 


e/£il. Never my Lord, 
Othe. That's ſtrange. "ONS a 
 e/£mil. Idurſt (my Lord) to waper, ſhe is honeſt : 
| Lay downe my Soule at ſtake : If you thinke other, 
Remoye your thought. It doth abuſe your boſomes, 

If any wretch have put this in your head, 


Let Heavenrequite it withthe Serpents curſe, 


(thing ? 
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For,if ſhe benot honeſt; chaſte arid, true,” © 7, 
There's no man happy, The pureſt of cheir Wives 
Is foule as Slander. + pr | 

Othe. Bid her come hither :go. 
She ſaiesenough : yer ſhe's a ſimple Baud 
That cannor ſay as much. This isa ſubtle Whore $ 
A Cloſlet Locke and Key of Villanous Secrets, 
And yetſhe'lekneele, and pray : I have ſeene her do't. 


Enter Deſdemona, and /Emilia. 


Def. My Lord, what is your will ? 

Othe. Pray you Chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your pleaſure ? pb 

Och. Let me fee your cyes': Iooke in my face. 

Deſ. What horrible Fancie's this? 

Oth. Some of your FunRion Miſlris 2 
Leave Procreants alone, and ſhnt the doore : 
Cough, or cry hem ;, if any body come: - hed? 
Your Myltery, your Myſtery; Nay diſpatch. Exit Ems. 


Def. Vpon wy knee, what doth your ſpeech import? 


I underſtand a Fury in your words. 
Oche. Why ?- Whatartthou ? - 
Def. Your wife my Lord: your true and loyall wife, 


Othello. Come {weareits damne thy felfe,, being like 


one of Heaven , the divells thetnfelves ſhould fecare to 
ceaze thee. Therefore bee double damn'd : ſweare thou 
art honeſt. | 
Def. Heaven doth truely know it. 
Othe, deaven truely knowes, that thou arrt falſe as hell, 
Def. To whom my Lord ? 
With whom ? How am I falſe? 
Othe. Ah Deſdemon, away away ,away. 
Def. Alas the heavy day : why do you weepe ? 
Aml1 the motive of theſe teares my Lord ? 
If happely you my Father doſuſpeR, - 
An Inſtrument of this your calling backe, 
Lay not your blame on me - if you have loſt him, 
I hayeloſt him too, 
Othe. Had it pleas'd Heaven, 
To try me with Afiion, had they rain'd - 
All kind of Sores, and Sharfies on my bare-head : 
Stcep'd me inpoverty tothe very lippes. 
Given to Captivitte,me and my utmoſt hopes. 
I ſhould oave found in ſome place of my Soule 
A drop of patience. But alas, to make me 
The fixed Figure for the time of Scorne, 
To point his flow, and moving finger ar. 
Yer could I beare that roo, well, very well : 
But there where I have garnerd up my heart, 
Where either 1 aſt live, or beare no life, 
The Fountaine from the which my currant runnes, 
Or elſe dries up: to be diſcarded thence, 
Or keepe itasa Cefterne, for foule Toades 
To knot and gendef in. Turne thy complexion there z 
Paticnce,thou youngand roſe-lipp'd Cherubin, 
I hcere looke grimas hell. Eo 
Def. I hope my Lord eſteemes me honeſt, 
othe, Ol, as SommerFlyes arein the Shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing, Oh thon weed; 
Whoarrt ſo lovely faire, and ſmel!'lt ſolweete,' 
That the Sence askes at thee, , 
Would thou had'ſt neverbinborne. 
Def. Alas, what ignorant ſin have I commited ? 


Othe,” Was this faire Paper? This moſt : goodly Booke } 
Made to write Whore upon 7 What commurted, ' | 
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Exit Emilia. 
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L.A orges of my cheekes, 
That would to Cynders burne up Modcſtie, 


| DidI bur ſpeake thy deedes. Whatcommitted ? 


Heaven ſtoppes the Noſe at it, and the Moone winks : 
The baydy winde thatkifſes all it meetes, 
Is huſh'd within the hollow Myne of Earth 
And willnot hear't. What commited ? 
Def. By Heaven you do me wrong. . 
Othe. Arenot you a Strumpet ? 
Def. No,asI am a Chriſtian. 
Ifto preſervethis yeſſell for my Lord, 
 Fromany other foule unlawfull touch 
Be not to be a Strumpet, I am none. 
Othe, What, nota Whore ? 
Def. No,as I ſhall be fav'd. 
Othe. It poſlible ? 
Deſ. Oh Heaven forgive us. 
Othe. Icry you mercy then. 
I tooke you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Orhelo. You Miltris, 
| Enter «/Emilia. 
That have the office oppoſite to Saint Peter, 
And keepesrhe gate of hell. You, you: Iyou. 
We have done our courſe: there's mony for your paines: 
I pray you turne the key and keepe our couuſatle. ZE x1, 
/Emil. Alas, what do'sthis Gentleman conceive ? 
How do you Madam 2 how do you my good Lady ? 
Def. Faith, halfe a ſleepe, 
Ems. Good Madam, 
W bat's the matter with my Lord ? 
ef With whom? 
e/Emil, Why, with my Lord, Madam ? 
Def. Whois thy Lord ? 
e/Emil. Hethat is yours, ſweet Lady. 
Def. 1 have none : do not talke to me, e Ems, 
I cannot weepe : nor anſ{weres have l none, 
But what ſhould go by water. Prythee to night, 
Lay on my bed my wedding ſheetces, remember, 
And call thy hasband hither. 
e/Emil. Heere's a change indecd. Exit. 
Def. *Tis meete1 ſhould be us'dſo : very meete. 
How havc I bin bchav'd, that he might ſticke 
The ſinall'{t opinion on wy leaſt miſuſe? - 


Enter Tago, ande/Emilid. 
Tsgo. What is your pleaſure Madam ? 


| How ist with you ? 


Def. I cannot rel] : thoſe that doe teach your Babcs 
Doe 1t with gentle meancs, and cafie taskes, 
He might have chid me ſo: for in good faith 
I ama Child tochiding. | 

lago. What isthe matter Lady ? 
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To be call'd Whore? Would ir not make oneweepe? 
Def. Ic is my wretched Fortune. | 
[age. Beſhrew him fot't: - 

How comesthis Tricke upon him? 

Def. Nay, Heaven doth know; _ | 
e/£m:. 1 will be hang'd, if omeeternall Villaine, 

Some bulic and inſinuating Rogue,. - | 

Some cogging, cozening Slaveto get ſome Otice, 

Has not c1vis'd this Slander: I will be hang'd elſe. 
[ago. Fic, there isnoſuch man: it is impoſlible, 
Def. Tfany ſuch there be, Heaven pardon him, 

e Emil. A halter pardon him : 

And hell gnaw his bones, 

Why ſhould he call her Whore? 
W ho keepes her company ? 

| W hat Place > Whar Time? 

W hat Forme? What liklyhood ? 

The Moore'sabus'd by ſome moſt villanous Knave, 

Some baſe notorious Knave, ſome ſcurvy Fellow. 

Oh heavens,that ſuch companions thou'dit unfold, 

And put inevery honeſt hand a whip - 

Tolaſh the Raſcall naked through the world, 

Even from the Eaſt to th'Weſt- 

| Jag, Speake witkin doore, © 

e/Emil. Oh fie upon them : ſome ſuch Squire he was 

That turn'd your wit, the ſeamy-ſide withour, 

And made you to ſuſpe& me with the Moore. 
Tego. You arca Foole : go to. 

Def. Alas Jags. | 

W har ſhall Ido to win my Lord againe? 

Good Friend, go to him ; for by this light of Heaven, 

I know not how I loſt him. HeerclI kneele: 

If cre my will did treſpafſe *gainſt his Love, 

Either indiſcourle of thought, or actuall deed, 

Or that mine Eyes, mine Eares, or any Sence 

Delizght:d them ; or any other Forme. 

Or thet | do not yer, and ever did, 

And ever will, (though he do ſhake me off 

To beggerly divorcement) Love him dcerely, 

Comfort torſweare me. Vokindnefſe may do much, 

And his unkindnefſe may defeat my life, 

But nevertaynt my Love. Icannotiſay Whore, 


| It do's abhere me now I ſpeake the word, 


To doe the AR, that might the addition carne, 
Not the worlds Maſſe of vanitic could make me. 
age, I pray yoube content: *tis but his humonr : 
The buſineſle of the State do's him offence. 
. Def. It *twere noother, 
Tage. Itis butſo, I warrant, | 
Hearke how theſe Inſtruments ſummon'to ſupper : 
The Meſſenger of Venice ſtates the meate; 
Goin, and weepe not: all things ſhall be well. 


1 


Exennt Deſdemona and &/Emilia: 
eEmil, Alas(/ago) my Lord hath ſo bewhor'd her, 
Throwne ſuch diſpight, and heavie termes upon her 
That true hearts cannot beare it. 


| 
Emer Rodorige. : | 
How now Rodorige ? | 


| 


Def. Am I that name, Zago? 

[age, What name (faire Lady?) 
- Def. Such as ſhe ſaid my Lord did ſay I was. 

e/£mil. He call'd her whore: a Begper in his drinke : 

| Could not have laid ſuch termes upon lus Caller. 
Tago. Why did heſo? 
Def. I do not know : I am ſure Iam noneſuch. 
| Tags” Do not weepe, do not weepe : alas the day. 
e/Emal. Hath ſhe forſooke ſo many Noble Matches? 
Her Father ? And her Country 2 And her Friends > 


Rod. I donot finde 
"Thar thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 

lago. W hat 10 the contrary ? 

Rogers. Every day thou dofts me with ſome device Jags 
and rather as it ſeemes to menow , keep'ſt from me all 
conveniencie, then ſupplicft me with the leaſt advantage 
of hope : I will indeed no longerendure it. Nor am I yct 
perſwaded to put upin peace » what already Ihave foo- 
liſhly ſuffced. | 

Lago. Will you heare me Rodorigo ? 


Rodovs. 1 
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Performances are no kin together. 
age. You charge me molt unjuſtly, 


outof my meanes. The lewels you have had from me 
to deliver Deſdemona, would balfe have. corrupted a Vo- 
tari{t. -Y ou have told me ſhe hath receiv'd them, and re- 


| turn'd me expectations and comforts of ſodaine reſpect, 


and acquaintance, bnr1 finde none. 

Tago. Well; goe to: very well. 

Red. Very well, goe to : 1cannot goe to, (man) nor 
tis not very well. Nay I thinke it is ſcurvy : and begin to 
find my (clfe fopt in it. 

Tago, Very well. 

Roa. 1 tell you; tis not very well: I will make my 
ſelfe knowne to Deſdemona. If ſhe will retrurnc me my 
Tewels, I will give over my Suit, and repent iny unlaw- 
full ſolicitation. If nor, aflure your ſcife, I will {ceke 
ſatisfaction of you. 

{ago, Youhave faid now. | 

Red. 1, and ſzid nothing but what I proteſt intendment 
of doing. | 

Iago. Why, now Iſce theres mettle in thee : and even 
from this inſtant doe build on thee a better opinion thea 

ever before : give me thy hand Rodorigo.Thou haſt taken 
' againſt mea moſt juſt exception : bur yet I protelt I have 
dealt moſt directly in thy Aﬀaires 

Red, It hath not appear'd. | 

lags. I grant indced it hath not appear'd : and your 
ſaſpition is not without wit and judgement. But Rodori- 
go, if thou haft that in thee indeed, which I have greater 
reaſon to beleeve now thenever (I meane purpoſe, Cou- 
rage, and Valour) thisnighr ſhew it. If thou the next 
night following enjoy not De/demona, take me fron this 
world with Treachery, and deviſe Engines for my lite. 

Red. Well : what is it ? 1s it within reaſon and come 
paſſe ? | 

lago, Sir, there is cſpeciail Commiſion .come from 
. Venice to depute Caffo in Grhello's place. 

Rod. Is thattrue ? Why then Othel/o and Deſaemons re- 
turne agate to Venice. =» | 

[ago. Oh no : he goes into Mauritania and taketh a- 
way with him the faire De/aemena, unlefle iis abode be 
lingred heere by ſomeaccident . Wherein none can be fo 
determinate, asthe removing of Caſo. 

Rod. How doe you meanc removing him ? 

Iage. Why,by making him uncapable of Othello's place: 
knocking out his braines. | 
* Rod, Andthat you would have me to doe. 

Iago, 1 : if you dare doe your ſelfea profit, and a right. 
Heſups tonight with a Harlotry : and thither will, Igoc 
to him. He knowes not yet of his honorable fortune, it 
you will watch his going thence (which I will faſhion 
to fall out betweene tweive and one) you may take him 
at your pleaſure. I will be neereto ſecond your Attempt, 
and he ſhall fall betweene us. Come, and) not amaz'd at 
it, but goc along with me : 1 will ſhew you ſuch a necel- 
ſity in his death, that you ſhall thinke your ſelte bound to 
put it on him. Itis now high {upper time : and the night 
growesto waſt. About it. 

Red. Iwill heare further reaſon for this. 
Tage, And you ſhall be fatisfi'd, 


E xennt. 


Redo, With naught but truth 3 I have waſted my ſelfe 


Rode. Thaye heard too much : and your words and 


| 


"| Let no body blame hum, his ſcorne I approve. 


| 
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Hnter Othello, Ledovico, Deſdemona, Emilia, 
and Attendants. 


Leal doe beſcech you Sir, trouble your ſelfe no further 
0th. Oh pardon me: twill doe me good to walke. 
food, Madam, good night : I humbly thanke your Lady- 
Def. Your honor is moſt welcome. | (ſhip. 
Oth, Will you walke Sir ? Oh Deſdemona. 

Def. My Lord, 

Oth. Get you to bed on th'inſtant, I will be return'd 
forth with : diſmiſſe your Attendant there : looks bee 
done. Exit. 

Def. I will my Lord. | 

£78 How goes it now?he lookes gentler then he did, 

Def. He layes he willreturne incontinenr, 

And hath commanded me to goe to bed, 
And bid me todiſmiſſe you. 

eZEmil. Diſmiſſe me ? 

Def. It was his bidding : therefore good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearive, and adicu, 

We muſt not now difpleaſe him. = 

e/Ewil. I would you had never ſeene him. 

Def, So. would not I : my love doth ſoapprove him, 
That even his ſtubborneſle, his checks, his frownes, 
(Prethee un-pin me ) have grace ond favour. 

FEms.1 have laid thoſe Sheeres youbad me onthe bed. 

Deſ.Alls one : good Father, how foeliſh are our minds? 
If I doe dye before thee, prethce ſhrowd me | 
In one of theſe ſame Sheetes. 

e/Emil, Come, come : you talke. 

De/. My Mother had a Maid calld Parbara, 

She wasin love : and be ſhe lov'd prov'd mad, 

And did torlake her. 5he had a Song of Willough, 

An old thing twas : but it expreſs'd her Fortune. 

And ſhedy'd {inging it. That Song to night, 

Will nat goe from my mind : I have much to doe, 

But'to goe hang my head all at one fide 

And iing it like poore Barbara: prethee diſpatch, 
e/Emil, Shall I goe ferchyour Night-gowne? 

Def. No, un-pin me here, 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 
- e/Emil, Avery handſome man. 

Def. He ſpeakes well. 

e/Emnl. I knowa Lady in Venice would have walk'd 
baretoot to Paleſtine fora touch of his neither lip. 

Deſe The pore Soule ſat ſinging by a Sicamour tree, 

Sing all a greene Willongh : 

Her hand on her boſome,her bead on her knee, 

Sing Willough, willongh, Willowgh. 

The freſh Streames ran by ber, and murmur d her moencs 


Sing Willowgh, &c. | = 
Her ſalt teares fell from her, and ſoftned the ones, 
Sing Willongh, &c. (Lady by theſe) 


Willongh, 'V illowghe (Prethee highthee, hele come anon) 
Sing all a greene Wullough muſt be my Garland. | 


(Nay thats not next. Hearke, whois'trhat knockes? 
e/Emil, Its the wind... © _. | 
Def. 1 calid my Love falſe Love : but what ſaid he ther ? 

Sing Willough, &c. > PEEP 

If T court wo wornen, you'le conch with mo men. 
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So getthee gone, good night : mine eycs doc itch : 

Doth that boule ng? ' 

e/Emil. Tis neither heere, nor there, 

* Def. I have heard it faid fo, O theſe Men, theſe men ? 
Doſt thou in conſcience thinke (teil me Emil») 

That there be women doe abuſe their husbands 

; Inſuch grofle kind ? 

e/£mil. There be ſome ſuch, no queſtion. 

Def. Wouldſt thou doe ſuch a decd for all the world : 
e/£wil. Why, would not you ? 

Deſ. No, by this heavenly lighr. 

e/£mil. Nor I neither, by this heavenly light. 

I might doo'tas well ith'darke. 


e/£mil. The worldsa buge thing - 
It isa great price, for a ſmall vice. 
Def. Introth I thinke thou would ''it not. 
Emil. Introth I thinke I ſhould, and undoo't when 
I had done. Marry, I would not docſuch a thing for a 
joynt Ring, nor for meafures of Lawne,nor for Gownes, 
Perticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. Bur for 
all the whole work]: why,who wouid not make her hus- 
band a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch? I ſhould ven- 
ture Purgatory for't. 
Def. Beſhrew me, if I would doc {uch a wrong 
Forthe whole world, | 
e mil. Why,the wrong, is but a wrong ith'world; 
and having the world for your labour, tis a wrong in 
your owne world, and you might quickly make it right, 
Def. I doe not thinke there is any ſuch woman. 
e/Emil. Yes, a dozen: and as many toth'vantage, as 
would ſtore the world they plaid for. 
But I doc thinke it is their husbands faults 
If Wives doe fall : (Say, that they ſlacke their duties, 
And powre our Treaſtres into forraigne laps ; 
Or cl{c breake out in pe&cviſh Icalonſics, 
Throwingtftraint npon us : Or fay they ſtrike us, 
- Or ſcant our former having in deſpighr ) 
' Why we have galles : and though we have ſome Grace, 
'Yet have we ſome Revenge. Let husbands know, 
Their wives have ſenſe like them : They ſee, and ſmell, 
And have their Palats both for ſweet, and ſowre, 
As husbands have. Whar is it that they doe 
W hen they change us for others? Is it Sport ? 
I thinkeit 1s : and doth Aﬀettion breed it ? 
I thinke itdoth. Tst frailty that thus erres? 
It is ſo too. And have not we affetions ? 
Deſires for Sport ? and frailty, as men have ? 
Then let them uſe us well : clſe let them know, 
The illes we doe, their 1lles inſtru us to. 
Deſ. Good night, gcod night : 
Heaven we ſuch uſes ſend, 
Not to picke bad, from bad ; but by bad, mend. Exemnt. 


Aﬀus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


— —_ rs 


| Emer Iago, and Rodorigo. 

Iago. Heere, ſtand betind this Barke, 
Straight will he come : - 
Weare thy good Raplier bare, and put ic home : 
Quicke, quicke, feare nothing ; Ile be at thy Elbow, 
It makes us, or it marres us, thinke on that, 
And fixe moR firmethy Reſolution; 


| | 
Def, Wouldit thou doe ſuch a deed for all the world? 


_ 
——___ 


Rod. Be neere at hand, I may miſcarry in't. 
"Lago. Heere, at thy hand : Bchold,and take thy ſtand. 
Road. I have no great devotion tothe deed, 
And yet he hath given me ſatisfying Reaſons : 
Tis but a man gone. Forth my Sword : he dyes. 
ago. I have rub'd this yong _ almoſt to the ſcuſc, 
And he growesangry. Now, whether he kill Caſo, 
Or Caſ/iohim, or each doe kill the other, 
Every way makes my gaine. Live Rodorigo, 
He calles me toa reſtiturion large 
Of gold, and lewels, thatI bob'd from him, 
As gifts to Deſdemona. 
1t muſt not be : if C.fſis ae remaine, 
He hath aGayly beauty in his lite, 
That makes me uglz : and beſides, the Moore 
May unfold me to him : ther e ſtand I inmuch perill ; 
No, he muſt dye. Bur fo, I heare him comming. 
Emter Caſſio. 
Rod. Tknow his gate, tis he : Villaine thou dyeſt. 
Caf. Tharthruſt had beene mine enemy indeed, 
But that my Coate is better then thou knowſt :; 
I will make proofe of thine. 
Rod, Oh, I amſlamne. 
Ca/. Iam maym'd forever : 
Helpe hoa : Murther, murther. 
Enter Othello, | 
Oth. The voyce of («ſſio, lags keepes his word. 
Red. O Villaine that I am. 
Oh, It iseven lo. 
Caf. Oh helpc hoa : Light, a Surgeon. 
Oth. Tis he : O brave Jag, honeſt, and juſt, 
That haſt ſuch Noble ſenſe of thy friends wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me. Minion, ;your deere lyes dead, 
And your unbleſt Fate highes : Strumper 1 come: 
For off my heart, thoſe *. harmes thine Eyes, are blotted. 
{ Thy Bed iuſt-ſtain'd, ſhall with Luſts blood be ſpotted. 
Z Exit Othello. 
Enter Lodovico and Gratiano, 
Caf. What hoa?no Watch? No paſlage ? 
Murther, Murther. 
Gra. Tis ſome miſchance, the voyce is very direfull.' 
Caf. Oh helpc. 


Ledo. Hearke. 

Rod. Oh wretched Villaine. 

Lod. Twoor three groane. Tis heavy night ; 
Theſe may be counterfets : Lets thinkt unſafe 
Tocome into the cry, without more helpe. 

Red. Nobody come : then ſhall I blecd to death« 
Enter [ago, 
Led. -Hearke. 
Gra. Heres one comes in his ſhirt, with Light, and 
Weapons. | 
lagoe. Whosthere ? | 
W hoſe noyſe isthis that cryes out murther ? 
Lodo. We doc not know. 
{ HJago, Doenotyou heare a cry ? 
| Co. Heere, heere : for heaven ſake helpe me. 
lago. W hats the matter ? 
Gra, This 1s Othells's Ancient, as I take it 
Legs. The ſame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 
Tage. W hat are you hcerc, that cry ſo greevouly ? 
Caſ.: Iago ? OhIam ſpoyl'd, undone by Villaines : 
| Give me ſome helpe. 
Tago Ome, Licutenant ! 
W hat Villaines have done this? 
| Caf. I thinke that one of them is heereabour, 
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And cannot make away. 

[ago, Ohtreacherous Villaines : 

What are you there ? Come in, and give ſome helpe. 

Rod. O kelpe me there. 
| Caſſe. Thats oncofthem. : 

lago. Oh murd'rous Slave! O Villaine! 

Red. O damn'd [ago! Oinhumanc Dogge! 

Iago. Kill men ith'darke ? 

Where be theſe bloody Theeves ? 
How ſilent is this Towne ? Hoa, murther, murther 
What may yoube ? Are you ofgood, or evill ? 

Lod. As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 

lags. Signior Lodqvico. 

Lod He Sir. EX 

lago. I cry you mercy : heres Caſio hurt by Villaines: 
Gra, Cafſio ? 
lags. How ist brother ? 
Caſſi. My Legge 1s cut in two. 
Tage. Marry heaven forbid ; : 
Light Gentlemen, ite bind it with my ſhirt. 
Enter Bianca. 

Bian. What is the matter hoa > Who ist that cryd ? 

lago. Who ist that cry'd ? 

Bran, Oh my deere Caſſio, 
My ſweet Cafſio: Oh Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſio. _ 

lago. O notable Strumpet. Caſſis, may you ſuſpet 
Who they ſhould be, that have thus manglcd you? 

( aſſt. No. 

Gra. lam ſorry to find youthus ; 

I have beene to ſeeke you. : 

Iago. end mea Garter. So :»——-Ohfor a Chaire 
To beare him eaſily hence. 

Bian; Alas he faints.Oh (aſio, {, afſio, Cafſio. 

ago. Gentlemenall, I doe ſuſpect this Traſh 
To be a party inthis injurie. 
Patience a while, good Caſio. Come,come ; 
Lend me a Light : know wethis face, or no? 
Alas my friend, and my deere Countryman 
Roderigo? No: Yes ſure: Yea, tis Roderige, 

Gra. What, of Venice? 

Lage. Even he Sir : Did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him? I, 

Iago. Signior Gratiano? I cry your gentle pardon : 
Thete bloody accidems muſt excuſe my Manners, 
That ſo neglected yous 

Gra. Iam yladro ſee you. : FR + 

Iago. How doe you Cafſio? Oh, a Chaire, a Chairc, 

Gra. Roderigo? 

Tags. He, be, tis he: 

Oh thats wellſaid, the Chaire. 

' Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 

Le fetch the Generalls Surgeon. For you Mittris, 

| Save you your labour. He thatlyes ſlaine heere ((@fſio) 

Was my deere friend. What malice was betweene you? 
Caſſi- None in the world : nor doe I know the man? 
Iago. What looke you pale? Oh beare him out oth"Ayre. 

Stay you good Gentlemen. Looke you pale, Miſiris? 

Doe you perceive the gaſtneſle of her eye ? 

Nay ,if you ſtare, we ſhall heare more anon» 

Behold her well: Ipray you looke upon her : Th 

| Doe you ſee Gentlemen? Nay, guilrineſſe will ſpeake 

| Though tongues were out of uſe. | 
e/Emit. Alas, what is the matter ? 

W hat isthe matter, husband ? | | 

Tago. Caſſio hath heere bin ſet on in the darke 
| By Koaerigo, and Fellowes that are ſcap'd : 


Hes almoſt flaine, and Rederigoquite dead. | 
e/Emil. Alas good Gentleman : alas good (af/s. 
ayo. This is the fruits of whoring. Prethec &/£wmitie, 

Goe know of Cefſio where he ſupt to night. 

What doe you ſhake at that ? | 
Bian, He ſupt at my houſe, but 1 therefore ſhake nor. 

Tago. Odid helfo ? I charge you goe with me». 


Bian. I am no Strumper,but of lifeas honeſt, 
As you that thus abuſe me. | 

e/Emil. ASI? Fye uponthees 

lags. Kind Gentlemen: 
Lets goe ſec poore Caſſto dreſt. 
Come Miſtris, you muſt tels another Tale. 
e/Emilia, run you to the Cirtadell, 
Andtcll my Lord and Lady, what hath happ'd : 
Will you goe onafore ? This isthe night 


That cither makes me,or foredoes me quite, Exenm. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello, and Deſdemona in her bed. 


Oth, It isthe Cauſe, it isthe Cauſe (my ſoule) 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Starres, 
Itis the Caufe. Yerllenot ſhed her blood, 

Nor ſcarre that whiter $kin of hers, then Snow, 


- And ſmoothas Monumentall Alablaiter : 


Yet ſhe muſt dye, elſe ſheI betray more men : 
Put out the Light, and thea put our the Light ; 
If I quench thee, thou flamung Miniſter, | 
I can againe thy former light reft&re, 
Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunningſt Patterne of excelling Nature, 
I know not where is that Promethear heate 
That canthy Lightre-Lume. 
W hen | have pluck'd thy Roſe, 
I cannot give it vitall growth againe, 
It necdes muſt wither Ile ſmell thee on the Tree! 
Oh Balmy breath, that doſt almoſt perſwade 
Tuſtice tobreake her Sword, One more, one more z 
Be thus when thou art dead, and [ will kill thee, | 
And love thee after. One more, and thats the laſt. 
So ſweet, was ne*reſo fatali. I muſt weepe, 
Buttheyare cruell Teares : This ſorrows heavenly, 
It ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 
Def. Who'sthere ? Orhelh ? 
Oth. I Deſdemona, 
Def. Willyou come to bed, tny Lord? 
Otb. Have you pray'd tonight, Deſdemon ? 
Def. I my Lord. 
Oth.. If you bethinke your {elfe of any Crime 
Vnreconcil*das yet to heaven, and Grace, 
Solicite for it ſtraight. 
Def. Alacke, my Lord, 
What may you meane by that? 
Oth, Well, doe it, and be briefe, I will walke by ? 
I would not killthy unprepared Spirit, | 
No, (Heavensforc-fend) I would not kill thy ſoule. 


Oth. I, Idoe. . 


Deſ. Then Heaven have mercy on mee. 


—————— 
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e/Emil. Oh fie upon thee Strumper. | 
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Oth. Amen, with all my heart. ; 
| Def. Tf you fay fo, I hope you willnot kill me, * 
Oth, Humb. 
Def. And'yctI feare you : for you're fatall then 
W hen your eycsrowle fo, 
W hy 1 ſhould feare, I know not, 
Since guiltineſſe I know not ; But yetI 
Oth, Thinke on thy ſinnes, \ 
Def. They arelove I'beare to you 
Oth. I, and for that thou dy'ſt . ; 
Def. That deaths unaturall, that kilsfor lovinge 
Alas, why gaaw you ſo your nerher-lip ? 
Some bloody paſſion ſhakes your very frame : 
Theſe are portents : but yet 1 hope, 1 hope, 
| They doe not point on me. | 
Oth, Peace, and be ſtill. 
Def. 1 wili ſo ; Whats the matter ? 
Oth, That Handkerchiefe ; 
Which I ſo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gau'it to Caſſis. 
Def: No by my life, and ſoule : ſend for the man, 
And aske him. "I 
Otb. Sweet ſoule, take heed, take heed of Perjury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 
Deſ. 1, but not yet to dyc. 
Oth.. Prelently. 
Therefore confefle thee freely of thy ſinne : 
Fer to deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choake the ſtrong Conception 
That I doc grone withall. Thouartto dyc. 
De/ſ. Oh heaven have mercy on mc. 
Oth. I ſay, Amens 
Def. And have you mercy too. I never did 
Offend you in my life : neves lov'd Cato, 
But with ſuch generall warranty of heaven, 
ASI might love. Inever gave bim Token. | 
j Oth, By heaven I ſaw my Handkerchicfe inshand. 
} Operiur'd woman, thou doſt ſtone my heart, 
And makeſt me call, what I intend ro doe 
A Murther, which I thought a Sacrifice. 
I aw the Handkerchitfec, 
Def: He found it then : 
I never gave it him : Send for him hither : 
Let him confeſlca truth. 
Oth. He hath confelt: 
Deſ: What my Lord ? 
Oth. That he bath vs'd thee, 
Def; How ? unlawfully ? 
oth, I, 
Def. He will not ſay ſo. 
Oth-- No : his mouth is ſtopp'd : 
Honeſt 7ago hath tane order fort. | 
Def. Oh, my feare interprets. W hat is he dead ? 
Och. Had all his haires binlives, my great Revenge 
Had ſtomacke forthemall. ; 
Deſ. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 
Oth. Out Strumpet:weep'ſt thou for him to my face ? 
Deſ. Obanifh me, my Lord, but kill me not, 
Otch. Downe Strumpet. 
Def. Kill me tomorrow, let me live tonight. 
Oth. Nay, if you {trive. 
Def. But halfe an houre. 
Oth. - Being done, there is no pawſe. 
Deſ: But whilelI ſay one prayer. 
Oth. It is too late, 
e/Emilia at the doore; 
e/Emil. My Lord, my Lord ? What hoa? 


feele I feare, 


Smothers hix. 
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| My Lord, my Lord. 
Oth,W hat noiſe is this? Notdead ? not yet quite dead 
I that amcrucll, am yet merciful, | 
- wag not have thee linger inthy paine ? 
O, 10, 


e/Emil, withis, What hoa ? my Lord, my Lord? 
Oth. Whos there? | 
e-Emil, Oh good my Lord, I would ſpeake a word 
with you. 
Oth, Yes: tis e/Emila : by and by. Shes dead. 
Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeake of Caſſivs death : 
Thenoiſe was high. Hah, no morc mooving ? . 
Stillas the Grave. Shall ſhe come in? Wert good ? 
I thinke ſheſtirresagaine. No, whats beſt todoe ? 
If ſhe comcin, ſhell ſure ſpeaketo my wife : 
My wife, my wife : what wife ?I have no wife. 
Oh infupportable ! Oh heavy houre ! 
Me thinkes, it ſhould be now a huge Eclipſe 
Of Sunne, and Moone : and that th'affrighted Globe 
Did yawneat Alteration. 
e/Exil. Idocbeſcech you 
That I may ſpeake with you. Oh good my Lord. 
th, I had forgot thee : oh come ine/fwilia. 
Soft, by and by, let me the Curtaines draw. 
Where art thou ? Whats the matter with thee now ? 
Enter e/Emia. 
. Emil. Oh my good Lord, yonders foule Murthers 
One. | 
Oth, What ?now? 
e-Emil. But now, my Lord, 
Oth. Itis the very erroyof the Moone, 
She comes more neerer Efcth then ſhe was wont, 
And makes men mad. 
e-/Emil. Caſſio, my Lord, hath killd 
A young Venetian, calld Rodorige. 
Oth. Rodorsgo killd ? and C-fſio killd ? 
e/Emil, No, Caſſio is not kilid. 
Oth. Not Caſfſis killd? Then Murthers out of tune, 
And ſweet Revenge growes harſh. 
De/, O falſcly, falſely murder'd. 
e/Emil. Alas | what cry is that? 
Och. That? What ? 
e/Emil, Our, and alas, that was my Ladies voyce, 
Helpe, helpe hoa, belpe, Oh Ladie ſpeake againe, 
Sweet Deſdemona, oh ſweet Miſtris, ſpeake. 
Def. Aguiltlefſe death Idye.' 
e/£mil. Oh who hath done this deed ? 
Def. No body : 1 my ſelfe, farewell : 
Commend me to my kind Lord ; oh farewell. 
Oth, Why how ſhould ſhe be murdred ? 
e/£wmnil. Alas : who knowes? 
Oth. You heare her ſay her ſclfe, it wasnot I. 
Emil. She ſaid ſo: I muſt needs report the truth. 
Oth. Shes like a Lyar gone to burning hell, 
Twas I that killd her. 
e/£enl. Oh the more Angell ſhe, and you the blacker 
Divell, 
Oth. She turn'd to folly : and ſhe wasa whore. 
e/Emil. Thou doſt bely her, and thou art adivell. 
Oth. She was falſe as water, 
e/Emil. Thou art raſh as fire, toſay 
That ſhe was falſe. Oh ſhe was heavenly true. 
Oth. Caſſio did top her : Aske thy husband clfec, 
O, I weredamn'd beneath all depth in hell : 


|- But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds 


To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all; 


: e/Emtl. | 
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the «> Mooreof Uenice. 


e/£msl. My busband? 
Oth. Thy hasband. 
Emil, That ſhe was falſe to Wedlocke ; 
Oth. I, with {aſs ; had ſhe bin true, 
If heaven would make me ſuch another world, 
Of one entyre and perfe& Chryſolite, 
I1d not have ſold her for it. 
e Emil. My husband ? 
Oth, I, twas he that told me on her firſt, 
An honeſt man he is, and hates the ſlime 
That ſtickes on filthy deeds, 
Emil. My husband ? 
Oth. Wuhat needs this itergnce, Woman? 
I fay, thy hasband. 
e Emi, Oh Mitltris, 
Vilany hath made mockes with love : 
My husband ſay ſhe was falſe ? 
Oth. He, woman ; 
I ſay thy husband : Doſt underſtand the word ? 
My friend, thy husband ; honeſt, honctt ago» 
Emil. it he ſay ſo, may his pernicious Soule 
Rot halfea graine a day : helyesto'th'hearr, 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy Bargaine. 
Oth. Hah? Þ 6 
e/Emil, Doe thy worlt : : 
Thisdeede of thine 15 nomore worthy heaven, 
Thenthou waſt worthy her. 
Oth, Peace, you were belt. 
Emil. Thou haſt not halfethat power to doe me 
AsI have tobe burt. Oh gull, oh dolt, (harme 
As ignorant as durt : thou haſt done a deed 
(I care not forthy Sword) lie make thee knowne, 
Though 1 loſt twenty lives, Helpe, helpe, hoa, helpe : 
The Moore hath kill'd my Miſtris. Murther,murthere 


Euter Montane, Gratiano, and Iago, 


CMon, What is the matter ? How now generali? 
Emil, Oh, are you come, Jags: you have done well, 
That men m::{t lay theic Mut thers on your necke- 
Gra. What isthe matter ? 
e/Emil. Diſpiovethus Villaine, if thou be'ſt a man, 
He fayes, thou toldſt him that his wife was falſe : 
I know thou did{t not : thou'rt not fucha Villaine. 
Speake, for my beart is full. 
ago. I told him whatT thought, 
And told no more 
Then what he found himſcife was apt, and true. 
e/Emil. But did you ever icll him, 
She was falſe ? 
Iago. I did. 
e/Emnil, Youtold a Lye, an odious damned Lye: 
Vpon my.ſoule, a Lye ;a wicked Lye, 
Shee falſe with {a//'0? 
Did you ſay with Caſ/io ? : 
Tago, With Cafſio, Miſtris, 
Goe to, charme your tongue. 
e/£Emil, I will not charme my Tongue ; 
I am bound toſpeake, 
My Miitris hcere lyes murthered in her bed. 
Al. Oh heavens, forefend. 
e/Emil. And your reports have ſet the Murder on. 
Oth, Nay ftore not Maſters, 
It is true indecd; 
Gra. Tis a ſtrange Truth. 
Mont. O monſtrous AR. 


e/Emil, Villany, villany, villany : 
I thinke upont, I thinke: I ſmel't : O Villany : 
I thought ſo thea : Ile kill my ſelfe for griefe, 
O villany | villany ! 
Tago. What, are youmad ? 
I charge you get you home. | 
Emil. Good Gentlemen,let me have leave to ſpeake: 
Tis proper 1 obey him ; but not now : 
Perchance Zago, I willnere goe home: 
Oth, Oh, oh, oh, 
e-£mh, Nay, lay thee downe and roare : 
For thou haſt killd the ſweeteſt innocent, 
That ere did lift up eyes 
Oth. Oh ſhe was fowle | 
I ſcarſe did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece, 
W hoſe breath (indeed ) theſe hands bave newly ſtopp'd: 
I kno this ate ſhewes horcibleand grim, 
Gra. Poore Deſdemon : 
I am glad thy father's dead, 
Thy Match was morrall to him ; and pure griefe 
Shore his oldthred in twaine.Did he livenow, + 
This fight would inake him doe a deſperate turne : 
Yea, curle his better Angell from his ſide, 
And fall te Reprobance. 
Oth. Tis pittifall; but yet /ago knowes, 
Thar ſhe with C/o hath the act of ſhame 
A thouſand times committed, Caſſio confeſt it, 
And (hedid gratifie his amorous workes 
With that Recognizance and pledge of Love 
Which 1 firſt gave her : I ſaw it inhis hand: 
It wasa Handkerchiefe, an Antique Token 
My father gave my Mother. 
e/Emil. Oh heaven oh heavenly Powers ? 
I45o. Come, hold your peace. 
e/Emil. Twill out, twill out. Ipeace? 
No,I will ſpeake as liberallasthe North ; 
Let heaven, and Men, and divels, let them all, 
All, all, cry ſhame againſt me, yer Ile ſpeake. 
lago, Be wile and get you home. 
e£ml, I will not, 
Gra. Fye, your Sword upon a Woman. 
e/&mil. Oh thou dull Moore, 
That Handkerchiefe thou {peal'ſt of 
I found by Fortune, and did give my husband : 
For often, with a ſolemne earncſtneſle, x 
(More then indecd belong'd to lucha Trifle) 
He begg'd of me, to ſteale'r. 
age. Villanous W hore. | 
e/Emnl. She give it Caſſio? No, alas I found it, 
AndI did giv't my husband, 
Lage. Filth, thou lyeſt, 
e/Emil, By heaven I doe not, Idoe not Gentlemen : 
Oh murg'rous Coxcombe, what ſhould ſuch a foole 
Doe with ſo good a wife ? 
Oth, Are there no ſtones in heaven; | 
But what ſerves for the Thunder ? 
Precious Villaine. 
Gra. The woman falles : 
Sure he hath killd his Wife, 
e/£mil. I, |; oh lay me by my Miſtris ſides 
Gre. Hes gone, but his wifes kill'd. | 
Afont. Tisa notorious Villaine: take you this weapon 
Which I have recover'd from the Woore: 
Come guard the doore without, let him not paſle, 
Burt kill him rather. Ile afterthat ſame villaine, 


| For tis a damned Slave. Ex. 
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The Tragedy of Othello 


CY 
he 


- © Oth. Tam notvaliant neither : 
Bur every Puny whipſter gets my Sword. 
Bur why ſhould honor out-live honeſty ? 
Let itgocall. 
e/Emil, What did thy Song boad Lady ? 
Hearke, canſt thou heare me ? I willplay the Swan, 
Ariddye in Muſicke : Wilough, Wilongh, Fillough. 
Moore, ſhe was chaſte : She loy'd thee, cruell Aſoore: 
So come my ſoule to blifſe, as I ſpeake true ; 
So ſpeaking as I thinke, alas, Idye. 
Och. I have another weapon inthis Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice brookes temper : 
Oh heere it is : Vakle I muſt come forth. 
| Gra. If thouattemptit, it willcoſt thee deere; 
Thou haſt no weapon, and perforce mult ſuffer. 
Oeb. Looke inupon me then, and ſpeake with me, 
Or naked asI am I will aflault thee. 
4s. Whatis the matter ? 
Oth. Beheld, I have a weapon : 
Abetter never did it ſelfe ſuſtaine 
{ V pon aSouldiers Thigh. I have ſcene theday, 
That with this little Arme, and this good Sword, 
T have made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your ſtop. But (ob vaine boaſt) 
Who can controll hisfate? Tis not ſopow. 
Benot affraid, though you doe ſee me weapon'd : 
| Heereis my journies end, heere 1s my but 
And very Sea-marke of my utmoſt Salle. 
: Doe you goe backe diſmaid ? I is a lot feare * 
Man but a Ruſh againſt Orhelo's breſt, 
And he retires. Where ſhould Orh:Uo goe ? 
Now : how doſt thou looke now ? oh ill-Starr'd wench, 
Pale asthy Smocke : when we ſhall mcete at compt, 
This looke of thine will hurle my ſoule from Heaven, 
And fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girle ? 
Evenlike thy Chaſtity. O curſed, curſed Slave ! 
Whip meyeDivels, 
From the poſſeſſion of this heavenly fight ; 
Blow me about in windes, roaſt me in Sulphure, 
Waſh me in ſteepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire, 
Oh Deſdemon ! dead Deſdemoi ; dead. dead. Oh, ob ! 


Euter Lodovico, Caſſio, Montano, and Tags, 
with Officers. 


Led, Where is this raſh, and moſt unfortunate man? 


Oth, Thats he that was Othello: heereI am. 

Led. Where isthat Viper ? 
Briog the Villaine forth. 

Oth, Ilooke downe towards his feet ;but thats a fable, 
If that thou beeft a diyell, I cannot killthee» 

Led. Wrench his Sword from bim. 

Tags. lblecd Sir, bur not kill'd. 

Oth. Tam not ſorry neither, 11d have thee live : 
For in my ſenſe, tis happineſſe to dye. 

Lod. Oh thou Othello, that was once {0 good, 
Falne inthe pradtſe of a curſed Siave, 
' What ſhall be {aid to thee. 

Orh. Why any thing : 
An honorable Murderer, if you will: . 
For nought I did in hate, butall in Honor, 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeſt his Villany : 
Did youand he conſent in Ca//is's death. 

Oth., I. | 

Co/. Deere Generall, I never gave you cauſe, 

Oth. Ide beleve it, and I aske your pardon : 
Will you, I pray, demand that demy-Divell, 


Why he hath thus enſnar'd my ſoule and body. 
lag. Demand me nothing:what you know, you know: 
From this time forth, I never will ſpeake word. 
Zod. What? not to pray? 
Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 
Orch. Well, thou dot beſt. 
Loa, Sir, 
You ſhall underſtand what hath befalne, 
(Which, as Ithinke, you know net ) heere i6a Letter 
Found in the pocket of the ſlaine Rederigo, 
And heere another, the one of them imports 
The death of Caſio, to be undertooke 
By Roderrgo, 
Oth, O Villaine ! 
C aſi. Moſt heatheniſh, and moſt grofſle. 
Lod. Now, heercs another diſcontented paper 
Found ig his pccket too : and this it ſeemes 
Roaerigo meant t'have ſent this damned villaine : 
But that (belike) ego in the interim 
Came in, and fatisf*'d him. 
Oth. Oh thou pernitious Caitiffe ; | 
How came you (Caſio) by that Handkerchict; 
That was my wives? ; 
Caſſr, I found it in my Chamber : 
And he himſelfe confeſt it but even now, 
That there he dropt it for a ſpeciall purpoſe, 
W hich wrought to his defirc. 
Oth. O foole, foole, fooie ! 
Caſſi. There is belides, in Roders70s Letter, 
How he upbraipes ago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the Watch : whereon it came 
ThatI was catt : and cyen but now he ſpake 
(After long ſeeming dead) ago hurt him, 
[ago (et him on. 
Lod. You mult forſake this roome, and goe with us : 
Your Power, and your command is taken off, 
And Caſſtorules in Cyprus. For this Slave, 
If there be any cunning Cruelty, 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
It ſhallbe his. You ſhall cloſe Prifoner reſt, 
Till thar the Nature cf your fault be knowne 
Tothe Venetian State. Come, bring away. 
Oth, Soft you ;a word or two before you goe : 
I have done the State ſome ſervice,and they knot : 
No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 
When you ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate, 
Speake of me, as I am. Norhiag extenuate, 
Nor {ct downe cughtin malice. 
Then-muſt you ſpeake, 
Of one thatlov'd not wiſcly, but too well : 
Of one, not cally Iealious, but being wrought, 
Perplexcd inthe extreame : Of one, whoſc hand 
(Like the baſe Indian) thiew a Pearle away 
Richer then all his Tribe : Of one, whoſe ſubdu'd Eyes, 
Albeitunuſed tothe melting moode, 
Drop tearcs as faſt as rhe Arabian Trees 
Their Medicinable gumme. Ser you downe this : 
And ſay beſides, that in eLppo once, 
W here a malignant, and a Turbond-Turke 
Beate a Venetian, and traduc'd the State, 
I tooke by th'throat the circumciſed Dogge, 
And ſmote him, thus. 
Lod. Oh bloody period. _ 
Gra. All that is ſpoke is marr'd. | 
Oth. I kilt thee, ere I kill'd thee : No way but this, 
Killing my ſclfe, to dye upon a kifle, Dyer. 
| Caſſis. 
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' Caſſi. ThisdidI fearebut thought he had no weapon: | Let it be hid. Gratiamo, keepe the ho uſe, 
For he was great of heart. And ſeize upon the Fortunes of the CHoore, 

Led. Oh Spartan Dogge : For they ſucceede on you. To you, Lord Governor, 
More fell then Anguiſh, Hunger, or the Sea :. Remaines the Cenſure of this helliſh villaine : 
Lookeonthe Tragicke Loading of this bed : The time, the place, the torture, ob inforce it : 

This is thy worke : My ſclfe will ſtraight aboord, and to the State, 


The Obje& poyſons ſight, | This heavy At, with heavy heart relate. £xeant. 


THE 


CTORS 
NA MES. 


O7> the Moore. | Gentlemen of Cyprics. 

Brabantio, Father to Deſdemons. Lodovico, «4 GratianO, 7yo Noble Venetians; 
Caſſio, A» honoarable Lieutenant. Saylors, 

Iago, 4A Yillaine, Clowne, 


Rodorigo, A guld Centlemay. | 
Duke of Venice, | Deſdemona, wife to Othello, 


Senators, Emilia, Wife to Jago. 
Montano, Governour of Cyprus, Bianca, A Curte7an: 
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Anthony, and Cleopatra. 
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Attus Primus. Scaena Prima, 


Emer Demetrins , and Philo. 


Philo. 
Mgt Ay, but this dotage of our Generall 
.U IS Orc-flowes the meaſure : thoſe his gaodly eyes 
ENRNIR T hat o're the files and Muſters of the Warre, 
"oz Haveglow'd like plated Mars : / 
Now bend, now turne 
The Ottice and Devotion of their view 
Vpon a Tawny Front. His Capraines heart, 
Which in the ſcuffles of great tighrs hath burſt 
The Buckles on his breſt, rencages all temper, 
And is become the Bellowesand the Fan 
To coole a Gypſies Luſt. 
_ Enter eAnthony, Cleopatra, her Ladies; the 
Trane, with Eunnchs fav- 
| ning ber. 
Looke where they come : 
Take but good note, and you ſhall ſee in him 
Thetriple Pillar of the world transform'd 
Into a Struwpets Foole. Behold aud ſee. 
Ceo, If it be Love indced, tell me how much. 
eAnt. Theres beggery in the love that can be reckon'd 
Cleo.Ile ſeat bourne how farre to be belov'd. 
Ant. Then muſt thou necdes find out new heaven, 
| new Earth. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Aej. Newes (my good Lord) from Rome. 
ent. Rate me, the ſumme. 
| Cleo. Nay heare them eAmthory. 
Fulviaperchance isangry : Or who knowes, 
- If theſcarſe-bearded { «ſar have not ſent 
His powerfull Mandate to you. Doe this, or this ; 
Take in that Kingcouny, and infranchiſe that ; 
Perform't, or elſe we damne thee, 
Ant. How, my Love ? 
(ev. Perchance ? Nay, and moſt like ; 
1 You muſt not ſtay heere longer, your diſau/ſion 
Is come from C+ſar, therefore heare it Anthony. 
Wheres F=lvias Proceſie? ({/ars I would ſay ) both ? 
Call in the Mefſengers : As Iam Egypts Queene, 
Thoubluſheſt &»tboxy, and that blood of thine 
Is {eſershomager : elſe ſothy cheeke payes ſhame, 
When ſhrill-tongu'd Falviaſcolds. The Meſſengers. 
Ant, Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
Ofthe raing'd Empire fall : Heerc is my ſpace, 
| Kingdomes are clay : Our dungy carthalike |; 


—_ 
———_—. 


Feeds Beaſtas Man ; the Noblenefle of life 
Is to doe thus : when ſuch a maruall paire, 
And ſuch a twaine can doo't, in which I bind, 
On paine of puniſhment, the world to weete 
We ſtand up Peerelefle. 
Cleo, Exccllent falſhood : 
Why did he marry Falvza, and not love her ? 
le ſeeme the Foole Iam not. Anthony will be himſclfe, 
ent. But ſtirr'd by Cleopatra. 
Now tor the love of love, and her ſoft huures, 
Lets not confound the time with Conference harſh ; 
Theres not a minute of our lives ſhould ſtretch 
Wichour ſome pleaſure now. W hat ſport tonight? 
Clo. Heare the Ambaſladors. 
eAzr. Fyc wrangling Queene : 
W hom every thing becomes, to chide, tolaugh, 
To weepe: whole every pailion fully ſtrives 
To make it ſelfe (in Thee) faire, and admir'd. 
' No Meſſenger but thine, and all alone, to night 
We'il wander through the ſtreets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come my Queenc, 
Laſt night you did deſire it. Speake not to us. 
Exenm with the Trams 
Dem. Is Czſar with Anthonias priz'd fo ſlight? 
Phils. Sir ſometimes when he is not Anthony, 
He comes too ſhort of that great Property 
"Which (till ſhould goe with Anthony. 
Dem. Iam full ſorry, that be approves the common 
Lyar, who thus ſpeakes of himart Rome:but I will hope 
ot better deeds to morrow. 'Reſt you happy. Exeurt, 


Enter Enobarbus, Lampriue, a Southſayer, Rannin: Lucills- 
1, Charmian, Iras, Mardian the Ennnch, 
and Alexas, 


(har. L. Alexas, (weet Alexas, moſt any thing Alexas, 
almoſt moſt abſolute Al/exas, wheres the Soothſayer that 
ou - gran ſoto'th'Queene? Oh that 1 knew this Hus- 
__ , Which you ſay, muſt change his hornes with Gar- 
nds. 
Alex. Soothſayer. 
Sorth. Your will? 
Char. Is this the Man ? Ts't you ſir that know things ? 
Sootb. In Natures infinite booke of Secrecy, alittle I 
can read. 
Alex. Shew him your hand. 
Exeb. Bring in the Banket quickly : Wine _ 
| Cleo. 


—_— 
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Cleopatras health to drinke. 

Char. Good fir, give me good Fortune. 

Sooth, I makenot, but forſee. 

Char, Pray then, foreſce me one. | 

Soorb, You ſhall be yet farre fairer then youarc« 

Char. He meanes in fleſh. | 

Ira. No, you ſhall paint when yeu are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid. 

Alex. Vex not his preſcience, be attentiuc. 

Char. Huſh. 

Soorh, You ſhallbe more beloving, then beloved. 

(ar. I had rather heate my Liver withdrinking. 

Alex, Nay, heare him. 

Char. Good now ſomeexcellent ,Fortunne. Let mee 
be married to three Kings in a forenoone, and Widdow 
them all ; Let me have a Childat fifty, to whom Herod 
of Iewry may doe Homage. Finde me to marry me with 

Oftavin Ceſar, and companion me with my Miſtris. 

' FSooth; You ſhall out-livethe Lady whom you ſerve. 
Char. Oh excellent, I love long life better then Figs. 
Sooth. You have ſcene and proved a fairer former for- 

tune, then that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children ſhall have nonames : 

Prethee how many Boyes and Wenches muſt I have. 

Soeth. Tf every of your wiſhes had a wombe, and fore- 
tell every wiſh, a Million. | 

Char. Our Foole, Lforgive thee for a Witch. 

Alex. Youthinke none but your ſheets are privy to 
your wiſhes. | 

Char. Nay come, tell as hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes. 

Enob, Mane, and moſt of our Fortunes to night, ſhall 
be drunketo bed, _ | 

Iras. Theres aPalmepteſages Chaſtity, it nothing elſe. 
(har. E'ne as the ore-flowing Nylus preſageth Fa- 
mine. 

Iras. Goe you wild Bedfellow, you eannot Soothſays 

Char. Nay, ifan oyly Palme be not a fruitfull Prog- 
noſtication, I cannot ſcratch mine care. Prethee tell her 
but a worky day Fortune. | 

Sooth, Your Fortunes are alike. | 

1ras. But how,but how,give me particulars. 

Soath. I haveſaid. | 

ras, Am I not an inch of Fortune better than ſhe ? 

(bar, Well,if you were but an inchof Fortune better 
than I: where would yoa chodſe it. 

1ras, Not in my husbands Noſe. | 

Char. Our worſer thoughts heavens mend. ; 

eAlexas. Come,his Fortune,his Fortune. Oh let him 
marry a woman that cannot go,{weet /ſs, I beſerch thee, 
and let her dye too, andgive hima worſe, and let worſe 
follow worſc,till the worſt of all follow him laughing to 
his grave, fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good 1/5 heare me this 

Prayer,though thou deny me a matter of more waight : 

good 15 I beſeech thee. 

Char, Amen,deere Goddeſſe, heare thatprayer of the 
people, Fer.as it is a heart-breaking to ſee a handſome 
man looſe-wiv'd, ſo it is a deadly ſorrow, to behold a 
foule Knave uncuckolded ; Therefore deare 1jis keepe de- 
corum, and Fortune him accordingly. 

(har. Amen» 
eMlex, Locnow, if it lay in their hands tomake me 2 

Cuckold, they would make themſelves Whores , but 

they'ld doo't. 

Enter Cleopatra, 

Eno, Huſh, here comes eAnthony, 


| 


| 


| Theresa great Spirit gone, thus did 


| W hat our contemprs doe often hurle from us, 


( har, Not he,the Queene. 
Cleo, Sawyou my Lord ? 
Enob, No Lady. 
C {eo Was he not here ? 
Char, No Madame. | ; 
(1ev. He was diſpog'd to mirth,but on the ſodaine 
A Roman thought hath ſtrooke him. 
Enobarbm ? | 
Eneb, Madam. | 
Cle, Secke him,and bring him hither:where's Ale 
Alex. .Here at your ſervice- \ 
My Lord approaches, 


Ms 


Enter Anthony with a Meſſenger, 

(1co, We willnot looke upon him : 
Goe with us. | 

Meſſen, Fuluiathy Wite, 
Firſt came into the Field. 

Ant, Againft my Brother Zucine. 

Ae ſſ. I,but ſoone that Warre had end, 
And the times ftare 
Made friends of them,joynting their force *gainſt Ceſar. 
W hoſe better ifſue in the warre from Italy, 
Vpon the firſt encounter drave them. 

eAnt, Well, what worit. F- | 

Aceſſ. The nature of bad newes infes the Teller. 


Exennt. 


Ant, When it concernes the Foole or Coward ; On. | 


Things that are palt,are done,with me. Tis thus, 
Who tels me true,though in his Tale lye death, 
I heare him as he flatter'd. 
AMeſ, Labiemes (this is ſtiffe-newes) 
Hath with his Parthian Force = 
Extended Aſia: from Euphrates his conquering 
Banner ſhooke, from Syria to Lydia, 
And to Ionia, whilt——— : 
Ant. Anthony thou would ſay. 
Meſ. Oh my Lord. 
Ant. Speake to me home, 
Mince notthe generall tongue, name 
Cleopatra as (he iscall'd in Rome : 
Raile thou in Fafvia's phraſe, and taunt my faults 
With ſuch full Licenſe, as both Truth and Malice 
Have powerto utter. Ohthen we bring forth weeds, 
W hen our quicke windes lye {till, and our illes told us 
Is as our caring: fare thee well awhile. 
Ateſ, At your Noble pleaſure. 
Emer another Meſſenger, | 
Ant. From Scicion how the newes? Speake there. 
I Hef. The man from Scicion, 
Is there ſuch an one? _ 
2. Me, He ftayes upon your will. 
Ant, Let himappeare : | 


Exit Xeſſenger. 


Theſe ſtrong Egyptian Fetters I muſt breake, 
Ocrlooſe my ſelfe in datages 


Enter amther Meſſenger with a Letter. 


What are you... +5 ih 5h 

3 Meſ. tulviathy wife is dead. 

ent. \Where dycd (he, 

Meſ. Tn Scicien, her length of licknefle, 
With whatelſe more ſerious, f 
Importeth thee to know, this beares, 

Ant. Forebeare me 101 

I defireit; 
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We wiſh it oursagaine. Thepreſent pleaſure, 
become 

The oppoſite of ir ſeife ; ſhe's good being gon, 

The hand could plucke her backe,that ſhoy'd her on- 
I muſt from this Queene breake off, 

Ten thouſand harmes,more than the illes I know 
My idlenefſe doth hatch. 


Emter Enobarbuns. 


| How now Enobarbus. 


Eno. Whats your pleaſure, Sir? 
Anh, 1muſt with haſte from hence, 
Eno. Why then we kill all our Women. We ſee how 


| mortallan unkindnefſe is to them, ifthey ſuffer our de- 
| parture death 'sthe word. 


em, I muſt be gone. 

Eno, Vnder a compyting an cccaſion, let women dye. 
em away for nothing, though be- 

tweene themand a great cauſe, they ſhould be eſteemed 

opatracatching but the leaſt noyſe of this, 

: I haveſcene her, dye twenty times upan 

+ pee moment:I do think there is mettle in death, 


farr 
which commits ſome loving ae upon her, ſhe hathſuch 


 acelerity in dying, ' 


Ant. She is cunning paſt mans thought. 
Eno, Alacke fir no, her paſſions are made of nothing 


' butthe fineſt part of pure love. We cannot call her winds 


and waters, fighes and teares : They arc greater ſtormes 
and Tempeſts then Almanackes can reporc. This cannot 
becunning in her ; if it be, ſhe makesa ſhowre of Raine 


as well as love. 


eAnt. Would TI had never ſcenc her. 
Eno. Oh fir, you had then left unſecne a wonderfull 


| peece of worke, Which not to have beene bleſt withall, 
would have diſcredited your Travailc. 


e-Frt. Fulvia 1s dead. 

En». Sir. 

Ant. F uluia is dead. 

Ens. Fulviat 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why fir, give the godsa thankefull Sacrifice : 
when it pleaſerh their Deities to take the wife ofa man 
from him,it ſhewesto man the Tailors of the carth:com- 
forting therein, that when old Robes are worne our, 
there are membersto make new. If there were no more 


' Women but F=/vis, then had you indeed a cut, and the 


caſe to be lamented : Thisgriefe is crown'd with Cenſo- 


lation, your old Smocke brings fourtha new Petticoate, 


and indeed the teares live inan Onion, that ſhould water 
this ſorrow. | 

- Aut. The buſineſle ſhe hath broached in the State, 
Cannot endure my abſence. 

Eno. And the buſineſle you have broach*d heere can- 
not be without you, eſpecially that of (opatras, which 
wholly depends on your abode. 

eAnt, No morehke Anſwers: 


| Letour Officers 


Have notice what we purpoſe. I ſhall breake 
The cauſc of our Expedience tothe Queene, 


| And get her love to part; For not alone 


The death of Fafvie, with more vrgent touches 
Doe ftrongly ſpeake to us : but the Letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome, 
Petition us at home. Sextrs P ompeins 

Hath given the dare to { 2/ar, and commands 
The Empire ofthe Sea. Ourflippery people, 
W hole Love is never link'd to the deſerver, 
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| 


| To be entangled with thoſe mouth-made yowes, 


| Forthe maine Souldier. Whoſe quali 


Till bis deſerts are paſt, begin tothrow 

Pompey the great, and all his Dignities | 

Vpon his Sonne, who high in Name and Power, 

Higher then both in blood and life, ſtands up 

going on, 

The ſides oth'world may danger. Much isbreedings 

Which like the Courſers hcire, hath yet bur life, 

And not a Serpents poyſon. Say ourpleaſure, 

Toſuchwhoſe place is under ug,requires 

Our quicke remoye from hence. 
Eno. I thall door. Exennr, 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, eAlexas, and I «, 


(leo. Whereis he? 

Char, I did not ſec him fince. 

Clo. See where heis, 

Who's with him, what he does : 

I did not fend you. If you finde him fad, 

Say I am dauncing: if1n Myrth, report 

That I am ſodaine ficke, Quickly, andreturne. 

Char. Madam, me thinkes if you did love him deerely 
You doe not hold the method, toenforce 
Thelike from him. | 

Cleo. What ſhould TI doeT doenot? 
Ch.Incach thing give him way,croſſe himin nothing. 
Clo, Thoutcacheſt like a foole : the way to leſe him. | 
Char. Tempt him not ſo too farre, I with forbeare, 
Intime we hate that whichwe often fearc. 
; Emer Anthony. 
But heere comes Anthony. 

Cleo. 1 am ſicke, and ſullen. | 

Ant. Iam ſorry to give breathing to my purpoſe. | 

(ico. Helpe me away deere Charmiar, i hall fall, 

It cannot be thus long, the (ſides of Nature 
Will not ſuſtaine it. 
Ant. Now my deereſt Queene. 
Cleo, Pray you ſtand farther from me, 
Ant. W hats the matter ? 
( teo.T know by that ſame eyetheres ſome good newes 
W hat ſayes the married woman you may goe ? 
Would the had never given youlcave to come, 
Let her not ſay tis I thatkeepe you hecre, 
I have no power upon you: Hers you arc. 

ent. The gods beſt know. : 

(eo. Oh never was there Queene 
So mighrilybetraycd : yet at the firſt 
I ſaw the Treaſons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra. 

(7:0. Why ſhould I thinke you can be mine, and true | 
(Though you ſwearing ſhake the Throaned gods) 
W ho have bcene falſe ro Faulvia? 
Riotous madneſle, | | 


W hich breake themſelves in ſwearing. 

Am. Molt ſweet Queene. 

Cleo. Nay pray you ſecke no colour for your going, 
But bid farewell, and goec : 
When you ſued ſtaying, | 
Then wasthe time for words: No going then, 
Etcrnity was in our Lippes, and Eyes, : 
Blifſe in our browes bent : none our parts ſo poore, 
But wasa race of heaven. They are ſoftill, 
Or thou the greateſt Souldier of the world, 
Art turn'd the greater Lyar. 

Ant. How now Lady ? 
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Cles, 1 would I had thy inches,thou fhould'ſt know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

Axzxr, Heare me Queene : 

The ſtrong neceſfity of Time,commands 
Our Services a while : but my full heart 
Remaines in uſe with you, Our Italy, ; 
Shines o're with civill Swords ; Sextus Pomperns 
Makes his approches to the Port of Rome, 
Equality of two Domeſticke powers, 
Breed ſcrupulous fation: The hated growne to ſtrength 
Are newly growne to Love The condemn'd Pompey, 
Rich 1n his Fathers honour,creepes apace 
Into the hearts of ſuch,as have not thrived 
V pon the preſent ſtate, whoſe numbers threaten, 
Ard quietneſſe growne ſicke of reſt, would purge 
By any deſperate change : My more particular, _ 
And thar which moſt with you ſhould ſafe my going, 
Is Falvias death, 
C/e,Though age from folly could not give me freedom 
It does from childiſhnefle. Can F»lvia dye ? 

Ant, Shee's dead my Queene, _ | 
Looke here,and at thy Soveraigne leyture reade 
The Garboyics ſheawak'd ; atthe laſt,beft, 

See when,and where ſhe dyed. 
Cleo, O molt falſe love ! 
Where be the ſacred Viols thou ſhoul aſt fill 
With ſorrowfull water ? Now I ſec, Ilee, 
In Fslvias death, how mine recciv'd ſhall be, 
- e-ſnt, Quaricll nomore,but be prepar'd to know 
The purpoſes I beare : which are,or ccaſe, 
As you ſhall give th'advice, By the fire 
Thar quickens Nylus flime,[ goe from hence . 
Thy Souldier,Servant,making Peace or Warre, 
As thou affect, Z 
Cleo, Cut my Lace, Charman come, 
But lctit be,T am quickly ill,and well, 
So efnthony loves, 
eAnrt. My precious Queene forbearc, 
And give true evidence to his Love,which ſtands 
An honourable Traall. 
Cleo, So Falvietold mes 
I prythee turne aſide,and weepe for her, 
Then bid adiew to me,and fay the teares 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent difſembling,and let itlooke 
Like perfe&t honour, 

eAnt, You'l heat my blood no more? 

Cleo. You can doe better yet ; but this is meetly. 

Ant, Now by my Sword, 

Cleo, And Target, Still he mends, | 
But this iznot the beſt, Looke prythee Charmiar, - 
How this Herculcan Roman docs become 
The carriage of his chafe. 

Ant, Ileleaveyou Lady, 

Clo, Courteous Lord,one word : 

Sir,you and I muſt part,bur that's not1t : 
 Sir,you and I have loy*d,but there's nor it : 
' That you know well,ſomething it is I would: 
Oh,my oblivion is a very e-Lnthony, 
. And Iam all forgotten, 
_ nt, Butthat your Royalty 
. Holds Idleneffe your ſubjeR,I ſhould take you 
For Idleneſſe it (clfe. 
Cleo. 'Tis ſweating labour, 
To beare ſuch Idleneſſe fo neare the heart 
As Cleepatrathis, But Sir,forgiveme; 


——— 


——_—_— 


| This is the newes ; he fiſhes, drinkes, and waſtes 


| Thatall men follow. 


| How tis abroad. Pompey is ſtrong ar Sca, > 


Comes fear'd, by being lack'd. This com mon body 


Since my becommings kill me, when they do not . 
-ye wellto you. Your Honor calls you hence. 
' Therefore be deafe tomy unpittied Folly, ' 
And allthe Gods go with you. Vpon your Sword 
Sit Law relF'd vitory, and ſmooth ſuccefle 
Be ftrew'd before your feete. 
ent, Letusgo. 
Come : Our ſeparation ſo abides and flies, 
That thou reſiding heere, gocit yer with me , 
And I hence flecting, heere remaine with thee. 
Away. Exenv, 


Enter Oltavius reading 4 Letter, Lepidns, 
and ther T raine. 


Ce/. You may ſee Lepidws, and henceforth know, p 
It 1s not Ceſars Naturall vice, to hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 


The Lampes of night in revells : Is not more manlike 
Then (oparra: nor the Queene of Prolomy 

More Womanly then he. Hardly gave audience 
Ordid vouchfate tothinke he had Partners. You | 
Shall finde there a man, whois th'abſtrat of all faults; 


Lep. I muſt not thinke _ | 
There are, eviisenow to darken all his goodnefſle, 
His faulrs in him, ſceme as the Spots of heaven, 
More fiery by nights Blacknefſe ; Hereditary. 
Rather then purchaſte : what he cannot change, 
Then what he chooſes. X 

Ceſ. Youarc too indulgent. Lets grauntit is 
Amiſle totumble on the bed of Prolemy, 
To givea Kingdome for a Mirth, to fir 
And keepe the turne of Tipling with a Slave, 
To reele the ſtreets at noone, and ſtand the Buffer 
With knavesthar ſmell of ſiveate : Say this becomes him | 
(As his compoſure mult be rare indeed, | 
Whom theſe things cannor blemiſh) yer mult eAuhovwy | 
No way excuſe his foyles, when we doe beare | 
Sogreat walght in his Lightneſſe. It he falld 
His vacancy with his Voluptuouſneſſe, 
Full ſurfers, and the drinefſe of his bones, | 
Call on him for't. But to confound ſuchcime, 
That drummes him from his ſport, and ſpeakes as lowd 
As his owne State, and ours, tis to be chid : 
As werate Boyes, who being maturein knowledge, 
Pawnetheir experience to their preſent pleaſure, 
And fo rebell to judgement. 

| Enter « Meſſenger. 

Lep. Heeres more newes. | - þ 

HMeſ. Thy biddings have beenedone,and every houre 
Moſt Noble Cezfar, ſhalt chou have report 
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Andit appeares, he is beloy'd of thoſe 

That only have feard { 2ſar: to thePorts 

Thediſcontents repaire, and mens reports 

Give him much wrong'd. | 
Cef. I ſhould have knowne no lefſſe, TT 

It hath bin taught as from the primall ſtate, 

That he which is, was wiſht,untill he were ; 

And the ebb'd man, 

Ne'relov'd, tillne're worth love, | 
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To rot it ſelfe with motion. 
Hef. Ceſar I bring thee word, 


AMenacraterand Menas famous Py rates | 
eethe Sea ſerve them, which they care and wound 
Withkeeles gf every kind. Many hot inrodes 
They make in Italy, the borders Maritime 
Lacke blood tothinke on't, and fleſh youth revolt, 
No Veſlell can peepe forth , but tisas foone 
Taken as ſeene : for Powpejes name ſtrikes more 
Then could his Warrerefiſted. 
Ceſar. Anthony, 
Leave thy laſcivious Vaſſailes. When thou once 
Wert beaten from /federe, where thou ſlewlt 
Hirfns, and Panſa Conſuls, at thy heele 
Did famine follow, whom theu foughtſt againſt, 
(Though daintily brought up) with patience more 
Then Savages could ſuffers Thou diditdrinke 
The ſtale of horſes, and the giided Puddle 
W hich Beaſts would coughat. Thy pallat then did daine 
The roughcſt Berry, on the cudeſt Hedge. 
Yea, like the Stayge, when Snow the Paſture ſheets, 
The barkes of Trees thou browſedſt. On the Alpes, 
Itis reported thou didſt cate ſtrange fleſh, 
Which ſome did dye 30 looke on : And allthis 
(It wounds thine honor that I ſpeake it now ) 
Was borne ſolike a Souldiour, that thy cheeke 
So much as lank'd not. - 
_Lep. Tis picty of him. 
C{« Let his ſhames quickely 
Drive him to Rome, tis time wetwaine 
Did ſhew our ſelves ith'Ficld, and to thatend 
Aſſemble we immediate counlell, Pompey 
Thrives in our Idlenefſe. 
Lep. To morrow Ceſar, 
I ſhall be furniſht to informe you rightly 
Both what by Sea and Land I can beable 
To front this preſent time. (well. 
Cof. Till which encounter, it is my buſineſſe too. Fare- 
Lep. Farewell my Lord, what you ſhall know meanc 
Offtirres,abroad, I ſhall beſcech you Sir (time 


# 


To let me be partaker. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmain, Ir 4s, and MHardian, 
Cle. ('barmian. 
Char. Madam. 
Cleo. Ha, ha, give me to drinke Mandragoras. 
(bar. Why Madam ? ; 
(to. That I might {Icepe out this great gap of time ; 
My Antheny 1s away. | 
Char. Youthinke of him too much. 
' (leo. Otis Treaſon, | 
| {bar. Madam, 1 truſt not ſo. / 
| Co. Thou, Eunuch Afaratran ? 
"Mar. Whats your highneſle pleaſure ? 
Cleo. Not now to heare thee ſing. Itake no pleaſure 
In ought an Ennuch has : Tis well tor thee, 
That being unſeminaried, thy freer thoughts 
May not flye forth of Egypt, Haſt thou AﬀeQtions ? 
Mar. Yes gracious Madam. 
Cleo. Indeed ? | 
UMar. Notindeed Madam, for I can doe nothing 
' But what indeed is honeſt to be done : 
Yet havelI fierce Aﬀections, and thinke 
What Venus did with Mars- 
Cleo, Oh Charmias; 
Where tkinkſt thou he'isnow ? Stands he, or fits he ? 


C ef. Deubt not fir, I knew it for my bond; Exexur. 


Or does he walke ? Or is he on his Horſe ? | 
Oh happy horſe to beare the weight of e-LHmuthony | 


Doe bravely horſe, for wot'ſt thou whom thou mooy'ſt, 


Thedemy e£:/as of this Earth, the Arme 

And Burgonet of man. Hes ſpeaking now, 

Or murmuring, wheres my Serpent of old Nyle, 

( For fo he cails me:) Now I feed my ſelfe 

With moſt delicious poyſon. Thinke on me 
Thatam with Phebus amorous pinches blacke, 
And wrinkled dcepe in time. Broad-fronted (a/ar, 
When thou wast heere above the ground, I was 
A morſell for a Monarke; und great Pompey 

Would ſtand and make his ey<s grow in my brow, 
There would he anchor his Aſpect, and dye 

With looking on his life, n 


Emer Alexa from Ciſar, 

Alex, Soveraigne of Egypt, haile. 

Cleo, How much unlike art thou Marks Anthony ? 
Yetcomming trom him, that great Med'cine hath 
With his Tinct gilded thee. 

How goes it with my brave Afarke Azthony ? 
Alex. Laſt thing he did (deere Queene) 
He kilt the laſt of many doubled kifles, 
This Oricnt Pearle. His ſpecch ſtickesin my heart; 

Cleo, Mine care mult plucke it thence. - 

Alex. Good friend, quorth he: 

Say the firme Romanto great Egypt ſends 

This treature of an Oyſter : at whole foote 

To mend the perry preſent, I will peece 

Her opulent 1 hrone, with Kingdomes. All the Eaſt, 
(Say thou)ſhall cali hzr Miſtris. So he nodded, 

And toberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Stced, 

Who ne1gh G {o bye, that v hat I would have ſpoke, 
Was beaiily dumbe by him, 

Clo, W hat was he fad, or merry ? 

Ale. Like to the time oth'yeare, betweene the extremes 
Ot hot andcold, he was nor fad nor merry. 

Cleo, Oh weildivided diſpoſition : Note him: 

Note him good Charman, tis the man ; but note him. 
He was not iad, for hewould ſhine on thoſe 

That mai. e their lookes by his. He was not merry, 
Which icem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 

In Egypt with his joy; but betweene both, 

Oh hea-enly mingle ! Bee'ſt thou fad, or merry, 

The violence of either thee becomes, 

So do's it no maneiſe. Metſt thou my Poſts? 

Alex. I Madam, twenty ſeverall Meſſengers. ; 
Why doe you ſend ſothicke ? 

Clo, Who's borne that day, when I forget to ſend 
to Anthony, ſhall dye a Begger. Inke and paper (harmi- 
av. Wcicoie my good -4lexas. Did I Charmian, ever 
iove ( eſar 10? | 

Char. Oh that brave Ceſar. 

{ko. Bechoak'd withſuch another Emphaſis, 


Say the brave efnthouy, 


Char, The valiant ( «ſar. | 
(eo, By Ifis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with Ceſar Paragonagaine 
My man of men. 
Char. By your moſt gracious pardon, 
I ſing bur after you. 
Cleo. My Sallad dayes, 
When I was greene in judgement, cold in blood, 
To ſay,as I ſaid then. Butcome, away, 


Gert me Inkeand Paper, 


— 


| 


a 


| 
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ple Agypt. E xexnt. 
' Emer Pompey, Henecrates , and CMenas in 
War lihe MAnner « 
Fom, Tfthe great gods be juſt, they {hall aſſiſt 
The deeds of julſteſt men. 
Adene, Know worthy Pompey, that which they do de- 
lay, they not deny. 
Pom. Whiles weare ſutors to their Throne , decayes 
the thing we ſue for. 
AMene. We ignorant of our ſelves. 
Begge often our owne harmes, which the wiſe Powers 
Deny us for our good : ſo finde we protic 
By looſing of our Prayers. 
Poems. I (halldo well: 
| The People love me, andthe Sea is mine; 
My powers are Crefſent,and my Auguring hope 
Sayes it will come to'th'full. Marke Anthony 
In Agypt fits atdinner, and will make 
No warres without doores. Ceſar gets money where 
He lovſes hearts: Lep:ame flatrers both, 
Of both is flatter'd : bat he neither loves, 
Nor either cares fer him. 
Mene. Ceſar and Lepidus arc in the field, 
A mighty ſtrength they carry- 
Pom. W here have youthis? Tis falſe. 
Adene. From Silvime Sir. ; 
Pom. He dreames : I know they are in Rome together 
Looking for efnrony: bur all the charmes of Love, 
Salt (eoparraſoften thy wandlip, ; 
Let witchcraft joyne with beauty, Luſt with both, 
Tye up the Libertine ina field of Feafts, 
Keepe his Brajne fuming. Epicurean Cookes, 


' Sharpen with cloyleſſeſawce his Appetite, 


That ſleepe and feeding may prorogue hisHonour, 
Even till a Lethicd dulneſle 
Enter V apxrins. 


How now Varrim ? 
Var. This is molt certaine, that I ſhall deliver : 
Marke Anthony is every houre in Rome 
Expected. Since he went from &gyprt,'tis 
A ipace for farther travaile, | 
Por. I could have givenleſſe matter 
A better eare. CMenas,l1 did not thinke 
This amorous Surfetter would have donn'd his Helme 
For ſuch a petty Warre : His Souldierſhip 
Is twice the other twaine : Butletus reare 
The higher our Opinion, that our ſtirring 
Canfrom the lap of Agypts Widdow, plucke 
The neere Luft-wearied Anrhony, 
Aene. 1 cannot hope, 
Ceſar and Anthony ſhall well greet together 3 
His Wife that's dead, did treſpaſſes to Ceſar, 
His Brother warz:d upon him, although I rhinke 
Not mov'd by Anthony, 
now not ena, 
efler Enmities may give way to greater, 
Were't not that we ftand up againttthem alt : 
"Tier pregnant they ſhould ſquare betweene themſelves, 
For they have entertained cauſeenough 
To draw their ſwords : but how the feare of us 
May Ciment their diviſions,and binde up 
The petty difference, we yet not know : 
Bee*t as Our Gods w1ll have't; it onely ſtands 
Our lives upon,to uſe our ſtrongeſt hands; 


E xennt. 
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he ſhall have every day ſeverall greeting, or Ile unpeo- | 


: 


| 


wes 


—, 


| And make the warres alike againſt my ſtomacke, 


Enter Eflobarbies and Lepiata. $i 
Lep,Good Enbarbus; tis a worthy deed, © _— 
And ſhall become you well, to intreat your Captaialh” 
To ſoftand gentle ſpeech, *E 
Enob, I ſhall intrezt him 
Toanſwerelike himſelfe: if ſar move him, 
Let e-Lmthony looke over Ceſars head, 
And ſpeake as lowd as Mars. By Iupiter, 
Werc Ithe wearer of Anthonzo's Beard, 
I would not ſhave't today. 
Lep. Tisnota rime for private ſtomacking. - 
Eno, Every time ſerves for the matter that is then 
borne in't, 
Lep. But ſmall to greater matters muſt give way. 
Enop, Not if the ſmall come firſt; 
Lep. Your ſpecchis paſſion : but pray you ftirre 
No Embers up. Heere comesthe Noble &4>rhony; 
Enter eAmhony aud Ventidirg, 
En0, And yonder ( eſar, 
Enter Ciſar, Mecenas, and A prippa. 
Ant. If we compole wellheere, toParthia : 
Hearke Ventiding. 
{<far. Idonot know Mecenas, aske Agrippe. 
Lep. Noble Friends 
That which combin'd us was moſt great, and let not 
A leaner ation rend us. What's amiſle, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our triviall difference lowd, we do commit © 
Murther in hcaling wounds. Then Noble Partners, 
The rather for I earneſtly beſeech, 
Touch you tke ſowreſt points with ſweeteſt tearmes, 
Nor curſtnefſe grow to'th' matter, ; 
Ant. Tis ſpoken well: 
Were we before our Armes andto fight, 
I ſhould dothus. 
(*/. Welcome to Rome, 
Ant, Thanke you. 
Ce/, Sit. 
Ant, Sit fir. 
(/. Nay then. : SE 
Ant. Tlearne youtake things ill, which are not fo; / 
Or being, concerne yon not. ba 
Ceſ. 1 muſt belaught ary if or for nothing, ora little, 
Should ſay my ſelfe offended, and with you 
Chicfely 1th? world. More langhrt at, that I ſhovld 
Once name you derogately : when to ſound your name 
It nat conccern'd me. 
Ant. My being in Egypt Ceſar, what was't to you? 
Cefſ: No more then my reſiding heere at Rome 
Might beto you in Zgypt : yer if you there 
Did pra&tiſe on my (tare, your being in Xgypt 
Might be my queſtion, | 
«Ant. How intend you, practis'd? | 
Ceſ, You may be pleas'd to catch at mine,intent, . 
By what did heerebefallme. Your Wife and Brother 
Made warres upon me, and their coiteſtation __.*_ .. 
Was Theametor you, you were the word of warre. 
Azt,You do miitake yoar buſinc/ſogmy brother never 
Did urge meinhis Ac: I did lnquireit,__.. :- | 
And have mylearning from fome truereports 
That drew their ſwords with You, id he notxather. . 
Diſcreditmy anthority with yours, © 


vt 
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Having alike your cauſe: Ofthis,my Letters ,  . 
Before did fatisfie you. If you patcha.quarrell; 


. 
£ 
: 
, 

” 


| 


Flonrifh. | 
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| 


As matter whole you have'to takeit with, 
| Z Z 
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| It muſt not be withthis. _ 
* (of: Youpraiſe your ſclfe, bylaying defects of judge- 
ment to me : bur you patcht up your excules. 

Anth. Not ſo, not io: + & 
| I know you could not lacke, I am certaine on't, 

Very neceſſity of this thought, that T | 
Your partner inthe cauſe *gainſt which he fought, 
Could not with gracefull eyes attend thoſe Warres 
Which fronted mine owne peace. As for my wite, 
I would you had her Spirit, in ſuch another, 
Thethirdoth' world is yours, which witha Snafflc, 
You may paccealie, but not ſuch a wife. A 

Exobar, Would we hadall ſuch wives, that the men 

might go to Warres with the women. 
| Amnth, Somuchuncurbable, her Garboiles (Ceſar) 
Made out of her impatience ; which not wanted 
Shrodeneſſe of policie te : I greeving grant, 
4 Did youtoo much diſquiet, for thatyoumuſt, 
| Butfſay Icoald not helpe it. 

C: for, I wroteto you, when rioting in Alexandria you 

Did pocket up my Letters : and with taunts 
-| Did gibe myMiſlive out of audience. | 

At. Sir, he fellupon me, erc admitted, then: 
Three Kings [ had newly feaſted, and did want 
Of whatI was ith*morning : but next day 
Itold him of my ſelfe, which was as much 
As to have askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
| Benothing of our ſtrife : if we contend 
Our of our queſtion wipe him. 

(afar. You have broken the Article of your oath, 
which you ſhall never have tongue to charge me with. 

Lep. Sofc Ceſar. 

ent. No Lepids,ler him ſpeake, 
The Honour is Sacred which hetalkes on now, 
Suppoſing that T lackt it : but on Ceſar, 

Article of my oath. ; 
| Ceſe. To lend me Armes, and aide whenT requir'd 
them, the which you both denied. 

1 AAzth. Neglectcdrather, 

And then when poyſoned houres had bound me up 
' From mine owne knowledge, asneecrly as I may, 
Ie play the penitentto you. But mine honeſty, 
} Shall not make poore my greatneſle, nor my power 
Worke without ir. Trah is, that Fulvia, 
To have me ont of Egypt, made Warres heere, 
j For which my ſelfe, the ignorant motive, doe 
So farre aske pardon, as befits mine Honour 
| To ſtoope in ſacha caſe, 
ep; Tis Nobly ſpoken. 
1 Ace. If it might pleaſe you, to enforce no further 

The griefes betweene ye : to forget them quite. 
Were toremember, that the preſent neede, 
Speakes toattone you, _ 

Lep. Worthy ſpoken CHecenas. 

Enabay., | Or if you borrow one anothers Love for the 
inſtanr, "yon may when you heare no more words of 
Pompey returne it againe ; you ſhall have time to wrangle 
in, when you have nothing elſe to doe. 

1 © th. Thou arta Souldier, onely ſpeake nomore, 
Enob, That trueth thouldbe filent, I had almoſt for- 
[ got. FT. IS ft 4] 
Anth, You wrong this preſence, therefore ſpeake no 
4 MOrce. $255 7 ; 
|} En0b.-Gotothen :* Your Conſiderate tone, 
{eſar. 1 doe not much diſlike the matter but © 


The manner of his ſpeech : for't cannot be, - 


1 
Par; 


— 


We ſhall remaine in friendſhip, our conditions 


So differing in theiraQts. YetifI knew, 


What Hoope ſhould hold us ftaunch from edge to edge 
Ath* world : I would purſue it. 
Agrs. Give meleave Ceſar. 
Ce/. Speake Agrippe. © | 
Agri, Thou halt a Siſter by thy Mothers ſide, "admir'd 
ORavia? Great HMarke Ambhony is now a widdower, 
Ceſ. Say not, ſay Agripp; if Cleopatra heard you, your 
proofe were well deſerved of raſhneſle. 
Anth, Tam not marryed Ceſar: let me heere Agrippa 
further ſpeake. 
Agri. To hold you in perpetuallamitie, 3 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With anun-ſlipping knot, take eAuthony, 
Ollaviato his wife: whoſe beauty claimes 
No worſe a husband then the beſt of men : 
W hoſe vertue, and whoſe generall graces,ſpeake 
That which none elſe can utter. By this marriage, 
All little Ieloufies which now ſeeme great, 
Andall great feares, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing, Truth's would be tales, 
W hcrenow halfetales be trath's ; her love to both, 
Would cach to other, andall loves to both, 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have ſpoke, 
For *tis a ſtudied,not a preſent thought, 
By duty ruminated, 
Amh, Will C«ſar ſpeake ? 
Ceſar. Not till he heares how Anthony is touche, 
With what is ſpoke already. 
Anth. What power is in Agrippa, 
IfIwould ſay Agrippa,be it ſo, 
To makethis good ? 
Ceſar. The power of Ceſar, 
And his power, unto Oftavie. - 
Amnth, MaolI never 
(To this good purpoſe, that ſo fairely ſhewes) 
Dreame of impediment : let me have thy hand 
Further this act of Grace : and fromthis houre, 
The heart of Brothers governein our Loves, 
And ſway our great Deſignes. 
Ceſ. There's my hand: 
A Siſter I bequeath you,wheme no Brother 
Didever love ſo deerely. Let her live 
To joyne our kingdomes,and our hearts,and never 
Flieoff our Loves againe, 
Leps. Happily, Amen. ee? , 
Anxt.I did not thinke todraw my Sword againſt Powpey 


| For he hathlajd ſtrangecourteſies, and great 


Of late upon me. IT muſt thanke him ouecly, 
Leſt my remembrance, ſuffer ill eport: 


| At heele of that defie him. 


Lepi, Time cals upon's, 
Of us muſt Pompey preſently be ſought, 
Orelfe he ſeekes oft us. 
Amb, Wherelics he? 
Ce/. Abont the Mount-Meſenaz 
Amh. What is his ſtrength by land ? 
Ce. Great, and encreafing : 


| Butby Sea he is an abſolute Maftcr, 


Anth. So is the Fame, : 
Would we had ſpoke together. Haſtwe for it, 
Yetere we put our ſelves in Armes, diſpatch we 
The buſinefle we haveralkt of. | 

Ceſ. With molt gladneſſe,' 

And do invite you to my Siſters views 


—__ to 
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eAnthony and (leopatra. 2675 |} 
| Whither ſtraight Ile lead you, | She made great C#ſarlay his Sword to bed; 
| Anth, Letns Lepidns not lacke your compaty»  & | Heploughed her, and ſhe cropt. | 
Lep. Nobld Ambony , not fickenelſe ſhould detaine Eno, I ſaw her once 
| me. Hop forty Pacesthrough the publicke ſtreere, - 
| OPS Event emer. And having loſt her breath, ſheſpoke, and panted, 
# Manent Enobarbus, Agrippe, Mecenat. That ſhe d1d make defeh, perfection, } 
Mee, Welcome from &gyptSir. And breathleſſe power breath forth. | 
Eno. Halfe the heartof (ſar, worthy Merenas, My | AMece. Now Anthony, mult leave her uttecly. | 
honourable Friend Aprippa. Eno, Never he will not : | 
| e-gri. Good Enpbarbus. | | Ape cannot wither her, nor cuſtome ſtcale | 
| CMece, We have cauſe tobe glad, that mattersare ſo | Her infinite variety ; other women cloy | 
well digeſted: you ſtayd well by't in Egypt. The apcries they feede,but ſhe makes hungry, 
. Emeb, 1 Sir, wedidſlcepe day out of countenaunce: | Where moſt ſhe ſatisfies. For vildeſt things 
| and made the night light with drinking. Become themſelves in her, that the holy Pricits | 
Cece. Eight Wilde-Boars roſted whole atabreak- | Bleffe her, when ſhe is Riggith. 
faſt : and buttwelve perſons there: Is thistrue? CHMece, If Beauty, Wiledome, Modeſty, can ſettle | 
: Evor,This was butas a Flye by an Eagle : we had much | The heart of e Lauthowy : Oftaviais 
; more monſtrous matter of Feaſt, which worthily deler- | Ableſſed Lottery to him. | 
ved noting. Ayrip, Letus go. Good Enobarbus , make your ſelfe | 
3 Mecenas, Slie's a moft triumphant Lady, if report be | my gueſt, whilſt you abide heere. 
; {quareto her,  Exo. Humbly Sir I thanke you: Execunt, 
7 £nab. When ſhe firſt mer Adarke eAnthoxy , ſhe purſt | 
E- up his heart upon the river of (dum. EntereAmhony, (*ſar, Oflavia betweene them, 
+ Agri. There ſheappear'd indced : or my reporter de- | 
E: vit'd well for her. e-fnth. The world, and my great oifice, will 
b Eno. T will tell you, | Somtimes divide me from your boſome. 
5 The Barge ſhe far in, like a burniſht Throne = Ota. All which time, before the Gods my knee ſhall | 
- Burnt on the water : the Poope was beaten Gold, bowe my prayers to them for you. | 
b-: Purple the Sailes : and ſo perfumed that Amb. Goodnight Sir. My Oftavia 
£ | The Windes were Love-lickes Read notmy blemiſhes in the worlds report ; 
b: - With them the Oares were Silyer, - I have not kept my {quare,but that to come 
AF { Which to the tune of Flutes kept ſtroke and made Shall all bedoneby th' Rule : good night deere Lady : 
J The water which they beate, to follow faſter ; Oa. Good night Sir, 
8 As amorous of their ſtrokes. For her owne perſon, (*ſar, Goodnight. . Exits 
E: It beggerd ail deſcription, ſhe did lye Enter Soothſayer. 
þ In her Pavillion, cloth of Gold, of Tiſſue, e nth. Now ſirrah; you do wiſh your ſelfe in Egypt ? 
O're-pituring that Venus, where we ſce _ Sooth, Would I had never come from thence, nor you 
T he fancic out-worke Nature. On each (ide her, thither. | 
Stood pretty Dimplcd Boyes, like ſmiling Cupids, Aut. If you can, your reaſon ? $ 
: W ith divers colour'd Fannes whoſe winde did ſeeme, Sooth. 1 ce it inmy motion : have it not in my tongue, | 
F- | To glove the delicate cheekes which they did coole, Bur yet hie you to Egypr againe. 
And what they undid did. | | Antho, Say tome, whole Fortunes ſhall riſc higher, 
Aerip. Oh rare for Anthony. : (eſars or mine? | | | 
Eno. Her Gentkwomen, like the Nereides, Soor. Ceſars,Therefore (oh Amthony) ſtay not by his ſide 
So many Mer-maides tended her ith? eyes, Thy Dzmon (that'sthy ſpirit which keepes thee) is 
And made their bends adornings. At the Helme. Noble, Couragious, high unmatchable, 
A ſceming Mer-maide ſteeres: The Silken Tackles W hare Ceſars is not, But neere him thy Angell 
Swell with the touches of thoſe Flower-ſoft hands, Becomes ateare : as being o're-powr'd, and therefore 
That yarely frame the oihce. From the Barge Make ſpace cneugh betweene you. 
| A ſtrange inviſible perfume hits the ſenſe eAnth. Speake this no more, 
Of the adiacent W harfes, The Cittie caſt Sooth, To none but thee no more, but when to thee, 
| Her people outupon her : and «Authory If thou doſtplay with him at any game, 
Enthron'd 'th* Market-place, did fit alone, ; | Thouart ſure to looſe : And of that Naturall lucke. 
Whiſling to 'th' ayre : which bur for vacancte, Hebeates thee 'gainſt the oddes, Thy Luſter thickens, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, When he ſhinesby : I fay againe, thy ſpirir '41 
And made a gap in Nature, Is all affraid to governe thee neerc him : 
eferip. Rare Egyptian. _ . But he alway is Noble. 
Eno. Vpon her landing, eAvtheny {entto her, Anth. Getthee gone: IM 
Invited her to Supper : ſhereplyed, Say to Ventidemt would ſpeake with him. Ex, fl 
It ſhould be better, he became her gueſt : He ſhall toParthia , be it art or hap, 
Which ſhe entreated, our Courtcous Anthony, | He hath ſpoken true, The very Dice obey him, 
: Whom nere the word of no woman heard ſpeake, And in our ſports my better cunning faines, 
Being barber'd ten times o're, goestothe Feaſt; Vnder his chance, if we draw lots,he ſpeeds, 
And for his ordinary,paics his heart, His Cocks do winne the Battaile, ftillof mine, 
For what his cyes cate onely. | When it is all tonaught: and his Quailes ever . 
Agri. Royall Wench : Beate mine (in hoopt) at odd's. T will to Egypt ; i 
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| And though I make this marriage for my peace, 
Prh' Eaſt my pleaſure lies . Oh come Yentidine, 

| Enter Ventidins. 

You muſt to Parthia, your commiſſions ready.: | 

| Follow me and receive't. Exennte 


"Enter Lejidus, Mecenas and Agrippe- 


Lepidus. Trouble your ſelfe no farther: pray you haſten 
your generals after. xt | 
Agr. Sir, Marke eAmhony will ene but kifſe Oftavie, 
and weele follow, | 

Lepi. Till I ſhall ſee you in your Souldiers dreſlc, 
Which wilt become you both : Farewell, 
Mece.," We ſhall , as 1 conceive the journey , 
Mount before you Lepidne, | 
Lepi. Your way is ſhorter, my purpoſes dodraw me 
much about, you'le win'two dayes upon me. 
Both. Sir,good lucceſle. 

Lepi. Farewell. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras and Alexas. 
Cleo. Give me ſome Muſicke : Muſicke, moody foode 
of us that trade in love. 
Omnes. The Muticke,hoa. 
Enter Mardian the Eunuch. 
Clo. Let it alone, let's to Billiards :,come (harman. 
Char. My arme is ſore, beſt play with Mardion. 
Cleopa. As wella woman with an Eunuch plaide, 2s 
with a woman. Come you'k play with me Sir ? 
CHards. As wellas I can Madam. 
Cleo. And when good will is ſhewed, 
Though't come too ſhort, 
The AQor may pleade pardon. Ile none now, 
Give me mine Angle, weele to'th* River, there 
My Muſicke playing farre off. I will betray 
Tawny fine fiſhes, my bended hooke ſhall pierce 
Their ſlimic jawes : and as1 draw them up, 
Ile thinke them every onean Anthony, 
And fay, ah ha; y*arecaught, | 
(har. Twas merry when you wager'd on your Ang- 
ling, when your diver did hang a falt fiſh on his hooke 
which he with fervencie drew up, 
(eo. That time ? Oh times: | 
T laught hinfour of patience: and that night 
I laught him into patience, and next morne, 
Ere the ninth houre; I dranke him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantels on him, whilſt 
I wore his Sword Philippan. Oh from Italic, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Ramme thou thy fruitfull tidings in mine cares, 
Thar long time have bin barren. 
eſe Madam, Madam. 
Cho, Anthony s tad, 
If thou fay\ſo Villaine, thou kil'ſt thy Miſtris: 
But well an&ffee, if thou ſo yeild him. 
There is Gold and hecre 
My bleweſt vainesro kiſſe : a hand taat Kings 
Havelipt,and trembled kiſſing, | 
Ae. Firſt Madatn, keys well. 
(to, Why there's more Gold. 
But firrah marke, we uſc 
Toſay, the dead are well : bring me to that, 
The Gold I givethee, willI melt and powre 
Downe thy ill uttering throate. 
 HMeſ. Good Madam heare me, 


Exennt. 


be at the 


Co, Well, go toIwill : ;- | 
But there's no goodnefle inthy face,if e Anthony 
Be free and healthfull; ſo tart a favour _ 
To trumpet ſuch good tidings. If not well, 
Thou ſhouldſt come like a Furie crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like a formall man. 
Heſs Wilt pleaſe you heare me? 
(70. I bavea mind to ſtrike theeere thou ſpeake'ſt 
Yet if thou ſay Anthony lives,*tis well, 
Or friends with Ceſar, or not Captaine to him, 
Ile ſetthee in a ſhower of Gold, and haile 
Rich Pearles upon the. 
CMeſ. Madam, he's well, 
Cleo, Well fayd, 
Mef. And Friends with Ceſar. 
Cleo. Tir art an honeſt man. 
CMef, ( «ſar, and he, are greater Friends then ever. 
Cl:o, Marke thee a Forunc from me. 
Aef. But yet Madam, 
Ceo. I donot like but yet, it doesalay 
The good precedence, fie upon bur yet, 
But yet 1sasa Ilaylor to bring foorth 
Some monſtrous MalcfaRtor. Prythee Friend, 
Powre out the packe of matter tomine care, 
The good and bad together : he*sfriends with Ceſar, 
In ſtate of health thou ſaift, and thou ſaieſt, free. 
CHMeſ. Free Madam ! no: I made noſuchreporrt, 


| He's bound unto Oftavea. 


Cleo, For what good turne ? 
Aeſ. For the beſt rurnei'th' bed. 
Cleo, IT am pale Charmian. 
AMeſ. Madam, he's married to Oftavin 
Cleo, The moſt infe&ious Peſtilence upon thee. 
| Sirihes hims downe, 
Mef. Good Madam paticnee. 


Cleo, What ſay you? Strikes bim, 


| Hence horrible Villaine, or Ile ſpurnethine cyes 


Like balls before me : lie unhaire thy head: 
| She hales him up and downe. 
Thou ſhalt be whiptwith Wyer, and ſtew'd in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 
AMeſ., Gratious Madam, 
I that dobring thenewes, made not the match. 

C leo, Say *tis not ſo, a Province will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud : the blow thou had'ſt 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage, 

And I will boot thee with what guift beſide 
Thy modeity can begge. 

CHMeſ. He's married Madam. 

Cleo. Roguethou haſt liv'd roo long. 

AMeſ, Nay then Ile runne : 

W hat meane you Madam, I have made no fault, @xit. 
The man is innocznt. 

(to. Some Innoceuts ſcape not the thunderbolt : 
MelrEgypt into Nyle ; and kindled creatures 
Turneall to Serpents. Call the flave againe, 
Though Iam mad, I will not byte him : Call? 

Cbay. Heis afcard tocome. 

Cleo. I will not hurt him, 

Theſe hands dolacke Nobility, that they ſtrike 

A meaner then my ſelfe : ſince I my ſelfe 

Have given my ſclfe the cauſe. Come hither Sir, 
Enter the Meſſenger againe. 

Though it be honeſt, it is never good 

To bring bad newes : give to a gratious Meſſage 


Draw a knife. | 


Char,Good Madam kcepe your ſclfe within your ſelte, | 
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An hoſt of tongues, but let irtydings tell 
Titemrelves when they be felt, 

Hef. I havedonemy duty. 

Cleo. Is he married ? 

I cannot hate thee worſer then I do, 
If thou againe ſay yes. 

Meſ. He's married Madam. 

Cleo. The gods confound thee, 
Doſt thou hold there 11] ? 

Cee. Should I lye Madam ? 

Clo. Oh, I would thou didſt : | 
So halfe my Egypt were ſubmerg'd and made 
A Celterne for {cal'd Snakes. Go getthee hence, 
\ Had'ſt thou N,arciſms in thy face, to we _ 
Thou wouldſt appeare moſt ugly: He is married? 

Mef. I crave your bighneſle pardon, 

(eo. He is married ? 

Meſ. Takeno offence, that I would not offend you; 
To punith me for what you make me doe, 
Seemes much unequall: he's married to Oftaviae. 

Cleo, Oh that his fault ſhould make a knave of thee, 
That art not what thou art ſure of. Get thee hence, 
1 he Merchandize which thou haſt brought from, Rome 
Arecall to deere for me : 


Lye they upon thy hand, and be undone by em, 


{{har. Good your highnefle patience. 
Cle. In praying Anthony, I have diſprais'd Ceſare 
Char. Many times Madame 
{to. Tam paid for't now : lead me from hence, 
I faint, oh [ras, Charmian : tis nomatter, 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas bid him 
Report the feature of Oftavm; her yeares, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out | 
The colour of her haire. Bring me word quickly: 
Let him for ever goe, let him not Charmray, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other wayes a Mars. Bid you Alexas 
Bring me word, how tall ſhe is : pitty me Charmian, 
But do not ſpeake to me. Lead me to my Chamber. 
S | Exennt, 
Enter Pompey, at one doore with Drum and Trumpet : at an- 
other Ceſar, Lepidins. « 4mhony, Enobarbus, CMecenas, 
Ayrippa, Menas with Souldeers Marching. 
Pom. Your Hoſtages I have,ſo have you mine : 
And we ſhall talke before we fight. 
C2/ar. Moſt mecte that firſt we cometo words, 
And therefore have we 
Our written purpoſes before us ſent, 
W hich if thou haſt conſidered, let us know, 
If't will tye up thy diſcontented Sword 
And carry backeto Sicily much tall youth, 
That elſe much periſh heere. 
Pom, Toyou all three, 
The Senators alone of this great world, 
Chiefe FaRors for the Gods. Ido notknow, 
Wherefore my Father ſhould revengers want, 
Having a Sonne and Friends, ſince [#/1# Ceſar, 
Whoat Philippithe good Brutus gholted, 
There ſaw you labourig for him. What was't 
That mov'd pale Caſſizs to conſpire? And what 
Mad the all-honor'd, honeſt Romane Bratzs, 
With the arm'd reſt; Courtiers of beautious freedome, 
To drench the Capitoll, but that they would 
Have gne man but a man, and that 1s 1t 
Hath made me rigge my Navic. At whoſe burthen, 


The anger'd Ocean foes, with which I meant 
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| 
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Toſcourge tlingratitude,that deſpightfull Rome 
Caſt on my Noble Farher. 
Ceſar. Take your time. 
Ant, Thou cauſt not teareus Pompey with thy failes, 
Wetele ſpeake with thee at Sea. At land thou know'ſt 
How much we do o're-count thee, 
Pom, At Land indeed 
Thou doſt orecount me of my fathers houſe; 
But ſince the Cookoo buildes not for himſelfe, 
Remaine in't asthou maiſt, 
Leps. Be pleas'd to tell us; 
(For this is from the preſent now youtalke ) 
The offers we have ſent you, 

Ceſar. There's the point. 

Ant, W hich do not beentreated to, 
But waigh whatitis worth embrac'd. 

Ceſar, And what may follow totry a larger Fortung. 

Por. You have made me offer 
Of Sicily, Sardiniar; and I muſt 
Rid all the Sea of Pirats. Then, to ſend 
Meaſures of W heate to Rome: this greed upon, 
Topart with anhackt edges, and beare backe * 

Our Targes undinted. 

Omnes, That's our offer. 

Pon, Know then I came before you heere, 
A man prepar'd 
To take this offer. But Marks Anthony, 

Put me to ſome impatience :: though I looſe 
The praiſe of it by telling. You muſt know 

W hen C2far and your Brother were at blowes, 
Your Mother came to Sicily, and did finde 

Her welcome friendly. 

Ant, I have heard it Pompey, 

Andam well ftudicd for aliberall thankes, 
Which I doowe you. 

Pom. Let me have your hand: 

Idid not thinke Sir, to have met you heere, 


Ant. The beds1!'th* Eaſtare ſoft, and thankes to you, | 


T hat call'd metimelier then my purpoſe hither: 
For I have gained by*t. 
Ceſar. Since I ſaw you laſt, ther*s a change upon you. 
Pom. Well, I know not, | 
W hat counts harſh Fortune caſt's upon my face, 
But in my boſom: ſhall ſhenever come, 
To make my hearta vaſſaile. 
Lep. Well met heere. | 
Pom, I hope ſo Lepiaws, thus we are agreed ; 
I crave our compoſition may be written 
And ſcald betweene us, 
Ceſar. That's the next todoz. 
Pom. Weedle fealt each other, ere 
Draw lots who ſhall 'begin.. . 
eAnth, That will I Pompey. | 
Pompey. No eAnihony take the lot : but firſt or laſt, 
your fine Egyptian cookerie ſhall have the fame, I have 
heard that In/5us (<ſar, grew fac with feaſting there, 
Anth, You have heard much. | 
Poms. I have faire meaning Str. 
eAnt. And faire words tothem. - 
Pom. Then ſo much havelT heard. 
And 1 bave heard Apoitodorms carried——— 
Eno. No more that : he did ſo. 
Poem, W hatI pray you? _ 7 | 
Eno. Acertaine Queene to (ſar in a Materice. . 
Pom. 1 know thee now, how far*ſt thou Souldier? 
Eno, Well, and well am like to doe, forT perceive 
| ZZ 3 
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Fom, Let me ſhake thy hand, 
Inever hated thee: I kave ſcene thee fight, 
When I have envied thybehaviour. Me 

Ewob. Sir, Inever lov'd you much, butT ha'prais'd ye, 
Whenyou have well deſery'd tentimes as much, 

As I have ſaid you did. © 

Poms, Injoy thy plainneſſe, 
It nothing ill becomes thee : 
Aboord my Gally , Iinviteyouall. 
Will you leade Lords? 

Alt. Shew's the way, fir. 

Pom. Come. £xeunt, CManent Enob & CMenas 

Men. Thy Father Pompey would ne're have mad this 
Treaty . You, and I have knowne fit . 

Enob. At Sea, I thinke. 

An. We heve Sir. 

Enob. You have done well by water. 
Men, And youby Land. | 

Enob. 1 will praiſe any man that will praife me,thogh 

it cannot be denied what I have done by Land , 
Men.® Nor what I have done by water. 

Euob. Yes ſome-thing you can deny for your owne 
ſafety : you have bin a good Theefe by Sca. 

Men, And you by Land. : 

Enob. There I deny my Land ſervice : but give me 
your hand Mowas, if our eyes bad authority , here they 
might take two Theeves kiſſing 

Men. All mens faces are true, whatſocre their hands 
ares, . 
: Enob. But there is never a faire Woman, ha's atrue 

ace | 

Men. Noflander they ſteal hearts. 

Enob. We came hither to fight with you. : 

Men, For my part,I am ſorry it is turn'd to a Drink- 


Foure Feaſts are toward. | | | 


| ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 


Enob. Tf he doe,ſure he cannot weep't backe againe. 

Allen, Y*have ſaid Sir, welook'd not for AMarke e n- 
tbony heere, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 

Enob. ( {avs Siſter is call d Oftavia. 
Men, True Sir, ſhe was the wife of (aiue Marcellus. 
Enob, But ſhe isnow the wife of Marcus Anthonins 
Men, Pray y e Sir. 

' nob, Tis true, 
Men. Then is Ceſar and he, for ever knit together 
Eneb, If I were bound to Divine of this unity, I wold 


not Propheſie ſo.. 


Her. thinke the policy of that purpoſe, made more 
in the Marriage then the Love of the parties. 

Enob. I thinke ſo too. But you ſhall finde the band 
that ſecmes.to tye their friendſhip together, will bee the 
very ſtranger oftheir Amity : O&ania is of a holy, cold, 
and ſtil] converſation. 

Men. Who would not bave his wife ſo? | 

Eze.. Not hee that hmſclfc is not ſo : which is Mfarke 
pn wilito his Egyptiandiſh againe : then ſhall 
the ſighes of Offavia blqw the fire up in Ceſar, and (as Þ 
- ſaid before) that which is the ſtrength of their Amity, 
ſhall prove the immediate Author of their variance. A- 
thovy will uſe his affection where it is, Hee married but 
his occaſion heere. 

Hen. And thus it may be,.Come Sir,wilk you aboord ? 
I have a health for you. | 

Enob. I ſhall take itfir ; wehaye us'd our Throats in 


Egypt | 


Hen, Come, let's a way. Exennt. 


rooted already, the leaſt wind th* world wilt blow them 
downe, 


Muſs, cke playes. 


Emer two or three Servants with a Barnkits 


1 Hcere they'l be man : ſome of their Plants arc ill | 


2 Lepidwsis high colourd, | 
I They have made him drinke Almes drinke. 
2 As they pinch one another by the diſpoſition he 
cries out no more ; reconciles them to his entrearic, and 
himſelfe to'th* drinke. "* ike 

1 But itraiſes the greater warre betweene himand his 
diſcretion. | x 

2 Why this itis to havea name in great mens Fellow- 
ſhip: I had as live have a Reede that will doe me no ſer- 
VICe, as a Partizan I could not heave. 

I Tobecall'd into a huge Sphere, and notto bee ſcene 

romove in't, are the holes where eyes ſhould bee, which 
pittiflly diſaſter the cheekes. 


A Sennet ſounaed. 
Enter Ceſar, Anthony, Pompey, Lepidne, Agrippa, Hecengs 
Enobarbua, CMenas, with other ( aptamnes. 


Ant, Thus do they Sir:they take the flow o'th'Nyle 
By certaine ſcale, 'th' Pyramid: they know 
By*ch' height, the lowneſle, or the meane : If dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilus ſwels, 


And ſhortly comes to Harveſt, 


Anth. 1 Lepidus, 
Lep. Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of the Sun : ſo is your Crocodile. 
em, They are'fo, 
Pom. Sit, and icme Wine : A health to Lepidmu. 
Lep. Iam not ſo wellas 1 ſhould be : 
But Ile ne're out. | 
R Euob.Not t ill you have flept:I feare me you'l bee intill 
then. ; | 
Lep. Nay certainly, I have heard the Prolomies Pyra- 
miſts are very goodly things 3 without contradifion 
have heard that. | 
Menas, Pompey,a word, 
Pomp. Say in mine eare, whatist. 
Mens Forſake thy feate I do beſeech thee Captaine, 
And heare me ſpeakea word. 
Pew. Forbeare me till anon. 
This Wine for Lepia. : 
Lep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile? 
Ant. Itis ſhap'd fir like it ſeite,and it is as broad as 1t 
bath bredch; Ir is juſt ſo high as it is,and mooves with 1t | 
| 
| 


Whiſpers in's Fare, 


owne organs. Itlives by that which nouriſheth it, and 
the Elements once out of it, it Tranſmigrates. 
Lep, W hatcolour isit of ? 
Ant, Of it owne colour too. 
Lyp. Tis a ſtrange Serpent. 
Ant. Tis ſo, and theteares of irare wet. 
Ceſ. Will this deſcription ſatisfie him ? 
Ant. With the Health that Powpeygives him, elſe hee 
1s avery Epicure. + 
Pomp. Go hang fir, hang «tell me of that ? Away: 
Doas I bid you. Where'sthe Cup I call'd for? 
MHen, If for the fake of Merit thou wilt heare me, 


The more it promiſesas it cbbes, the Seediman 
Vpon the ſlime and Ooze ſcatters his graine, | 


Lep, Y have ſtrange Serpents there ; | 
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Riſe from-thy ſtoole. 
Pow. 1 thinke th'art mad : the matter? 
An. I have ever held my cap off co thy Fortunes. 


' 1- Pom, Thou haſtſerv'd me with mach faith : what's 


elſeto ſay? Be jolly Lords. 
Anth. Theſe Quicke-ſands Lepidama, 
Keepe off them, for you ſinke. 
ſen, Wilt thou be Lord of all the world? 
Pom. W hatfaift thou ? 
Men, Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world? 
That's twice. 
Pom, How ſhould that be ? 
Afeu, But entertaine it, and though thou thinke mee 
poore, I am the man will give thee all the world, 
Pom, Haſt thou drunke well. 
Men, No Pompey, I have kept me from the cup, 
Thou art if thou dar'ſt be, the earthly Iove : 
W hatere the Ocean pales, or skic inclippes, 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha't. 
Pom, Shew me which way ? 
© Men. Theſe three world-ſharers,theſe Competitors 
Are in thy veſlell. Let me cut the Cavle, 
And when we are put off, fall to their throates : 
All there is thine, | 
Poem, Ah, thisthou ſhouldſt have done, 
And not have ſpoke on't, Inme tis villanie, 
-In thee, 't had bin good ſervice : thou mult know, 
Tis not my profitthat docs lead mine Honour : 
Mine Honour 1s, Repent thaterethy tongue, 
Hath ſo betraide thine act. Being done unknowne, 
I ſhould have found it afterwards well done” 
But muſt condemne it now : deſiſt, and drinke. 
IMen, For this Ie never follow 
Thy paul'd Fortunes more, 
W ho ſeekes and will not take, when once tis offerd, 
Shall never finde it more. 
Pom, This healthto Lepidas. 
eAMzt. Beare him a ſhore, 
le pledgeir for him Pompey, 
Eao. Heere's to thee Menas. 
Mew, Enobarbus, welcome- 
Pom. Fill till the cup be hid. 
Eno. There'sa {trang Fellow Mens. 
Men. Why? 
Eno. Abeares the third part of the world man: feeſt 
note. 
An, The third part; then heis drunk : would it were 
all, that it might go on wheeles. 
Eno, Drinke thou : encreate the Reeles, 
Aen. Come. 
Pem, This is not yetan Alexandrian Feaſt, 
Ant. It ripens towards it: ſtrike the Veflelles hoas 
Heere's to C«ſar. 
(ſar. I could well forbear't, its monſtrous labour 
when I waſh my braine,and it growes fouler. 
Ant, Be a Child ortvtime, 
Ceſar. Pollcſſe it, Ile make anſwer : but Thad rather 
faſt from all, foure dayes, then drinkeſo much 1n one. 
Enob. Ha my brave Emperor, ſhall we daunce now 
the Egyptian Bachanals, and celebrate our drinke ? 
Pors. Lets ha't good Souldicr. | 
Ant, Come, let's all take hands, 
Till that the conquering Wine hath ſteept our ſenſe, 
' In ſoft and delicate Lethe. 
Eno. All take hands : 


Make battery to our cares with the loud Muſicke, 


The while, Ile place you , then the Boy thall ſing: 
The holding every man ſhall beateas loud. | 
As his ſtrong ſides can volly. 


CHMiuſicke Blayes, Enobarbus places them hand in hand, 
The Song. : 
Came thow Monarch of the Vine, 

Plumpie Þ acchns with pinke ene : 

1n thy Fattes our Cares be drown'd. 

With thy Grapes onr haires be (rown'4, 
Cup us till the world goround, 
Cup ws till the world go round. 


Cz/. What would yon more ? 
Pompey goodnight. Good Brother 
Let me requeſt you of our graver buſineſſe 


 Frownes at this levitie, Geritle Lords lct*s part, 


You ſce we have burnt our cheeke. Strong Enobarbe 
Is weaker then the Wine, and mine*owne tongue 
Spleets what it ſpeakes : the wilde diſguiſe hath almoſt 
Anttckt us all. W har needs more words? goodnight. 
Good Avthony your hand. | 
Fom, Ile try you on the ſhore. 
Amb. And ſhallSir, gives your hand. 
Pom, Oh Anthony, you have my Fathers houſe. 
But what, we are Friends ? | 
Come downe into the Boate, 


Evo. Take heed you fall not Mens ; le not on ſhore, | 


No tomy Cabin: theſe Drammes, 

Theſe Trumpets, Flutes : what 

Let Neptune heare, we bid aloud farewell 

To thele great Fellowes. Sound and be hang'd.ſound out. 


Sond 4 Floriſh with Drummes, | 


Exob. Hoo faiesa there's my Caps. 
Men. Hoa, Noble Captaine, come. E xexnt. 
Enter Ventidins as it were in a triumph, the dead body of 
Pacorns borne before him, 
Yen, Now dartingParthia art thou {troke and now 

Pleas'd Fortune does of Afarcns Craſſus death 

Make me revenger. Beare the Kings Sonnes body, 

Before our Army,thy Pacorus Orades, 

Payes this for Marcus Craſſus, 

Romanes Noble Ventidins, 

Whiltt yet with Parthian blood thy Sword is warme, 

The Fugitive Partkians follow. Spurne through Media, 

Meſapotamia, and the ſhelters, whither 

The routed flie. So thy grand Captaine Anthony 

Shall ſer thee on triumphant Chariots, and 

Put Garlands' on thy head. 

Ven, Oh Silizvs, S:llins, 

I have done cnough. A lowerpalce,note well 

May make toogreat ana. For learne this Sslivs, 

Better toleave undone, then by our dced 

Acquire too high a Fame, when him we ſerne*saway. 

Ceſar and Anthony, have ever wonne 

More 1n their officer, then perſon, Sous 


One of my place in Syria, bis Lieutenanr, 


For quicke accumulation of renowne, 

Which he atchiv'd by th' iminute,loſt his favour. 
Who does i'th* Warres more then his Captaine can, 
Becomes his Captaines Captaine : and Ambition 
(The Souldicrs vertue) rather makes choiſe of loffe 
Then gaine, which darkens him. 

I could doe more todoe Anthenins good, 


| But 'twould offend him. And in his offence, 9 


__ Should 


| 


| 


we 


mo 
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Should my performance riſh. 


| 


Rem, Thou haft Ventidiz« that , without the which a | 
Souldier and his Sword grants ſcarce diſtintion: thou 
wilt write to &nthory. 

Ven. Ile humbly fignific what in his name, 
That magicall word of Warre wee have cffe&ed, 
How with his Banners, and his well paid rankes, 
The nere-yet beaten Horſe of Parthia, 

We have jaded outo'th' Field. 

Rem. Whereis he now ? . 

Yes. He purpoſeth to Athens, whither with what haſt 
The waight we muſt convay with's, willpermit: 

We ſhall appearebefore him. On there, paſſe along. 
Exennt, 
Enter Agrippa at one doore, E nobarbus at another. 

Agri. Whar are the Brothers parted ? 

Eno. They havediſpatcht with Powpey, he is gone, 
The other three are Scaling, Ofavia weepes 
To part from Roine : Ceſar is ſad, and Lepidze 
Since Pompey's feaſt, as Mena ſayes, is troubled 
With the Grecne-Sickneſle. 

Agri. Tisa Noble Lepidus, 

Eno, A very fine one : oh, how he loves Ceſar. 

Agri. Nay but how deerely he adores fark Anthony. 

Eno. («ſar ? why he's the Tupiter of men. 

eat, What's Anthony, the God of Tupiter ? 

Eno. Spake you of Ceſar ? Oh !the non-pareill ? 

Agri, Oh e-Lntheny, oh thou Arabian Bird | 

Emo. Would you praiſe Ceſar, ſay («ſar,gono further 

Agr. Indeed he plied them both with excellent praiſes. 

Eno. But he loves Ceſar beſt, yet heloves Anthony : 
Hoo, Hearts, Tongues, Figure, 

Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Thinke,fpeake, caſt,write, ſing, number : hoo. 
His love to eAnthony, But as for Ceſar, 


| Kneele downe, kneele downe, and wonders. 


Agrip. Both he loves. 


| Emo. They are his Shards, and hetheir Bectle, fo : 


This is to horſe: Adieu, Noble Agrippe, 
eAgrs. Good Fortune worthy Souldicr,and farewell. 


Emntey Ceſar, Anthony, Lepidis, ana Otftavi. 

Antho, No farther Sir. 

(far. You take from mea great part of my ſelfe : 

Vie me well in't. Siſter, prove ſuch a wife p 
AS my thoughts make thee, and as my fartheſt Band 
Shall paſſe onthy approofe: moſt Noble Anthony, 
Let not the peece of Vertue which is ſet | 
Betwixt us, as the Cyment of our love' 
To keepe it builded , be the Ramme to batter 
The Fortune of it : for better might we 
Havelov'd without this meane, it 0a both parts 
This be not cherifht. 

ent. Make me not offended, in your diſtruſt. 

Ceſar. I have ſaid. 

Ant. You ſhallnot finde, 
Though you bertherein curious,the leaſt cauſe 
For what you ſecme to feare, ſothe gods keepe you, 
And make the hearts of Romanes ſerve your ends: 
We will heere part. 

Cefay. Farewell my deereſt Siſter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kindto thee, and make 
Thy ſpirits all of comfort : fare thee well, 

Otta. My Noble Brother. | 
_Anth. The Aprill's inher eyes, it is Loves ſpring, 
And theſe the ſhowers to bring it on: be cheerful. 


Ota. Sir, looke well to my Husbands houſe : and —» 
Ceſar, What Offavie. 
Oda. Ile tell you in your cares 
Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart informe her tongue. 
The Swannes downe feather 
Thar Rands upon the Swellat fullgf Tide : 
And neither way inclines. 
Eno, Will ( efar weepe? | 
Ayr. Heha's a cloud in's face. y 
Exo, He were the worſe for that were he aHorſe,ſois 
he being a man, 
Agri, Why Enobarbu: 
When Anthony found Inline Ceſar dead, 
Hecryedalmolt to roaring : And he wept, 
When at Philippi he found Brat flaine. = 
Eno. That year indeed, he was troubled witha rheume, 
W hat willingly he did confound, he wail'd, 
Beleev't till I weepe too, 
= </ar. No ſweet Oftavia, 
You ſhall heare from me ſtill : the time ſhall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 
Ant. Come Sir, come, 
Ile wraſtle with you in my ſtrength of love: 
Looke heere I have you: thus I let you go, 
And give youto the gods, 
Ce2/. Adicu, be happy. , 
Lep. Letall the number of the Starres give light 
Tothy faire way. 
Ceſar. Farewell, farewell. Kifſea Oftavia, 
Ant: Farewell. Trumpets ſound, Exeunt. 


Enter Cleopatra, ( harmian, Ira, and Alexas, 


Cleo. Where is the Fellow ? 


Alex, Halte afeard to come. 
Cleo. Go to, goto : Come hither Sir. 
Emer the Meſſenger as before. 

Alex. Good Majeſtie , Herod of Tury dare not looke 
upon you, but when you are well pleas'd. 

Cleo, T hat Heros head, Ile have : but how > When 
e--mthony is gone,through whom 1 might command it; 
Comerhouneere. 

AMef. Molt gracious Majeſty» 

Cleo. Did'ii thou behold Oftavia? 

CHMeſ. 1,dread Queene. 

Clo. Where? 

Aeſ, Madam in Rome, TI lookt her in the face - and 
ſaw her led betweeneher Brother, and farke Anthony, 

(ee. Ts ſhe astallas me ? 

A1eſe She is not Madams 

({ eo. Did(t heare her ſpeake ? 

Is ſhe ſhrill tongu'd orlow ? 

Mefſ: Madam, I heard her ſpeake, ſhe is low voic'd, 

(eo. Thar's not ſo good : he cannot like her long: 

Char. Like her? Oh fs : tis impoſſible. 

Cleo. I thinke ſo Charman: dull of tongue, &dwarhſh | 
W hat Majeſty is in her gate, remember | 
Iferethou look'ft on Majcſtie, | 

CMeſ.Shecreepes;her motion,& her ſtation are as one: 
She ſhewes a body, rather then alife, | 
A Statue, then a-Breather. 

Cleo. Isthis certaine ? 

HMeſ. Or I have no obſervance. 

Cha. Three in Egypt cannot make better note, 

Cleo, He's very knowing, I doperceiv't, 

There's nothing in her yer, 
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The Fellow ha's good judgement. 
Char, Excellent. 
Cleo, Gueſle at her yeares, I prythee« ' 
IHMeſ. Madam, the was a widdow, 
Cleo, Widdow ? Charmiar, hearke. 
AM. And Ido thinke ſhe'sthirtie. 
Ct. Bear'ſt thou her face in mind ? is'clong or round? 
ef. Round, even to faultineſle, 
{ te. Forthe moſt parttoo, they are 
ſo. Her haire what colour ? 
Meſ. Browne Madam : and her forehead 
Aslow as ſhe would with it, 
Cleo. There's Gold for thee, 
Thou muſt not take my former ſharpeneſſe ill, 
I will employ thee backe againe : I finde thee 
Moſt fit for buſineſſe. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Lettersareprepar'd. 
Char, A proper Matt. X 
Cleo. Indeed he isſo : Irepent me much 
That ſo I harried him. Why me think's by him, 
This Creature's no ſuch thing. ' 
Char. Nothing Madam. | 
Cle, The man hath ſecne ſome Majeſty , and ſhould 
know. 
-- (har. Hath he ſcene Majeſtie ? //is elſe defend : and 
ſerving you ſo long. _. 
. Cleo Thave one thing more to aske him yet good Char- 
ian: but tis no matter,thou ſhalt bring him tome where 
I will write; all way be well enough, 
Char. I warrant you Madam. 
Enter eAvntheyy and Oftavia, 
Ant. Nay, nay Ottawa, not onely that, 
That were excufable, thatand thovutands more 
Of ſemblable import, but he hath wag'd ES 
New Warres 'gainſt Pompey, Made his will, and read it, 
To publike care, ſpoke ſcantly of me, 
W hen perforce he could not | 
But pay me tearmes of Honour: cold and ſickly 
He vented then molt narrow meaſure: lent me, 
When the beft hint was given him 3 he had look't, 
Or did it from histeeth. 
Olavi. Oh my good Lord, 
Beleeve not all, or if yOu muſt belceeve, 
Sromacke not all. A more unhappy Lady, 
If this diviſion chance, ne're ſtood betweene 
Praying for both parts : 
The good Gods will mocke me preſently , 
When I ſhall pray : oh blefle my Lord and husband, 
Vndo that prayer: by crying out as loud, 
Oh blefſe my Brother. Husband winne, winne Brother, 
Prayes, and diſtroyes the prayer, no midway 
Twixt theſe extreames ac all. 
eAnt, Gentle Oitavia, 
Let your beſt love draw to that point which feckes 
Beſt to preſerve it : if Tlooſe mine Honour, 
I looſe my ſelfe : better I were not yours 
Then yours ſo branchleſſe. But as you requeſted, 
Your ſelfe ſhall go betweer's, the meanetime Lady, 
He raiſe the preparation of a Warre 
| Shall ſtaine your Brother, make your ſooneſt haſt 
So your deſires are yours. 
Ofa. Thankes tomy Lord, 
The Iove of Power make me molt weake, moſt weake,' 
Your reconciler 3, Warres twixt you twaine would be, 
As if the world ſhould cleave, and that ſlaine men 
| Sheuld ſoader up the Rift, . 


fooliſh that are 


Exeunt. 


| 


| Choolc your owne companie,and command what coft 


Cleopatraand himfſelfe in Chaires of Gold 


| 


Anh, When it appeares to you where this begins, 
Turne your diſpleaſure that way, for our faults 
Can never be ſoequall, thar your love - 

Can equally moove with them. Provide your going, 
Your heart has mind to. Exenn, 
. Enter Enobarbus, and Eros, 

£0. How how friend Eros ? 

Eros. There's ſtrange Newes come Sir. 

oa What man? . bs | Cy 

70, Ceſar & Iepidua have made Warreupon P 65 

Euo, Thisis old har isthe ſuccefle ? n | ks 
, Eros. («ſer having made uſe of him in the warres 
Sainlt Pompey: preſently denied him rivalitie, would nor 
let him partake in the glory of ation, and not reſting 
here, accuſes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to 
ZPompry.Vpon his owneappeale ſeizes him, ſothe poore 
third is up, til{ death enlarge his Confine. 

Eno.Then would thou hadſt a paire of Chaps no more, 
and throw betweene them all the food thou haſt, they'le 
grindethe other. Where's Anthony ? 

Eres. He's walking inthe garden thus, and ſpurnes 
Theruſh thatlies before him. Cries Foole Lepidus, 
And threats the throate of that bis Otficer, 
That murdred Pompep, 
£Eu0, Our great Naviesrigd. | 
Eros, For ltalyand (ear, more Dowsting, 
My Lord deſires you preſently ; ny Newes 
I might have told heareafter. 
Eno. Twill be naught, bur let it be:bring me to Anthony, | 
Eros, Come Sir. Exeumt, | 
Emter Agrippa, Mecenas, and Ceſar 
Cef. Contemning Rome he ha's done allthis, & more 
In Alexandria: heeres the manner of it: 
Ith Market-place ona Tribunall filverd 


Were publikely enthrond : at the feer ſar 

C2ſarion whom they call my father Sonne, 

Andall the unlawfull iflue, thattheir luſt 

Since then hath made berweene them. Vnto her, 
Hegave the ſtabliſhment of Egypt,made her 

Of tower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, abſolute Queene, 

Aece, This is the publike eye ? 

Czfar, Ith common ſhew place where they exerciſe, 
His Sonnes hither proclaimed the King of Kings, 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia 2s 
He gave to Alexander. To Ptolomy he aſlign'd; 
Syria, Silicia, and Phcenicia: ſhe 
In th'abiliments of the Goddefle 1fis PE 
That day appeard, and ofc before gave audience, 

As tis reported,ſo, 

Ace. Let Rome be thus inform'd. | 

eAgri. Who queazie with his inſo'ence already, 
Will their good thoughrs call from him, 

Ceſar, Fhe people knowes it, | 
And havenow receivd his accuſations. 

Agri, Whom does heaccuſe 2 

Ceſar. (ſar,and that having in Sicily _ 
Sextus Pomprins ſpoild, we had not rated him 
His part oth Ile. Then does he ſay, he lent me 
Some ſhipping unreſtord. Laſtly he frers. . | 
That Lepids of the Triumvirate, ſhould be depos'd, 
And being that, we detaine all his Revenue, 

Agri. Sir, this ſhould be anſwerd, _ 

Ceſar. Tisdonealready,and his Meſſenger gone: 
I havetold him Zepidus wasgrownetoo cruell, 
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That his bigh Authority abus'd, | In his abhominations, turues youoff, _ 
And did deſerve his chance for what I have conquer'd, And pives his potent Regiment toa Trull 
I grant him part: butthen in his Armenia, \ | Thatnoyſesitagainſtas. 
And other of his conquer'& Kingdomes,Idemand the hke | O#a. lsitſofir? ' 
| Hee, Hee'lnever yecld tothat. Ce/. Moſt certaine ; Siſter welcome;pray you 
Ceſc Nor mult not then be yeelded tointhis. Beever knowne to patience. My deer'lt Siſter. Exennt. 
Emer Oftavia with her Traine. Emer Cleopatra, and Enobarba, 
Ota. Haile Ceſar, and my L+ haile moſt deere (far. (70. 1 willbe even with thee : doubt ir not, 
Ceſar. That ever I ſhould call thee Caſt-away. Eno. But wby, why, why ? 
Ofta, You havenot call'd me ſo, nor have you cauſe, Cleo Thou haſt foreſpoke my being in theſe warres, 
Cef.Why haſt thou ſtolne upon me thus? you came not | And fay'lt it is nor fit. 
Like Ceſars Siſter, The wife of wg J Eno. Well: isit-isit? ; 
Should have an Army foran V her, an Clo. If not,denounc'd zgainſt us, why ſhould not we 
The neighes of horſe to tell of her approach, be there in perſon, ; 
Long ereſhe did appeare, The trees by*th* way Evo. Well, 1 could reply : if wee ſhould ſerve with 
Should have borne men, and expectation fainted Horſe and Mares together,the Horſe were meercly loſt ; 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duſt the Mares would beare a Soldiour and his Horſe. 
Should have aſcended tothe Roofe of Heaven, Cleo. Whatis'r you ſay ? 
Raisdby your populous Troopes : But you are come Eno, Your preſcnt needs muſt puzle Arnthory, 
A Market-maid to Rome , and have prevented Take from his heart, take from his Braine, from's time, 
The oſtentation of our love ; which left unſhewne, W har ſhould yot then be ſpar'd. He is alrcady 
Is often left unloy'd : we ſhould have met you Traduc'd for Levity, and *ris ſaid 1n Rome, 
By Sea,and Land , ſupplying every Stage That Phoerinus an Eunuch,and your Maides 
| With an augmented greeting. Mannage this warre. b” 
Ota, Good my Lo:d, Cleo, Sinke Rome, and their tongues rot 3 
Tocomethus was I not conſtrain'd, but did it That ſpeake againſt us. A Charge webcare ith* Warre, A 
On my free-will, My Lord Marks eAnthony, And as the preſident of my Kingdome will B 
Hearing that youprepar'd for Warre, acquainted Appeare there for a man. Speake not againſt it, 2 
My greeving care withall: whereon | begg'd I will net ſtay behinde. | L 
His pardon for returne. Enter Anthony and Camidine. { be 
(5. Which ſoone hegranted, Eno, Nay I have done, here comes the Emperor. {| 3 
Being an abſtraRt'tweene his Luſt, and him, e-7nt. Is it not ſtrange Camidins, = 
Octa. Donot ſay ſo, my Lord. That from Tarentum, and Brunduſium, 74 
Ceſ. IT have eyesupon him. ; He could fo quickely cutthe Ionian Sea, | #2 
And khisafaires come to me on the wind:where is henow ? | And take in Toryne. You have heard on't (Sweet?) 4 | 
Os. My Lord, in Athens. Cleo, Celerity is never more admir'd bo 
({- No my moſt wronged Siſter, Cleopatra Then by the negligent. | | 
Hathnodded him to here. He hath given his Empire Ant. A good rebuke, 
Vp toa Whore, who now arelevying W hich might have well becom'd the beſt of men | Hs 
The Kings o'th* earth for Warre. He hath aſſembled, To tauntat flacknefſe. Camidins, we, be 
| Bochus the King of Lybia, Archilaus Will fight with him by Sca 8 
Of Cappadocia, Phrladeiphos King Cleo. By Sea, what elſe ? 
| Of Paphlagonia : the Thracian King Adulias, Cam. Why will my Lord do ſo? 2 
King March of Arabia, King of Pont, Ant, For that he dares us to't MN: 
 Herodof lewry , Hitriaates King Eno, So hath my Lord,dar'd him to ſingle fight, H 
Of Comageat, Polewen and Aminta!, Cam. I, and to wage thts Bartel] at Pharſalia, ft 
The King of Mede,and Lycaonia, 'W here Ceſar fought with Porypey. Bur theſe offers * 
With a more larger Lift of Scepters. W hich ſerve not for his vantage, he ſhakes off, 3-6 
Ota. Aye me moſt wretched, © | And ſo ſhould you. - 
That have my heart parted betwixt two Friends, Enob. Your Shippes are not well mann'd, 
That doe afflict each other. (breaking forth | Your Marriners are Muliters, Reapers, people 4 
Ce: Welcom hither, your letters did with-holde our | Tngroſi by ſwift Imprefle. In Ceſars Fleete, L 
Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led, Are thoſe, that often have *gainſt Pompey fought, 2 
And we in negligent danger* cheere your heart. Their ſhippesare yare, yours heavy ; nodiſgrace | 
Be you not troabled with the time whichdrives Shall fall you for refuſing him at Sea; , | 
O're your content, theſe ſtrong neceſſities, Being prepar'd for Land. | 
But let determin'd things to deſtinie Art. By Sea, by Sca. 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome: Eno. MAft worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
Nothing more deere to me . You areabus'd The abſolute Soldierſhip you have by Land 
Beyond the markeof rhought : and the high Gods Diitra& your ——_— doth moſt confiſt 
Todoe you Iuſtice,make his Miniſters | Of Warre-markt-footemen, leave unexecuted 
| Of us, and thoſethat love you. Beſt of comfort, Your ownerenowned knowledge, quite forgoe 
And ever welcome to us. Agrip, Welcome Lady. | The way which promiſes aſſurance, and 
| Ate. Welcomedeere Madam, Give up your {ele meerly to chance and hazard, 
Each heartin Rome docs loveand pitty you, From tirme Security. | | 
Onely th'adultcrous Azibory,moſt large | | Ant. Ile fight atSea, _ 
| "4 
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Cho, I have fixty Sailes, Ceſar none better. 
Ant. Our over-plus of ſhipping will we burne, 

| And withthereſt tull mann'd, from th' heart of Aftium 

Beate th' approaching Ceſar, But if we faile, 

\ We then candoo't at Land. Enter a Meſſenger. 

Thy buſineſle ? ; 
| Meſ. The newes is true, my Lord,he isdiſcried, 
«ſar ha's taken Toryne. \, , 

/ Ant, Can hebetherein perſon? 'Tis impoſſible 

] Strange, that his power ſhould be {o, Camidi, 

Our nineteenes Legions thou ſhalt hold by Land, - 

Andour twelve thouſand Horſe. Wee'lto our Ship, 

Away my T het. 

Enter a Souldiont, 

How now worthy Souldier ? | 
Soul. Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, 

Truſt notto rotten plankes : Do you mildoybr = 

This Sword, and theſe my Wounds; let th' Egyptians 

And the Phoznicians go a ducking : we 

Haveus'd to conquer ttanding on the earth, 

And fighting foot to foot . 

Ant. Well, well, away. Exemunt Ant.C loigh Enob, 
Soul. By Hercnles T thinkeIT am 1'th' light, 
(am. Souldier thou art-:bur the wholea tion growes 

Not inthe power on't : ſoour Leaders leade 

And weare Womens mens. | 

Soul. Youkeepe by Land the Legions and the Horſe 
whole, do'you not ? | 
Ven. MWarou Oflavins, Maron Tuftits, 

Publicola, and Celins, are for Sea : | 

But we keepe whole by Land. This ſpeede of Ceſare 

Carries beyond beleete. | 

Soul. While he was yet in Rome 

His power wentout in ſuch diſtraftions, 

As beguilde all Spiess | | 
Cam, Who's his Licutenar, heare you? 
Soul. They ſay, one Towrus. 

(am. Well, know the man. ' 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. The Emperor cals Camidins. 
Cam. With Newes the time's with Labour, 
And throwes forth each minute, ſome. 


Exennt. 
Enter (afar with his «Army, marching. 


Caf. T owrns ? 
Tov. My Lord. | 
(/. Strike not by Land. 
Keepe whole, provoke not Battaile 
Till we have done at Sea. Do not exccede 
The Preſcript of this Scroule : Our fortune lyes 
Vpon this1umpe, 
Enter Anthony, 4nd Enobarbus. 

Axt. Set we our Squadtons on yond fide o'th' Hill, 
In eye of Ceſars battalle, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 
And ſoproceecd accordingly. 


Exst. 


Exit, 


| (amidius Marching with his Land o Army one way over the 
4age, and Towrus the Liemtenant of C2ſar other way: 
After their going in,zs heard the noiſe of a Sea fight. 
eAlarum. Enter Enobarbus and Scaruss ' 


| Eno:Naught,naught,all navght, I.can behold no longer © 
Thantonjad,the Xgyptian Admirall, ary 


| Withallthcir ſixty flye, and turne the Rudder ; 


" P_ 


Toſce't, mine cyes are blaſted, 
| Enter Scar. 2h pp 
Scar.Gods, & Goddeſſes, allthe whole ſynod of them! 
Eo, What's thy paſſion» | 
Scar, The greater Cantle of the world is loſt 
With very ignorance. we have kilt away 
Kingdomes, and Provinces. 
Eno, How appeares the fight? e 
Scar, On our {idelike the Token'd Peſtilence, 
Where death is ſure. You ribaudred Nagge of Egypt, 
(Whom Leproſie o're) i'th* midſt o'th* fight, 
When vantage like a paire of Twinnes appear'd 
Both of the ſame, or rather ours the elder; 
(The Breeze upon her ) like a Cow in Iune, 
Hoiſts Sailes, and flyes, 
Eno, ThatI beheld : 
Mine eyes did ficken at the ſight, and could not 
Indurea further view. 
Scar. She once being looft, | 
The Noble ruine of her Magicke, eLnthoxy, 
Claps on his Sea-wing, and (likea doting Mallard) 
Leaving the Fight in heighth, flyes after her : 
I never {aw an ation of ſuch ſhame; 
Experience, Man-hood , Honor ne're before, 
Did violate ſoit ſelfe. 
Enob. Alacke, alacke; | 
Enter (amidins. | 
Cam. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 
And {inkes moſt lamentably. Had our Generall 
Bin what he knew hiſelfe, it had gone well; 
Oh hee ha's given example for ourflight, 
Moſt groflely by his owne. . + 
; wg I, are youthereabouts ? W hy then goodnight in- 
cede. 

Cam. Toward Peloponneſus are they fled, 

Scar. Tiscalic toor, | | 
And there I will attend what farther comes, 

({ amid. To Ceſar will I render 
My Legions and my horſe, ſixeKings already 
Shew me the way of yeetding. 

Eno. Ile yet follow "=P 
The wounded chance of Axthony, though my reaſon 
Sitsin the winde againſt me. 

Enter eAnthony with «Attendants. 

Ant. Hearkegthe Land bids me tread no more upon't, 
It isaſham'd to beare me. Friends, come hither, | 
Iam ſo lated in the world, that [ | 
Have loſt my way for ever, I havea ſhippe,' 

Laden with Gold, rake thar, divide it: fiye, 
And make your peace with Ceſar. 

Omnes. Fly? Not we, 8 "| = 

Ant, I have fled ay (elfe,and have inſtruted cowards 
To runne, and ſhew their ſhoulders. Friends be gone, 

I have my ſelfe, reſolv'd upon a courſe, 

Which has no neede of you. Be gone, .. 

My Treaſure's inthe Harbour. Take it: Oh, 

I follow'd that I bluſhto looke upon, _ 

My very haires do mutiny : for the white, . 
Reprove the browne for raſhnefle, andthey them 

For feare, and doting. Friends be gone, you ſhall 
HaveLetters from me toſome Friends, that will 

Sweepe your way for you. Pray you looke not (ad. 

Nor orqpaly * hr of loathneſle, take the hint © ©. * 
Which my diſpaire proclaimes. , Letthem be left 
Which leaves it ſelfe, to Sca-fide ſtraight way; 
1 willpofſeſſe you of that ſhip aud Treaſure. 
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Leave me,1 ray alittle : _ ou now, 
Nay do fo: "a indeedel haveloſt command, 


forc I pray you, lle ſee you by and by. Sits dawre. 


Enter Cleopatra led by Charmian ana Eros. 
Eres.Nay gentle Madam, to him, comfort bim. 
Ira. Do moſt deere Queene. 

Char Doe,why, what ciſe ? 

{tee. Let me fit downe $ Oh uno. 

Ant. No, no, no, no,no. 

Eros. See you heerc, Sir ? 

Ant. Oh fie, fie, ke. 

Char. Madam, 

Ira, Madam, oh good Empreſle. 

Eros, Sir, fir. 

Am. Yes my Lord, yes; he at Philippi kept 
His {word e'ne like a dancer, while I ſtrooke 
The leane and wrinkled {afſius, and*twas I 
T hat the mad Brmtze ended : he alone 
Dealt on Licutenantry, and no practiſe had 
Inthe brave ſquares of Warre : yetnow ; no matter, 

(tes, Ah ſtand by. 
Eros. The Queene my Lord, the Queene. 

Ira. Gotohim, Madam, ſpeake to him, 

Hee is unqualited with very ſhame. 

(tes, Wellthen, ſuſtaine me : Oh, 

Eros, Moſt Noble Sir ariſe, the Queene approaches, 
Her head's declin'd, and death will ſeize her, but 
Your comfert makes the reſcue. 

ent, 1 have offended Reputation ; 
A moſt unnoble ſwerving. 
* Eres, Sir, the Queene. THR 
Ant, Oh whither haſt thou led me Agypr, fee 
How I convey my ſhame, out of thine eyes, | 
Bylooking backe what I have left behinde 
Stroy'd in diſhonor. 
Cleo, Oh my Lord, my Lord; - 


| Forgive my fearfull fayles, I little thought 


You would have followed. 

Aznt. X&gypt, thou knew'ſt too well, 
My heart wasto thy Rudder tyed by 'th' ſtrings, 
And thou ſhould'ſt towe me after, O're my ſpirit 
The full ſupremacic thou knew'ſt, and that 
Thy becke, might from the bidding of the Gods 
Command me. 

Cho, Oh my pardon. 

Ant. Now I muſt | 
Tothe yougg man ſend humble Treaties, dodge 


\ 


; And palter in the ſhifts of lownes, who 
' With halfe the bulke o'th' world plaid as I pleas'd, 


Making, and marring Fortunes, You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, andthat _ 
My ſword,made weake by myaffection, would 
Obey it onall cauſe. 

Cho. Pardon, pardons, 

ent, Fall notateare I ſay, one of them rates 
All that is wonne and loſt ; Give mea kiſle, - 
Eventhis repayes, 


| Weſent our Schools maſter, is Acome backe 2. 


Love 1am fullof Lead : ſome Wine _ 
Within there ,and'our Yiands ; Fortune knowes, 


 Weſcorne her moſt,when moſt ſhc offers blows, Exeuut 


Enter Ceſar ; Lgripps ; wnd Dolabela, with others. 


| St art ret $425; B40 is %- 1 +FY % | 
Cef. Let him appeare thar's com for efuchowy,, 
Kuow'you him, .-__ -- on 0 Qui 3; 8 6 170% S22Bot; | 
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' An argument that he is pluckt, when hither 
He ſends ſo poorea Pinnion of his Wing, 


' Dela. Caſer, tis his Schoolemaſter, 


Which had ſuperfluous Kings for Meſſengers, 
Not many Moonesgone by. 
Emer eAmbaſſador from Anthouy. 

Ceſar. Approach, andipeake, 

e7mb. Suchas Iam Icome from Anthony : 

I was of late as petty to his ends, 
| As is the Morne-dew on the Mertle leafe 
To his grand Sea. 

Ce/,.Ber't ſo,declare thine office. 

'£mb. Lord of his Fortunes he ſalutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Xgypt, which not granted 
He Lefſens his requeſts,and to thee ſaes 
Tolet him breath betweene the Heavens and Earth 


Next, Choparra does confeflethy greatneſſe: 
Snbmits ber to thy might, and of thee craves 
The Circle of the Pro/omnies for her heyres, 
Now hazatded to thy Gace. 


A private manin Athens : this for him, I 


( «f. For Anthony, 
I have noeares to his requeſt. The Queene, 
Of Audience, nor Deſire ſhall faile, ſo ſhe 
From A gypt drive her all-diſgraced Friend, 
Oc take his life there. This if ſhe performe, 
She ſhall not ſue unheard, .So to them both. 

eAmb. Fortune purſue thee. 

Ce/* Bring bim through the Bands : 
To tr y thy Eioquence, now 'tis time, diſpatch, 
From Anthony winne Cloparra, promiſe 
And in our Name, when ſhe requires, adde more 
From thine invention, cffers. Women are not 
| In their beſt Fortunes ſtrong ; but want will periure 
The ne're touch'd Veſtall. Try thy cunning Thidie, 
Make thine owne Edict for thy paines, which we 


Will anſwer as a Law. 
| Thid. Ceſar,i go, 
Ceſ. Obſerve how Anthony becomes his flaw, 
And what thouthinkeſt his very Action ſpeakes 
In every power that mooves. 
Thid, Ceſar, I (hall. E xent. 
Emer Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmtan,&+ Iras, 
Cleo. What ſhall we do, Evobarbus ? 
Eno. Thinke, and dyc. 
Cho. Is Antheny, or we in fault for this? 
Eno. e/Amhonyonely,that would make his will 
Lord of his Reaſon. W hat though you fled, 
From that great face of Warre, whoſe ſeverall ranges 
Frightedeach other > Why ſhould hefollow ? 
Theitch of his AﬀeRtion ſhould notthen 
Have nickt his Captain-ſhip, at ſuch a point , 
When halfeto halfethe world oppos'd, he being 
The mcered queſtion? Tisa ſhame no lefle | 
Then was his loſle, ro courſe your flying Flagoes, 
Andleave his Navy gazing. | 
| Cleo, Prythee PEACE. DES 
Enter the eAmbaſ[ador, with Huthony, 
Ant, Isthis hisanſwer. Amb. I my.Lord. 
Ant. The Queene ſhall then have courteſic; 
| Soſhe will, yeeld-us up. 
Am, He layeslo, 
Avths. Let her know't, To the Boy Ceſar ſend this 


; With Principalities. 64363 va 
; Cleo, Tharhead my Lord ? 16: 


— ”"—_ —_—_. I_ 
— Cn RTE — * mo — ne nn nn nn 
3 Pw ”— ——_— 9 9 = ” KA Pay 


ao a and 4 - == noon 4 oo ow air - 
» —_— —m——_ ——_ 


a 


' grizled head, and he will 611 thy wiſhesto the: brunme, | 


"Ant, | 


eAnthony and Cleopatra. 


> S—— 


To Lay his gay compariſons a-part 


Our ſelves alone ; le write it, Follow me. 
' Eno, Yes,like enough : hye-battell'd Ca/ar 


Doe draw the inward quality after them 
To ſuffer allalike,that he ſhould dreame, 
Knowing all meaſures,the full (e/ar will 


His judegement too. 
Enter a Servant. 


Ser, A Meſſenger from Ceſar, 


Re S 


The Loyalty well held to Fooles,does make 
To follow with Allegeancea falne Lord, 


And earnes a place i'th'Story. 
Exter Thidias, 
Cleo. ( efars wiil. 
Thid. Heare it apart. 
(7eo, None but friends : ſay boldly: 


Orneeds not us. If Ceſar pleaſc,our Maſter 
Whoſe he is, we arc, and that is Ce/ars. 

Not to conſider in what caſe thou ſtandſ 
Further than he is Ce/ar. 


Cleo. Goe on,right Royall. 


| As youdid love,bnt as you feared him. 
(eo. Oh. | 


Does pitty,as conſ{traincdblemiſhes, 
Not as deſerved. 
Cleo, He is agod, 


—————— 


Was not yeelded,butconquer'd meerely. 


Sir,fir,thouart 10 leaky 
That we mutt leavethee thy ſinking,for 


That of his fortunes you ſhould make a ſeffe 


Arid pur your ſelfe under his ſhrow 
Cleo, Whar's your name ? 

i- Thid. My name is Thidias, 

Clco, Molt kinde Meſſenger, 


| Say to great Ceſar this in diſputation, 
ſ 


—_— 


. eAut, To him againe,tcll him he weares the Roſe 
Ofyouth upen him; from which,the world ſhould note 
Something particular ; His Coyne,Ships, Legions, 

May be a Cowacds, whoſe Miniſters would prevaile 
| Vnderthe ſervice of a childe,as ſoone 
As !th'Command of Ce/ar, I dare him therefore 


And anſwer me declin'd,ſword againſt ſword, 


will 


Vaſtate his happineſſe,and be Stag'd to'th'ſheiy 
Againſt a Sworder, I ſce mens judgements are 
A parcell of their Fortunes,and things outward 


Anſwer his emptineſſe ; {ſar thou haſt ſubdude 


Cleo, What no more Ceremony ? See my Women, 
Againſt the blowne Roſe may they ſtop their noſe, 
{ That kneel'd untothe Buds. Admit him fir. h 
Enob, Mine honeſty, and I;beginto ſquare, 
Our Faith mcere Folly : yet he that can endure 


Does conquer him that did his Maſter conquer, 


T hid. So haply arc they friends to Anthony. 
£106. He needs as many (lir)as Ceſar has: 


Will leape to be his friend : For as you know, 
Thid.So, T husthen thou moſt renown'd,Ce/77 intrreats 
Thid. He knowes that you embrace not eAnrhony 
Thid, Theſcarresupon your honour therefore he 


And knowes what is moſt right. Mine honeur 


En. Tobe lure of that,Þ will aske Anthony. 


| Thy deareſt quit thee. Exit.Enob, 
Thid. Shall I fay to C2/ar, _ EEE 
| What you require of him: for he partly begges 


To bedefir'd to give. It mach would pleaſe him, 


| Toleaneupon. Burt it would warme his ſpirits 
| To heare from me you had left e4nthony, 
1 , the vniverſall 


(Landlord. 


| 


| 
| 


I kiſſe his conqu'ring hand : Tell him,T am prompt 
Tolay my Crowne at's feet,and there to knecle: 
Tell himfrom hisall-obeying breath,[ heare 
The doome of Egypt. 
Thid, Tis your nobleſt courſe : 
Wiſedome and Fortune combarting together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
Nochance may ſhake it. Give me grace to lay 
My duty on your hand, 
Cleo, Your (/ars Father oft, 
(When he hath mus'd oftaking kingdomes in) 
Beſtow'd hislips on that unworthy place, 
ASltrain'd kiſſes 
Enter Anthony and Enobarbus. 
Azt. Favours?By Iove that thunders. What art thou 
Thid, One that but performes (Fellow ? 
The bidding of the fulleſt man,and worthicſt 
To have command obeyde. 
Enob, You will be whipt. | 
Amt. Approch there:ah you Kite. Now gods & divels, 
Authority melts from me of late, When cride hoa, 
Like Boyes unto a muſſe, Kings would {tart forth, - 
And cry your will, Have you no cares ? I 
Iam e-tnthony yet. Take hencethis Iacke and whip him. 
Enter a Servant, 
Enob, Tis better playing with aLyons whelpe, 
Than withan old one dying, - . 
eAnt. Moone and Starres, : 
Whip him : wert twenty of the greateſt Tributarics 
That doe acknowledge Ce/ar,ſhould I finde them 
So ſawcy with the hand of ſhe here, whats her name 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra ? Whip him Fellowes, 
Till like a Boy you ſee him crindge his face, 
And whine aloud for mercy. 'Take him hence. | 
Thid, Marke Anthony. 
ent, Togge him away : being whipt, | 
Bring him agaiae,the Tacke of Ce/ars thall We 
Beare us an arrant to him. Excunt with Thidiai, þ 
You were halfe blaſted ere I knew you : Ha ? 
Have I my pillow left unpreſt inRome, 
Forborne the getting of a lawfull Race, 
And by a Iemof Women,to beabuſde 
By one thatluokes on Feeders ? 
Cleo, Good my Lord, 
An, You have bec:nea boggeler ever, 
But when we in our viciouſnciſe grew hard | 
(Oh miſery ont )the wiſe godsſeele our eyes _'. 
In our owne filth,drop ourcleere judgements, make us 
Adore our errours,laugh ats while we (trut 
To our confuſion, | 
Cleo, Oh,ist come to this? 
Ant. 1 found you asa Morſell,cold upon 
Dead C2ſars Trencher : Nay,you were a Fragment 
Of Cneixs Pompeesbelides what hotter houres 
Vnregiſtred in vulgar Fame,you have 
Luxuriouſly pickt out, For I am ſure, FRETS 
Though you can guefſe what Temperance ſhould be, 
You know not what it 1s. | 
Cleo. Wherefore is this ? _ 
Axt. Toleta Fellowthar will take rewards, 
And fay,Gedquirt you,be familiar with 
My play-fellow,your hand ; this Kingly Seale, 
And plighter of high hearts. O that I were 
Vponthe Hill of Baſan,to out-roare _ 
The horned Heard,for I have Savage cauſe, 
And toproclaime it ctvilly,were like 
aaa 
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The Tragedy of 7 


378 
' A halter'd necke,which does the Hangman thanke, 
For being yare about him- Is he whipt ? 
Enter a Servant with Thidias, 
Ser, Scundly my Lord. 
ent. Cryed he? and begg'd a Pardon ? 
Ser. Hedid aske favour. 
Ant. If that thy father live,let. him repent 
Thou waſt not made hisdaughter,and be thou ſorry 
To follow Ceſar in his triumph ſince 
Thou haſt been whipt, For following him, henceforth 
The white band ofa Lady Feaver thee, 
Shake tolooke on't, Get thee backeto Ceſar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : looke thou ſay 
He makes me angry with hitn, For he ſeemes 
Prond and di{dainfull,harping on what Iam, 
Nor what he knew I was. He makes me angry, 
Andat this time moſt caſie tis to doot : | 
When my good ſtarres,that were my former guides 
Have empty lefc their Orbes,and ſhot their Fires 
Into the Abiſme of Hell. If he miſlike, 
My ſpeech,and what is done;tcll him he bas 
Hiparchus my enfranched Bondman,whom 
He may at pleaſure-whip,or hang,or torture, 
As he ſhall like to quit me. Vrgeit thous _ 
Hence with thy {tripes,be gone. Extt Thid, 
Cleo, Have you done yet? 
Ant. Alacke our Terene Moone is now Eclipſt. 
Andi portends alone the fall of eAnthory. 
Cleo. T muſt ſtay his time? 
Ant, To flatter Ce/ar,would you mingle cycs 
W ith one that tyes his poynts. 
(leo, Not know me yet ? 
eur, Cold-hearted toward me ? 
{ leo. Ah (Deere)if I be fo, 
From my cold heart,lethcaven ingender haile, 
And poyſon it inthe ſourſe,and the firſt ſtone 
Drop in my necke : as it determines fo 
Diflolve my life,the next Czfarian ſmile, 
Till by degrees the memory of my womnbe, 
Together with my brave Egyptians all, | 
By the diſcandering of this pelietted ſtorme, 
Lye graveleſle,till the Flies and Gnats of Nyle 
Have buricd them for prey. 
Ant. I am ſatisfied ; 


Caſar ſets downe in Alexandria,where 


I will oppoſe his Fate. Our force by land, 
Hath nobly held,and {ever'd Navy too 
Have knit againe,and Fleet,threatning moſt Sea-like. 
Where haſt thou beene my hcart ? Doſt thou heare Lady? 
If from the field I {ball returne once more 
To kiſſe thele lips, will appeare in blood, 
L,and my Sword,will carne wy Chronicle, 
Theres hope in't yet. 

Cleo, Thats my brave Lord. 

Axt. 1 will be trebble-ſinewed, hearted,breatli'd, 
And fight maliciouſly : for when mine houres 


| Were niceand lucky,men did ranſome lives 


' Of mefor jeſts : but row,lie fet my teeth, 
And ſend to darkneſle all that top me. Come, 
Lets have one other gawdy night : Callto me 
All my fad Captaines,fill our Bowles once more : 
Lets mocke the midnight Bell. 
Cleo. Itis my Birth-day, _ 
T had thought have held ir poore. But ſince my Lord 
Is Anthony againe,l will be (leoparra. 
Ant, We will yetdoe well. 


| So goodas you have donc. 


Cleo. Callall his Noble Captaines to thy Lord; 
Anz. Doe 1o,wee'l ſpeaketo them, | 

And tonight Ile force 

The Wine peepe through their skarres. 


| Come on (my Queene ) 


Theres ſap in't yet. The nexttime I doe fight 

Ile make deathlove me : for I will contend 

Even with his peſtilent Sythe* Exennt, 
E9, Now hel out-ſtare the Lightning , to be furions 


| Isto be frighied our of feare,and inthar moode 


The Dove will peckethe Eſtridge and I {ee ſill 

A diminution'in our Captaines braine, 

Reſtores his heart ; when valour prayes in reaſen 
Iteates the Sword it fights with : I will ſecke : 
Some way to leave him. Exenut, 


Enter Ceſar, Agrippa,aud Mecena with his Army, 
Ce/ar reading a Letter, : 


Ce/. Hecals me Boy,and chides as he had power 
Tobeat me out of Egypt. My Meſſenger 


_ He hath whipt with Rods,deres we to perſonall Combat. 


Caſar to eanthony :let the old Ruihian know, 
I have many other wayesto dyc : meanc time 
Laugh at this Challenge. 

MWeee, ( «ſar mult thinke, 
When one 1o great begins to rage,he's hunted 


1 Eventofalling. Give him no breath,but now 


Make boot of his difiraQion : Never anger 
Made good guard for ir {clfe. 
Ce/. Letour beſt heads know, 
That ro morrow.thelaſt of many Battailes ' 
We meane to fight. Within our Files there arc, 
Of choſe that ſerv'd Marke Anthony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 
And feaſt the Army,we have ſtore to doo't, 
And they have carn'd the waſte. Poore Anthony. Fxennt. 


Enter Anthony and Cleopatra, Enobarbms,Charmian, 
Iras, Alexas,with others, 


Azt. He will not fight with me,Domitian ? 
Enob. No? 
Ant. Why ſhould henot? 
Eno, He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune, 
He istwenty men to Ones 
Ant, To morrow Suuldier, 
By Sea and Land Ile fight : or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour 1n the blood, 
Shall make it live againe, Woo'r thou fight well- 
Enob, Ile ſtrike,and cry,take all. 
Ant, Well ſaid, come on : 
Call forth my houſhold ſervants,lets to night. 
Enter three or foure Servitonrs. 
Be bounteons at our Meale. Give me thy hand, 
Thou haſt been rightly honeſt,{o haſt thou, | 
Thou,and thou,and thou : you have lerv'd me well, 
And Kings have beene your fellowes, 
Cleo. What meanes this ? 
E». Tis one of thoſe odde tricks which ſorrow ſhoots 


 Outof the mind. 


eur, And thouart honeſt too: 
I wiſh 1 could be made ſo many men, 
And all of you clapt up together,in 
An Antheny : that I might doe youſervice, 
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eAnthony and Cleopatra. "M 


Omzres, The gods forbid. 

Ant. Well,my good Fellowes,wait on meto night ; 
Scant not my Cups,and make as much of me 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And ſuffered my command. 

(ſeo, What does he meane ? 

Eno, To make his Followers weepe. 

Ant. Tend meto night; 
May be it is the period of your duty, 
Haply you ſhall not ſee me more, or if, 
A mangled ſhadow. Perchance to morrow, 
You'l ſerve another Maſter. I looke on you, 
As onethat takes hisleave. Mine honeſt Friends, 
I turne you not away,butlike a Maſter 


. Married to your good (ervice,ſtay till death : 


Tend me to night two houres,I aske no more; 
And the gods yecld you fort, 

Eneb., What meane you (fir) 
Togive them this diſcomfort ? Looke, you weepe, 
AndI an Aſſgam Onion-ey'd ; for ſhame, 
Transforme us not to women, 

eAnt. Ho,ho,ho : 

Now the Witch take me,if I meant it thus, 
Grace grow where thoſe drops fall (my hearty Friends) 
You take me a too dolorous a ſenſe, 
For I ſpake to you for your comfort,did defire you 
To burne this night with Torches ; know (my hearts) 
I hope well of ro morroyr,and will lead you, 
W here rather Ile expe victorious life, 
T hen death,and Honour, Lets to Supper,come, 
And drowne conlideration. Exeunt, 


Enter 4 company of Soulaters, 
pany of 


1 $9, Brother,zo0d night : to morrow is the day. 
2 Sol, It will derermine one way : Farc you well, 
Heard you of nothing ſtrange about the ſtreets. 

. 1 Nothing : what newes ? 
2 Belike tis but a Rumour,good night to you. 
1 Well ſir,gocd night. 
They meet with other Souldicrs. 
2 Souldicrs have carcfull Watch. 
1 And you : Goodnight;goodnight. ; 
They place themſelves inevery corner of the Stage, 

2 Here we,and if to morrow , 

Our Navy thrive;1 have an abſolute hope 
Our Landmen will ſtand up. 

1 Tisa brave Army,and tull of purpoſe. 

AMnſicke of the Hoboyes #s under the Stage, 

2 Peace,w hat noyle? 

I Liſt,lifte 

2 Hcarke. 

1 Mulicke th Ayre, 

3 Vnder the earth, 

It ſfignes well, does1t not ? 

3 No. 

1 Peace I fay : What ſhould this meane? 

2 Tis the god Hercs/es,whom Anthony loved, 

Now leaves him. 
1 Walkelets ſeeif other Watchmen 
Doe heare what we doe ? 

2 How now Maſters? Speaks together, 

Omnes, How now ? how now ? doe you hearethis ? 

I ],is't not ſtrange ? | | 

3 Doe you heare Maſters ? Doe you heare ? 

I Follow the noyle ſo farre as we have quarter. 


| Lets ſce how it will give of. 
Omnes. Content : Tis ſtrange, 


| Enter Anthony and (1 coparra,with others. 


Ant, Eros,mine Armour Eros, 
Cleo, Sleepealittle. 
Ant. No my Chucke, Eros,come mine Armour Eros, 
Enter Eros. 
Come good Fellow,put thine [ron on, 
If Fortune be not ours to gay, it is 
Becauſe we brave her. Come. 
Cleo. Nay,llc helpe too, Anthony. 
Whars this for ? Ah,ler belt be,thouart 
The Armourer of my heart: Falſe,falle : This,this, 
Sooth-law [le helpe : Thusit aviſt be. 
Ant, Weil, well,we ſhall thrive now. 
Sccſt thou my good Fellow. Goe,put on thy defences, 
Eros, Brietly fir. 
Cleo, Is not this buckled well 2 
Ant. Rarely,rarely : 
He that unbuckles this, till we doe pleaſe 
To doft for our repoſe,ſhall heare a ſtorme. 
Thou fumbleſt Eros,and my Queenes a Syuire 
More tight at this : Diſpatch. O Love, 
Thar thou couidit ſee my warres to day ,and kneyw'lt 
The Royall Occupation,thou ſhouldit ſee 
A workeman in'c. 
Enter an armed ſauldier. 
Good morrow to thee, welcome, 
Thou lookit like him that knowesa warlike charge : 
To bulincſle that we love,we riſe betime, 
And goe too't with delight. 


Rivettedtrim,and at the Port expect you. Showt. 
T rumpets flouriſh, 
Enter Captaines and Soutdiers, 
Alex. The Morne is faire : Good morroy Genera!l, 
All, Good-morrow Generall, | 
eAvnt. Tis well blowne Lad; 
This morning, like the ſpirit ofa youth 
That meanes to be of note,begins betimes. 
SO,fo: Come give me that, what cre becomes of me, 
Fare thee well Dame,what ere become of mee, 
This is a Souldicrs kifle : rebukeabic, 
And wortny ſhamcfull checke it were, ro ſtand 
On more Mechanicke Complement,}le leavetheee 
Now like a man of Stecle,you that will fight, 
Follow me cloſe, Ile bring you roo't: Adicu 
C har, Plcale you retyre to your Chamber ? 
Cleo, Lead me : 
He goes forth gallantly : that heand Ceſar might 
Determine this great Warre1n fingle fight; 
Then Azthexy ; but now. Well on. 


Excunt, 


Exennt, 


Trumpet ſound, Enter Anthony and Eros, 


&r95. The Gods make this a happy day to Autheny, 

Ant, Would thuvu,and thoſe thy {caries had oncepre- 

To make me fight at Land. (vaild, | 
Eros. Hadſt rhou done fo, 

The Kings that have revolr*d,and the Souldier 

That has this mornings left tnge, would have (till 

Fcllowed thy heeles. 


Eros. Whotone ever neere thee,call for Enebarbmw, 


| 
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Soul. A thouſand Sir, catly though'tbe,have ontheir | 


Ant. Who's gone this morning ? 20 | 
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Say I am none of thine. 
Ant. What ſayeſt thou ? 
Sold. Sir he is with ( «ſar. NT 
Eres. Sir, his Cheſts and Treaſure he has not with him, 
Ant. Is he gone? 
Sol. Moſt certaine. ; 
Ant. Goe Eros, ſend his Treaſure after,doe it, 
Detaineno jot | charge thee : writeto him, 
(I will ſubſcribe) gentle adicus, and greetings: 
Say, that I wiſh he never find more cauſc 


To change a Maſter. Oh my fortunes have ; 
Exit. 


Enter Agrippa, Ceſ@r,with Enobarbus, 
and Dollabella, 
0G 
Cef. Goe forth Agrippe, and begin the hight ; 
Our will is Anthony be trookealive ; 
Make it ſo knowne. 
eForip. Ceſar,1 ſhall. l | 
Ceſ. Thetime of univerſall peace 15 neere , 
Prove thisa proſp'rous day, the three nook'd world 
Skall beare the Olive freely. | 
Enter a Meſſenger, 
XMeſ. Anthony iscome inte the field. 
Ceſ. Goe charge eAgripa, 
Plant thoſe that have revolted in the Van, 
T hat eF*nthony may ſceme to ſpend his Fury 
Vpon himſelte. 
Enob. Alexas did revolt, and went to [ewry on 
Afaires of Anthony; there did difliwade 
Great Herodto incline himſelfe to Ceſar, 
And leave his Maſter Anthony. For this paines, 
Ceſar bath hang'd him : Camidins and the reit 
That fell away. have entertaiment, but 
No honorable truſt : I have done ill, 
Of which Idoeaccuſe my elfe ſo ſorely, 
Thar 1 will joy no mores. | 
Emter a Soldier of Ceſars; 
Sol. Enobarbmes, Anthony 
Hath after thee ſent all thy Treaſure, with 
His Bounty over-plus. The Mcſlenger 
Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Vnloading of his Mules. 
Eno. I givelt you 
Sol. Mocke not Enobarbus, 
I tell you rrue : Beit you ſaf rthe bringer 
Out ofthe haoſt, I maſt attend mine Oilice, 
Or would have done't my ſelfe. Your Emperor 
Continues ſtill a Iove. 
Enob, T am alone the Villaine of the carth, 
And feele 1 am ſo moſt. Oh «4 nthony, 
Thon Mine of bounty, how wouldit thou have payed 
My better ſervice, when my turpitude 
Thou doſt ſo Crowne with Gold. This blowes my heart 
If {wiftthought breake it not : a ſwifted meane 
Shall out-ſtrike thought, but thought will doo't. I feele 
I fight againſtthee : No will goe ſecke 
Some Ditch, where to dye : the foulſt beſt firs 
My latter part of life. 


Exennt. 


Ex. 


: Exit. 
Alaram, Drummes and Trumpets, 
Emer Ayrippas 
Aerip, Retire, we have cngag'd our ſelves too farre : 
Ceſar himſclfe has worke, and our oppreſſion 


Exceeds what we expeRed. Exit, 


— 


 eAlarums. | 
Enter Anthony, ana Scarus wounded. 

Scar, O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done ſoat firlt, we had droventhem home 
With clowrs about their head. Farre off. 

Ant. Thou bleedfſt apace. 

Scar. I had a wound heere that was like a T, 

But now tis made an H. 

Ant, They doe retyre. ; 

Scar- We'll beat em into Bench-holes, I have yet 
Roome for ſix ſcotches more. 

Emer Eros, 

Eros. They are beaten Sir, and our advantage ſeryes 
Fora faire victory. 

Scar, Let us {core their backes, 

And ſnatch cm up, as we take Hares behind, 
Tis {port to maula Runiier. 

Azxt, I will reward thee 
Once for thy ſprightly comfort, and ten-fold | 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. Ile naltafter. Exennr, 
Alarum. Enter Anthony againe in a March, 
Scarm, with other. 


Ant, We have beate him to his Campe : Runne one 
Befcre,and let the Queen know of our gueſts: to morrow 
Before the Sun ſhall tces, we'll ſpillthe blood 
That has ro day ctcap'd. I thanke you all, 

For doughty handed are you; and have fought 
Not as you ſerv'd the Cauſe, but as't had bene 
Each o:ans like mine : you have ſhewne all He&ors, 


Enter thc Citty, clip your Wives, your friends, 
Teilthem your feats, whilſt they with joyfuil teares | 
Waſh the congealemert from your wounds, and kiſſe | 
The honour'd-gaſhes whole. h 
Enter ( leopatra. | 

Give me thy hand, | 
Tothis great Faicry ,lle commend thy acts, | 
Make her thankes b!eſſe thee. Oh thouday o'th*world, | 
Chaine minearm'd necke, leape thou, Attyre and all | 
Through proofe of Harnefle to my part, and there 
Ride on the pants triuwphing. 

Cleo. Lord of Lords, | 
Oh infinite Vertue, comm'ſt thou ſmiling from 
The world: great ſnare uncaughr. 

e-7ut. My Nightingale, 
We have beate them to their Beds. 
W bat Gyrle, though gray 
Do ſomething mingle with.our yonger browne,yet ha we | 
A braine that nouriſhes our Nerves, and can 
Get gole for golc of yourh. Behold this man, 
Commend unto his Lippes thy favouring hand, 
Kifſe it my Warriour : He bath foughtrto day, 
As ifa god in hate of Mankind, had 
Deſtroycdin ſucha ſhape. 

Cleo. Ilegive thee friend 
An Armour all of gold : it was a Kings, 

Ant. He has deſerv'd it, wereit Carbunkled 
Like holy Phebus Carre, Give me thy hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Beare our hackt Targets, like the menthat owe them, 
Had our great Palace the capacity | 
To Campe this hoaſt, we all would ſup together, 
And drinke Carowſes to the next dayes Fare 


| 
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eAnthony andCleopatra. "F 


Which promiſes Royallperill. Trumpeters 

With brazen dinne blaſt you the Citties care, 

Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 

That heaven and carth may ſtrike their ſounds together, 
Applauding our approach. Exennt, 


Enter a (entery, and his Company, Enobarbus followes, - 


Cent. If we be not reliev'd within this houre, 
We muſt returne to'th'Court of Gaard : the night 
Is ſhiny, and they ſay, we ſhali embatraile 
By'th'ſecond houre 1th'Morne. 

1 Watch. This laſt day wasa ſhrew'd one to's 

Enob, Oh beare me witneſle night; 

2 What man is this? 

I Stand cloſe, and liſt him. 

Enob, Be witnefle to me (O thou bleſſed Moone) 
W hen men revolted ſhall upon Record 
Beare harefull memory : poore Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent. 

Cent, Enobarbus ? 

2 Peace : hearke further. 

Enob. Oh Soveraigne Miſtris of true Melancholly, 
Thepoyſonous dampe of night diſpunge upon me, 
That life, a very Rebell tro my will, 

May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart 

Againſt the flintand hardnefſe of my fault, 

Which being dryed with gricfe, will breaks to powder, 
And finiſh all foule thoughts, Oh Anthony, 

Nobler then my revolt is infamous, 

Forgive me inthine owne particular, 

But letthe world ranke me in Regiſter 

A Maſter leaver, anda fugitive : 


| Oh e Anthony 1 Oh Anthony | 


I Lersſpeaketo him. 
Cent, Lets heare him, for the things he ſpeakes 
May concerne Ceſar. 
2 Lets doe fo, but he ſleepes, 
{ent. Swoonds rather, for fo bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for{lcepe- | 
1 Goe wc to hun, 
2 Awake fir, awake, ſpeake to us. 
x Heare you fir? * i 
Cent. The hand of death hath raught him. 
| |  Drummes afarre off. 
Hearke how the Drummes demurely wake the ſleepers: 
Let us bearc him to'th* Court of Guard : he is of note : 
| Our houre is fully out. 
2 Come on then, he may recover yet. Exemnt. 
iEnter «Ambony, and Scarus, with their Army. 
Ant. Their preparationisto day by Seaz « 
We pleaſe them not by Land. 
Scar, For both, my Lord. 7 up 
Ant. IT would they'ld fight ith*Fire, or ith Ayre, 
Wee'ld fight there too. Fat this it is, our Foote 
| Vpon the hilles adjayning tothe Citty 
Shall fiay with us. Order for Seals given, 
They have pur forth the haven : | 
' Where their appointment we may beſt diſcover, - 
And looke on their endevour, Exemnt, 
ED”. Enter Ceſar, and bis Army. 
C2f. But being charg'd, we will be ſtill by Land; 
W hich as 1 tak't we ſhall, for his beſt force 
| Is forth to Man his Gallies. To the Vales, 


— ——_—__A__©@W@__ 


And hold our beſt advaniage. - Exenit. 
eAlarum afarre off, 41 at a Sea-fight. 
Enter e Anthony, and Scarus: 

Amt, Yet they are nor joyn'd: 

Where yond Pine does ſtand, I ſhall diſcoverall, _ 

Ile bring thee word ſtraight, how tis like to goc» Exit. 
Scar. Swallcwes have built 

In Cleopatra's Sailes their neſts. The Auguries 

Say, they know not, they cannot tell, looke grimly, 

And dare not {| peake their knowledge, Anbeny, 

Is valiant, and dejected, and by ſtarts 

His fretted Fortunes give him hope and fare 

Ot what he has, and has nor. 


Enter e-Amthony, 
Ant. All isloſt ; 


This fowle Egyptian hath betrayed me: 
My fleete hath yeelded to the Foe, and yonder, 
They caſt their Caps up, ans Carowle together 
Like friends long loſt. Triple-turn'd Whore, tisthou 
Halt ſold me to this Novice, and my heart | 
Makesonely Warres on thee, Bid themall flye : 
For when 1 am reveng'd upon my Charme, 
I have done all. Bid them all flye, be gone. 
Oh Sunne, thy upriſe ſhall I ſee no more, 
Fortune, and 4ntboxy part heere, even heere 
Doe we ſhake hands? All come tothis? The hearts 
Thar pannelled me at heels, to whomT gave 
Their wiſhes, doe dif” Candy, melttheir ſweets 
On bloſſoming Ceſar : and this Pine is barkrt, 
That over-topd them all. Betray'd I am» 
Oh this falſe Soule of Egypt /this grave Charme, | 
Whole eye beck'd torth my Wars,and cal'd them home: 
W hoſe boſome was my Crownet, my chiefe cnd, 
Like a right Gypſie, hath ar faſt an] looſe 
Beguild me, tothe very heart of loſle. 
W hat Eros, Eros ? 
Enter Cleopitrs. 

Ah, thou Spell | Avaunt. 

Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againſt his Love ? 

Ant. Vaniſh, or I ſhall give thce thy deſerving, 
And vlemiſh Cz/ars Triumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoiſt thee up to th'ſhouting Plebeians, 
Follow his Charior, like the greatcſt {por 
Ofall thy Sex. Moſt Monſier-like be ſhewne 
For poor'(t Diminutiues, for Doits, andler 
Parient 072v44, plough thy viſage up 
With her prepared nalles. 
Tis well tart gone, 
If it be well tolive. But better twere 
Thoufellſt into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. Eres, hoa? 
The ſhirt of Neg is upon me; teach me 
Alcides, thou mine Anceſtor, thy rage. 
Let me lodge Licas on the hornes oth'Moone, 
And with thoſe hands rbat graſpt the heavieſt Club, 
Subdue my wortbieſt ſelfe ; the Witch ſhall dye, 
To the young Roman Boy ſhe hath ſold me, and I fall 
Vnder this plot : ſhe dyes for't, Eros hoa ? Exits 


Emer Clropatra, Charniian, Iras, Mardias. 


Cleo, Helpe me my woman : Ohhe ismore mad 
| Then Te/amon for his Shield, the Boare of Theſfaly 
| Was never ſoimboſt,; 

Char. To th!Monument, there locke your ſelfe, 


And ſcnd him. word you are dead: 


aaa 
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| | 
Exit Cleopatra + 
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The foule and Body rive not more in parting, 

Then greatneſſe going off, 

. Che. To'th'Monument : 

Hardzav, goe tell _ | nog" my my ſelfe : 

Say, that the laſt I ſpoke was Anthony, 

And word it (prethee) pittcouſly, Hence Mer diav, 
And bring me how he takes my death to th'Monument. 


Exenm, 
Enter Anthony, and Eros 
Anth, Eres, thou yet bcholdſt me ? 
Eros. I Noble Lord. ; 
eAnt. Sometime we ſee a clowd thats Dragoniſh, 
A vapour ſometime, like a Beare, or Lyon, - 
Atoward Citradell, a pendant Rocke, 
A forked Mountaine, or blew Promontory 
With Trees upon'ty that nodde unto the world, 
And mocke our eyes with Ayre. 
Thou haſt ſeene theſe fignes, 
They are blacke Veſpers Pagcants. 
Eros, I my Lord: | 
Amt. That which is now a horſe, even witha thought 
the Racke diſlimes, and makes it indiftint 
As water is in water. | 
Eros. It does my Lord. - 
Ant. My Knave Eros, now thy Captain 1s 


' Even ſuch a body : heere I am e4»thony, 


Yet cannot hold this viſible ſhape (my Knave) 
I made theſe warres for Egypt, and the Queene, 
Whoſe heact I thought I had, for ſhe had mine : 
Which whilſt it was mine, had annext unto'r 
A Million moe, (now loſt: ) ſhe Eros has 
Packt Cards with Ceſ#rs, and falſe plaid my Glory 
Vatoan Enemies triumph. 
Nay, weepe not gentle Eros,there is left us 
Our ſelves to end our ſclves. 
| Enter Mardian. 

Oh thy vilde Lady, ſhe has rob'd me of my Sword, 

Mar. No eAnthony, 
My Miſtris lov'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. 

Ant. Hence ſawcy Eunuch peace, ſhe hath betraid me 
And ſhall dyethedeath. 

Mar. Death of one perſon, can be paide but once, 
And that ſhe has diſcharg'd. What thou wouldit doe 
Isdone unto thy hand : the laſt ſhe ſpake 
Was Antboxny, moſt Noble Anthony : 

Then in the middſt atearing gronedid breake 


| The name of Anthony: it was divided 


Betweene her hcart, and lin"s; ſhe tendred life 
Thy name ſo buried in here 

Am, Dead then? 

Alar. Dead. 


' ent. Vnarme Eros, the long dayestaske is done, 


And we muſt flcepe: tbat thou departſt hence ſafe 
Docs pay thy labour richly : goes Exit Mardian, 


Oh, _ A 

The ſeven-fold ſhield of «Fax cannot keepe 
The battery from my heart. Oh cleave my ſides, 
Heart, once be ſtronger then thy Continent, 
Cracke thy fraile Caſe. Apace Eror,apace: 

No more a Souldier : bruiſed peeces goe, 


You have bin Nobly borne. From me awhile. Exir £02, 


I will ore-take thee Cleoparra, and Tr 
Weepe for my pardon, $0 it mult be, for now 
Alllength is Torture : ſince the Torch isour, 


| Lye downe and {tray no farther. Now all labour 


1 


Marres what it does: yea, very force entangles 
It ſelfe with ſtrength : Seale then andall is done. 
Eros I come my Queene; Eros? Say for me, ps 
Where Soules doe couch on Flowers,we'll hand in hand, 
And with our ſprightly Pert make the Ghoſtes gaze ; 
Diao, and her e/£neas ſhall want Troopes, 
Andall the haunt be ours. Come Eros, Eros, 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my Lord? 

e-Lnt. Since ( teopatra dyed, | 
I have liv'd in ſuch diſhonor, that the gods 
Deteſt my baſenefſe. I, that with m.y Sword, 
Quarter'd the World,an& ore greene Neptunes backe 
With Ships, made. Citties j condemne my ſelfe, to lacke 
The Courage ofa Woman, lefſe Noble minde 
Then ſhe w hich by her death, our Ceſar telles 
Tam Conyueror of my ſeife. Thou art ſworne Eros, 
That when the exigent ſhould come, which now 
Is come indeed : When I ſhould ſee behind me 
Th'inevitable proſecution of diſgrace and horror, 

That on my command, thou then wouldſt kill me. 

Doo, the time is come : thou trikſt not me, 

Tis C2/ar thoudefear'ſt. Put colour in my cheeke. 
Eros, The gods with-hold me, 

Shall I doe that whichall the Parthian Darts, 

(Though Enemy) loſt ayme, and couldnot, 

Am. Eros, . 

Wouldlt thou be window*d in great Rome, and ſee 
Thy Maſter thus with pleacht Armes, bending downe 
His corrtigible necke, bis face ſubdu'de 
Topenetrative ſhame ; whilſt the wheeld ſeate 

Of fortunate (ſar drawne before him, branded 

cis baſcneſſe that enſued. ; 

Eros, 1 would not ſee't. 

Ant, Come then : for with a wound I muſt be cur'd. 
Draw that thy honeſt Sword which thou haſt worne 
Mot uſefull tor thy Country. 

Eros. Oh ſir, pardon me. 

efet, When I did make thee free, worſt thou not then 
To doe this when TI bad thee ? Doe it at once, 

Or thy precedent Services areall 
But accidents unpurpos'd, Draw, and come, 

Eros. Turre from we then that Noble countenance, 
W herein the worſhip of the whole world lyes- 

Ant. Loethees 

Eros. My ſword is drawne. 

Ant. Then let irdoc at once 
The thing why thou haſt drawne it. 

Eros. My deere Maſter, 

My Captaine, and my Emperor. Let me ſay 
Before I ſtrike this bloody Rroke, farewell. 

Ant, Tis ſaid man, and farewell. 

Eros, Farewell great Chiefe. Shall I ſtrike now ? 

Ant, Now Eros, Killes himelfe. 

Eros. Why there then : | 
Thus I doe eſcape the ſorrow of Anthonies death. 

Ant. Thrice-Nobler then my ſelfe, 

Thou teacheſt me : Oh valiant Eres, what 

I ſhould, and thou couldſt not, my Queene and Eres 
Have by their brave inſtrution got upen me 

A Nobleneſſe in Record, ButTI will be 

A Bride. groome in my death, and run into'c 


As toa Lovers bed. Come then, and Eres, | 
Thy Maſter dyes thy Scholler : to doe thus 

I learnt of thee- How, not dead ? not dead? 

The Guard, how ? oh diſpatch me. 


—_— 
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eAnthonyand. Cleopatra. 
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Emer a Guard, 
I Guard. Whats the noiſe ? 
Ant. I have done my work< ill friends : 
Oh make an cndof what I have begun. 
2 TheStarre is falne. | 
x Andtime isat his Period, 
eAll, Alas, and woes 
Amt. Let him thatloves me, ſtrike mie dead. 
I Notl, 
2 NorT: 


This ſword but ſhewne to Ceſar with this tydings, 
Shall cnter me with him. 
Enter Diomedes. 
Dio. Wheres Anthony ? 
Decre. There Diomed there. 
Dion. Lives he: wilt thounot anſwer man ? 
Ant, Art thou there Diomed ? 
Draw thy ſword, and give me, 
Suticing ſtrokes for deaths - 
Dso. Moſt abſolute Lord ; 
My Miſtris Cleopatra ſent me to thee. 
Ant, Waen did ſhee ſend thee ? 
Diom. Now my Lord. 


Of whac hath come to paſſe : for when ſheſaw 
(Which never ſhall be found) you did ſuſpet 
She had diſpos'd with Cefar, and that your rage 


Burt fearing ſince how it might worke, hath ſent 
Me toproclaine the truth, and I am come 
Idread, too late. 


Dio, What hoa : the Emperors Guard. 

The Guard, what hoa ? Come, your Lord calles. 
Enter 4 or 5 of the Guard of eAnthony. 
.e Fat, Beare me good Friends were Cleopatra bides, 

Tis the laſt ſeevice that T ſhall command you. 

1 Woe, woe are we fir you inay not live to weare 
All your trae Followers out. 

All. Moſt heavy day, 


Togracec it with your forrowes. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh it 
Seeming to beareit lightly. Take me up, 

I haveled you oft, carry me now good friends, 


Enter Cleopatra, and her Maides aloft, with 
Chat man, ard Iras, 


(!c0. Oh Charmian,T will never goe from hence. 
Char. Be comforted deere Madam. 
Cleo, No, TI will not : 
All ſtrange and terrible events are welcome, 
But comforts we defpiſe.;'our ſize of forrow 
Proportion'd to our cauſe, mult be as great 
As that which makes it, 
Enter Diomed,' 


| How now ? is he dead ? 


Diom. His deaths upon him, butnot dead. 
| Looke out oth other fide your Monument, 
His Guard haye brought him hither. | 
Enter Anthony, and the Guard. 


| Fe — 


Ant. Whereis ſhe? __ _ (feare 
Diom. Lockt in her Monument:ſhe had a Propheſying 


Would not be purg'd, ſhe ſent you word ſhe was dead : 


Ant. Toolate good Diomed: call my Guard I prethee, 


ent. Nay good my fellowes,doe'not pleaſe ſharp fate 


And have my thankes forall, Emxeune bearing Anthony, 


3 -Nor any one. | | [Exenunt. 
Decre. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers flye 


| _ Chev. Oh Se, | 


Below, lets draw him hither; 
ent. Peace, > 


Clo, So it ſhould be, 


_ mw tis ſo. 3 : 
»t. Iam dying Egypt, dying : onely 
I heere inp 73. a-wWhile, untill 
Of many thouſand kiſſes the poore laſt. 
I lay uponthy lippes. 

{ to. Idarenot Deere, 
Deere my Lord pardon : 1dare not, 
Leſt I be raken : not th*Imperious ſhew 
Of the full-fortun'd { eſer,ever ſhall 


——_— 


Edge, ſting, or operation, Iam fate : 


good friends. | 
Ant, Oh quicke, or Tam gone, 
Ceo, Heeres ſport indeed : 
How heavy weighes my Lord? 
Our ſtrength isall gone into heavineſſe, 


Thus would I weare them out. 
All. A heavy ſight, 
ent. Tam dying Egypt, dying. 


+ Thatthe falſe Huſwife Fortune; breake 
| Provok'd by my offence. 
| Ant, One word ({weet Queene) 


Cleo, They doe nor goe together. 
Ant, Gentle heare me, 
None abour Ceſar truſt, but Proculeine. 


None about ( «ſar. 


Nor Cowardly putoffmy Helmet to 
My Counryman. A Roman, by a Roman 


I canno more. 
Clo. Nobleſt of men, woo't dye? 
Haſt thowno care of me, ſhall I abide 


. Oh wither'd is the Garland ofthe Warre, 


Burne the grear Sphere thou mou'ſt in, d 


—_ PIIY me 


Your Wife O#avia, with her modeſt eyes, 

And {till concluſion, ſhall acquire no honor 

Demuring upon me : but, come, come Anthony, 

— me my women, we muſt draw thee up : 
1 


Ant. The miſerable change now at my end, 
- | Lament nor ſorrow at : but pleafe your thoughts 
In feeding them with thofe my former Fortynes 
Wherein 1 lived. The greateſt Prince oth world, 
The Nobleft : and doc now not baſely dye, 


In this dull world, which in thy abſence is 
No better then a'Stye? Oh ſeemy women : 
The Crowne oth earth doth melt. My Lord'? 


arkling * 
| The varrying ſhore oth'world,O Antony, Amony, Antony 
Helpe Chaermias, helpe Ira belpe : helpe friends 


Not Ceſar Valour hath orethrowne Ambony, 
But «4nthonie, bath Triumph on it ſelfe, 


That none but e-2*thony ſhould conquer eAvthony, 


Be brooch'd with me, if Knife, Drugges, Serpents have | 


That makes the waight. Had I great /uno's power, 
The ſtrong wing'd Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, 
And ſetthee by loves ſide. Yet comealittle, 
Wiſhers were ever Fooles. Oh come, come, come. 
T hey heave Anthony aloft to C 
And welcome, welcome, Dye when thou haſt liv'd,; | 
Quicken with kiſſing : had my lippesthatpower , 


Give me ſome Wine, and let me ſpeakealittle. 
( 7eo. No, let me ſpeake, and let me rayle ſohye, | 
cr Wheele, [| 


Of Ceſar ſeeke your honor, with your ſafety. Ohs] 


Clo, My Reſolution, and my hands, Iletraſt, 


Valiantly vanquiſh'd, Now my ſpirit isgoing, 


. ay th 
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The SouldiersPolc is falne : young Boyes and Gyrles 
Are leveilnow with men; The oddes 1s gone! 
Andthere isnothing left remarkeabke * 
Beneath the viſiting Moone. 
Char. Oh quitneſſe, Lady. _ 
Ira. Shes dead too, our Soveraigne. 
Char, Lady. ; 
JIr as, Madatn, 
Char, Oh Madam, Madam, Madam. 
Ira. Royall Egypt : Empreſle. 
Char. Peace, peace, [ra. ; 
Cleo, No more but ina Woman, and commanded 
By ſuch poore paſſion, as the Maid that Milkes, 
And does the meaneſt chares. It were for me, 
To throw my Scepter at the injurious gods, 
To tell them that this World did equal theirs, 
Till they had ſtolne our Iewell, Alls but naught : 
Patience is ſottiſh, and impatience does 


—_ 


| Become a Dogge thats mad : then is it ſinne, 


Toruſh into the ſecret houſe of death, 
Ere death dare cometo us? How doe you Women ? 
W hat, what good cheere ? Why how now Charmian ? 
My Noble Gyrles ? Ah women, women | Looke 
Our Lampe is ſpent, its out. Good firs, take heart, 
Wee'll bury him ; And then, whats brave, what Noble, 
Lets doo'tafter the high Roman faſhion, 
And make death proud to take us. Come, away, 
This caſc of that buge Spirit now is cold. 
Ah women, women ! Come, we bave no friend 
But Reſolution, and the bricfeſt end. 
Exeunt, bearing of Anthonies body. 


Emer Ceſar, Agrippa , Dollabella, Mena, with 
bu ( ounſell of Warre. 


(ſar. Goe to him Dolabela, bid him yeeld, 
Being ſo fruſtrate, tell him, 
He mockes the pawſes that he makes. 
Dol, Cafaer, 1 ſhall. 
Emer Decretas withthe ſword of {mtbony. 
Cefſ. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that dar'ſt 
Appcare thus to us? 7. 
Dec, lani call'd Decretaz, 
HMarke Ambony I ſerv'd, who beſt was worthy 
Beſt robe ſerv'd : whilſt he ſtood up, and ſpoke 
He was my Maſter, and I wore my life 
To ſpend upon his haters. If thou pleaſe 
To take me to thee, as I as wasto him, | 
le be to Ceſar: ifthou pleaſeſt not, I yeild thee up my life. 
Ceſa, W bat i5t thou ſayſt ? 
Dee. I fay (Oh Ceſar) «Anthony is dead. 
(«/a. The breaking of ſo great a thing, ſhould make 
A greater exacke. The round World 


-| Should have ſhooke Lyons into civill ſtreets, 


And Cittizens tetheir dennes. The death of e-Luthory 
Is not a ſingle doomey in the name lay 
A moity of the world. 
Dec. He is dead (eſar, 
| Not by a publike miniſter of Iuſtice, 
Nor by a Cd Knife, bur that ſelfe-hand 
Which writ his honor inthe AQts x did, 


Wi x Lt 6 Bad 


| Hatch with the Courage which the heart did lend it, 


+ Splicted the heart.- This is his Sword, 


| 3Þ 
| 


| Irobb'd his wound of it : behold ir ſtaind 
> With his moſt Noble blood. 


| Ceſc Looke youlad friends, 


| The gods rebuke me, butit is a Tydings | 


_—y 


| What I can ſhew in this. 


To waſh the eyes of Kings. 
Dol. And ſtrange itis, E. 
That Nature muſt compell us to lament | | 
Our mot perfiſted deeds. | 
Aec. His taints and honors, way cquall with him. 
Dole. A Rarer ſpirit never _ | 
Did ſteere humanity ; but you gods will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Ceſar istouch'd. 
Hee, When ſuch aſpacious Mirrors ſet before him, 
He needes muſt ſee himfclfe. 
Cef, Oh Ambory, I 
I have followed theeto this, but we doe launch 
Diſcaſes in our Bodies, I muſt perforce 
Have ſhewnete thee ſuch a declining day, 
Orlooke on thine : we could not ſtall together, 
In the whole world. Burt yerlet me lament 
With tcares asSoveraigne as the blood of hearts, 
That thou my brother, my Competitor, 
In top of all defigne ; my Mate in Empire, 
Friend ana Companion in the front of Warre, 
The Arme of mine owne Bady, andthe heart 
W here mine his thoughts did kindle ; that our Starres 
V nrecorciliable, ſhould divide our cqualreſle to this. 
Heare me good friends, 
But I will tell you at ſome meeter Seaſon, 
The bulinefle of this man lookes out of him, | 
Wee'll heare him what he ſayes. | 
Emter ane/Egyptian.. 
Whenceare you? 
e/£yyp. A poore Egyptian yet, the Queene my Miſtris 
Config in all, ſhe > »— Snag F | 
Of thy intents, deſires, inſtruction, 
That ſhe preparedly may frame her ſclfe | 
Toth'way ſhees forc'd to. 
Cf. Bid her have good heart, 
She ſoone ſhall know of us, by ſome of ours, | 
How honorable, and how kindly We 
| Determine for her. For Ceſar cannot leayeto be ungentle 
e/Egyp. So the - preſerve thee. Exu, 
Ceſ. Come hither Proculeins, Goe and ſay 
We purpoſe her no ſhame: give her what comforts 
' The quality of her paſſion ſhall require ; 
Leſt in her greatneſle, by Come mortall ſtroke 
She doe defeate us. For her life in Rome, 
Would be cternall in our Triumph : goe, 
And with your ſpecdieſt bring us what ſhe ſaycs, 
And how yon find of her. 
Pro. Ceſar I ſhall. Exit Proculcims. 
Ceſ. Gals, goe you along : wheres Dolabela, to [e- 
cond Preculcirne ? » 
AR, Deolabella. 
Cef. Let him alone : for I remember now 
How hes imployd : he ſhall intime be ready. 
Goe with me to my Tent, where you ſhall ſee 
\ How hardly I was drawne into this Warre, 
' How caltne and gentle I proceeded {till 
In all my Writings. Goc with me, and ſee 


— 


_ 


Exentts | 


| Enter ( leopatra, Charmiay, Iras, and Mardian, 


' Clo. My delslation does begin to make | 
' A betterlife : Tis paltry to be Ceſar; | 
| Not being fortune, hes but fortunes knave, | 


| A miniſter of her will; andit is great 
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eAnthonyand Cleopatra. 


| To doe thatthing that ends all other-deeds, 


Which ſhackles accidents, and bolts up change z 
W hich ſleepes, and never pallats more thedung, 


"The beggers Nurle,and Ceſars. 


Enter Proculem, 5 

Pro. («ſar ſends greeting to the Queene of Egypt, 
And bidsthee ſtudy on what faire demands 
Thou mean'ft to have bim grantrthee- 

Cleo. Whats thy name ? 

Pro, May name is Proculcius. 

Cleo, Anthony 
Did tell me of you, bad me truſt you, but 
I doe not greatly care to be decciv'd 
T har have no vie for truſting. If your Maſter 


' Would havea Queene his begger, you mult tell him, 


That Majeſty to keeye decorwm, mutt 

No lefle begge then 'F Kingdome : if he pleaſe 
To give me conquer'd Egyptfor my Sonne, 
He gives me ſo much of inine owne, as l 
Will kneele to him with thankes. 

Pro. Be of good cheere : : 
Yarefalne into a Princely hand, feare nothing, 
Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 
Who is ſo full of Grace, that it owes over 
On all that ncede. Ler me report to him 
Your ſweet dependancy, and you ſhall find 
A Conqueror that will pray in ayde for kindneſle, 
Where he for grace is kneel'd too. 

Cleo. Pray you tell him, 

I ain his Fortunes Vaſſall, and I ſend him 
The greatneilz he has got. I hourely learne 
A Dodrine of Obedience, and would giadly 
Looke him ith*Face. 

Pro. This lle report (deere Lady) Bs 
Have comfort, for I know your plight is pittied 
Of him that caus'd it. | : 

Char. You ſee how eaſily ſhe may be ſurpriz'a; 
Guard her till (ear come. 

Irs. Royall Queene. 

Char. Oh Ckopatra, thou art taken Queenes 

(eo. Quicke, quicke, good hands. 

Pro. Hold worthy Lady, hold : 


.| Doe not your ſelfe {uch wrong, who are in this 


Reiiev'd, but not betraid, 


{ eo. W hat of death too that rids our dogs of languiſh ? | 


Fre. Cleopatra, doe not abuſe my Maſters bounty, by 
Thundoing of your (clte : Let the world ſee 
His Noblcnefſe well aFed, which your dearh 
Will never let come forth. 

Cles, W here art thou death ? | 
Come hither come ; Come, come, andtake a Queene 
Worth many Babes and Beggers, 

Pro. Oh temperance Lady. 

(eo. Sir, I will eate no meate, Ile not drinke fir, 
If idle talke will once bencceflary 
He notſleepe neither. This mortall houſe ile ruine, 


| Doe Ceſar what he can. Know fir, that 1 


Wil not waite pinion'd at your Maſters Court, 
Nor once be chaſtic'd with the ſober eye 
Of dull OFavza. Shall they hoyſtme up, 


| And ſhew me tothe ſhowting Varlotry 


Of cenſuring Rome ? Ratheraditch in Egypt, 
Be gentle grave unto me, rather on Nylus mudde 
Lay meſtarke-nak*'d, and let the water-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring ; rather make 


| My Countries byghpyramides my Gibbet, 


5 


—_— 


| 


385 
And hang me up in Chaines; e 

Pro. Youdoe extend fi abr 
Theſe thoughts of horror further then you ſball 
Find caule 111 Ceſar. F 

1 E, nrer Dolabelia. 

Dot. Proculeins, p LEY [6.0 
Whatthou haſt done, thy Maſter (ſar knowes, 
And he hath ſent for thee : as for the Queene, 
le take her to my Guard. 

Pro. So Dolabella, | | 
It ſhall content me beſt : be gentle toher, 
To Ceſar I will ipeake, what you ſhall pleaſe, 
If youll imploy nero him. Exit Proculein. 

Ceo. Say, I would dye. 

Dol. Moſt Nob.c Emprefſe, you have heard of me. 

Cleo, I cannot tell. 

Dot. Afſuredly you know me- 

Clze. No matter fir, what I have heard or knowne : 
You laugh when Boyesor Womentell their Dreames, 
Ist not your tricke ? | 

Dot. | underitand not, Madam- 

(tee, 1dreampt there was an Emperor Anthony. 
Ohſuch another ſleepe, that I mightice 
But ſuch another man. 

Dot. It it might pleaſe ye, 
Cer. His face wasasthe heavens, and therein ſtucke 


A Sunne and Moone, which kept their courſe,and iighted 


The little o'th'earth. ; 
Dot. Moſt Soveraigne Creature. | 
Clez. Hislegges bettrid the Ocean, his rear'darme 

Creſted the world : his voyce was propertied 

As ail the tuned Spheres, and thar to friends : 

Bur when he meant to quaile, and ſhakethe Orbe, 

He was asratling Thunder. For his bounty, 

There was no winter in't. An Anthony it was 

That grew the more by reaping : his delights 

Were Dolphin-like, they ſheiv'd his backe above 

The Element they liv'd in ; 1n bis Livery 

Walk*d Crownes and Crownets : Realmesand Iſlands 

As piates dropt from his pocket. 

Dol. (leopatra. 
Clzo, Thinke youthere was, or might be ſucha man 

As this I dreampt of? 

Dol. Gentle Madam, no. 
Cl:o, You Lye up tothe hearing of the gods : 

But if there be, nor ever were one ſuch 

Its paſt the ſize of dreaming : Narure wants ſtuffe 

To vye ſtrange formes with fancy, yet timagine 

An Anthony were Natures peece, gainſt Fancy, 

Condemning ſhadowes quite. 

Dol. Hearc me, good Madam : 

Your loſle is as your ſeife, great ; and you beare 1t 

As anſwering to the waight, would I might never 

Ore-take purſu'de ſuccefle : but I doe feele 

By the rebound of yours, a griefe that ſuites 

My very heart at roote. 

Cleo. I thanke you fir : 
Know you what Ceſar meanes to doe with me? 
Del. I amloath totell you what, I would you knew. 
(7o. Nay pray youlſir. 
, Del. Though he be honorable. 
Cl:-o. Hell leade me then in Triuwph. 
Del. Madam he will, I knowr. 
Emer Proculeins, ( «ſar, Gallus, Mecenas, 
 .- -.. axdothersof his Trae. 
All. Make way there, Ceſar. 


Ceſar i 


| 
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(<> Whichis the Queene of Egypt. 
Dol. It is the Emperor Madam. 
. Cef. Ariſe, you ſhall ngt kneele : 
I pray you ric, riſe Egypt. 

Chke. Sir, the gods will have it thus, 
My Maſter and my Lord I much obey, 
 Cef. Take to you no hard thoughts, 
The Recordof what injuries you did us, 
Though writren in our fleſh, we ſhall remember 


| Asthings but done by chance, 


Cle. Sole Siroth*world, 
T cannot projet mine owne cauſe ſo wel 
To make it cleare, but doe confeſſeT have 
Beene laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often ſham'd our Sex. 

Ceſ, Cleopatraknow, 


We will extenuate rather then inforce : 


If youapply your ſelfe to our intents, | 
W hich towards youare moſt gentle, you ſhall finde 
A benefit inthis change, but if you ſeeke 

To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking 

eAmhonies Courſe, you ſhall bereave you lelfc 


| Ofmy good purpolen, nag pur your children 


Tethart deftruion which Ile guard them from, | 
If thereon you relye. Ile take my leave. 
Cleo,” And may throughall the world:tis yours,and we 

your Scutcheons, and your ſignes of Conquelt ſhall 


Hang in what place you pleaſe, Here my good Lord. 


Ceſ. You ſhall adviſe me in all for Cleoparr a, 
Cleo, This is the briefe ; of Mony, Plate, and Ieyels 
I am poſleſt of, tis exactly valewed, 
Not petty things admitted. W heres Selencs ? 
Seleu, Heere Madam. 
(ee. This is my Treaſurer, let him ſpeake (my Lord) 
Vpon his perill, that I have refcrv'd 
To my ſelte nothing. Speake the trath Selewcuc. 
. Selew. Madam I had rather ſecle my lippes, 


Then to my perill ſpeake that which is not. 


(es, What have I kept backe? 
Selew.Enough to purchaſe what you have made known 
Cefſ; Nay bluſh not Cleopatra, I approve 
Your Wiſedome inthe deed. 
{ leo. See Ceſar : Oh behold, 
How pompe is followed : Mine will now be yours, 
And ſhould we ſhift eſtates, yours would be mine, 
The ingratitude of this Selewcms, does 
Even make me wilde. Oh Slave, of no more truſt 
Then love thats hyr'd? W hat goeſt thou backe, thou ſhalt 
Goe backe I warrant thee : but Ile catch thine eyes 
Though __—_ had wings. Slave, foulc-lefle, Villaine, Dog, 
O rarcly baſc ! 
Ceſ. Good Queene, let us intreat you. 
Cle. O (e«ſar, what a wounding ſhame isthig, 
That thou vouchſafing heere to viſit me, 
Doing the honor of thy Lordlinefſe 
Toone ſo mecke, that mine owne Servant ſhould 
Parcell the ſumme of my diſgraces, by 
Addition of his Envy! Say (good Ceſar) 


| That I ſome Lady-trifles have reſerv'd, 


Immoment toyes, things of ſuch Digaity 
As we greet moderne friends withall, and ſay 


- Some Nobler token I haye keptapart 
- For Liviaand Oftavia, to induce 


Their mediation, muſt I be unfolded 
With one that 1 have bred : the gods | it ſmites me 
Beneath the fall I have. Prethce goe hence, 


{ leo. webs, | 


Are therefozeto be pitried. 


eee, 


—__ 


————— 


| That we remaine your friend, and fo adicu. 


Or 1 ſhall ſhew the Cynders of ivy ſpirits 
Throughth'Aſhes of my chance : Wer't thou a man, 
Thou wouldſt have mercy on me. | 
Ceſa. Forbeare Selencns. 
Ceo, Be it knowne,that we the greateſt are miſ-thought 
For things that others doe : and when we fall, 
We anſwer others merits, in our name 


Caf. Cleopatra, 
Not what you have reſerv'd, nor what acknowledg'd 
Put weitl'Roll of Conqueſt : {till be't yours, 
Beſtow it at your pleaſure, and belecve 
Ceſar's no Merchanr,to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer'd, 
Make not your thoughts your priſons: No deere Queen, 
Forwe intend to to Lilbole YOU, as 
Top {cite ſhall give us counſell : Feede, and fleepe : 
Our care and pitty is ſo much upon you, 


(Teo. My Maſter, and my Lord. 
Caf, Notſo : Adicn. 
E xeunt ( aſar, and hu Traine. 
Cleo. He words me Gyrles, he words me, 
That 1 ſhould not be Noble to my lelfe. 
But hearke thee Charman, 
Iras, Finiſh good Lady, the bright day is done, | 
And weare for the darke. | | 
Cleo, Hyethceagaine. 
I haveſpokealready, and jt is provided, 
Goe put it to the haſte. 
Char. Madam, I will. _ 
Enter Dolabeha. 
Del, Wheres the Queene? 
| (ar. Behold fir. 
Cleo. Dolabella. 


Dol. Madam, as thereto ſworne, by your command 
(Which my love makes Religion to obey ) | 
I tell you this : C2farthrough Syria 
Intends his journey, and withinthree dayes, 

You with your Children will he fend before, 
Make your beſt ute of this, Ihave pertorm'd 
Your pleaſure, and my promile. 

(eo. Dolabella, I ſhall remaine your debter. 

Dot. I your Servant : 

Adieu good Queene, I muſt attend on Ceſar, 

Cleo, Farewell, and thankes. 

Now 1ras, what think'{tthou ? 

Thou, an Egyptian Puppet ſhalt be ſhewne 

In Rome aiwcll asI: Mechanicke Slaves 

With greazy Aprons, Rules, and Haminers ſhall 
Vplift us to the view. In their thicke breathes; 
Ranke of groſle dyet, ſhall we be enclowded, 
And forc'd rodrinke their vapour. 

Iras. The gods forbid. 

Cleo. Nay, tis moſt certaine Iras: fawcy Liftors 
Willcatchat us like Strumpets, and ſcald Rimers 
Ballad us out a Tune. The quicke Comedians 
Extemporally will ſtage us, and preſent 
Our Alexandria Revels : Anthony 
Shall be brevght drunken forth, and I ſhall ſee 
Some ſpeaking-Cleopatra-Boy my greatnefle 
I'th'poſture of a W hore. 


Exits 


Ira. Othe good gods! 
Cleo. Nay thats certaine. 
Iras. Ile never ſce't; for I am ſure my Nailes 


Are ſtronger then mine eyes. 


_—— Fo 
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Cleo. Why thatsthe way to foole their preparation, 
And conquer their moſt abſurd intents- 
| Enter (harmian, . 
Now Charmian. | 
Shew me my Women like a Queene ; Goe fetch 
My beſt Attyres. I am againeftor Czar 
To meet eHarke eAnthony, Sirra [ras,goe 
(Now Noble Charmian wee'l diſpatch indeed,) 
And when thou haſt done this chare,lle give thce leave 
To play till Doomeſday ; bring our Crewne,andall. 
| A noyſe within, 

Wherefore's this noyſe ? 

| Enter a Guaraſman, 
Gaardſ., Here 152 rurall Fellow, 

. That will not be deny'd your Highnefle preſence, 

He brings you Figges. | | 

Cleo, Let him come in. Exit Guardſman. 

How poore an Initrament 

May doc a Noble deed : he brings me liberty : 

My Reſolution's plac'd,and I have nothing 

Of woman in me : Now from head to foor 
| Tam Marble conſtant : now the fleeting Moone 
No Planet is of mine. 

Enter Guard{man and Clowne, »" 
Gaardſe, This is the Man. 


Cleo. Avoyd and leave him. Exit Guard/[man, 
I Haſt thou the pretty worme of Nylus there, 
[- That kils and paines not ? ; 
D Clow. Truely I have him: but T would not be the par- 
bp. tie that ſhould deſire youto touch him, for his byting is 


= immortall : thoſe that doc dye of it, doe {cldome or ne- 
5g ver recover. | F 

+ Cleo. Remember'ſt thou any that have dyedont ? 

| Clo. Very many men and women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer than yeſterday,a very honeſt wo+ 
mar,but ſomething giventolye, as a woman ſhould not 
do:,vut in the way of honeſty , how ſhe dyed of the by 
ting oF it, what paine ſhe felt : Truely,ſhe makes a very 
good report o'th'worme: but he that will beleeve all that 
- they ſay,ſhall never be ſaved by baife that th:y doe ; bur 
£7 this is moſt fallibie,the Worme's an odde W orme. 

2 | Cleo, Get thee hence, farewell, 

Wo Clow, 1 with you all joy of the Worme. 

Et} Cleo, Farewell. 

{lew. You muſt thinke this (looke you ) that the 
Worme will doe his kinae. 

Cleo. I,T,farewell, ; 

Cleo, Looke you;the Worme is not tobe truſted, but 
inthe keeping of wiſe people: for indeed, there 1s no 
| goodnefſe in the Worme, 
$y (leo, Take no Carezit ſhall be heeded. 


- 


not worth the fceding. 
"IF Cleo, Willit cate me ? : 
£2 Cleo. You muſt not thinke T amo ſfimple,but I know 
z thedivell himſclfe will not eate a woman : Iknow, that 
2 woman is adiſh for the gods, if the divell dreſſe her 
not. But trucly,thele fame whorſon Divels doe the gods 
great harme in their women : for in every ten thar they 
make,the divels mage hve. 
{teo. Well,get the gene,Ffarewell. | 
| Cleo, Yes forſooth,T wiſh you joy o'th*worme.Exrt. 
| Cleo, Give me my Robe, put on my Crowne, 1 have 
Immortall longings in me. Now no more 
The juyce of Egypts Grape ſhall moyſt this lip, 
Yare, yare,good 1ras quicke : methinkesT heare 
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Ceo. Very good : give it nothing I pray you, for it 1s } 


; eLzthony call : I ſee him rowſe himſefe 
To pratie wy Noble: Act. I heare him mocke 
The lucke of Ceſar,which the gods give men 
Toexcuſerheir after wrath. Hasband,I come : 
| Now to that name, my courage prove my Title. 
I am Fire,and Ayre ; my other Elements 
I giveto baſer lf. So, have you done ? 
Come then,and take the lat warmth of my lippes. 
Farewell kinde Charmian,Tras,iong farewell. 
Havel the Aſpicke in my lips ? Doſt fall ? 
If chou,and Nature can ſo gently part, 
The ſtroke of death 1s asa Lovers pinch, 
W hica hurts,and.is defir*d. Doſt thou lie Rill? 
If thus thou vaniſheft,thou tell'{t the world, 
Ir isnot worth cave taking. , S144 
Char. Diſſolve thicke Cloud,8& Raine, that I may ſay, 
The gads themſelves doe weepe. | 
Cleo. This proves me baſc : 
If ſhe provesthe curled Anthony, | 
Hee'l make demand of her,and tpend that kifſe 
Which ts my heaven ro have. Come thou morrtall 
Withthy ſharpe teeth this knot intrinſicate, (wretch, 
Of life at once untie : Poore venemous Foole, 
Be angry and diſpatch. Oh couldlt thoaſpeake, 
Thar 1 might heare thee call great C2/ar Aſſe, unpolicied, 
(har. Oh Eaſterne ſtarre. 
' (eo, Peace,peace : 
Doft thou not {ce my Baby at my breaſt, 
That ſuckes the Nurle aſleepe. | 
Char, O breake ! O breake ! 
Cleo, As ſweet as Balme,as ſoft as Ayre,as gentles 
O Anthony) Nay I will take thee too, 
What thould I ſlay —— Dyes. 
Char, In this wilde world? So fare thee well : 
Now boaſt theeDeath,in thy poſſeſſion lies 
A Laſſe 1nparalell'd. Downy Windowes cl6ze, 
And golden Phoebus never be beheld 
Of eyes againe ſo Royall : your Crownes away, 
He mend it,and then play 
Enter the Guard raſi ling in,and Dolabella, 
1 Gaard. Wheresthe Qierne ? 
( har. Speake {ottly,wake her not. 
T1 C2/ar hath ſent. 
Char. Tocflow a Meſſenger, 
Oh come apace,diipatch, i partly feele thee. 
T Approach hoe, 
All's not weil: Ca/ars beguilde. 
2 Theres Dolabella {ent from Ceſar : call him, 
I What workeis here Charman ? 
Is this well done ? 
(har. It is welldonezand fitting fora Princeſſe 
Deſcended of ſo many Royall Kings. 
Ah Souldier. Charmian dyes, 


Enter Dolabella. 


Dol. How goes it here ? 
2 Guard. All dead. 


Toucktheir effes in this: thy ſelte art comming 
To ſceperform'd thedreaded At which thou 
So ſoughr'ſt to hinder. 


| Enter Ceſar and all hi T raine marching, 


All. A way there a way for Ceſar. 
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Dol. Ceſar,thy thoughts | | 
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| " The Tragedy | of «Anthony and( Cleopatra. 


hm 


Dol. Oh Sir,you are two ſurean Augurer : 

{ That youdid fearc,is'done, 

| Ceſar. Braveſtatthelaſt, 

| Shc levell'd at our purpoſes,and being Royall 

Tooke her owne way : the manner of their deaths, 
I doenot ſce them bleed, 


Dol. Who was laſt with them ? 
1 Guard. A ſimple coumryman,thut brought ber Figs: 


This was his Basket. 

{af. Poyſon'dthen. 

I Gaard, Oh Ceſar EX 

This Charwias liv'd but nowſhe ſtood and ſpake : 
I found her trimming up the Diadem ; 

Oa her dead Miſtris,tremblingly ſhe ſtood, 
Andon the ſodaine dropt- 

Ceſar, Oh noble weakenefle : 

If they had ſwallow'd poyſon,twould appeare. 
By externall yelling : but ſhe lookes like lleepe, 
As ſhe weuld catch 2nother e4»:hony 

In her ſtrong toyle of Grace, 


c 


| 


Dol. Here on her breſt, 
There is a vent of blood, and ſomething blowne, 


The like 1s on her Arme. 


| . I Guard, Thisan Alpes traile 


And theſe Fig-leaves haveſlime upon them. ſuch 


As th'Aſpicke leaves upon the Caves of Nyle. 


Caf. Molt probable 

T har ſo ſhe dyed ; for her Phytitian tels me 
She hath purſu'd Concluſions infinite 
Ofcaſie wayes to dye. Take up her bed, 
And beare her Women from the Monument, 


| She ſhall be buried by her Anthony, 


No Grave upon the carth ſhall clip in it 

A paire ſo famous : high eventsas theſe 

Strike thoſe that make them : and their ſtory 1s 
No leſſe in pitty,than his glory which 

Brought them to be lamented. Our Army ſhall 


| In ſolemne ſhew,attend this Funerall, 


Andthen to Rome. Come Dolabela,ſlcc 


High Order,inthis great Solemmnity. Exennt omnes. 


_ 
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Scena Prima, 


—_—  ——— 


Attus Primus, 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


1 Gent, 
5 Ou deenot meeta man but frownes- 
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Our bloods no more obey the heavens 
G3 Then our Courtiers : 

>) Y(Srill ſceme as do's the Kings. 

2 Gent, But whats the matter ? 

1 His daughter, and the heire ofs kingdome (whom 
He purpos'd to his wives ſole foane, a Widdow 
Thatlate he marricd) hath reterr'd her ſelfe 
Vnto a poore, but worthy Gentleman. Shes wedded, 
Her Husband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon'd, all 
Is outward ſorrow, though I thinke the King 
Be touch'd at very heart. 

2 None butthe Kivg?e 
* I Hethat hath loſt her too : ſo is the Queene, 
That moſt deſir'd theMatch. But not a Courtier, 
Although they wearetheir faces tothe bent 
Of the Kings lookes, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at thething they ſcowle at. 

2 And wy lo? 

1 He that hath miſs'd the Princeſle, is a thing 
Too bad, for bad report - and he that hath her, 

(1 meane, that married her, alacke good man, 
And therefore baniſh'd ) isa Creature, ſuch, 
Asto ſeeke through the Regions of the earth 
For one, he like ;there would be ſomething failing 
In him, that ſhould compare. I doe not thinke, 
So faire an Outward, and ſuch {tuffe within 
Endowes a man, but hee. 
. 2 You ſpeakehim farce. 

1 1doeextend him (Sir) which himſelfe, 
Cruſh him together, rather then nnfold 
His meaſure dully. 

2 Whats his name and Birth ? 

1 Icannot delue hian to the roote : his father 
Wascall'd S:ciltizes, who did joyne his honor 
Againſt the Romanes, with Caſſibelan, 

But had his Titles by T enantives, whom 

He ſerv'd with Glory and admir*d Succeſſe : 

So gain'd the Sur-addition, Leonatus., 

And had(beſides this Gentleman in queſtion) 

Two other Sonnes, who inthe Warres o'thitime 
Dy'de with their Swords in hand. For which their father 
Then old, and fond of iflue, todke ſuch ſorrow 

That he quit Being ; and his gentle Lady 


| Bigge of this Gentleman (our Theame) deceaſt 


| Trh'fwathing cloathes, the other from their Nurſery 


c0 {lackely guarded, and the ſearch fo ſlow 


Your Gaolor ſhall deliver ”ou _- keyes 
b 


As he was borne. The King he takes the Babe 

To his protection, calls him Pofthumus Leonatrs, 

Breedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 

Pats to him all the Learnings that histime 

Could make him the receiver of, which he tooke 

As wedae ayre, faſt as twas miniſtred, 

And in's Spring, became a Harveſt : Liv'd in Court 

(Which rare it is to doe) moſt prais'd, moſt loy'd, 

A ſample tothe yongelt :toth'more Mature, 

A glaſle that fcated them : andto the graver, 

A child that guided Dotards. To his Miſtris, ' 

(For whom he now is bani{h'd) her owne price 

Proclaimes how ſheelteem'd him ; and his Vertue 

By her cletion may betraly read, what kind of man he is. 
2 I honor him, even out of your report. 

But pray youtell at, is ſhe ſole child to'th'King ? 
I His onely child ? 

He hadtwo Sonnes (if this be worth your hearing, 

Marke 1t) the eideſt of them, at three yeeres eld 


Were ſtolne, and to this houre, no gaeſſe in knowledge 
Which way they went. | 
2 How long is this agoe? 
1 Soinc twenty yeerEsS» 
2 Thata Kings Children ſhould be fo convey'd, 


That could cot trace them, 
1 Howſoerc, tis {trange, 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at - 
Yetis it true Sir. 
2 I doe well beleeve you, 
1 We muſt forbear. Heere comes the Gentleman, 
The Queene, and Pringeſle. 


' Exrant. 


— 


— — — 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter the © ucene, Poſthumus, and Imogen, 


2 ae.No, be aſlur'd you ſhall not find me (Daughter) * 
Atter the ſlander of molt Step-Mothers, 
Evill-ey'd unto you. You're my Priſoner, but 


That 
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j The Tragedy of Gubbelive, 


| Thatlocke up your reſtraint, For you Pothumns, 
| Soſoone as] canwinth'cifended King, 
I willbe knowne your Adyocare ; marry yet 


| Thefire of Rage is. in him, and were gc +l 
'Youlean'danto his Sentence, with what paticnce. 
Your wiſedone may informe you. | 
Pot. Pleaſe your Aighneſſe, 
I will ffom henceto day. 
©8e.: Yoh know the perill: © 
| Tefetch a turne#bout the Garden, pittying 
The pangs of barr'd AﬀeRtions, though the King: 
| Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeake together. . Exit, 
' ime. © Tigembling Curtcſie ! How tine this Tyrant 
| Cantickle where ſhe wounds ? My deereſt Husband, 
| I ſomething feare my fathers wrath, but nothing 
' (Alwayes reſerv*d my holy duty) what 
| His rage can doc on me. You muſt be gone, 
And I ſhall heere abide the hourely ſhot 
| Of angry eyes : not comforted tolive, 
| Butthat there is this Iewell in the world, 
That I may ſee againe. 
Foff. My Queene, my Miſtris : 
| O Lady, weepe no more, leit I give cauſe 
| TobeſuſpeRted of more tendernefle 
| Then doth become a man. I will remaine 
| Theloyall' hasband, thar didere plight troth. - 
My reſidence in Rome, at one Filerio's, 
Who, to my Father was a friend, to me 
| Knowne but by Letter ;thither write (my Queene) 
And with mine eyes, Ile drinke the words youſend, 
Though Inke be made of Gall. 
| Enter © neene, 
Le. Be bricte, I pray you : 
If the King come; I ſhall incurre, I know not 
How much of his diſpleaſure : yet Ile meve him 
Td walkethis way :1I never doc him wrong, 
But he do's buy my injuries,to be friendes. 
Payes deere for my offences. 
Po#t. Should we be taking leave 
Aslong atermeas yct we have tolive, 
The loathneſlſe todepart, would grow : Adicu. 
[Imo. Nay, {tay a little : 
Were you but riding forth toayre your ſelfe, 
Such parting were too petty. Looke heere (Love ) 
This Diamondwas my Mothers ; rake it (Heart ) 
Bur keepe it till yon wooe another Wite, 
When Imogen is.dead. 
PoR. How, how ? Another ? 
You gentle gods, give me bucthis I have, 
And {eare up my embraccments from a next, 
With bonds of death. Remaine, remaine thon heere, 
While ſenſe can keepe it on : And {weeteRt, faireſt, 
As I(my poore ſelfe)did exchange for you 
To your {o infinite lofſe : {0 1n our trifles 
I fill winne of you. For my ſake weare this, 
It is a Manacle of Love, Ile place it 
Vnpon this fayreſt Priſoner. 
Im), Othe Gods! * 
When ſhall we {ce againe ? | 
Enter Cymbeline, and Lords. 
Po#t. Alacke, the King. 
Cy». Thou baſeſt thing, avoyd hence, from my fight: 
If after this command thou fraught the Court 
With thy unworthineſle, thou dyeſt. Away, 
Thou'rt poyſon to my blood. 
Po#t, The gods proteR you, 


1] Tam gone.” 


_— 
— ——_ — co_—_— 


And bleflethe good Remainders of the/Court ; 
| | Exit. 
[ms. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More'ſharpe then this is. | 
C529. O difloyall thing, 
Thatſhouldft repayre my youth; thou heap'ſt 
A yeares age On Me. 
Im», 1 beſeech you Sir, 
Harme nor your ſelfe with your vexation, 
T am ſenfclefle'of your Wrath ; a Touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all feares. 
Cym. Paſt Grace? Obedience ? 
1m. Paſt hope, and in diſpaire, that way paſt Grace. 
Cym. That mightſt have had 
The ſole Sonne of my Queene. 
[mo. Q bleſled, that I might not: I choſean Eagle, 
And did avoyd a Puttocke. 
Cym. Thou took'ſt a Begger, wouldſt{haye made my 
Throne, a Seate for baſnefle. 
Imo. No, I rather addedaluſtre to it. 
Cym. Othou vildeone |! 
Imo. Sir, 
Tt 1s your fault that T have lov'd Poithnmre ; 
You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 
A man, worth any woman : Over-buyes me 
Almoſt the ſumme he payes. | 
Cym. What? artthou mad ? 
Imo. Almoſt Sir : heaven reſtore me : would I were 
A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Leowatws 
Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne. 
Enter 2 neene. 
Cy5m. Thou fooliſh thing; 
They were againe together : you have done 
Not after our command, Away with her, 
And pen her up. 
2ne. Beſcech your patience: Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraigne, 


v* 


| Leave usto our felves,and make your ſelfe fume comfort 


Out of your beſt advice. 
Cm. Nay let her languiſh 

A drop of blood a day, and being aged | 

Dye of this Folly. Exut, | 

Emer Pi{anio. 
ue. Fye, you muſt give way : 

Heere 1s your Servant. How now Sir ? What newes ? 
Ps. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Maſter. 
2ue. Hah ? 

No harme 1 truſt is done ? 

Pi/a. There might have beene, 

But that my Maſter rather plaid, then fought, 

And had no helpe of Anger : they were parted 

By Gentlemen, at hand. 

De, Iam very glad ont, 
Imo. Your Son's my fathers friend, he takes his part 

Todraw vpon an Exile, O brave Sir, 

I would they were in Aﬀeicke both together, 

My ſelfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke 

The goer backe. Why came you from your Maſter ? 
P:a. On his command : he would not ſuffer me 

To bring him to the haven :lefr theſe Notes | _ ...- 7 

Of what commands 1 ſhould be ſubje&to, 

When't pleas'd you to employ me. 
xe. This hath beene - 

Your faithfull Servant : I dare lay mine honour 

He will remaine fo. | | 
Pi/a. I humbly thanke your highneſle: 
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The Tragedy of (ymbeline, 


&e. Pray walke a-while. 
imo. About ſoine halfe houre hence, 
Pray you ſpeake with me ; 
You ſhall (ar leaſt ) goe ſee my Lordaboord. 


For this time leave mes» £xeunt. 
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ScanaTeria. 


—— 


Enter C lotten, and two Lords. 


I Sir, I would adviſe you to ſhifta Shirt;the Violence 
of Action hath made you reeke as a Sacrifice: where ayre 
comes out; ayrecomes in ; Theres none abroad ſo whole- 
ſome as that you vent. 5 

Clet. If my Shirt were bloody, thento ſhift its 
Have I hurt him ? | 

2 No faith : not ſo muchas his patience. 
1 Hurt him ? Hisbodie's a paſſable Carkafle if he be 
not hurt, It isa through-fare for Steele if it be not hurt. 
2 His Stcele wasin debt, it, went oth'Backe-ſide the 
Towne. 
Clot. The Villaine would not ſtand me.) 

2 No, but he fled forward ſtill, toward your face. 

1 Stand you ? you have Land cnough of your owne : 
But he added ro your having, gave you ſome ground, 

2 As many Inches,as you have Occans (Pupples. ) 

Clt, I would they had not come betweene us. 

2 So would], till you had meaſur'd how long a foole 
you were uponthe ground. 

Clot. And that ſhe ſhouldlove this fellow, and refuſe 
MCs 

2 If it beaſin to make atrue eleion, ſhe is damn'd, 

I Sir, as I told you alwayes: her Beauty and her Braine 
goc nottogether. Shees a good (3gne, but 1 have ſeene 
{mall reflection of her wit, 

2 She ſhines not upon Fooles, leſt the refletion 
Should hwr her, - 

Clit. Come, Jle to my Chamber : woukd there had 
beene ſome hurt done, 

2 I withnot ſo, unleſle it had bin the fall of an Aſe, 
which is no great hurt. 

Clot, You'll goe with us ? 

z Ieattend your Lordſhip. 

Clot, Nay come, lets goc together. 


2 Well my Lord. Exeunt 


— 


Sena Quarta. 


—_— ———__—D_— D_— —  — 


> 


_ TL — 


Enter Imogen, and Piſamo. 

Ime. T would thou grew(t unto the ſhores othhaven, 
And queſtioned'Iſt every Saile : if he ſhould write, 
And I not have it, twere aPaperloit 
As off:r*d mercy 1s: What was the laſt 
That he ſpake to thee? 

Piſa. It was his Queene, his Queene. | 

imo. Then wav'd his Handkerchiefe? 

Piſa. And kitt it, Madam, 

imo. Senteiefle Linnen, happier thercin thenT : 
Andthat was all ? 

Pio. No Madam: forſo long 


—_—_——— 


As he could make me with his eye, or care, 
Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchife; 
Still waving, as the fits and ſtirres of*'s mind 
Could beſt exprefſe how ſlow his Soule fayl'd oh, © 
How ſwift his Ship. GEL1 
{mo, Thou ſhouldſt have made him 
As little as a Crow, or lefle, ere left 
Toafter-eye him. 
Piſa. Madam, fo I did. 
{mo. 1 wouid have broke mge eye-ftrings; 


Crack'd them, bur to looke upon him, till the diminntion } 


Ot ſpace, had pointed him ſharpe as my Needle ; 
Nay, tollowed him, till he had melted from 

The ſmalinefle of a Gnar, to ayre : and then 

Have turn'd mine eye, and wept. But good Piſanie, 


| When ſhall we heare from him. 


Pſa. Be alſur'd Madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Imo. 1did not take my leave of him, but had 
Mot pretty things to ſay : Erc I could tell him 
How I would thinke on him at certaine houres, 
Such thoughts, and ſuch : Or I could make him ſweare, 
The Shees of Italy ſhould not betray 
Mine Intereſt, and his Honor : or have charg'd him 
Atthe fixt houre of Morne, at Noone, at Midnight, 
Tencounter me with Oriſons, for then 
I am in heaven for him : Or ere I could, 

Give him thar parting kifle, wbich I had ſer 
Betwixt two charming words. comesin my father, 
Andlike the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buddes from growing. 
Emer a Lady, 
Lad. The Queene(Madam) 
Detires your highuefle Company. | 
Imo. Thoſe things I bid you doe, get them diſpatch'd, 
I willattend the Queene. | 
Piſa. Madam,lI ſhalt. 


y_— 


Scana Quinta, 


\ 


Enter Philario, Tachimo, a Frenchman, a Dutch- 
man, and a Spania d. 


Hach. Beleeve it Sir, I have ſeene him in Britaine ; he 


was then of a Creſſent note, expected to prove ſo wor | 
thy, as {ince he hath beene allowed the name of, But I | 
could then have look'd on him, without the helpe of Ad- | 


miration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had 
bin tabled by ht: ſide, and I toperuſe him by Irems. 


Phil. You ſpeake of him when he was lefle furniſh'd, |. 


then now he is, with that which makes him both with- 
our, ar.d within, 


French. I have ſeene. him France : we had very ma- | 


ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as fire eyes as 
C | 
lach. This matter of marrying 'ms King Daughter, 
whercin he muſt be weighed rather by her valew, then 
bis owne, words him (1 doubt not) a greatdeale fromthe 
mattErs ; | ; FAT 
French. And then his baniſhmenr. cn 
Tach., 1, and the approbation of thoſe that weepe this 
lamentable divorce under ——_— are woncerfully 
b 2 ro 


— a 


Exemnt. | 


Fi . 


| 


| 


_—_ 


—_— 


__—_— 
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"The T rapedy of Gmbeline. 


| to extend him,be it but to fortifie here judgement,which 


elſe an cafie battery might lay flat, for taking a Begger 
without lefle quality. But how comes it, he isto 10- 
journe with you? How creepes acquaintance ? 

Phil. His father and I were Souldiers together, to 


' whom 1 havebinoften bound for no kflethen my life. 


Enter Pothumu, 

Heere comes the Britaine. Let him be ſo entertained a- 
mongſt you, as ſuites with Gentlemen of your know1wg, 
toa of his quality I beſcech you all be better 
knowne to this Gentleman, whem I commend to you, 
asa Noblc Friend of mine. How Worthy he is, I will 
leave to appeare hereafter, rather then ſtory him in his 
owne hearings 

Fren. Sir, we have knowne together in Orleance- 

Poſt. Since when I have bin debtor to you for courte- 
fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay ſtill, 

Fren, Sir, you ore-rate my poore kindneſſe, I was 
glad I did attone my Countryman and you; it had beene 
pitty you ſhould kave becne put together, with ſo mor- 


tall a purpoſe, as then each bore, upon importance of ſo. 


flight and triviall a nature. 
Poſt. By your pardon Sir, I was thena young Travel- 


{ ler,rather ſhunn'd to goe cven with what I heard,then in 


my every action te be guided by others experiences : but 
upon my mended judgement (if I offend to fay it 1s men- 
ded) my Quarrell was not altogether flight. 

French, Faith yes, to bec put to the arbitrement of 
Swords, and by ſuch two, that would by all likelyhood 
have confounded one the other, or have falne both. 

Iach. Can we with manners, aske what was the diffe- 
rence? 

Fren. Safely, Ithinke, twas a contention in publicke, 
which may (without contradiction) ſuffer the report. 
It was much like an argument thar fell out laſt night, 
where earch of us fell in praiſe of our Country-Miſtreſſes. 
This Gentleman, at that time vouching (and upon war- 
rant of bloody aitirmation) his tobe more Faire, Vertu- 
ous, Wiſe, Chafte, Conltant, Qualified , and lefle at- 


_ | temptible thenany, therareſt of our Ladies in France. 


[ach. That Lady is not now living : or this Gentle- 
mans opinion by this worne cut. 

Poſt. She holds her Vertue ſtill, andT my mind, 

lach. You muſt not ſo farre preferre her, fore ours of 
Iraly. 

Foſ. Being ſo farre provok'd as I was in France: 1 
would abate her nothing, though I profeſle my ſelfe her 
Adorer, not her fricnd. 

ach. As faire, and as good: a kind of hand in hand 
compariſon , had beene ſomething too faire, and too 
good for any Lady inBritany : if ſhe went before others. 


| Ihaveſecncas thatDiamond of yours out-luſters many 


I havebeheld. I could not belceve ſhe excelled many : 
but I hayenot ſcene the moſt pretious Diamond that is, 
nor you the Lady. 
PoFt. I prais'd her, as Irated ker : ſodoe I my Stone. 
Iacb. What doe you cſtceme it at ? | 
Poſſ. Morc then the workd enjoyes. 
Tach. Eicher your unparagon'd Miſtris is dead , or 


| hes out-priz'd by atrifle, 


Poſt. You are miſtaken: the one may be ſold or given, 
or if there were wealth enough for the purchaſes, or 


| merite forthe gift. The other is not athing for ſale, and 


onely the gift of the gods. 
Techy Which the gods have given you? 


Pot. Which by their Graces I will keepe. 

4ach, You may, weare her in title yours : but you 
know ſtrange Fowle light upon neighbouring Ponds. 
Your Ring may be ſtolne too, fo your brace of unprizea- 
ble Eſtimations, the one is but fraile, and the other Caſu- 
all. A cunning Thief, or a (that way) accompliſh'd 
- wow would hazzard the winning both of firſt and 

aſt; 

Pei, Your Italy , containes none ſo accompliſh'd a 
Courtier toconvince the honour of my Miſtris : if inthe 
holding or lofſe of thar, you terme her fraile, 1 doe no- 
thing doubt you have ſtore of Theeues, notwithſtanding 
I feare not my Ring. 

Phil, Let us leave heere Gentlemen, 

Poſ?. Sir, with all my heart. This. worthy Signior 1 
_ him, makes no ſtranger of me, we are familiar at 

rſt. 

lach, With five times ſo much converſation, I ſhould 
getgronnd of your faire Miſtris ; make her goe backe, e- 


ven tothe yeilding, had I admittance, and opportunity . 


to friend. 

Pos. No, no. 

lach. 1 dare thereupon pawne the moyty of my E- 
ſtate, toyour Ring, which in my opinicn ore-values it 
ſomething : but 1 make my wager rather againſt your 
Confidence, then-her Reputation. And to barre your of- 
—— to, I durſt attempt it againft any Lady in the 
world, 

Poft. Youare a great deale abus'd in too bold a per- 


ſwaſion, and I doubt not you ſuſtaine what y'are worthy | 


of, by your Attempt. 

Tach, Whats that ? 

Psſi. A Repulſe though your Attempt (as you call it) 
deſerve more za puniſhment too, 

Pbs. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too fo- 
dainely, let it dye as it was borne, and I pray you be bet- 
ter acquainted. | 

ach. Would I had put my Eſtate, and my Neighbors 
ontlapprobation of what I have ſpoke, 

Poſt. What Lady would you chuſe to affaile ? 

{ach. Yours, whom in conſtancy you thinke ſtands 
ſo (aſe, 1 will lay you ten thouſands Duckets to your 
Ring, that commendme to the Court where your La- 
dy is, with no more advantage then the opportunity of a 
ſecond conference, and I will bring from thence, that 
honor of hers, which you imagine ſo reſery'd. 

Pofthumm. I will wage againſt your Gold, Gold to 


it : My Ring I hold deere as my finger, tis part of | 


It. 

Iach. Youarea friend, and theremthe wiſer : if you 
buy Ladies fleſh at a Million a Dram, you cannot pre- 
ſcrve itfrom tainting ; but1 ſee you have ſome Religion 
in you, that you feare. 


Poft. This 1s but a cuftome in your tongue : you beare | 


a graver purpoſe I hope. 
por lanche Maſter of my ſpeeches, andjwould un- 
der-goe whats ſpoken, 1 ſweare. | 
Poſthu. Will you ? I ſhall but lend ax;,Diamond till 
your returne let there be Covenants drawne between's. 


My Miſtris exceedes in goodneſle, the hugeneſle of your | 


unwerthy thinking. I dare you to this match: heres my 
Ring- 

Phil. IT will have it no jay. 

Tach, By the gods itis one: if I bring you noſuiſi- 
cient reſtimony that I have enjoy'd the deereſt bodily 
part of your Miſtris: my ten thouſand Duckets are __ 

| Oo 


— 
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| Thy Pupill long? haſt thou not learn'd me how 


| Heere coniesa flattering Raſcall, upon him 
' Willl firſt worke : Hesfor his Maſter;': 


R— —_—  —— 


ky ThoTragtib of Cynbelne. 


et a ts 


ſo is your Diamond too : if I come off, and leave her: 1n 
ſuch honor asyou havetruſt-in-: She your-Tewell, this 
your Iewell, and my Gold are -yours : 'provided 1 have 
your commendation, for my more entertaininent, 


Pot. I embrace theſe Conditiens, let us have Articles 
betwixt us ; onely thus" farre you ſhall anſwer, if you 


| make your voyage upon her,and give medirectly to un- 


derſtand, you have prevayl'd, Iam no further your Ene- 
my, ſhe is not worth our debate. If ſhe remaine ,unſc- 


| duc'd, you not making it appeare otherwiſe : for your ill 


opinion; and th'aflault you have made to her chaſtity, you 
ſhall anſwer me with your Sword. LEW 

lach. Your hand , a Covenant : we will have theſc 
things ſet downeby lawfull Counſel, and Rraight away 
for Britaine, leſt the Bargain ſhould catch cold, and 
ſerve: I will fetch my Gold, and have eur two Vagers 
recorded. 

PoZt. Apreed. 

French. Will this hold, thinke you. 

Phil, Signior Iachimo will not from it. 


Pray let us follow em. Enennt, 


Scana Sexta. 


Ct A EAI 


Enter 2 meene, Ladies, and Corneling, 
Luce, Whiles yet the dewe's on ground . 
Gather thofe Flowers, 
Make haſte. Who hasthe note of them ? 
Lad. I Madam. 
Lace. Diſpatch. 


Exeunt Laaies. 


' Now Maſter Doctor, hive you brought thoſe drugges: 


Cor. Plcaſethyour highneſſe, I : here they are,Madam: 


' But I beſeech your Grace, without offence 


(My Conſcience bids me aske) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me theſe moſt poylonous Compounds, 
W hichare the moovers of alanguiſhing dearh : 
But though ſlow, deadly. | 

ae. I wonder, Door,  . 
Thonagk'it me fucha Queſtion ; have 1 not beene 


To make Perfumes? Diſtill? Preſerve ? Yea fo, 
Thar our great King himſelfe doth woe me oft 

For my Confe&ions? having thus farre proceeded, 
(Valefle thou think*ſt me divelliſh)1st not mecte 
That I did amplifie my judgement in 

Other Concluſtons? I will try the forces 

Of theſe thy Compounds, on ſuch Creatures as 

We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply | 
Allayments to their A, and by them gather 


Their ſeverall vertues, and cffeRs. 


(Corn, Your highnefſe _ | pi 
Shall from this pradiſe, but make hard your heart : 
Beſides, the ſeeing theſe cffeAts will be 
Both noyſome and infectious. 

2 nee. O content thee. 


Enter Piſanio. F evan 
And enemy to:tny Sonnei. How now #iſamo ? 


Dodtor, your ſervice for this time is ended, 
Take your owne way. FR+ 


| 


| Cor, I doe ſuſpe& you, Madam, 
But you ſhall doe no harme. + © » +; / 
ue. Hearke thee a word. oy | 
Cor. I dec not like her. She doth thinke ſhe has 
Strange ling'ring poyſons :1 doe know her ſpirit, 
| And will nottruſt one of her malice; with. = 
A druggeof ſich damn'd Nature: Thoſe the has,  ** , 


Will (tupifieand dult the Senſea while; | 


+ ww 


Then afterward up higher : but there is * de” 
No danger in what ſhey of death it makes, 4 
Morethen the locking up the Spirits a tire, 
To be more freth, reviving. She is fool'd 
| With a moſt falſe effe& ; and I the truer, 


F 
* £ 
1:53 21 


| Soto be falſe with her. 


ne. No further ſervice, Door, 
Vatull I ſend for thee. | 

(or. 1 humbly take my leave. 

Lue. Weepes ſhe ſtill (faiſt thou ? ) 
| Doſt thou thinke in time 
She will not quench, and let inſtructions enter 
Where Folly now poſſeſſes? Doe thou worke 2. - 
When thou thalt bring me word ſhe loyes my Sonne, . 
He tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then - 
' As great as is thy Maſter ; Greater, for 
His Fortunes all [ye ſpeechleſſe, and his name - 
Isatlaft gaſpe. Returne he cannot, nor | 
Continue where he is: To ſhift his being, 
Is to exchange one milery with another,” | 
And every day that comes, comes to decay , _ . 

pet 


Exits 


A dayes worke in him. What ſhalt thou ex 
To be depender on a thigg that leanes ?- © 
Who cannot be new built, nor has no friends 
So much, as but to prop him ? Thou taleſt up 


. 
FAT, 


ITY 
Fivetimes redcem'd from death. I doe not know 
What is more Cordiall, Nay I pretheetake it, 
It isan earneſt ofa farther good _' _ 
That I meaneto thee. Tell thy Miſtris how . ___ 
The caſe ſtands with her : doo'r, as from thy'ſelfe s. ;;. . 
Thinke what a chance thou changeſt on,but thinks . 


[242 5 


' | But when to my good Lord, I prove a! frue, - 


' 1. Thon haſt thy Miſtris ſtill, roo boote, my Sonne, 


Who ſhiſltike notice of thee. Ile move the King, 
To any ſhape of thy Preferment, ſuch ©; 
Asthow'lt deſire : and then my ſelfe,1 chictely, 
That ſet thee on tothis deſert, am bound 


Toloade thy merit richly. Call my women. fit Piſanio 


Thinke on my words. A flye, and conftant knave, . 
Not to be ſhak'd : the Agent for his Maſter,  _ 
Andthe Remembrancer of her, to hold, _ 
The hand faſt co her Lord. I have giyen, him that, 
Whichif hetake, ſhall quite unpeople her Res T 
Of Leidgers for her Sweet :and which ſhe after,.. -._. .. 
Except ſhe bend her humor, ſhall beaſſur'd *: | 
To taſte oftoos,. eo 
Enter Piſatio, avd Ladies. 

So, ſo : Well done, well'done: .. 
The Violets, Cowflippes, and the Prigie-Roſes 
Beare to my Cloffer ; Farethee well, Piſafio, ... 
Thinke on'thy words. It Dice, and L 

Piſa. And ſhall doe : SE einer 
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'- | | He choake wy ſelte: theres all ledoe for yous * "Fair. 
BEET © As © Scene 


Which firſt (percbance) ſhe'll prove on Cats and Dogs,, | 


<<; 


Thou knowſt not what : But take it for thy labour, * ..._. 
{ Itis athing I make, which hath the King Ps 
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The Tragedyof Gmbeline. - 


Scena Septima. 


"ny ms. 
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CI 


_ Enter Imogen alove. 

Ine. A Father crucll, and a Stepdame falſe, 
A fooliſh Suitor to a Wedded Lady, TE, 
That hath her Husband baniſh'd : O, that Husband, 
My ſupreame Crowne of griefe, andthoſe repeated 
Vexations of it. Had I bin Theefe-ttolne, | 
As my two Brothers, happy : but moſt miſcrable 
Is the defire thats glorious. Bleſſed be thoſe 
How meane ſo ere, that have their honeſt wills, 
. Which ſeaſons comfort. Who may this be ? Fye. 


Emer Piſanio, and lachims. 


Piſa. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 

ach, Change you, Madam | 
The Worthy Leonatwis in ſafcty, 
And greets your Highneſle decrely. 

Ins. Thankes good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome . ; 

Zach. All of her, that is out of doore, moſt rich : 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with amind ſo rare, 
She is alone th*Arabian-Bird ; and I | 
Have loſt the wager. Boldnefſe be my Fricnd : 
Arme me Audacity from head to foote, 
Or like the Parthian I ſhall flying fight, 
Rather direaly fiye. . 

| Imogen reds. . 

He id one of the Nobleſt note, to whoſe kindneſſes I am moſt in- 


ftnitely tyed. Refleft non him accordingly, as you vale your 
Le 


. 034! Hd. 
So farre I reade aloud, 
But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm'dby'th'reſt, and take it thankefully, 
You areas welcowe (worthy Sir) as I | 
Have words to bid you,and ſhall finde it ſo 
Inall that I can doe. 
| | fach, Thankes faireſt Lady : % 
Whatare men mad ? Hath Nature given them eyes 
To ſee this valuted Arch, and the rich Crop 
Of Sea, and Land, which can diſtinguiſh twixt 
The firy Orbes above, and the twinn'd Stones 
Vponthe number'd Beach, and can we not 
Partition make with SpeRales fo pretious 
Twixt faire, and foule ? 
Ins. What makes your admiration ? 
ach. It cannotbe ith'eye : for Apes, and Monkeyes 
Twixttewo ſuch Shes, would chatter this way, and 
| Contemne with mowes the other. Nor ith judgement : 
| For Idiots in this caſe of fauour, would 
Be wiſcly definit : Nor ith Appetite. 
Slutcery to ſuch neatc Excellence, oppos'd 
Should make deſire vomit cmprineſle, 
| Not ſoallur'd to feed, F 
Inve. W hat is the matter trow ? 
lach. The Cloyed will : 
That fatiate yet unſatisfi'd deſire, that Tub 
Boe and running : Ravening firſt the Lambe, 
| Longsafter for the Garbage, 
Inse. What, deere Sir, 
Thusrap's you? Are you well? 


—_— 


_— 


——— 


' Tach. Thankes Madam, well: Beſeech you Sir; 
Deſire my Mans abode, where I did leave him ; 
Hes ſtrange and peeviſh. | 
Piſa. I was goingSir, 
To give h m welcome. 
{mo, Continues well my Lord? 

His health beleech you ? 
lach. Well, Madam. | 
{mo. Is hediſpos'd to mirth? T hope he is... 
lach. Excceding pleaſant : none a ſtranger there, 

So merry, and ſo gameſome: he is calld 

The Britaine Reveller. 
imo. W hen he was heere 

He did incline to ſadnefle, and oft times 

Not knowing why. 

 Jach, I never ſaw him ſad, | 

There is a Frenchman his Companion, one 

An eminent Monficur, that it ſeemes much loves 

A Gallian-Girle at home. He furnaces 

The thicke ſides from-him ; whiles the tolly Britaine, 

(Your Lord I meane) laughes froms free lungs: cricsoh, 

Can my fides hold, to thinke that man who knowes 

By Hiſtory, Report, or his owne proote 

W hat woman 1s, yea what ſhe cannot chooſe 

But muſt be ; wills free houres languiſh, 

For afſured bondage? 
imo, Will my Lord ſay ſo? 
lach. 1 Madam, with lis eyes in flood withlaughter, 

It 18a Recreation to be by 

And heare him mocke the Frenchman : 

But heav ns know ſome men are much tooblame, 
{ms. Not heI hope. 

Tach. Not he: 

But yer heavens bounty towards him, might 

Be us'd more thankfully. In hioſelfe tis much; 

In you which I account his beyondall Talents: 

W hilit: Fam bound to wonder, Iam bound 

T 0 pitty too. 
mo, Whatdoe you pitty Sir ? 
1ach, Two Creatures heartily. 

{mo. Am l one Sir? 

You looke on me : what wracke diſcerne you in me 

Deſerves your pitty ? 
lach. Lamentable : what 

To hide me from the radiant Sun, and ſolace 

Ich Dungeon by a Snuffe? 
ime, | pray you Sir, 

Deliver with more opennefſe your anſweres 

To my demands. Why doe you pitty me? 
lach. That others dot 

(I wasabout te ſay)enjoy your ——-but 

It is an othice of the gods to vengeit, 

Not mine ro ſptake ©1'ts 

Imo. Y ou doe ſcemeto know 

Something of me, or what concernes me 3 pray your 

Sincedoubring things goe ill, ofcen hurts more 

Then to be ſure they doe. For Certaintts 

Either are paſt remedies ; or timely knowing, 

The remedy then borne. Diſcover to me 


J. What both you ſpur and ſtop. 


Tach. Had I this cheeke 
To bathe my lips upon :this hand, whoſe touch, 
(Whoſeevery touch) would forcethe feelers ſoule 
To th'oath of Loyalty. This objet,which 
Takes priſoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing itonely heere, ſhouid 1 (damnd then) 


——"_ —_—_ 


Slayer 


| — a 


C—_— 


————_—_—_—_——_ 
—— oa OT 
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—_——_—— 
Me 


Slaver with lippes as common as the ſtaires 
That mount the Capitoll : Ioyne gripes, with hands 
Made hard with hourely falſhood (falſhoed as 
With labour ; ) then by pecping inan eye 
Baſe and illuſtrions as the ſmoaky light 
Thats fed with Rinking Tallow : it were fit 
That all the plagues of h:1l ſhouldart ene time 
Encounter ſuchrevolt. 

imo. My Lord, I feare 
Has forgot Brittaine. 

Hatch. And himſelfe, not 1 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The Beggery-of his change ; but tis your Graces 
That from my muteſt Conſcience, to my tongue, 
Charmes this report out. 

1mo, Let me heare no more. 

lach. O dcereſt Soule:your Cauſe doth ſtrike my heatt 


| With picty, that dotymake me ficke. A Lady 


—— 


— 


faire, and faſten'd to.an Empery . 
ould make the greatſt King double, to be partner'd 


: - - With Tomboyes hyr'd, with thar ſelfe-exhibition 


Which your owne Coffers yeeld : with diſcas'd ventures 
That play with all infirmities for Gold, Ty .” 
Which rottennefle can lend Nature, Such boyl'd ſjuffe 
As well might poyſon Poyſon. Be reveng'd . 


| A Orſhethatbore you, was no Queene, and you 


Recoyle from your great Stocke. 
Imo. Reveng'd: _ - 
How ſhould Ibe reveng'd ? if this be true, 
(As I have ſucha heart, that both mine cares 
Mult not io haſte abuſe ) if it be true, 
How ſhould I be reveng'd ? 
[ach. Should he make me 
Live like Di«»a's Prielt, betwixt cold ſheets; 
W hiles he is valting variable Rampes 
In your deſpight, upon your purſe : revenge it» 
I dedicate my ſelfe to. your ſweet pleaſure, 
More Noble then that runnagate to yaur bed, 
And will continae faſt toyour Aﬀe&tion, 
Stillcloſe, as ſure; DE. 
Im. What hoa, P5{anio? | | 
lach. Let me my ſervice tender on your lippess . 
Ims, Away, I doe condemne mine eares, that haye 
Solong attended thee, If thou wert honourable . 
Thou wouldi(t have told this tale for VYertue, not 
For ſuch an end thou (eele(t, as baſe, asſtrange ; 
Thou wrongſt a Gentleman, who is as farre 
From thy report,as thou from honor : and 
Solicitſt heerea Lady, that diſdaines _ 
Thee, and the Divell alike. What hoa, Fsſavso ? 
The King my father ſhall be made acquainted 
Of thy Aſſaulc : if he ſhall thinke it fit, 
A ſawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
As ina Romiſh Stew, and to expound 
His beaſtly mindeto us; he hatha Court 
He little cares for, and a Daughter,whom 
He not reſpe&s atall. What hoa, Piſevio ? 
[ach. O happy Leenatue I may fay, 
The credit that thy Lady hath of thee 


Deſervesthy truſt, and thy moſt perfe&t goodneſſe 1 


Her affar'd credit, Blefſedliue you long 

A Lady tothe worthieſt Sir, thatever 

Country call'd his; and you his Miſtris, onely | 
For the moſt worthilelt fir. Give me your pardon, ' 
I have ſpoke thisto know if your Atfiance 

Were decpely rooted, and ſhall make your Lord, 


> BS. 


The Tragedyof (ymbelane. = 


: Imo, Iwillwrite: EE; 
. Send your Trunke to me, it ſhall ſafe 
. And truely yeelded you: you're very welcome. Fxewnt- 


| That which heis, new ore; and he is one 
- The trueſt mannier'd: ſuch a holy Witch, 
| That he enchants Societies into hint 
Halfe all mens hearts are his. 
ime. You make amends. EU IVIIONT = + 
Tach. He fits mongit men,like a deſcerided god : 
He hath a kinde of honor ſers him off, . - | 
More thena mortall ſeeming. Be not = 
( Moſt mighty —_ I have adventur'd 
To try your taking of a falſe report, which hath 
Honour'd with confirmation your great Iudgement, 
Inthe ele&ion of a Sir, ſo rare. 
Which you know, cannot erre. The love I beare him, 
Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made you 


| (Vnlikeall others) chaffeleſſe. Pray your pardon. 


imo, Alls well Sir : 
Take;my powre th'Court for yours. 
Tach. My humble thankes : I had almoſt forgot 
T'intrear your Grace, but in a ſmall requeſt, 
And yet of moment too, for it concernes, 
Your Lord, my ſclfe, and other Noble friends 
Are partners iuthe bulineſte: | 
Imo. Pray what 1st? | 
ach. Some dozen Romanes of bs, and your Lord 
(The beſt feather of our wing) have mingled ſummes 
To bay aPreſent for the Emperor : 


| Which 1(the factor for thereſt) have done 
' In France : tis Plate of rare device, and Iewels 


Ofrich, and exquiſite forme, their valewes great, 
AndI am ſomething curious, being ſtrange 
To'have them in ke ſtowage : May it pleaſe you 
Totake them in protections 

Imo, Willingly : 

Andpawne mine honoi for their ſafty, ſince 

My Lord hath intereſt in them, I will kepe them 
In my Bed chamber; | 

Tach:; They are ina Trunke Ty 
Attended by my men : I willmake bold 

To fendthem to you, onely for this night z 

I muſt aboord to morrow, 

Ima. One, no. 

lach. Yes I beſcech: or I ſhall ſhort wy word: 
By length'ning my returne. From Gallia, 

I croſt the Scas on purpoſe, and on promiſe 
Toſec your Grace. _, 

Ime. I thanke you for. your paines'; 

But not away to morrow. 

lach.. O I muſt Madame | | 
Therefore I ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe 

To greet your Lord with writing, doo't to night, 
I have our-ſtood my time, which is materiall 
To'th'tender of our Preſent. 


be kepr, 


eA Tus Setundus, Scana Prima. 


_— 


Enter Cloten, andthe rws Lords. 
[ht. Wasthereever man had ſach lucke? when I kiſt 


dred pound on't; and then a whorfon ray. 


I —_— a— - ——_— _——_ _ 


the Iacke upon an up-caſt, to be hitaway ? I had a.kun- |. 
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muſt take me up for ſwearing, as if I} borrowed mihe 
oathes of him, and might not ſpend them at my pleafure- 

I What got heby that? you have broke his pate with 
your Bowle, , Ty 
© 2 If his wit had bin like him that broke it : it would 
have runal[ out. | LY 
j Clo. Whena Gentleman is diſpos'd to ſweare - 1t 15 
{ notfor any ſtanders by to curtall his oathes. Ha? 

2 No my Lord ; nor crop the cares of them. 

(ot, Whorſondog: I give him fatisfation ? would 
he bad bin one of my Ranke. 

2 To have {mell'dlike a Foole. ; 

"Gor. Lam notvext more at any thing lin thearth : 2 
pox on't, I hadrather notbe ſo Noble as I am: they dare 
not fight with me, becauſe of the Queene my Mother : 
every Iacke-Slave hath his belly fuil of fighting, and I 
muſt goe up and downe likea Cocke, that no body can 
match. -- 

2 Youare Cockeand Capon tooand you crow Cocke, 
with your combe on... 

Clot. Sayeſt thou? = 

2 It isnot fit you Lordſhip ſhould undertake every 
Companion, that you give offence to. ; 

Clet..No, I know that : but it is fit-I ſhould commit 
offence tomy inferiors. 

2 1, it-is fit for your Lordſhipdnely. 

Clotr, Why fo 1 ſay. | 15271 

1 Did you heare of a Stranger thats come to Court to 
night ?,.. 313 
Chet. AStranger, and I not know on t? 
2 Hesa ſtrange fellow himſclfe, and knowes 1t.not. 
I Theresan Italian come; and tis though one of Leona- 
16 friendes. | | | 

Clot. Leonatns Þ A baniſht Raſcall ; and he's another, 
whatſoeyer he be. Whotold you of this Stranger 

x One of your Lordſhips Pages. 

Clot. Is it fitI went tolooke upon him ? Is there no 
derogation in't ? . 

2 Youcannot decogate my Lord, 
Chor, Not cafily I thinke. | | 7 
2 You area Foole granted, therefore your Iſſues being 
fooliſh doe nor derogate; | | 
Clot, Come, Ile goe ſee this Italian: what I have loſt 
to day at Bowles, Ile winne to night of him, Come : go. 
2 lle attend your Lordſhip. | Exit. 
That ſucha crafty Divell as 1s his Mother 
Should yeild the world this Aﬀſe : a woman, that 
Beares all downe with her Braine, and this her Sonne, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 
And leave eightecene. Alss poore Princelſle, 
Thou divine /moge», what thou cndur'it, 
Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame'govern'd, 
A Mother heurcly coyning plots: A Wooer, - 
' More hatefull theh the foule expulſion is * = 
deere husband, Thenthat horrid At 
| Of the divorce,he'ld make the heavens hold firme 
' The walls of rhy deere honor. Keepe unſhak*d 
That, Temple thy faire mind, that thou maiſt ſtand 
Tenjop'thy banifh'd Lord : and this great Land. Fxexre. 


— 


— 


Sceena Secunda, 


—_— 


 ————____—_—_— uy TIO 


Enter Imogen, in ber Bed, and a Lady. 


Tis, Whes there? My woman< Helene? - 
= ” Pleaſe you Madam, La ; 
m0. Whathourcisit ? | 


| 


Lad. Almoſt midnight, Madatn. 
me. I have read three houres then: 
Mine eyesare weake, 4 
Fold downe theleafe where I haveleft : tobed, 
Take not away the Taper, leave it burning : 
And ifthou canſt awake by foure o'th'clocke, 
I prethee call me: Sleepe hath ſeiz'd me wholly. 
To your protection I commend me, gods, 
From Fayries, andthe Tempters of the night," - 
Guard me beleech yce. _ Sleepes, 
Tachimo from the Tranke, 
lach, The Crickets ſing, and mans ore-labor'd ſenſe! 
Repaires it ſelfe by reſt : Our Tarquinethus 
Did ſoftly preflethe Ruſhes, ere he waken'd 
The Chaltity he wounded. (Jjrherea, 
How bravely thou becomlt thy Bed ; frefh Lilly, 
And whiter then the Sheets : that I might touch, 
But kiſſe, one kiſfſe, Rubies unparagon'd, 
How deercly they do't : Tis her breathing that 
Pertumes the Chamber thus? the flame uth' Taper 
Bowes toward her, and would under-peepe her lids. 
To fce th'incloſed Lights, now Canopicd 
Vnder the windowes, White and Azure lac'd 
With Blew of heavens owne tin&, - But my deſigne. 
To notethe Chamber, 1 will write all downe, 
Such,and ſuch pictures : There the-window, ſuch 
Thiadornement of her Bed ; the Arras, Figures, 
Why ſuch, andſuch : andthe Contents oth'Story. 
Ah, but ſoſhe natural} notes about her Body, 
Above ten thouſand meaner Moveabies 
Would teſttfic, t*enrich mine Inventory. 
O ſleepe, thou Ape of death, lye dull upon her, 
And be her Senſe but as a Monument, 
Thus in a Chappell lying, Come off, come off; 
As ſlippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. 
Tis mine, and this will witnefſe outwardly, 
As ſtrongly asthe Conſcience do's within : 
To th'madding of her Lord, Ou her left breſt 
A molc Cinque-ſpotted : Like the Crimſon drops 
th bottome of a Cowſlippe. Heeres a Voucher, 
Stronger then ever Law could make : this Secret 


Will force him thinke I have pick'd the locke, and Yanc | 


The treaſure of her honor. No more : to whatend ? 
W hy ſhouldI write this downe,thats riveteds, 
Screw*d to my memory. She hath bin reading late, 
The Tale of Terew, heere the leafes turn'd downe 
W here Philomele gave up. I have enough, 
Toth Truncke againe, and ſhut the ſpring of it. 
Swift, ſwift, you Dragons of thenight, that dawning 
May beare the Ravens eye: I lodgein feare, 
Though this a heavenly Angell ; hell is beere. 
{ locke Arikes, 
One, two, three : time, time. Exit. 


—_— 


Scana Tertia. 


=_ 7 


— c— — —— —— 


| Enter ( lotten : 4nd Lords. | 
1 Your Lordſhip-isthe moſt patient man'in Iofſe, the 


| moſt coldeſt that tarn'd up Ace. 


Clot, It would make any man cold to looſe. 

1 But notevery man patient after the noble temper of 
your Lordſhip Youare moſt hot,and farious when you 
Winne. - TT / 
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Winning will put any man into courage : if I could get 
this fooliſh /mogey, I ſhould have Gold enough : its al- 
molt morning, 1s't not? 
. 2 Day, my Lord, | 

Cher. T would this Muſicke would come : I am adviſed 
to give her Muficke a mornings, they fay 1t will pene- 
trates Enter CMuſitians.' 
Come on, tune : if youcan penetrate here with your fin- 
gecing,ſorwwelltry with tongue too : if none will doe, let 
her remaine : but Ile never give o're. Firſt, a very excel- 
lent good conceited thing ; after a wonderfull ſweet aire, 
og admirable rich words to it, andthen let -her confi- 

ors 


_—_ CCS 


| | Song. 
Hearke, hearke, the Larke at Heavens gate ſings, 
and Phubm gins ariſe, 


Hu Steeds to water at thoſe Springs 
on chalic'd Flowers that tyes * 
And winking AM ary-buds begin to ope their Golden ezes 
with every thing that pretty is, my Lady ſweet ariſe : 
e1 rsſe 4 iſes 


So, get you gone: if thispenetrate, I will conſider your 
1 Mulicke the better: if it do not, it isa voyce in her cares 
which Horſe-haires, and Calves-guts, nor the yoyce of 
unpaved Eunuchto boot, can never amend. 

Emer Cymbeline, and DO ucene. 

2 Heere comes the King. 

C/or. T am glad I was up fo late, for thats the reaſon 
1 was uplocarely : he cannot chooſe but take this Ser- 
vice I have done, fatherly. Good morrow to your Ma- 
jeſty, and to my gracious Mother. 

Cym, Attcndyou herethedoore of our ſtern daughter 
Will ſhe not forth? 

Clet. | have affail'd her with Muſickes,but ſhe vouch» 
ſafes no notice. ; . 

Cyw. The Exile of her Minions too new 
She hath not yer forgot him, ſome more time 
Muſt weare the print of his remembrance ou, 

And then ſhe's yours. 

Due, You are moſt bound ro'th'King, 

W ho lets goe by no vantages, that may | 
Preferre you to his daughter : Frame your ſelfe 
To orderly ſolicits, and be friended 
Withaptneſſe of the ſeaſon ; make denials 
Encreale your Services: ſo ſeeme, asif 
You were inſpir'd to doe thoſe duties which 
You tender to her : that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your diſmiſlion tends, 
And therein. ou are ſenſclefle. 

Clor, Senſcleile ? Not ſo. 

Mef. So like you (Sir) Ambaſſadors fr from Rome ; 
The one Is (aims Lucie 

Cym. A worthy Fellow, 

Albeit hc comes on angry purpoſe now ; 

Butthat's no fault ofhis : we muſt receive him 

According tothe honor of his Sender, 

Andtowards himſelfe, his gocdnefſe tore-ſpent onus 

Wemult extend our notice : Our deere Sonne, 

When you have given good morning to your Miſtris,' 

Attend the Queene, and us, we ſhall have need | 

T'employ you towards this Romane. 

| Come our Queene. | | E'xennt. 
Chor, If ſhe be up, le ſpeake with her : if nor, | 

Let herlye ſtill, and dreame : by your leave hoa, 


I know her women are about her : what 


If T doeline one of their hands, tis gold 
Which buyes admittance (oft it doth) yea and makes 
Diane's Rangers falſe themſelves, yeeld up 
Their Deere to'th'ſtand o'th Stealcr : and tis gold 
Which makes the True-man kill'd, and faves the Theefe ; 
Nay, ſometime hangs both 1 heefe, and True-man : what 
n1tnot doe, and undoo 3 I will make 
One of her women Lawyer to me,for 
[ yet not underſtand the caſe my {elfe. 
By your leave. Knockers, 
Enter a Leaj. 
Lad. Who's there that khockes? 
Clat, A Gentleman. 
Lad. Nomore » | 
Cor, Yes, and a Gentlewomans Sonne., 
Lad, Thats more 
Then {ome whoſe Taylors are as deere as yours, 
Can juſtly boaſt of ; whats your Lordſhips pleaſure ? 
Cor. Your Ladies perſon, is ſhe ready ? 
Lad. I,to keepe her Chamber. 
Cot. There is gold for you, 
Sell me your gocd report; 
Lad. How my good name? or to report of you 
What I ſhall thinke is good. The Princefle. 


Emer Imogen. 


Clost, Good morrow faireſt, Siſter your ſweet hand. 
imo, Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much paines 
For purchaſing but trouble - the thankes 1 give, 
Istelling you that 1 am poore of thankes, 
And ſcarſe can ſpare them, $ 
(ot. Still I ſweareT love you. 
{mo. If you but ſaid ſo, twere as deepe with me : 
If you ſgeare ſtill, your recompence is till 
That [ regard it not. 
Cit This isno anſwer. 


I would not ſpeake. I pray youſpare me,faith 
I ſhall unfold equall di{courtefie 
To your beſt kindneſle : one of your great knowing 
Should tearne (being taught) forbearance. 

Clet. To lcaveyou in your madneſle, twere my inne, 
I will nor. 

Imo, Fooles are not mad folkes. 

(er. Doc you call mefoole? 

Ims, ASTam mad1T doe: 
If you'll be patient, Ile no more be mad, 
Thatcures us both. Iam much ſorry (Sir) 
You put meto forget a Ladies manners 
| By being ſo verball : and learne now, for all, | 
That I which know my heart, doe heere pronounce 
By ti*very truth of it, I care not for you, 
Andam ſo neere the lacke of Charity 
Toaccuſe my ſelfe, I hate you : which I had zather 
Youfelt, then make'c my boait. 
Cor. You finne againſt 
Obedience, which you owe your father, for 
'The Contract youpretend with that baſe Wretch, 
One, bredof Almes, and foſter'd with cold diſhes] 
With ſcraps oth'Court : It is no Contract, none; 
And though it be allowed in meaner parties _ 
(Yet who then he more meane)-to knit their ſoules 


ken A 


But Brats and Beggery) inſelfe-figur'd knot, 
Yet youare curb'd from that enlargement, by 


me. But that you ſhall not ſay, I yeeld being ſilent, | 


(On whomthere is no more dependancy : 
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The conſequence oth' Crowne, and mult not foyle 
The preciousnote of it ; with a baſe Slave, 
A Hilding for a Livory, a Squires Cloth, 
A Pantler ; not ſo eminent. 

Imo. Prophane Fcllow : 
Werr thou the Sonne of /pitey, and vo more, 
But what thou art beſides: thou wer'ttoo bale, 
To be his Groome : thou wer't dignified enough 
Even to the point of Envy, Iftwere made 
Comparative for your Vertues, to be {tid 
The under Hangman of bis Kingdome; and hated 
For being prefer'd ſo well. 
C/ot. The South-Fog rot him. 
Imo, He never can meete more miſchance, then come 


 Tobe but nam'd of thee. His meaneſt Garment 


That ever hath but clipt his body , is dearer 
In my reſpe&, then all the haires above thee, 
Were they yt made ſuch men ; How now 7a» ? 
| Enter Piſamo. 
Chet. His Garment ? Now the divell. 
Imo. To Dorothy my woman hyethee preſently. 
Cot. His Garment? 
Ime. 1 am ſprighted with a Foole, 
Frigbted, andangred worſe : Goe bid my woman 


' Search for a Iewell, that too caſually 


' Hathlef mine Arme : it was thy Maſters. Shrew me 
IFI would loſe it for a Revenew, 
Of any Kings in Europe. 1 doe thinke, 
Iſfaw't this morning : Confident I am, 
Laitnight twas on mine Arme: I kiſs'd it, 
I hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That I kifſe aught but him. 
Piſa. Twillnot be loſt, 
Ims. I hope ſo : goe andſcarch. 
Chex. Youlaycabusd me: 
His meancſt Garment? 
Ime. 1,1 ſaid fo Sir, 
If you will make't an Action, call witneſle to'r. 
Clot. I will enforme your Father. 
Imo. Your Mother too : 
Shes my good Lady ; and will conceive, I hope 
But the worſt of me. Sol leave your Sir, 


|  Scana Quarta. 


Emer Poſthnmns, and Philari. 


Poft, Feare it not Sir : I would TI were ſo ſure 
Towinne the King, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remaine hers. 

Pol. What meanes doe you make to him ? 

Peſt. Not any : bur abide the change of Time, 
Quake in the preſent winters ſtare, and wiſh 
That warmet dayes would come : In theſe fear'd hopes 
[ barely gratifie your love; they fayling 
| I muſt dye mach your debtor. 

Phil. Your very goodnefle, and your company, 
Ore payesall I can doe, By this your King, 
| Hath heard of Great Augnits : Cains Lucim, 

Will do's Commiilion throngbly. And Ithinke 


Toth'worſt of diſcontent. Exit. 
Choe. Ile bereveng'd : 
His meaneſt Garmeni? Well. E xit. 


\$ 
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I 


—— 


Hee'le grant the Tribute : ſendth' Arrerages, 
rlooke upon our Romances, whoſe remembrance 
Is yet freſh in their griefe. 

Poz?. I doe beleeve | 
(Stariſt though 1am none, nor like to be) 

That this will prove a Warre ; and you ſhall heare 

The Legion now in Gallia, ſooner landed 

In our not-fearing-Britaine, then have tydings 

Of any penny Tribute paid. Onr Countrymen 

Are men more order'd then when [wii Ceſar 

Smil'd at their lacke of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at. T heir diſcipline, 

(Now mingled with their courages) will make knowne 
To their Approvers, they are People, ſuch 

That mend uponthe world. Enter Jachims., 

Phil. See Iachimo. 

Poſt. The ſwitteſt harts, have poſted you by land ; 
And Windes of all the Corners kif{s'd your Sailes. 
To make your veſſeil nimble, 

Phil. Welcome Sir. 

Poſ#. 1 hopethe briefeneſſe of your anſwer, made 
The ſpeedineſle of your returne, 

: Jach. Your Lady, 
Is one of the feyreſt that I have look'd upon 

Peſt, And therewithall the beſt, or let her beauty 
Looke thorovgha Caſement to alluce falſe hearts, 
And be falſe withthem. 

lJach. Heereare Letters for you. ; 
Poſt. Their renure good I trult. 
lach. Tisvery like. | 
Po. Was Cains Lucius jn the Britaine Court, 
When you were there ? 
{ach, He was expecedthen, 


Butnotapproach'd. 


Poſt. Allis well yet, 
Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or 1s't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 
lach. If T have loſt it, 
I ſhould haveloſt the worth of it in Cold, 
Ile makea journey twice as farre, r'enjoy 
A ſecond night of fuch ſweet ſhortneſle, which 
Was mine in Britaine, for the Ring is wonne, 
Poft. The Stones too hard tocome by. c 
[ach, Not a whit, 
Your Lady being ſo caſe. 
Pot, Make not Sir, 
Your loſle, your Sport : I hope you know that wg 
Mult not continue friends. 
Tach. Good Sir, we muſt 
If you keepe Covenant”: had I not brought 
The knowledge of your Miſtris home, I grant 


| We were to queſtion farther ; but Inow 


Profcfſe my ſelfe the winner ot her honor, 
Together with your Ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, baving proceeded but 
By both your willes, | 

Poſt. If you can mak*t apparant 
That you have taſted her in Bed ; my hand, 
And Ring is yours. If nor, the foule opinion 
You had of her pure honor : gaines,or looſes, 
Your Sword, or mine, or Maſterleſſe leave both 


To who ſhall finde them, 


Tach. Sir, my Circumſtances 


{ Being ſo nerethe.truth, as I will makethem, 


Maſt firft induce you to belceve : whoſe ſtrength: 
I will confirme with oath, which I doubt not IM 
our: 
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You'll giveme leave to ſpare, when you ſhall finde 
You neede ir not, 

Poſt. Proceed. 

lach. Firſt, her Bed-chamber _ 
(Where confeſſe I ſleptnot, but profeſic 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd 
With Tapiſtry of Silke, and Silver, the Story 
Proud Cleoparra, when ſhe met her Roman, 
And Cidzus ſwell'd above the Bankes, or for 
The prefle of Boates, or Pride ; A peece of Worke 
So bravely done, ſo rich, that it did ſtrive 
In Workemanſhip, and Value, which I wonder'd 
Could be ſo rarely, and exactly wrought 
Since the true life on*t was 

PoF}. This is true 2 | 
And this you might have heard of heere, by me, 
Or by ſome other. 

[ach, Moreparticulars = 
Muſt juſtifie my knowledge. 

Poſt. So they mult, 

Or doe your Honour injury. 

Tach: The Chimney : 

Is South the Chamber; and the Chimney-peece 
Chaſte Dian, barbing : never ſaw I hgures 

So likely to report themſelves; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumbe, out-went her, 
Motion, and Breath left ont. 

Poft., This is a thing 
W hich you might from Relation likewiſe reape, 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. 

lach. The Roofe o'th*Chamber, : 
With golden Cherubins is fretted, Her Andirons 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Silver, each on one foote ſtanding, nicely 
Depending on their Brands. 

Poſt. This is her honor : 
Let it begranted you have ſeene allthis (and pratle 
Be givento your remembrance)the deicriprion 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faves 
The wager you have laid. 

lach. Then if you can 


| Be pale, I begge but leave toayre this Ieweil : See, 


And nov tis up againe : it muſt be married 
Torbat your Diamond, Lle keepe them. 
Poſt: love 
Once morcict me bchold it : Is it that 
W hich 1lett «ith her 2 
lach. Sir (Tthanke her) that 
She {trint it from her Arie : Iſee her yet 
Her pretty Action, did out-ſell her guitr, 
And yet enriclid i: too : the gave it me, 
And {aid, ſhe pr1z'd it once. 
Poſt, May be, ſhepluck'dit off 
To ſend it me 
lach, She writes ſoto you? doth ſhe ? 
PoF. Ono, no, no, tis true. Heere, take this t©0, 
It isa Baſiltske unto mine eye, 
Killes me to looke on'c : Let there be no Honor, 
W herc there is beauty : Truth, where ſemblance : Love, 
Where theres another man. The Vowes of Women, 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Then they are totheir Vertues, which is nocthiug : 
O, above meaſure falſe. 
Phil, Have patience Sir, 
And take your Ring againe, tis not yet wonne 3 
It may be probable ſhe loſt it; or 


Coon gr 


—_ 


Who knowes if one of her women, being corrupted 
Hath ſtolne ir from her. 

Post. Very true, 
And ſo 1 hope he came by'r : backe my Ring, 
Render to me ſome corporall ſigne abour her 
More evident then this : for this wat ſtole. 

ach. By lupiter, I had ir from her Arme. 


1301 


Pot. Hearke you, he ſweares : by Iapiter he ſwearess 


Tis true, nay keepe the Ring ; cis true : I amdure 
She would not looſe it : her Attendants are 

All ſworne, and honorable :they induc'd to fteale it ? 
And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enjoy'd her, 

The Cognifance of her incontinency” 


Is this:{he hath bought the name of W hore,thus deerely 


There, take thy hyre, and all-the fiends of hell 
Divide themſelves betweene you . 

Phil. Sir, be patient : 
This is not Rrong <£nongh to be beleev'd 
Of one per{iwaded well of. 

Poſt. Never taike on't : 
She bath bin colted by him. 

lach. If you ſeeke 
For farther ſatisfying; under her Breaſt | 
{ Worthy her preſſing) lyesa Mole, right proud 
Ot that moſt delicate Lodging. By my life 


Tkift ir, and itgave me preſent hunger 


To feede againe, though full, Youdoe remember 
This ſtaine upon her ? 


Poſt. 1,and it doth confirme 


| Another ſtaine, as bigge as Helican hold, 


Were there no more but it. 
Tech. Will you heare more ? 
Peoft. Spare your Arithmeticke, _ 
Nevcr cou nt the Turnes : Once, anda Million, 
lach. We be ſworne. 
Poſt. No ſwearing : 
If you will ſ{weare you have not done't, youlye, 


| And I will kilt thee ifthou doſt deny 


Thou'it made me Cuckoltd. 
ach, Ile deny nothing. 


Peſt. Otirar I had her heere,ta teare her Limb-meale ; 


1 will goe there and doo't, ith'Court, before 
Her father. Ile doe ſomething. 

Fil. Quite belides. 
The goverment of Patience. You have wonne : 
Lets tollow him, and pervert the preſent wrath 
He hath againſt himſclfe. 

lach. With all my heart. 


Emer Poſthumus, 


Poſt. Ts there no way for Men tobe, but Women 
Muſt be halfe-workers ? We are all Baſtards, 
Andthat moſt venerabie man, which I 
Dih call my father, was, I know nor where 
W hen I was ſtampt. Some Coyner with his Tooles 
Made me a counterfeit : yet my Mother ſcem'd 
The Dian of that time :{odoth my Wife _ | 
The Non-pareill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengemce | 
Me of my lawfull pleaſure ſhe reftrain'd, 
And pray'd'me oft forbearance : did it with 
A pudency ſoReſic, the {weer view on't 
Might well have warm'd old Saturne ; 

That I thought her | Oy 
As Chaſte, as un-Sunn'd Snow. Oh, all the divels! 
'This yellow /achimo 10 an houre, was't not? 


_Os 


Exit, 
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Orleſſe 3 at firit ? Perchance he ſpoke not, but 

Like a full Acorn'd Boare, a Iarmen on, . 

Cry'de oh, and mounted , found no eppoſition 

4 But what he look'd for, ſhould oppole, and ſhe 
Should from encounter guard, Could I find out 

The Womans partin me, for theres no motion 

| That cends to vice in man, but | allirme | 

It is the Womans part : be ir Lying, note it, 

The womans : Flattering, hers : deceiving, hers: 
Luſt, and ranke thoughts, hers, hers : Revenges hers: 
Ambitions, Coverings, change of Prides, Diſdaine, 
Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability : | 

' All faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knowes, 
Why hersin part, or al! : but rather all. For even to Vice 
They are not conſtant, but are changing {tl ; 

One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not halfe ſo old as that. Ile write againſt them, 
Deteſt them, curſe them : yet tis greater Skill 

In a true Hate, to.pray they have their will ; 


The very Divels cannot plaguerhem better. mp 
xit, 


— 


A tus Tertins. Scena Prima. 


_— 


Enter in State, Cymbeline, 2 ugen:, Clotten, and Lords at 
one doore, and at another, Cains, Lucins, 
and Attendants. 


(517. Now ſay, what would Auguftme Coſar withus? 
Luc. When Into Ceſar (whole remembrance yer 
Lives in mens eycs,and will to Eares and Tongues 
| Be Theatne, and hearing ever (was in this; Britaine, 
And Conquer'd it, Ca//ibelas thine Vnkle 
(Famous in Ceſars prayſes, no whit lefle 
Then in his Feats deſerving it) for him, 
And his Succeſſion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yeerely three thouſand pounds ; which (by thee) lately 
Is left untender d. | 
One. And to kill the mervyaile, 
Shall be ſo ever. 
Clot. There be many Ceſar, 
Ere (uch another [n/iuu : Britasve's a world 
By itſelfe, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our owne Nolcs. 
nee. That opportunity 
Which then they had torake from's, to reſume 
We have againe. Remember Sir, my Liege, 
The Kings your Anceſtors, together with 
' | The Naturall bravery of your Ile, which ſtands 
As Neptunes Parke, ribb'd, and pal'd in 
With Oakes unskaleable, and roaring Waters, 
With Sands that will not beare your Enemies Boates 
Bur ſucke them up to'th'Top-maſte A kind of Conqueſt 
Ceſars made heere, but made net heere his bragge 
Of Came, and Saw, and Overcome : with ſhame 
(The firſt that ever touch'd him) he was carried 
From off our Coaſt, twice beaten 3 and his Shipping 
' (Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas 
Like Egge-thels, mov'd upon their Surgescrack'd 
As cafily gainſt our Rockes. For joy whereof, 
The fam'd Caſſibelar, who was once at point 
(Oh giglet Fortune) ro maſter C:ſars Sword, 
Made Luds-Towne with rejoycing Fires bright, 


And Briztaines ſtrut with Courage, 

(for. Come, theres no more Tribute to be paid? our 
Kingdome is ftronger then it was at that time ; and (as I 
{aid) there is no mere ſuch ( «ſars, other of them may 
have crook'd Noſes, but to owe ſuch ſtraite Armes, none. 

Cym, Son, let your Mcther end. 

/*or. We have yet many among us, can gripe as hard 
as Caſſtbelay, I doe not ſay I am ore : but have a hand. 
Why Tribute > Why ſhould we pay Tribute? -If Ceſar 
can hidethe Sun from us witha Blanket,or put the Moone 
in his pocket, we will pay him Tribute for light : elſe Sir, 
no more Tribute, pray you now. : 

(ym, You muſt know, 

Till the injurious Romans, did extort 

This Tribute from us, we were free. («/ars Ambition, 
Which ſyeli'd fo much, that it did almoſt ſtretch 

The ſides o'th'W orld, againſt all colour heere, 

Did put the yoakeupon's: which to ſhake off 

Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 

Our ſelves to be, we doe. Say then to Cajar, 

Our Anceftor was that CHn/mntine, which 

O1dain'd our Lawes, whoſe uſe the Sword of Ceſar 
Hath too much mangled: whoſe repayre, and franchiſe, 
Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed, 


Tho Rome be therfore angry. Mx/murim made our lawes 


Who was the firlt of Br#tasze, which did put 
His browes within a golden Crowne, and call'd 
Himſelfte a King. 

Lac. Tam ſorry ( ymbeline, 

That ] am to pronounce e-4 wyullau Caſar 

( Ceſar, that hath more Kings his Servants, then 
Thy ſelte Domeſticke Oificers) thine Enemy ? 
Receive it from methen. Warre, and Confuſion 
In Ce/ar's name pronounce T'gainſt thee:Looke 
For fury, not co be reſiſted, Thus defide, 

I thanke thee for my ſelfe, 

Cym, Thouart welcome ( ai, 

Thy Ca/ar Knighted me ; my yourh I ſpent 

Much under him : of him, I gather'd Honour, 

W hich he, to ſeeke of me againe, perfocrce, 
Behooves me keepear utterance. Iam perfect, 

That the Pannonians and Dalmartians, for 

Their Liberties arenow in Ares : a Preſident 
Whichnot to reade, would ſhew the Britaines cold : 
So («ſar ſhall not find them. 

Luc. Let proofe ſpeake. 

Cat, His Majchy biddes you welcome. Make paſtime 
with usa day, or two, or longer : if you fecke us after- 
wards in other tearmes, you ſhall finde us in our Salt- 
water-Girdle : if you beate us out of it,it is yours : if you 
fall in theadventure, our Crowes ſhall fare the better for 
you : and theresan end. 

Lec, Sofir, 

Cy. Tknow your Maſters pleaſure, and he mine : 

All the Remaane, is welcome. 
EXxennt- 


Scena Secunda. 


PCC _ 0 


"Enter Piſania reading of @ Letter, 
Piſ. How? of Adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
W hat Monſters her accuſe ? Leonaru ; 


Oh Maſter, what a ſtrange infe&ion 
Is 


om 
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Is falne into thy eare ? Whar falſe Italian, Twixt houre, and houre ? 


(As poyſonous tongu'd, as handed) hath prevaild _ Pi. One ſcore twixtSun, and Siin, | 

On thy too ready hearing ? Diftoyall? No. Madam'scnough for you : and too much too. | 
She's puniſh'd for her Truth; and undergoes 1mo. Why, onethat rode to's Execntion Man 

More Goddeſſe-like, then Wife-like ; tuch Afaults Could never goo ſlow : I have he:rd of Riding wagers, | 
As would take in ſome Vertue. Oh wy Maiter, | Where Horſes have bin nimbler then the Sands 

Thy mind to her, is now as lowe, as were That runrth' Clocks behalfe. Bur this is Fooirie, 

Thy Fortunes. How? That I ſhould murther her, Go, bid my Woman faignea Sicknefle, ſay 

Vpon the Love, and Truth, and Vowes ; which I Shc'le home to her Father , and provide me preſently 
Have made fo thy command ? I her ? Her blood ? | A Riding Suit: Nocoſtlier then would fit 

It it be ſo, to doe good fcrvice, never . _ | A Franklins Huſwite. 
Let me be counted ſerviceable. How looke I, Piſ. Madam, you're beft conſider. 

That I ſhould feeme to lacke humanitie, 1m. I {ce before me (Man) nor heere, nor heere, 

So much as this Fact comes to ? Doo' ; The Letter. Nor what enſues but havea Fog in them 

T hat I have ſent her , by her owne command , That I cannot looke through. Away, I prythee, 

Shal give thee opportwnitie, Oh damn'd paper, Doas l bid thee : T here'sno more to lay : 

Blacke as the Inke that's on thee : ſeaſcleſſe baudle, Acccilible is none but Milford way . Exeunt, 


Art thou a Faxdarie for this at; and Ilook'ft 

So virgin-like without? Loe here ſhe comes- _ - _ 
Enter [mogen. "I 

| Tam ignorant in what I am commanded. Scana Ter Ha, 

Imo. How now Piſano? a v | FRET 

Piſ. Madam, heere isa Letter from my Lord. | 


Im. Who! thy Lord? Thatis my Lord Leonatr ? Enter Belarus, Guideriue, and eArviragia. 
Oh; learn'd indeed were that Aſtronomer | | 
That knew the Starres, as I his Characters, Bel. A goodly day, not to keepe houſe with ſuch, 
Heel'd lay the Future open. You good GoJs, W hoſe Roote's as low as ours : Sleepe Boyes, this gate 
Let what is heere contain'd, relliſh of Love, Inftruts you how t'adorethe Heavens; and bowes you | 
Of my Lozds health: of his content : yet not Toamornings holy office. -The Gates of Monarchcs 
That we two are a ſtmder, let that grieve him ; Are Arch'd lo high, that Giants may jet through 
Some griefesare medcinable, that1s one of them, And keepe their impious Turbaiids on, withour 
For it doth phyfſicke Love, of bis content, Good morrow tythe San. Haile thou faire Heaven, 
All but in that. Good Wax, thy kave : bleſt be We houſe 'th*Rocke, yet uſe thee not ſo bardly 
You Bees that make theſe Lockes of counſaile. Lovers, | As prouder liversdo. | 
And men in dangerous Bondes pray not alike. Guid. Haile Heaven» | 
Though Forfeytours you caſt in priſon, yet Arwvw, Haile Heaven. | 
You claſpe young Cnpids Tables ; good Newes Gods. Bela, Now for our Mountaine ſport, up to yond hill 


| Your legges are young : lle tread theſe Flats, Conſider, 
| Pfeice, ard your Fathers wrath ( ſhould hee take mee in by | When you above perceiveme like a Crow, 

Dommion) could not be ſocrnell tome, as yow , (oh thedee- | Tharit is Place, which leſſen's and ters off 
reit of (reatares ) wemld even renew mewith yourejes. Take | And you may then revolve what Tales I have told you, 
xotice that [ am 12 Cambria at Milford-Haven : what your | Of Courts of Princes; ofthe Trickes is Warre. 
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owne Love, will out of this adviſe ;ou, follow, So he wiſhes you | This ſervice, isnot Service ;ſo being done, 
all bappineſſe, that remanies loyall to hus Vow, and your excrea- | Bur being ſoailowed. To apprehend thus, 
ſing in Love. Leonatus Poſthumus. Drawes us aprofit from all things we lee ; 
| And often to our comfort, ſhall we fiude 
Oh for a Horſe with wings : Hear'lt thou P:ſao ? | The ſharded-Beetle, ina ater hold 
E | He isat Miitord-Haven : Read, and tell me | Then is the full-wing'd Eagle, Oh this life, 
4 How farre tis thicher. If one of meane affaires Is Nobler, thenattending for a checke : 
Y May.plod it in a weeke, why may not [ Richer, then doing nothidg for a Babe : 
[: | Glide thitherin aday ? Then true P5far50. FE Prouder, then ruſtling in unpayd-for Silke : 
E: { Wholong'|tlike me, to ſee thy Lord z who long ſt Such gaine the Cap of him, that males hirn fine, 
= (Oh let me bate) bur not like me z yer long'lt Yet kcepes his Booke uncroſs'd, nolife to ours. 
F ' Bur ina fainter kinde. Oh not like me : G#i. Out of your proofe you ſpeak:we poort unfledg'd 
For mine's beyond, beyond : ſay , and ſpeake thicke Have never wing'd from view o'ch'nefſt ;nor know not 
(Loves Counfailor ſhould fill the bores of hearing, Whar Ayre's from home, Hap'ly this lite is beſt, 
To'th* ſmothering of the Senſe) how farre its (If quit life be beſt) ſwcerer to you 
To this fame bletled Milford. And by*th' way Thar havea ſharper knowne. Well correſponding 
Tell me how Wales was made ſo happy,as With your ſtiffe Age ; but unto vs, it is 
 T'inheriteſuch a Haven. Bur firſt of all, A Cell of Ignorance: travailing abed, 
| How we may ſteale from hence : andfor the gap APriſon or a Debtor, that not dares 
That we ſhall make in Time, from our hence-going, | To ſ{tridealimit. 


And our returne, toexcuſe: but firſt, how get hence. Arvi. What ſhould we ſpeake of | 
| Why ſhouldexcuſe be borne or cre begot ? When we areold as you? When we ſhall heare 
Weele talke of that heereafter,Prythee ſpeake, The Raine and winde beate darke December How 


How many ſcore of Miles may we well ride 


Inthis our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 
| EE: .---- The \ 
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The Traged: 


eofGymbeline, 


| The freezing houres away ? We haveſcene nothing: | 
Weare fi 


. beaſtly ; ſubtle as the Fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolfe, for what we cate : 
Our Yalour is to chace what flyes : Our Cage 
E makea Quire, as doth the priſon'd Bird, 
And fing our Bondage freely. 
Bel. How you ſpeake? 
Did you but know the Cittics Varies, - 
And feltthem knowingly + the Art o'th' Court, 
As hardto leave, as keepe : whoſe top toclimbe 


| Iscertaine falling : or ſo flipp'ry, that 


The feare's as bad as falling. The toyle o'th' Warre, 
A paine that onely ſecmes ro ſecke our danger 

Ih name of Fame,and Honour, which dyes ith' ſearch, 
And hath asofta ſland'rous Epitaph, 

As Record of faire At. Nay, many times 

Doth ill deſerve by doing well : what's worſe _ 
Maſt curt'fie at the Cenſure. Oh Boyes,this Storic 
The world may reade in me : My bodie's mark'd 
With Roman Swords; and my report, was once 
Firſt, with the beſt of Note. Cymbelme lov'd me, 
And when a Souldier was the Theame, my name 

Was not farre off : then was Lasa Tree _ : 
-Whoſe boughes did bend with fruit. Butin one night, 
A.Storme, or Robbery (call it what you will) 

Shooke downe my mellow hangings : nay my Leaves, 
And left me bare to wearher. 

Gui. Vncertaine favour, : 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I havetold you oft) 
But that tiwo Villines, whoſe falſe Oathes prevail'd 
Before my perfc& Honor, ſwore to Cymbetine, 

I was Confederate with the Romanes : ſo 

Followed my Baniſhment,and thistwenty yeeres, 

This Rocke, and theſe Demeſnes, have bene my World , 
Where [ have liv'd at honeſt freedome, payed 

More pious debts to Heaven, then in all 

The fore-cnd of my time. But, up to'th Monntaines, 
This is not Hunters Language ; he that ſtrikes 
The Veniſon firſt, ſhall be the Lord o'ch* Feaſt, 
Tohim the other two ſhall miniſter, 

And we will feareno poyſon, whichattends 

In place of greater State': 

lle meete you in the Valleyes. 

How hard its to hide the ſparkes of Nature ? 
Theſe Boyes know little they are Sonnes to'th' King, 
Nor {'ymbehne dreames that they arealive. 

They thinke they are mine, 

And though train'd up thus meanely 

Frh* Cave, whereon the Bow thcir thoughts do hit, 
The Roofes of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 

In ſimple and low things, ro Prince it, mach 

Beyond the tricke of others. This Pa/adver, 


E xennt. 


' The heyre of Cymbel/me and Britaine, whom 


The King his Father calPd Gaider1s. Tove, 

When on my three-foot {toole I fit, and tell 

The warlike feats I have done, his ſpirits fly out 
Into my ſtory : fay thus mine Enemie fell, 

And chusI ſet my foote on's necke, eventhen 

The Princely blood lowes in his Cheeke, he ſweats, 
Straines his young Nerves, and puts himſclfe in poſture 
Thatatsmy words, The younger Brother Caawal, 
Once Arviragss. in as like 2 figure 

Strikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhewes much more 

| His owne conceyuing, Hearke, the Game is rowsd, 
Oh Cymbeline, Heaven and my Conſcience knowes 


Thoudid'ſt unjuſtly baniſh me : whereon 


| 


— 


Atthree, and two yeercs old, 1ſtole theſe Babes, 
Thinking to barre thee of Succeſſion, as 

Thou refts me of my Lands.Ewriphile, 

Thou was'ttheir Nurſe, they took thee fortheir mother 
And every day do honor to. her grave: 

My ſclfe Belarixs,thatam organ call'd 

They take for Naturall Father. The Game is up. Exit. 
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Enter Piſanio aud Imogen. 


ime. Thou told'lt me when we came fro horſe, the place 
Was neerear hand : Ne're longd my Mother ſo 
To ſceme firſt, asI have now: Piſanio, Man : 
W here is Poſthumus ? What is in thy mind 
That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefore breakes that ſigh 
From th'inward of thee? One, One, but painted thus 
Would be inrerpretedathing preplex'd 
Beyond ſelfe- explication. Put thy ſelfe 
Intoa haviour of leſle feare, ere wildneſſe 
Vanquiſh my ſtayder Senſes. What's the matter ? 
Why tender'ſt thou that Paper to me, with 
A looke untender ? Ift be Summer Newes 
Smile roo't before : if Winterly, thou nced'ſt 
But keepe that count'nance ſtill. My Husbands hand? 
That Drug-damn'd Italy, hath out-craftied him, 
And hee's at ſome hard point, Speake man, thy Tongue 
May take off ſome extremitie, which to reade 
Would be even mortall to me, 

Psſ. Pleaſe you reade, 

Aud you ſhall finde me (wretched man) a thing 


| The moſt diſdain'd of Fortune. 


Imogenreades. 
Fh Mitru(Piſanio) bath playde the Strumpet in my 
Bed; the Teftimonies whereof,tjes bleeding in me. 1 fpeak 
not out of weake Surmiſes, but from proofe as ftrong as my 


| griefe, and as certeing as I expett my Revenge, T hat part thou 


(Piſanto) muſt ate for me, if thy faith be not tainted with the 
breach of hers ; letibine owne hands take away her life : 1 ſpall 
give thee opportunity at Milford Haven, She hath my Letter 
for the purpoſe ; where, if thou feare to ſtrike, and to make mee 
certaine #t # done, thou art the Pander to ber diſhononr , and 
equallyto me diſloyall. 


Pif. What ſhall I needtodraw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her throat already ? No, tis ſlander, 
Whoſe edge is ſharper then the Sword, whoſe tongue 
Out-venomes all the Wormes of Nyle, whoſe breath 
Rides on the poſting windes, and dothbelye 
All corners of the World. Kings,Queenes,and States, 
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 
This viperous ſlanderenters, What cheere Madam? 
{mo, Falſe to his Bed? Whar is itto be falſe ? 
Tolye in watch there, andro thinke on him ? 
To weepe twixtclock and ciock? If ſleep charge Nature, 
Tobreake it witha fearefull dreame of him, 
And cry my ſelfe awake ? That's falſe to's bed? Is it? 
Piſa. Alas good Lady. 
Imo. 1 falſe > Thy Conſcience witneſle : Zachimo, 
Thou didd'ſt accuſe him of Incontinencie, 
Thou then look*d(t like a Villaine : now,me _— 
Y 
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Thy favours good enough. Some Iay of Italy _ 

(W hoſe mother was her painting) hath betraid him : 
Poore I am ſtale, a Garment out of faſhion, 

And for Iam richer then to hang by th* walles, 

I mnſt be ript : To peeces with me: Oh 1 _ 

Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All good ſeeming 
By thy revolt (oh Husband) ſhall be thought 

Put on for Villainy ; not borne where't growes, 

But worne a baite for Ladies, 

Piſa. Good Madam, heare me. 

Ims. True honeſt men being heard, like falſe e/£xeas, 
Were in histime thought falſe : and Syn07s weeping 
Did ſcandall many a holy teare : tooky pitty 
From moſt true wretchednſſee, So thou, Pofthumus 
Wilt lay the leven to all proper men; _ 

Goodly, and gallant, ſhall be falſe and periur'd 

From thy great faile : Come Fellow, be thou honeft, 
Do thou thy Maſters bidding. W hen thou fſceſt him, 
Alittle witneſſe my obedience. Looke 

Idraw the Sword my felte, take it and hit 

The innocent Mantion of my Love (my Heart; ) 

Feare not,tis empty of all things, but Griete : 

Thy Maſter is not there, who was indeede 

The riches of it. Do his bidding , ſtrike, 

Thou mayſt be valiant in a better caufe z 


| But now thon ſcem'ſt a Coward. 


Piſ. Hence vile Inſtrument, 
Thou ſhalt not damne my hand- 
Inmo. Why, I muſtdye: 
And if I donot by thy hand, thou art | 
No Servant of thy Maſters, Againlt Selfe-ſlaughter, 
There is a prohibition ſo Divine, 


Obedient as the Scabbard. W hat is heere, 

The Scriptures of the Loyall Leonarrs, 

All turd to Hereſie? Away, away 

Corrupters of my Faith, you ſhall no more 

Be Stomachers to my heart : thus may poore Foctes 
Belceve falſe Teachers : Though thoſe that ace berraid 
Do feele the Treaſon ſharpely, yet the Traitor 
Standsin worſe caſe of woe, And thou Poſthumm, 

T hat didd'ſt ſet up my diſobedience *gainſt the King 


| My Father, and makes me put into contempt the ſuites 


Of Priacely Fellowes, ſhalt hereafter finde 

It isno at of common paſlage, but 

A ftraine of Rareneſle : and I greeve my ſelfe, 

To thinke, whenthou ſhalt be diſedg'd by her, 

That now thou tyreſt on, how thy memory 

Will then be pang'd by me, Prythee diſpatch , 

The Lambe entreats the Butcher. W her's thy knite? 
Thouartto flow to do thy Maſters bidding 


' WhenlT deſire it too. 


Piſ. Oh gracious Lady 2 
Since I receiv'd command to dothis buſineſle, 
I have not ſlept one winke, 
Imo, Doo't, and to bed then. 
P:ſ. Tie wake mine eye-balles firſt. 
Inv. Wherefore then | 


| Didd'ſt undertake it ? W hy haſt thou abus's 


So many Mil:-s, with a pretence? This place ? 

Mine Action ? and thine owne ? Our Horſes labour ? 
Thetime inviting thee ? The perturb'd Court 

For my being abſent z whereunto I never 

Purpoſe returne. Why haſt thou gone ſo farre 


Tobe un-bent ? whenthou haſt tane thy ſtand, 


That cravens my weake hand : Come, heere's my heart : 
1 So mething's a-toot : Soft, ſoft, wee'l no defence, 


<— 


1 Th'elefted Deere beforethee? 


_ Ps. But to win time 
Tolooſe ſo bad employment, in the which 
I have conſider'd of: a courſe :; good Lady 
Heare me with patence. | 
1mo, Talke thy Tongue weary, ſpeake : 
I have heard Iam a Strumpet, and mine care 
Thereinfalſe ſtrooke, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent, to bottome that. But ſpeake. 
Ps, Then Madam, 
Ithought you would not backe againe. 
1{me. Moſt like, < - 
Bringing me heereto kill me. 
Ps. Not ſo neither ; 
Bur if I were as wiſe, as honeſt, then 
My purpoſe would prove well: it cannot be, 
But that my Maſter is abus'd. Some Yillaine, 
I; and ſingular in his Art, hath done you both 
This curled injurie. 
{mo Some Roman Curtezan ? 
Pif. No, on my life : 
He give but notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody ſigne of it. Fortis commanded 
I houlddo fo: you ſhall be miſt at Court, - 
And that will well confirme it, 
Im, Why good Fellow, 
W har ſhall T dothe while ? Where bidee Hoy live? 
Or in my life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband? 
Pf. If youlbacke to'th* Court, 
{mo. No Court, no Father: nor no more adoe 
With that harſh, noble, ſimplenothing ; 
That Clorren, whoſe Love-ſaite hach bene tome 
As fearefull as a Siege. 
Pf. Tt not at Court, 
Then not in Britaine muſt you bide. 
Imo, Wherethen? | 
Hach Britaine all the Sunne that ſhines? Day?Night? 
Are they not but in Britaine? I'th' worlds Volume 
Our Britaine ſcemesas of ir, but not in't: 
In a great Poolea Swannes-nelt; prythee thinke * 
There's livers out of Britaine. 
Ps. Iam molt glad 
You thinke of other Place : Th' Ambaſſador, 
Lucius the Romane comes to Milford-Haven 
To morrow. Now, if you could wearea minde 
Darke, as your Fortune is , and but diſguiſe 
That which t'appeare it ſelfe, muſt not yer be, 
But by ſelte-danger, you ſhould tread a courſe 
Pretty,and full of view : yea; happily, neere 
T he reſidence of Pothumus ;ſo nie (at lait ) 
Thar though his ARjons were not viſible, yet 
Report ſhould render him hourely to your care, 
As truely as he mooves. 
Imo. Oh for ſuch meanes, 
Though perill to my modcſtie, not death on't 
I would aduenture. | 
Pif. Weill then, —_— points 
You muſt forgetto bea Woman : chenge 
Command, into obedience. Feare and Niceneſſe 
(The Alandmaides of all Women, or gore truely 
Woman it pretty ſelfe) into a waggiſh courage, 
Ready in gybes ,quicke-anſwer'd, ſawcie, and 
As quarrellous as the Weazell : Nay, you muſt 
Forget that rareſt Treaſure of your Cheeke, 
Expoſipg it (but oh the harder heart, 
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Alacke noremedy ) to the greedy touch | 
| Of common-kiſfſing Tir#: and forgot : 
Your labourſome and dainty Trimmes, wherein 
| | You made great /#ne angry. 
Imo. Nay be brecfe ; | 
Ifce into thy end, 2nd am almoſt 
A man already. 

Pf. Firſt, make your ſelfe but like one, 
Fore-thinkingthis, 1 have already fit 
(Tis in my Cloake-bagge) Doublet, Har, Hoe, all 
That anſwer tothem : Would you.in their ſerving, 
(And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of ſuch a ſcaſon) 'tore Noble L»cwms 
Preſent your ſelfe , defire his ſervice : tell him 
Wherein you're happy ;- which will make him know, 
Tf that his head have care in Muſicke, doubtlefle 
With joy he will embrace you: for hee's Honourable, 
And doubling that. moſt holy. Your meanes abroad > 
You have me rich, and I will never faile 
Beginning, ror {upplyment, 

/mo, Thou artalil the comfort 
The Gods will dict me wirh. erythee away, 

There's more tobe conſider'd : but wee'l even 
7 All that good ime will giveus, This attempt, 
I am Souldier too, and will abide it with 

A Princes Courage. Away, I prythee. 

Pi: Well Madam, we muſt take a ſhort farewell, 
Leſt being miſt, I be ſaſpeted of : 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miſtris, 
Heere is a boxe, I had it from the Queene, 

What's in't is precious : If you are ficke at Sea, 
Or Stomacke-qualm'd at Land, a Dramme of this 
Will drive away diftemper. To ſome ſhade, 
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods 
Direct you to the beſt, 
Imo. Amen ; I thanke thee, Exennt, 


Scana Quinta. 
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Enter Cymbeline, Ducene, Cloten, Lucius, 
| and Loras. 
Cym, Thus farre, and fo farewell. 
Zac, Thankes, Royall Sir: 
My Emperor hath wrote, I muſt from hence, 
And am right ſorry, that I mult report ye 
My Maſters Fnemy, 
Cym. Our Subjects (Sir) 
W1li not endure his yoake ; and for our ſelfe 
| To ſhew lefle Soveraignty then they, muſt needs 
Appeare un-Kinglike. 
Lac. So Sir : I dcfire of you 
A Condud over Land, to Milford-Haven. 
Madam, all joy befall your Grace, and you. 
Cym. My Lords, you are Cd for that Office : 
The due of Honour, in no point omit : | 
| $5 farewell Noble Luci. = 
Luc. Your hand, my Lord. 
| Clor. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth 
| T wearc it as your Encmy. 
Luc. Sir, the Event 
Isyetto namethe winner, Fare you well, 
Cym, Leave not the worthy Z»cims, good my Lords 


Till he have croſt Severn, Happines. Ex# Lancia, exc. 


PL 
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2s. He goes hence frowning : bur it honours us - 
That we have given him cauſe. 
Clot. Tis allthe better, 
Your Valiant Britaines have their wiſhes in it. 
Cym, Lucixs hath wrot already to the Emperor 
How it goes heere. Ir fits us therefore ripely 
Our Chariots,and our Horſemen be in readineſſes 
The Powers that he already hath in Gallia | 
Will ſoone be drawne to head, from whence he moves 
His warre for Britaine. 
2x. Tisnot ſleepy buſinefſe, 
But muſt be look's to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 
Cm, Our expeftation that it ſhould be thus 
Hath made us forward. But my gentle Queene, 
W here is our Daughter ? She hath not appear'd 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The duty of the day. She lookes as like 
A thing more made of malice, then of duty, 
We have noted it. Call her before us, for 
We have beene too light in {ufferance. 
2#_ Royall Sir, 
Since the exile of Poſthumme, molt retyr'd 
Hath her life bin : the Cure whereotwy Lord, 
Tis time muſt doe. Beſeech your Majxcliy, 
Forbeare ſharpe ſpeeches to her. Shee'sa Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that wordsare ſtrokes, 
And {trokes deathto her, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Cym. Whereis ſhe Sir ? How 
Can her contempt be anſwer'd ? 
Me. Pleaſe you Sir, 
Hcr Chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anſwer 
Thar will be given to'th* low'd of noiſe, we make, 
2s. My Lord, when laſt I went tovilſit her, 
She pray'd me to excuſe her keeping cloſe, 
Whereto conſtraind by her infirmitie, 
She ſhould that duty leave unpaide to you 
W hich daily ſhe was bound toproffer : this 
She wiſh'd mero make knowne : but our great Court 
Made me too blame in memory. 
Cym, Her doores lock'd? . 
Not ſcene of late ? Grant Heavens, that which TI 
Feare, prove falſe. Exit. 
Ox. Sonne, I fay, follow the King. 
Clot, That man of her's, #5ſanio, her old Servant 
I have not ſeene theſe two days. Exit. 
2n. Go, lookeafter : 
Piſani, thon that ſtand'ſt ſo for Poithnmns 
He hath a Drugge of mane : I pray, his abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that. For he belceves 
It is a thing inoſt precious. But for her, 
W here is the gore ? Haply diſpaire hath ſeiz'd her : 
Or wing'd with fervour of her love, ſhe's flowne 
To her deſired Poſthnmm: gone ſhe is, 
To death,or to diſhonor,and my end 
Can make good vie of cither. Shee beeing downe, 
I taue the placing of the Brittiſh Crowne. 
| Enter Cloten. 
How now my Sonne? 
(ot. *Tis certaine ſhe is fled ; 
Go in and cheere the King,he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 
2s, All the better : may 
This night fore-ſtall lim of the comming day,” Exit 2%. 
Clo, 1 loue and hate her : for ſhe's Faire and Royall, 
And that ſhe hathall courtly parts moreexquiſite _ 
en 
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Then-Lady, Ladies, Woman, from every one 

The beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe of all compounded 

Out-ſclles them all. I love her therefore, bur 

Diſdaining me, and throwing Favours on 

The low Pofthumws, {landers {o her judgement, 

That what'selfe rare, is choak'd : and in that point 

I wil conclude to hate her,nay indeede, : 

To bereveng'd upon her. For, when Fooles ſhall ——- 
Enter Piſanio, 


- Whois heere? Whar, are you packing firrah ? 


Come hither : Ah you precious Pander, Villaine, 
W here isthy Lady? In a word, or elſc 
Thou art ſtraightway with the Finds. 

Pi. Oh, good my Lord. | 

Clo. Where is thy Lady ? Or, by Iupiter, 
I will not aske againe. Cloſe Villaine, 
Ie have this ſecter from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart ro finde it, Is ſhe with Poftbwmus ? 
From whoſe ſo many waights of baſenefle, cannot 
A dram of worth be drawnes 

Pf. Alas, my Lord, 5h 
How can ſhe be with him ? When was ſhemiſs'd ? 
He is1n Rome. | 

Clet. Where is ſhe Sir? Come neerer : 
No farther halting : {atishe me home, 
W hat is become of her : | 

Piſ: Oh, my all-worthy Lord, 

Clo. All-worthy Villaine; 
Diſcover where thy Miltris 1s, at once, 
At the next word : no more of worthy Lord : 
Spcake, or thy ſilence on the inſtant, ts 
Thy condemnation and thy death 

Pf. Then fir: | 
This Paper is the hiſtory of wy knowledge 
Touching her flight, 

Cle. Let's (cet; I will purſue her 
Even to Anguſtz« Throne. 

Pi. Or this, orperiſh, 
She's farreenough, and what he learnes by this, 
May prove histravell, not her danger. 

C/o, Humh. 

Pif. Ile write to my Lord ſhe is dead : Oh Imogen, 
Safe mayſt tho wander, ſafe returne agen. 

{ tor. Sirra, is this Letter true? 

Psſ. Sir, as I thinke 

Clot, It is Pothumws hand, I know't, Sirrah, if thou 


. would'|t not be a Villaine,bur do me true ſervice; under- 


go thoſe Imployments wherein I ſhould have cauſe to uſe 
thee with a ſerious induſtry, that is, what villainy ſoere I 
bid thee doe to performe it, diretly and truely, I would 
thinke thee an honeſt man : thou ſhould*ſt neither want 
my meanes for thy relecfe, nor my yoyce for thy prefer- 
ment, 
Piſ. Well, my good Lord. 

© Ctez. Wilt thou ſerve mee? For fince patiently and 
conſtantly thou haſt ſtucke to the bare Fortune of that 
Begger Fefthumus; thou canſt not inthe courſe of grati- 


tude, but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou ſerve 


mee? ; 


(le. Give me thy hand, heeres my purſe, Haſt any | 


of thy late Maſters Garments in thy poſſeſſion? 

Pifan. 1 have (my-Lord) at my Lodging , the ſame 
Suite he wore, when he tooke leave of my Ladieand Mi- 
ſtrefle. - | 

(le. The firſt ſervice thou doſt mee, fetch that Suite 


/ 


IT 


—_—. 


' ments were come. She ſaid upon a time ( the bitterneſſe 


| And finde nor her, whom thou purſueſt. Flow,flow 


hither, let jt be thy; firſt ſervice, go. 

Ps. Ifhall my Lotd. . Exeunt, 
© Clo. Mett thee at Milford-Haven : ( Iforgot to aske 
him one thing, Ile remember*tanon : ) cven there, thou 
villaine Pothumus will I kill thee, 1 would theſe Gar- 


of it, I now belch from my heart) that ſhe held the very 
Gartnent of Poſthumus ,in more rcfpeR, then my Noble 
and naturall perſon ; together with the adornement of 
my Quaiities. With that Suite upon my backe will I ra- 
viſh her: firſt kill him, and in her eyes: there ſhall ſhe ſee 
my valour,which will then be a rormenrto her contempt. 
He onthe Ground, my ſpeech of inſulrment ended on his 
dead bodie, and when my luſt bath dined (which, as 1 
ſay, to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathes chat ſheſo 
prais'd;) to the Court Ile knock her backe; foot her home 
againe. She hath diſpis'd mee rejoycingly,and lle be mer- 
ry in my Revenge. 
Enter Piſanio, 
Be thoſe the Garments ? 
Piſ. IT, my Noble Lord. 


Clo, How long is't ſince ſhe went to Milford-Haven ? | 


Pif. She can ſcarſe be there yet, 


_ Ch.Bring this Apparrell to wy Chamber , that is | 


the ſecond thing that I have commanded thee. The third 
1s, that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute to my defigne. Be 
bur dutious, and true preferment ſhall-tender ir {elfeto | 
thee. My Revenge is now at Milford, would I had wings 
to follow ir. Comeand be true. Exit. 
Piſ. Thou bid Rt metomy loſle : for true to thee, 

Were to prove falſe, which I will never be 

To him that is moſt true. To Milford go, 


—_— 


You Heavenly bleilings on her : This Fooles ſpecde | 
Becroft with flowneſſe; Labour be his meede» Exit. 


ee Le eee HE. IE. I ed. 


Scana Sexta, 


Enter Imogen alone. 


Ima. I ſee a manslife is a tedious one, 
T have tyr'd my {clfe : and for two nights together 
Have made the gound imy bed. I ſhould be ficke, 
But that my relolution helpes me : Milford, 
When from the Mountaine top Piano ſhew'd thee, | 
Thou was't within a ketne. Oh love, I thinke 
Foundations flyethe wretched.ſuch I meane, 
Wherethey ſhould be releev'd, Two beggers told me, - 
I could not mifſe my way. Will poore Foikes lye 
That have afflictions on them, knowing ris 
A puniſhmenr, or Triall? Yes; no wonder, 
W hen Rich-ones ſcatſe tell :rue. Tolapſe in fulneſſe 
Is ſorer, then to lye for Neede: and Falſhood 
Is worſe in Kings, then Beggers,My deere Lord, ; 
T hon art one oth falſe Ones: now I thinke onrhee, 
My hunger's gone ;buteven before, was _ 
At point to finke, for Food. But what 1s this ? 
Heere is a path to't : tis ſome ſavage hotd : | 
I were beſt hot call ; I dare not call: yet Famioe [ 
Erecleane it o're-throw Natare, make it valiant. + | 


Plentie and peace breedes Cowards, Hardneffe ever by 


Of Hardinefle is Mother. Hoa? who's heere ? 


It any thing that's civill, ſpeake;if ſavage, 
ccc 3 
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Take, or lend. Hoa? Noanſwer ? Then llecnter, 
Beſtdraw my Sword; and if mine Eenemy : 

But feare the Sword like me, hcell ſcarſcly looke on'te 
Sucha Foe, good Heavens. Exit. 


——_— 


<— 


Scena Septima. 


CC tt Har II En 


A ——— 


_ Enter Belw5ms, Guiderins, and Arvirags, 
Bel. You Pobidore have prov'd beſt Woodman, and 

Are Maſter of the feaſt : (adwell, and I 

Will play the Cooke ,and Servant, tis our match : 

The {wear of induſtry would dry, and dye 

But for the end it workes to, Come, our (tomackes 

Will make whats homely, ſavoury ; Wearinellc 

Can ſhore uponthe Flint, when reity Sloth ES 

Findes the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace be heere, 

Poore houſe, that keepſt thy {clfc- 

Gus. Tam throughly weary. |; 
Arvi. 1 am weake with toyle, yet ſtrong in appetite. 
Gni, There is cold meat ith'Cave, we'll brouz on that 

W hilft what we have killd, be Cook'd. 

Bel. Stay, come not in - | 
But that it eates our viaralles, I ſhould thinke 
Heere were a Fatery, 

Gui. Whats the matter, Sir ? 

Bel. By Impiter an, ey : or if not. 

An earthly Paragon. Behold Divinencfle 

Noelder then a Boy. h 

Enter Imogen. 

Imo. Good maſter harme menot : 

Before I enter'd heere,I call'd,and thought 

To have begg'd,or bought, what I bave took : goodtroth 

I have ſtolne nought,nor would not,though I had found , 

Gold ſtrew'di'th'Floore. Heere's money for my Meate, 


DO m——— 


| I would have left it onthe Boord,ſo ſoone 


As I had made my Meale:; and parted . 
With Pray'rs for the Provider. 
Gas. Money ? Youth. 
Arvi, -Allgoldand Silver rather turnedoe durt, 
| Astis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 
- Who worſhip durty gods. 
Imo. I ſee your angry : 
.Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ſhould 
Have dycd, had I not made it. 
| Fel. Whether bound? 
Imo. To Milford-haven. 
Bel, Whats your name?” 
Imo, Fidele Sir; Ihave a Kinſman, who 
Isbound for Iraly : he embark'd ar Milford, 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpear with hunger, 
I am falne in this offence. 
Bet. Prethce (faire youth) 
Thinkz us no Churles : nor meaſure our good mindes 


{ By this rudeplace welive in. Wellencouunter'd, 
| Tisalmot night, you ſhall have better cheere 
| Ere youdepart ; ane thankesto ſtay, and cate it : 


Boyes, bid him welcome. 
Gus. Were you a woman, youth, 
I ſhould woo hard, but be your Groome in honeſty : 
I bid for you, as I doe buy. © 
Arvi. lle make't my comfort 
| He is a man, Ile love him as my Brother : 


| 
? 


| And ſacha welcome as 11d give to him 


(After long abſence) ſuch is yours. Moſt welcome : 
Be ſprightly, for you fallmongit friends. 

Ims. Mongſt friends. | | 
If Brothers : would it had bin ſo, that they 
Had bin my fathers Sonnes,then had my prize 
Bin lefle, and ſo more cquall ballaſting 
To thee Poſthumns. - 

Bel, Hewrings at ſome diſtreſle, 

Gui. Would I could free't; : 

Arus, Or I, whatere it be, | 
W hart paine itcoſt, what danger: gods! 

Bel. Hearke Boyes« 

Imo. Great men | 
Thar had a Court no bigger thenthis Cave, 
That didattend themſcives, and had the vertue _ 
W hich their owne Conſcience ſeal'd them : laying by 
That nothing-guift of differing Multitudes 
Could not out-peece theſe twaine. Pardon me gods, 
11d change my fexe to be Companion with thera, 
Since Leonatrs falſe, 

Fel, I: ſhail be ſo: 

Boyes we'll goe drefſe our Hunt. Faire you come in ; 
Diſcourle is heavy, faſting : when we have ſupp'd 
Weell mannerly demand thee of thy Story. 
So farre as thou wilt ſpeake it, $56 

Gu. Pray draw neere. 

Arn. The Night toth'Owle, 
And Morne toth'Larke lefle welcome. 

Imo, Thapkes Sir. 

erv:, I pray draw neerc. 


SCana Ofava. 


——— — Ts 


Enter two Roman Senators, and T ribunes, 

I $:x. This 1srhetenor ofthe Emperors Writ ;) 
That ſince the common men are now in Action 
Gainſt the Pannonians, and Dalmatians, 
And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 
Fuil weake to undertake our Warres againſt 
The falne-off Bricaine., that we doe incite 
The Gentry to this buſinefle, He creates 
Luc: Pro-Conſull : and to you the Tribunes 
For this immediate Levy, he commands 
Hisabſolute Commiſſion. Long live (ſar. 

Tri. Is Lucizs Generall of the Forces ? 

2 Sex. I]. 

Tri. Remainingnow in Gallia ? 

1 Sen, With thoſe Legions 
W hich I have ſpoke of, whercunto your levy 
Muſt be ſuppliant : the words of your Commiſſion 
Wull tye you to the Numbersand the time 
Of their diſpatch. | | 

Tri. We will diſcharge our duty. Exennt. 


q 


—— 


nartus. Scaena Prima. 


eA Tus 


Enter Clatzen alone. | 

- (vt. 1 amnecre to'th' place where they ſhould meet, | 
if P5/avio have mapp'd it truely, How fir his Garments 
ſerve me?Why ſhould his Miſtris who was made by him 


that | 


— FY _ ” = —— 4 


|... 
a 


—. Aa —_—— i. 


—_ 


eAnthonyand Cleopatra. 


that made the Taylor, not be firtoo? The rather (favin 
tneſle 


| reverence of the Word) for tis ſaid a Womans fi 


comes by fits : therein 1 muſt play the Workeman, I dare 
ſpeake it to my ſclte, forit is not Vainglory fora man, 
, and his Glafle, to confer in'his owne Chamber ; I meane, 
the Lines of my body are as welldrawneas his; no leſſe 
young, more ſtreng, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- 
yond him in the advantage of the time|, above him in 
Birth, alike converſant ia generall ſervices, and more re- 
markeable in fingle oppolſitions z yet this imperſeverant 
| Thingloves him in my defpight. What Mortality is? 
Poſthamws, thy head (which now is growing upon thy 
ſhoulders) ſhall within this houre be off, thy Milſtris in- 
forced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy face : and 
all this done, ſpurne her home to her Father, who may 
(happily) be alictleangry for my ſo rough viage : but my 
Mother having power of his teitineſle, ſhall turne all in- 
to my commendatione. My horſe is tycd up ſafe, out 
Sword, and to a ſore purpoſe : Fortune put them into my 
hand : This is the very deſcription of their meeting place 
and the fellow dares not deceive me. Exit, 


—_— 


—— —__—_— 


Scena Secunda. 


> —_ - — 


Enter Belarins , Gaiderins, Arviragus , and 
Imogen from the Cave. 


Bel. Youare not well : Remaine heere in the Cave, 
We'll cometo you afrer hunting. 
eArvs. Brother, ſtay here z 
Are we not brothers? 
Imo. So man and man ſhould be, 
But Clay and Clay, differs in dignity, 
W hoſe duſt is both alike. I am very ſicke, 
Gxs. Goe you to hunting, Ile abide with him. 
{mzo, So ſicke Iam not, yet I amnot well : 
But not ſo Cittizen a wanton, as 
To ſeeme to dye, ere ſicke : So pleaſe you, leave me, 
Sticke to your Iournall courſe : the breach of Cuſtome, 
Is breach of ail. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Socicty, is no comfort 
To one not ſociable : 1 am not very ficke. 
Since I can reaſon of it : pray you truſt me heere, 
Ile rob none but my ſelfe, and let me dye 
Stealing ſo poorely. 
Gus, Iloyethee : I haveſpoke it, 
How muchthe quantity, the waight as much, 
As I doe love my father. 
Bel. What? how ?how ?. : 
Arvi, fit be finneto ſay ſo (Sir) I yoake me 
In my good Brothers fault : I know not why 
| Tlove this youth, and I have heard you ſay, 
Loves reaſons without reaſon. The beere atdoore, i 
| And a demand who ist ſhall dye, 11d ſay 
My father, not this yonth. 
Bel. Oh noble ftraine! ge 
| O worthineſle of Nature, breed of greatnefle I 


| «Cowards father Cowards, and Bale things Syre Bace ; 


«Nature hath Mcale, and Bran ; Contempt, and Grate. 
| Ime nottheir father, yet who this ſhould be, 
Doth myracle it ſelfe, lov'd before me, 

Tis the ninth houre oth!Morae., 


. Arvs, Brother, farewell. 


imo. I wiſh ye ſport. 
Arvi. You health. —— So pleaſe you Sir; 
Im. Theſc are kind Creatures. 
Gods, what lyes | have heard : 
Our Courtjers ſay, alls ſavage, batat Court : 
Experience, oh thoudiſprov'ſt Report. 
Th'emperious Scas breed Monſters ; for the Diſh, 
Poore Tributary Rivers, as ſweet fiſh : 
Iam ficke ſtill, heart-ficke : P:ſamo, 
Henow taſte of thy Drugge, 
G4. I could not ſtirre hims 
He ſaid he wasgentle, but unfortunate ; 
Diſhoneſtly affli&ed, bar yer hopelt. - 
Arvi. Thus did he anſwer me : yet ſaid heereafter, 
I might know more. 
Bel, Totrh'field, to th'field : 
| We'll leave youforthis time, goe in, and reſt: 
. Arv1i. We'll not be long away. | 
Bel. Pray be not ficke, 
For you muſt be our huſwife. | 
Imo, Well, or ill, WW 
I am bound to you. 
Bel. And ſhalt be ever. 
This youth, how erediſtreſt, appeares he hath had 


{ Good Anceſtors. 


Arvi. How Angell-like he ſings? 

Gui. But his neate Cookery ? 

Arvs. He cut our Rootes in Charadters, 
And ſawc't our Brothes, as /xno had bin ſicke, 


1 And he her Dieter» | 


ef vi. Nobly he yoakes 
A ſmiling, wichafigh : as if the fighe 
Was that it was, for not being {uch a Smile ; 
The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it would fiye 
From ſo divinea Temple, to commix 
With windes, that Saylors raile at. 
Gai, I doe note, 
Thar griefe and patience rooted inthein both, 
Mingle their ſpurres together, 
Arvs, Grow patient, 
Andlet the ſtinking. Elder (Griefe) untwine 
His periſhing roote, with the encreaſing V ines 
Bel. It is great morning. Come away : Who's there ? 
Emer Clotten, 
Clor, T cannot finde thoſe Runagates, that Villaine 
Hath mock'd me. I am faint. 
Bel. Thoſe Runnagates? 
Meanes he not us? I partly know him, tis 
Clortten, the Sonne oth*'Queene. 1 feareſome Ambulh : 
I ſaw himnot thefe many yeares, and yet 
Iknow tis he : weare held as Out-lawes ; hence. 
* Gwsi. Heis but one : you, and my brother {earch 
What Companies are neere : pray you away, 
Let me alone with him, 
Clor. Soft, what arc you 
That flye me thus? Sonne villaine-Mountainers ? 
I have heard of ſuch. W hat Slave art thou ? 
Gs. A thing. | 
More laviſh did I ne're, then anſwering 
A Slave without a knocke. 
Cot. Thouarta Robber, 
A Law-breaker, a Villaine :yeeld thee Theefe. 
Gui. Towhom ? to thee ? What art thou? Have not I 
An arme as bigge as thine ? a hearr, asbigge : 
© Thy words I grantare bigger : for I wearenot 
- My Dagger in my mouth. Say what chou art * why 


_ 
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"| 468. The Tragediecof (ymbelme, 


Why I ſhould yeeldto thee ? beg 
Che. Thou Villaine baſe, Diſcover you abroad? $f 
Know'ſt me not by my Cloathes ? a Bel, No ſingle ſoule | 
Gxi. No, nor thy Taylor, Raſcall ; | Can weſct eye on : bnt inall ſafe reaſon 
| Whois thy G r : He madethoſecloathes, He muſt have ſome Accendauts. Though his Honor 
- | Which (as it ſcemes) make thee. Wes nothing but mutation, I, andthat 
' Clo, Thou precious Varlet: From one bad thing to worſe : Not Frenzic, 
My Taylor madethem.not. | Not abſolute madneſſe could ſo farre have ray'd 
Gui. Hence then, and thanke To bring him heere alone although perbaps 
The man that gavethem thee. Thouart ſome Foole, It may be heardat Court, that ſuchas we! 
IT amloath to beat thee. Cave heere, hunt heere, are Out-lawes, and in time 
(or. Thou injurious Theefe, May make ſome ſtronger head, the which he hearing, 
Heare but my name , and tremble- (As itis like him) might breake out, and ſweare 
Gui. What's thy name ?] | | Heel dfetch us in, yer is't not probable 
(to, Cloten , thou Villaine. Tocomealone , either heſo undertaking, 
Gs. Cloten, thou double Villaine be thy name, * Or oy ſo ſuffering : then on. good ground we feare, 
T cannot tremblear it, were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, | If wedefearethis body hath a taile 
Twould move me ſooner. More perillous then the head. 
Cher, Tothy further feare, || 4125, LetOrd nance 
Nay, to thy meere Confuſion, thou ſhalt know Comeas the Gods fore-ſay it : howſoere, 
I am Sonne to'th' Queene. My Brother hath done wcll. 
Gui. Iam ſorry for't: not ſeeming Bel. T had no minde 
So worthy as thy Birth. | To bunt this day: The Boy Fideles fickneſſe 
(tor. Artnot afcard? | — | Did makemy way long forth. 
Gui, Thoſe thar I reverence, thoſc 1 feare 3 the Wiſe? | , Gur. With his owne Sword, | 
At Fooles I laugh: nor feare them | Which hedid wave againſt my throat, I havetane 
Clot. Dyethe death : . His head from him: Ile throw'tintothe Creeke 
WhenT haveſlaine thee with my proper hand, Behinde our Rocke, andlet ittothe Sea, 
Ile follow thoſe that even now fled hence : And tell the Fiſhes, hee's the Queenes Sonne, Cloten, 
And on the Gates of Luds-Towne ſet your heads: That's all I reake, Exit, | 
Yeeld Ruſticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exenm, | Bel, I fearetwill be reveng'd: 
Enter Belarins and Arvirague. || Would (Peolidore) thou had*it not done't: though valour 
Bel. No Companie's abroad ? Becomes thee well enough. 
Arvi. None in the world : you did miſtake him ſure. eArvi, Would I haddone*t : 
Bel, I cannot tell : Long is it fince Ifaw bim, | So the Revenge alone purſu'de me : Polidore 
| Bur Time hath noching blurr'd thoſe lines of Favour I love thee brotherly, but envy much 
Which then he wore : the ſnatches in hus voyce, Thou haſt robb'd me of this deed : I would Revenges 
And burſt of ſpeaking were as his; I am abſolute That poſſible ſtrength might meet, wold ſecke us through 
Twas very Cloten. And putus to our anſwer, 
Arvi, Inthisplace we left them; Bel. Well, tis done: 
I wiſh my Brother make good time with him, VVce'] hunt no more to day,nor ſeeke for danger 
You fay he is ſo fell. Where there's no profit. I prythee to our Rocke, 
- Bet: Being ſcarſe made up, _ Youand Faaele play the Cookes : Ile ſtay 
'T meane to man ; be bad not apprehenſion Tull haſty Pe{iQore returne, and bring him 
Of roaring terrors : For defect of judgement To dinner preſeatly, 
Is oft the cauſe of Feare. | Ar. Pore licke Fidele, 
| Enter Guiderints. Ile willingly to him, to gaine his colour, 
But ſee thy Brother. : I'dlcta pariſh of ſuch {orens blood, 
- Gut.: This C/oten was a Foole,an empty purſe, And praiſe my ſelfe for charity, Exit. 
There was no money in't ; Not Hercsles Bel. Oh thou Goddeſle, | 
Could have knock'd out his Braines, for he had none: | Thou divine Nature; thy fclfe thou blazon'ſt 
Yet I notdoing this, the Foole had borne In theſe two Princely Boyes : they are as gentle 
My head, as I do his. As Zephires blowing beiow the Violer, 
| Bet, What haſt thou done ? _- | Not wagging his ſweet head ; and yet,as rough 
| Gui. Tamperfe&t what ; cut off one Clotens head, (Their Royall blood enclaf'd) as the rud'fi winde, 
| Sonne to the Queene (after his owne report) That by the top doth take the Mountaine Pine, 
Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and ſwore And make him ſtoope to th'Yaile, Tis wonder 
' With his owne ſingle hand heel'd take us in, Thar an inviſible inſtin& ſhould frame them 
Diſplaceeur heads, where (thanks the gods) they grow | To Royalty unlearn'd, Honor untaught, 
| And fet them on Lads-Towre. Cirility not ſcene from other : valour 
_ Bel. Weareall undone. py” That wildly growes inthem: but yeeldsa crop 
| Gui. Why, worthy Father, what have we to looſe, - | As if it had beene ſow'd : yet {till it's ſtrange 
Bur that he ſwore to take, our Lives? the Law - . What (eters being heere tous portends, 
| Protesnot us, then why ſhould we betender, Or what his death will bring us. _ 
To letan arrogant peece of fleſh threat us ? | Enter Guiderits, 
Play Iudge, and Executioner, all himſclfe? | Gui: Where's my Brother ? 


For we do fcare no Laws What company - 
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I have ſent C/orens Clot-pole downe the ſtreame; 
In Embaſlie to his Mother 3 his Bodic's hoaſtage. 
For his recurne. Solemn HMuſicke, 
Sel. My ingeriuous Inſtrument; 
(Hearke Polidore)it ſounds : but whar occalion 
Hath Cadwa! now to give it motion ? Hearke, 
Gi. Is he at home? 
Bel. He went hence even now- 
Gui. What does he meane? 
Since death of my dear'{t Mother 
It did not ſpeake before. All ſolemne things _ 
Should anſwer ſolemne Accidents. The matter ? 
Triamphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes; 
Is jollity for Apes, and grecte for Boyess 


Is ( adwall mad ? ; | 
Enter Aruirag'ts, with Imogen dead, bearing 
her in his eArmes. | 


Bel. Looke,hcere he comes, 
And brings the dire occaſion in his Armes, 
Of what we blame him for. - 

Arvi, The Bird 18 dead 
That we have made ſo much on- T had rather 
Have skipt from ſixteene yeares of Age, to ſixty: 
To haverurn'd my leaping time intoa Crutch, 
Then have ſeene this, | 

Gai, Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt Lilly ; 

My Brother weares thee not the one halfe ſo well, 
As when thou grew ſ[tthy ſeife. 

Bel. Oh melancholly, 
W ho cver yet cou'dfonnd thy bottome? Finde 
The Oo2ze, to ſhew that Coalt thy {1.ggiſh care 
Might ealileit ha:bour in. Tho viefcd ching, 
Iove knowes what man thou might'tt have made : butT, 
Thou dyec'ſt a moſt rarc Boy, of Mclancolly. 
How found you hima—/ | 

Arvi. Starke, as vou ſce : : 
Thus ſmiling asſome Fly bad rickled ſlumber, 
Not as deaths dart being laugh'd at: his right Checke 
Repoſing on a Cuthion, 

Gut, \\ here? 

Arvi, O*h' floore : 
His armesthus leagu'd , I thought he flept, and put 
My clowted Brogurs trom off my feet, wyoſerudeneſle 
Anſwer'd my ſteps too loiwd, 

Gui, Why he but fleepes : 
If he be gone, hee*} make his Grave a Bed : 
With Female Fact ics will his Tombe be haunted, 
And Wormes will not come tothee. 

Aras. With fayrcſt Flowers 
Whil'ft Sommer latts, and I live heere, Fsdele, 
He ſweeten thy fad grave : thou ſhaltnot lacke 
The Flower that's hike thy face. Pale-Primroſe, nor 
The azur*'d Hare-bell, iike thy Veines : no nor 
The leafe of Eglantine, whom not to flander. 
Out-ſweerned not thy breath ; the Raddocke world 
With Charirable bili (Oh bill ſore ſhaming 
Thoſe rich-lctt-heyres, that let their Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee allthis, 
Yea, and furr'd Mole betides, When Flowres are ncne 
To winter-ground thy Coarſe ——— 

Gus. Prythee have done, 
And do not play in Wench-like words with that 


| Which 1sſo ſerious. Ler us bury him, 


And not protract with admiration, what 
Is now due debt, Toth? grave. 
Arni. Say, where ſhall'slay him? 


| Gui. By good Emriphile, our Mother. 
Arxi, Bee'tlo: 
Andier us (Pohdore) though now our voyces 
Have got the manniſh cracke, ſing hin to'th* ground 
As once to our Mother : ule like note, and words, 
Save that Emnriphile, mult be Fidele. 
Gui, Cadwall, ; 
I cannot fing : Ile weepe, and word it with thee, 
For Notes of ſorrow, out of tune, are worte 
Þ Then Prieſts, and Vanes that lye. 

Arui, Wee'l ſpeake it then. 

Bel, Great greefes I ſee med'cine the lefſe, For Clozen 
Is quite forgot; He wasa Quicenes Sonne, Boyes, 
And though he cameour Encmy, remember 
He was paid for thats though meaic, and mighty rotting 
Together have one dult, yet Revercnce 
(That Angell of the world)4 oth make diſtin&tion 
Of place 'twixt high and low. Oar Foe was Princely, 
And though you tooke his life, as being our Foc, 

Yet bury him, as a Prince. 

Gui, Pray thee fetch him hither, 
Therfites body is as good as fax, 
When neyther are arc alive. 

Aru. It you'l go fetch him. 

Wee'l tay our Song the whilſt : Brother begin. 

Gi. Nay Caarall, we mult lay his head to th *Eaſt, 
M, Father hath a reaſon for'r, 

e7: ut, Tis trac. 

Gxi. Come onthen, and remove him. 

Arui. SO, begin. 

SONG. 


Guid., Feare no mnyethe heate oth Sun, 
Nor the furious Winters rages, 
Thou thy worlaly take haſt dont, 
Home art gon, and tane thy wages. 
Golden Laas, and Gwl:s all muſt, 
As Crumney-Sweepers come to dust. 
Arvi. Feare nom:re the frowneo'th' Great, 
Th art palt the T wants ſtroabe, 
Care as more to cloath and cate, 
To thee the Reede 15 a4 th: Oake : 
The Scepter, Learning . Phiſicke mus, 
All follow th:s and come to duſt. 
Guid. Feare no more the Leghtning fl:/h. 
Arvi. Nor th' all. dreaded T huaderſtone. 
Gui. Feare no ſlander, Cenſure raſh. 
j Arvi. Thou hast finiſy'd loy and mone, 
Both. All Lovers young, all Lovers mutt, 
Conſigne to thee and come to dust, 
Guid, No Exorciſer harme thee, 
Arvi. Nor nowitch-craft charme thee, 
Guid. Gh057 unlaid for beare thee. 
Arvi. I gtheag ull come neere thee. 
Both. © utet con/ummazion have, 
And renowned be thy orave. 
Enter Belarins with the body of { loten, 
Gui. We have done our oblequies: 
Comelay him downe. | 
Bel, Heere'sa fery Flowres, but about midnight more: 
The hearbes that have on them cold dew o'th' might 
Areſtrewings fit'(t for Graues : upon their Faces. 
You were as Fla;vres, now wither'd :even fo 
Theſe Herbelets ſhall, which we upon you ſtrew. 
Come on away, apart upon our knees: 
Theground that gave them firſt, ha's them againe : 
Their pleaſures here are palt,fo are their paine, Exennt 
_—— {moges 
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"The Tragedie of Cym beline, 


—__—— 


| 
| : Imugen awakes, 
Yes Sir, to Milford-Haven ; which is the way ? . 
I thanke you: by yond buſh? pray how farrethither ? 
*Ods pittikins : can itbe ſixe mile yet? 
I have goneall night ; *Faith, Ile lye downe, and ſleepe- 
Bur ſoft : no Bedfellow ? Oh Gods, and Goddefles ! 
Theſc Flowers arelike the pleaſures of the World ; 
This bloody man the care on't. I hope I dreame: 
For fo I thought I wasa Cave-keeper, = 
And Cooke to honeſt Creatures. Buttisnot ſo: 
Twasbur a bolt of nothing, thotat nothing, 
Which the Braine makes of Fumes. Our very eyes, _ 
| Are ſometimes like our Indgements, blinde. Good faith 
I tremble ſtill with feare: but if there be 
Yetlefr in heaven, as ſmalladrop of pitty 
As a Wrenseye; fear'd Gods, apart of it. 
The Dreame's heere ſtill; even when 1 wake it 1s 
Without me, as within me : not imagin'd, felt; 
A headlcfle man? The Garments of Poftbumns ? 
I know the ſhape of s Legge : this is his Hand : 
His Foote Mercuriall : his martiall Thigh | 
The brawnes of Hercwtes : but his Ioviall face——— 
Murther in heaven ? How ?'tis gone, F5ſanio, 
.- All Curſes madded Hecuba gave the Greekes, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee : thou 
Conſpir'd with that Irregulous divell Cloter, 
Hath heere cut off my Lord. To write, and read, 
Be henceforth treacherous. Damn'd Ps/amio 
Hath with his forged Letters (damn'd F5ſan) 
From this moſt braveſt veſſeltof the world 
Strooke the maine top | Oh Poſt hum, alas, 
Where is thy head? where's that ? Aye me 1 wher's that 
Piſarnio might have kill'd thee at the heart, 
And left this head on. How ſhould this be, Piſa? 
Tis he, and C/oter . Malice,and Lucre in them 
Have laid this Woe heere. Oh tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The Drugge he gave me, which he ſaid was prec1ous 
And Cordiall to me, have I not;found it 
Murd'rous to'th' Senſes? That confirmes it h8me : 
This is Psſamo's decde , and Cloten : Oh 1 *© 
Give colour to my pale cheeke with thy blood, 
That we the horrider may ſeeme to thole  _ 
Which chaceto finde us, Oh, my Lord! my Lord! 
Emer Lucius, (aptain's, ad 4 Soothſayer, 
Cap. Tothem, the Legionsgarriſon'd in Gallia 
| After your will, have croſt the Sca, attending 
- You heere at Milford-Haven, with you Shippes : 
They arc in readineſlſe. "= 
Lac. But what from Rome ? 
Cap. The Senate hath itirr'd up the Confiners, 
And Gentlemen of Italy, moſt willing Spirits, 
That promiſe Noble Service : and they come 
Vnder the Conduttof bold Iachime, 
Syenna”s Brother. 
Luc. Whenexpe you them? 
Cap, With the next benefit o'th' winde. 
Luc. This forwardneſle 
Makes our hopes faire, Command our preſent numbers | 
Be muſtered, bid the Captaines looke too't. Now Sir, 
What have you dream'd of late of this warres purpoſe. 
Sooth, Laſt night the very Gods ſhew'd mea viſion | 
(I feaſt, and pray'd for their Intelligence) thus : | 
| I faw loves Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd 
| From the ſpungy South, to this part of the Welt, 
There vaniſh'd inthe Sun-beames, which portends 
(Valeſſe my Sinnes abuſe my Divination) 


LE 


| Nothingto be were better : This was my Maſter, 


| Sopleaſe you entertaine me. 


. And make him with our Pikes and Partizans | 
| 


Succeſſe toth' Roman hoaſt, 
Lac. Dreame ofrenſo, _ 
And never falſe. Soft hoa, what trunkeis heere? 
Without his top ? T he ruine ſpeakes, that ſometime 
It wasa worthy building- How * a Page? 
Or dead, or ſleeping on him ? But dead rather : 
For Nature dothabhore to make his bed 
With the defun, or ſlcepeupon the dead, 
Let's ſee the Boyes face. 
Cay. Hee's alive my Lord, | 
Zac. Heel theninſtrutt vs of his body : Young one, 
Informe us of thy Fortunes, for it ſcemes 
They crave to be demanded : who is this 
Thou mak'ſt thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
That (otherwiſe then noble Nature did) 
Hath alter'd thargood picture ? What's thy intereſt 
In this ſad wracke ? How cam't? W ho is'c? 
W har art thou ? 
Two. 1 am nothing : or if not; 


A very valiant Britaine, and a good, 
Thar here by Mountainers lyes flaine: Alas, 
There are no morc ſuch Maſters : I may wander 
From Eaſt to Occident, cry out for Service,,! 
Try many, all good : ſerve «ruly'; never 
Fince ſuch another Maſter. 
Luc, 'Tacke, good youth: 
Thou mov'ſt no lefle with thy complaining, then 
Thy Maſter in bleeding : ſay his name, good Friend, 
Imo, Richard au Champ : If 1 doe lye, and doe 
No harme by it, though the Gods heare,I hope 
They'l pardon it. Say you Sir ? 
Luc. Thy name? 
Imo, Fidele Sis. 
Lac. Thou doo'ſt approve thy ſelfe the very ſame : 
Thy name well fits thy Faith; thy Faith, thy Name: 
Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not ſay 
Thou ſhalt be ſo well maſter's, but be ſure 
Noleſſe belou'd The Romane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Conſull to me, ſhould no ſooner 
Then thine owne worth preferre thee : Go with me. 
Tom. lle follow Sir. But firſt , an't pleaſe the Gods, 
Ile hide my Maſter from the flyes as deepe 
Astheſe poore Pickaxes can digge : and when 
With wild wood-leaves & weeds, I ha' ſtrew'd his grave 
And on it faid a Century ofprayers, | 
(Such as Ican ) twice o're, Ile weepe, and fighe, 
And leaving fo his ſervice, follow you, | 


Lxc. 1good youth, 
And rather Father thee, then Maſter thee : My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught us manly dutics ; Let us 
Find outtke prettieſt Dazicd-Plot we can, 


A Grave : Come, Arme him:Boy he ispreferr'd 
By thee, to us, and he ſhall be interr'd | 
AsSouldierscatBe cheereful wipethine eyes, 


Some falles are meanes the happicrto ariſe, Exennt. | 


Scena T ertia, 


—__—— 


Enter ( Tmbeline, Lords, and Piſanio, 
Cm. Againe: and bring me word bow tis with her, 
A Feavour with the abſence of her Sonne; 


—— 


A 
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A madnefle, of which her life's in danger : Heavens, 
How deeply you at once do touch me. /mogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone : My Queene - 
Vponadeſperate bed, and in a time 
W hen fearefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gone, 
So needfull for his preſent ? Ic ſtrikes me, me, paſt 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, 
Waoneeds mult know of her G——_ and 
| Doſt ſeeme ſo ignorant, wee'l enforce it from thee 
By a ſharpe Torture, 
Pi. Sir my life ts yours, = 
I humbly ſer itat your will - But for my Milſtris, 
I nothing know where ſhe remaines: why gone, | 
Nor whenſhe purpoſes returne, Beſcech your Highnes, 
Hold me your loyall Servant. 
Loxd. Good my Liege, 
The day that ſhe was miſſing, he was heere ; 
I dare be bound hee's true, and ſhall performe 
All parts of his ſubjection loyally. For Clores, 
There wants no diligence in ſeeking him, 
And will no doubt be found» 
(ym. Thetime is troubleſome : 
Wee'l ſlip yon for a ſcafon, but with jelouſie 
Do's yet depend. | 
Lord, Sopleaſe your Majeſty, 
The Romane Leg ions all from Gallia drawne, 
Arelanded on your Coaſt, with ſupply 
Of Romane Gentlemen, by the Senate ſent. | 
Cym, Now for the Counſaile of mySonand Queene, 
I am amaz'd with matter. 
Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can aftront no lefle 
Then what you heare of. Come more, for more you're 
The want is, bur to put theſe powers in motion, 
That long to move - 
{ym. Ichanke you : lets withdraw 
And meete the Time, as it ſeekes us, We feare not 
W hat can from Italy annoy us, buc 
We greeve at chances heere. Away » 
Pif. 1 heard no Letter from my Malter,ſince 
I wrote him /wzogex was flaine. Tis [trange-: 
Nor heare I from my Miſtris, who did promiſe 
To yeeld me often tydings. Neither know I 
W hat is betide to Cloton, but remaine 
Perplextinall. The Heavens ſtill muſt worke: 
WhereinlI am falſe, I am honeſt : not trne, to be true, 
Theſe preſent warres ſhall findeI love my Country, 
Even to the note o'th* King, or Ile fall in them : 
All other doabts, by timelet them be cleer'd, 
Fortune brings in ſome Boats, thatare not ſtcer'd. Exi/ 
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Scana Quarta, 
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Emer Belarius, Gniderins, & Aruiragias 
G#5, The noyſe is round ubout us. | 
Bel. Let us from it. | ] 
Arvi. What pleaſure Sir, finde we in life, tolocke it 
From Ation, and Adventure? 
Gui. Nay, what hope - 
Have we in hiding as ? This way the Romaines 
Muft, or for Britaines ſlay us or recetveus 
For barbarous and unnaturall Revolts 


During their uſe, and (lay us after. 


(ready : 


| Muſt murther Wives much better then themſelves 


Zel. Sonnes, | a 

Wee'l higher to the Mountaines, there ſecure us 
Tothe Kings party chere's no going - newneſle 
Of Clorensdeath (we being not knowne, not multer'd 
Among the Bands) may driveusto a render 
W here we have liv'd; and ſo extort fromsthat 
Which we bave done, whoſeanſwer would be death 
Drawne on his Torture. 
_ G3. This is (Sir) adoubt 
in ſuch a time, nothing becomming you, 
Nor fatisfying us. 

Arvi, Itisnor likely, 
That when they heare their Roman horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd Fires; have borh their eyes 
And eares ſo cloyd importantly as now; 
That they will waſte their time upon our note, 
To know from whence we are. 

Bel. Oh, I am knowne 

Ot many inthe Army : Many yeeres 

(Though Clem then but young ) you ſee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And belides, the King 
Hath not deſerv'd my Service,nor your Loves, 
Who findein my Exile, the want of Breeding; 
The certainty of this bard life, aye hopcicſſe 
To have the courteſie your Cradle promis'd, 
Butto be ſtill hot Summers Tanlings, and 
The ſhrinking Slaves of Winter. 

G Hr. Then be {o, 
Betrertoceaſeto be. Pray Sir, to'th Army : 
I, and my Brother are not knowne; your felfe 
SO out of thought, and thereto ſo ofe-growne, 
Cannot be queſtionds 

Arus, By this Sunne that ſhines 
Te thither : what thing is it, that I never 
Did ſee man dye, ſcarſe ever look'd on blood, 


But that of Coward Hares, hot Goars, and Veniſon ? 


Never beſtrid a Horſe fave one, that had 
A Rider like my ſelfe, who ne're woreRowell, 
Nor Iron on his heele ? Tata aſham'd 
To looke upon the holy Sunne, to have 
The benefit of his bleſt Beames, remaining 
So long a pooreunknowne, 
Gai. By heavens Ile go, 
If you will bleiſe me Sir, and give me leave, 
le take the better care ; but but if you will nor, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The handsof Romanes. | 
Arm. So ſay I, Amen. 
Bel, Noreaſon I (fince of your lives you ſer 
Soflight a valuation) ſhould reſerue 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with yau Boyes: 
If in your Country warres you chance to dye, 
That is my Bed too(Lads)and there llelye. 
Lead,lead; thetime ſeemes long, their blood thinks ſcorn 
Till it lyeour, and ſhew them Princes bornes Exenzrt. 


eAttus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


| Enter Poithumus alone. 
Pot. Yeabloody cloth, Ile keep thee : for Tam wiſht 
Thou ſhouldſt be colour'd thus. Y6u married ones, 
If each of you ſhould take this courſe, how many 
For 


_— 
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"PRA ME LON : 


[ 


1 


You ſnatch from hence for little faults; that's love 


} 


| To ſecond illes with illes, each Elder worle, 


} And make me bleftro obey. Iam brought hither 


; Enter Lucius, Iachinso; and the Romane Army at one doove : 


1 The Lane is gnarded : Nothin 


; 
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For wrying bura little ? Oh P5/ano, | 
Every good Servantdo's notall Commands : 

No Bond, but to doe juſt ones. Gods, if you 
Should have tane vengeance on my faults, | never 
Had liv'd toput on this : ſo had you ſaved 
Thenoble Imogen to repent, and ſtrooke 

Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But ala 


| 


To havethem fall no inore: you ſome permit 


And make them dread it, to the doers thrift 
' But Imogen is your 0wne,do your beſt willes, 


Amongrth' Italian Gencry, and to fight 

Againſt my Ladies Kingdome : Tis enough 
That (Britaine) I have kill'd chy Miſtris : Peace, 
Ile giveno wound to thee : therefore good Heavens, 
Heare patiently my purpoſe. Ile diſrobe me 
Of theſe Italian weedes, and ſuite my ſelfe 

'As do's a Britaine Pezant : fo le fight 

Againſ the part 1 come with : ſo Ile dye 

.For thee (O Imoyen )even for whom my life 

Is every breath, a death : and thus unknowne, 
Pittied; nor hated, to the face of perill 

My ſelfe Ite dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, then my habits ſhow. 

Gods, put the ſtrengeth o'th' Zeonaciin me * 

To ſhamethe guize o'th* world, I willb 


- 
The faſhion lefſe without, and more withM. Exit. 


yo IT 


— 


— — — 


Scena Secunda. 


and the Britaine Army at another : Leonatus Poſthums 
following like a poore Souldzer. They martch over , and $oe 
ont. Then enter againe in Skirmiſh lachimo and Poithu- 
mw : be vanquiſheth and diſarmeth Tachimo , and then 


leaves him. 


[ac. The heavineſſe and guilt within my boſeme, 
Takes off my manhood: I have belyeda Lady, 
The Princeſle of this Country ; and the ayreon't 
Revengingly enfccbles me, or could this Carle, 
A very drudge of Natures, haveſubdu'de me 
In my profeilion ? Knighthoods, and Honors borne 
(As Iweare mine)are titles but of ſcorne, 
if that thy Gentry (Britaine) go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lerds, the oddes 
Is, that we ſcarſe are men,and yon are Gods. Exit, 
The Battazle continues, the Britaines flye, (ymbelins ts 
taken: Then enter to ht reſcue, Belarus, Guiderine, 
ana Arviragts. 
Bet. Stand,ftand.we have the adyantage of the ground, 
g rowts us,but 
The villany of oor feares. | 
Gus. eArvi. Stand,ſtand and fight. 


Enter Poſi humus , and ſecond: the Britaines, They reſexe 
| Cymbeline, and Exeum, 
Then enter Lucius, lachimo, and Imogen. 
Lac. Aviay boy from the Troopes, and ſave thy ſelfe: | 


cke, 


Onan. 


As warre were hood-wink'd. 

1a. Tis their freſh ſupplies. 
| Lac; Itis a dayturn'd ſtrangely : or betimes 
Ler'sre« inforce, or fly; Exegnn, 
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Scana Ternua. 


Emer Poſthinmus, and a Britaine Lord. 


Ler. Cami thou from where they made the ſtand ? 
Poff. I did. 
Though yeu it ſcemes coine from the Fliers? 
Lo. I did. : 
Poft. Noblamebeto you Sir , for all was loſt, 
But that the Heavens fought : the King himſelfe 
Of his wings deſtitute, the Army broken, 
And but the backes of Britaines ſcene; 2ll flying 
Througha ſtraight Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the Tongue with ſlaught'ring: having worke 
More plentifull, then Tooles to doo'r : ſtroke downe 
Some mortally,ſome ſlightly touch'd, ſome falling 
| Meerely through feare, that the ſtrait paſſe was damm'd 
With deadmen, hurt behinde, and Cowards living 
Todye withlength'ned ſhame. 
Lo. Where wasthis Lane ? 
Poſt. Cloſe by the battell,ditch'd,8& wall'd with turph, 
W hich gave advantage to an ancient Soldiour 
(An honeſt one I warrant) who deſeru'd 
Solong a breeding, as his white beard came to, 
In doing this f.,xr*'s Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, withtwo ſtriplings (Lads more liketo run 
The Country baſe, then tocommit ſuch ſlaughter, 
With faces fit for Maskes, or rather fayrer 
T hen thoſe for preſervation cas'd, or ſhame) 
Made good thepaſſage, crycd to thoſe that fled, 
Our Br:tamnes hearts dye flying , not our men, 
Todarkeneſſe fleete ſoules that fiye backwards; ſtand, 
Or weare Romanes, and will give you thar 
Like beaſts, which you ſhun beaſty, and may ſave 
But to locke backe in frowne : Stand, ſtand. Theſe three, 
Three thouſand confident, ina as many : 
Forthree performersare the File, whenall 
The reft donothing, With this word ſtand, ſtand, 
Accommodated by the Place; more Charming 
With their owne Noblenefle, which could have turn'd 
A Diſtaffe,toa Lance, guiided pale lookes; 
Part ſhamc, part ſpiric renew'd,that ſome turn'd coward 
But by example (Oh a finre in Warre, 
Damn'din the firlt beginners) gan to looke 
The way that they did, aid to grinlike Lyons 
Vpon the Pikes o*ch' Hunters, Then beganne 
A ſtop rch* Chaſer ; a Retyre : Anon 
A Rowt,confuſion thicke: forthwith they flye 
Chickens, the way which they ſtopt Eagles : Slaves 
The ſtrides the ViRors made : and now our Cowards 
Like Fragments in hard V oyages became 
The life o*th' need : having found the backe doore open 
Of the unguarded hcarts : heavens, how they wound, 
Some ſlaine before,ſome dying; ſome their Friends 
Ore-borne i'th' former wave, ten chac'd by one, 
Are now each one the flaughter-man of twenty :' 
Thoſe that wonld dye, or cre reſift, are growne 


For friends kill friends,and the diſorder's ſuch 


The mortall bugs o'th' Field. 
= Lors 


EE” 
Jo ET On 


WI” - — , 


ay — 


Lord, This was range chance 2. +. 
A narrow Lgne, an old man,and two Boyes- 
Poit, Nay, doe not wonder at it : youare made 
Rather to wonder at the things you heare, 
Then to worke any. Will you Rime upon't, 
And vent it for a Mock*ry? here 1s one : 
«Two Boyjes, an Oldman (twite a Boy) a Lane, 
SPreſ#rv'd the Britatzies, was the Romanesbane, 
Zerd. Nay, be not angry Sir- 
Pot, Lacke, to what end? 
W ho dares not ſtand his Foe, ile be his friend ; 
F or if he'll doe, as he is made to doe, 
I know he'll quickly lye my friendſhip too. 
You have put me into Rime., 
Lerd, Farewell, you'reangry« | Exit, 
PoFe. Still going? This isa Lord : Oh Noble miſery 
To be ith field, and aske what newes of me: 
To day, how many wonld have given their honors 
To have fav'd their Carkafles ? Tooke heele todoo't, 
And yet dyed too, I, in mincowne woe charm'd, 
Could nor find death, where I did heare him groane, 
Nor fecle him where he ſtrooke. Being an ugly Monſter 
Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh Cups;toft Beds, 
Sweet words; or hath moe tituſters then we 
That draw his knives i'th' War. Well I will finde him: 
For being now a Favourer to the Britaine, 
No more a Britaine, I have refum'd againe 
ThepartI came in. Fight I will no more, 
Bur yeeld me tothe veri-{t Hind, that ſhatl 
| Once touch my ſhoulder. Great the {laughter is 
Heere made by*th*Romaae ; great the anfwer be 
Britaines muſt take, For me, my Ranſomes death, 
| Oneyther (ide | come to ipend my breath 3 
Which neither heere Ile keepe, nor beare agen, 
But end it by ſome meanes for /mopen. 
Enter two ( aptaines, aud Souldiers. 
I Great Jzpiter be prais'd, Lncins is taken, 
Tis thought the old man, and his ſonnes, were Angels. 
2 There was a fourth man, in a filly habit, 
That gave th'Aﬀeont with them. 
2 Sotis reported : 5 
But none of em can be found. Stand, who's there ? 
Poſt. A Roman, : S- 
Who had notnow beene drooping heere, if ſeconds 
Had anſwer*'d him. - 
'2 Lay havds on him:a Dogge, 
Alegge of Rome ſhall not returne to tell 
W hat Crowes have peckt them here;he brags his ſervice 
As ifhe were of note : bring him to th'King. J et 
| Enter ('ymbeline, Belarins, Guiderits, Arutragus, Piſanio, 
and Romane Captives. The Captaines preſent Poſt hum to 
Cymbeline, who delivers him over toa Gaoter. 


Scana Quarta. 
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| | Enter Poflhummus, and Gaoler, 
Gao. You ſhall not now be ſtolne, 
You have lockes upon you ; 
So graze,as you finde Paſture. 
2 Gao. I,or aſtomacke. YEE : 
Foſt, Moſt welcome bondage : ſor thouart a way 
(I thinke) coliberty : yeram I better _. 
Then one thats ſicke o'th'Gowr, ſince he hadrather 
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_ Tweene man, and man, they waigh not every ſiampe : 


Groane {o in' tuity, then becur'd /; + 31! 1156; 1, 
By th'fure Phe fiian, J ; whoisthe key --, | oj 
T*unbarre theſe Lockes-My conſcience,chou art fatter'd 
More then my ſhanks,and wriſts:you good gods give mo 
The penirent inſtrument to pickethar Bolt,, - i, * +7 
Then free for ever. Ist enough Lam forry ? 
So Children temporall fathers doe appeaſe ; 
Gods are more full of mercy. Muſt I repent, | 
I cannot doe it better then in Gyves, 

Delir'd, more then cotiſtrain'd, to ſatisfie 

If of my freedome tis the maive part, take 

No ſtricter render of me, then my All. 

I know you are more clement then vild men, 
W ha of their broken Debtors takea third, 

A ixt, a tenth, letting them thrive againe 

On their abatement ; thacs not my defire- 

For /yogens deere life, take mine, and though 
T1s not to deere, yer tisa life , you coyn'd it, 


Thoulight, take Peeces for the figures ſake, 
(Yourather) mine being yours : and ſogreat Powres, 
If you will take this Audit, take this life, 

And cancell thoſe cold Bonds, Oh /moger, 

Ile ſpeaketothee in filence. 


Solemns Muhthe, Enter (as in an Apparitvon) Sicilins Lees 
nate, Father ro Poſthumns an old man,attyred like a ware 
rior, leading in hu hond an ancient Alatron (his wife, and 
CHMorher ro Poithumus ) with Muſiche befere them, Then 
after other Mufcke, followes the two young Leonati (Bro- | 
thers to Poſthumus )with wounds as they dyed in the warres, 
They circle Poſthumus ronnd as he tyes ſleeping. 


Sicil. No more thou Thunder-Maſter - 
ſhew thy ſpight, on Morrtall fiyes : 
With Mars fall out, with /#»o chide, that thy Adulterics 
Rates, and Revenges. 
Hath my poore Boy done ought but well, 
whoſe face I never ſaw : 
Idy'de whitſt in the Wombe he ſtaide, 
attending Natures Law. 
W hole Father then (as men report, 
thou Orphancs Fatherart) 
Thou ſhouldſt bave bin, and ſheeld ed him, 
from this earth-vexing ſmart, || 
Moth, Lyucina lent not me her ayde, , { 
but tooke me in my Throwes, 
That from me was Fofthamw ript, 
came crying mongſt his Focs. 
Athing of pitty, 
Sics. Great Nature like his Anceſtry, 
moulded the ſtuffe fo faire : | 
That he diſerv'd the praiſe oth' World, | 
as great Srcilore heyre. | 
I Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
In Britaine where was he 
That could ſtand up his parallcll ? 
or fruittull object be ? | 
Incye of Imogen, that beſt | 
_ could deeme his dignity . = 
Ath. With Marriage wherefore was he mockt 
tobe exil'd, and throwne 
| From Leonatrs Seate, and caſt 
from her his deereft one: | 
Sweet /mogen? | | 


Sici. Why did you ſuffer J«chimo,ſlight thing of Italy, 
| Ws Ss. To 
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To taint hisnobler hartand braine,withncedlefſe jelouſie 


And to become the gecke and ſcorne oth'others villany ? 
2 Bro, For this, from Rilier Scats w py TOIGEL' 1 
our Parents, andus twaine, 
'Thar ſtriking inonr Countries cauſe, 
tell bravely, and were ſlaine, 


Our Fealty,and Texemtiawright, with honor to maintaihe, 
8 Bro, Like hardiment Poſthumwe hath 3 
| to (ymbehneperform'd : (journ'd 
Then /epirer, thou King of gods, why haſtthou thus ad- 
The Graces for her Merits due,being all todolors turn'd? 
Sici. Thy Chriſtall window ope ; looke out 
no longer exerciſc ag ! 
Vpona valiant Race, thy harſh, and potent injuries : 
Afoth. Since (taper) our Sen is good, ' + 
take off his miſctics. 
Sicil. Peepe through thy Marble Manſion, helpe, 
or we poore Glioſts will cry ; 
To*th'ſhining Synod of the relt, againſt thy Deity, 
Bre. a; v4 pno'e 7 we appeale, 
and from thy == randy ff 
Tupiter deſcends in Thunder and Lightning, futing #p99.an 
| -=.ah he throwes a Thunder-bolt, The GhoFs fall on their 
HEES» 
I#p, No more you Spirits of Region low 
af our hearing : Ha How dare you Ghoſtes 
Accuſethe Thunderer, whoſe Bolt (you know) 
Sky-ptanted, batters all rebelling Coaſts. 
Poore ſhadowesof Elizium, hence, and reſt 
Vpon your never-withering bankes of Flowres, 
Be not with mortall accidents oppreſt, 
No care of yours it is, you know tis ours. 
W hom beſt 1 love, I crofle : to make my guifc 
The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, 
Your low-laid Sonne, car god head will uplift : 
His comforts thrive, his Trialls wellare ſpent ; 
Our Ioviall Starre reign'd at his Birth, and in 
Our Temple was he married : Rite, and fade, 
He ſhall be Lord of Lady meger, 
And happier much by his AfiiQion made 
This Tablet lay upon his breſt, wherein 
Our pleaſuce, his full Fortune, doth confine, 
And ſo away : no farther with your dinne 
Expreſle Impatience, - leſt you ſtirre up mine : 
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Chriſtalline. Aſcends. 
Sicil. He came in Thunder, his Celeftiall breath 
Was ſulphurous to ſmell : the holy Eagle 
Stoop'd, asto foote us : his Aſcenſion is 
More ſweet then al bleſt fields: his Royall Bird 


{ Prunes the immortgll wing, and cloyes his Bcake, 
| As when his god ispleas'd. 


el. Thankes Iupiter. 
$5ci, The Marble Pavement clozes. heisenter'd 
His radiant Roofe : Away, and to be bleſt 
Let us with care performe his great beheſt, Vansſh, 
P3F8. Sleepe, thou haſt bin a Grandfire, 2nd begor 
A Father to me : and thou haſt created 


1 A Mother, and two brothers. But (ohſcorne) 


Gone, they went hence ſo ſoone as they were borne ; 
AndſoIam awake. Poore Wretches, that depend 
On Greatneſſe, Favour ; Dreameas I have done, 
Wake, and find nothing. But (alas) I ſwerve : 


| Many Dreame not to find, neither deſerve, 


And yetare ſtcep'd in Fayours; ſoam1T 


| That havethis Golden chance, and know not why: 


Wha Faycrics haunt thisground? a booke? Oh rare one, | 


[V 


| Or ſenſcleſſe ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking ſuch 


| ſome that take upon them to know, or to take upon'your 


| Be not, as is our fangled world, a Garment 
| Noblerthen that ir covers. Let thy effects 
So follow, tobe moſt unlike our Courtiers; 
As' good, aspromile. 

Reades I 


Hen as a Lyons whelpe,foall to himſelfe unkyown 

without ſreking find, and be embrasd by a peece 
of tender Ayre : And when from a flately Cedar ſpall be 
lopt branches, which being dead many yeeres, foall after re- 
V:ve, be joynted to the old Stocke, and fre ſoly grow, then 
ſhall Pofthumu end bts miſeries, Britaine bs fortunate ,nud 
flor; ſb in Peace and Plenty, 
Tis {till a Dreame : or elſe ſuch ſtuffe as Madmen 
Tongue, and braine not : either boch, or nothing, 


ASſenſe cannotuntye. Be what it is, | 
The Actionof my life is like it, which lle keepe 
If but for ſimpathy. 

; Emer Gaoler, 

Gao.Come Sir, are you ready for death? 

PoiF, Over-roaſted rather : ready long agoc. 

Gas.-Hanging 1s the word, Sir, if you be ready for that, 
you are well Cook'd. 

Poſt. Soif I provea 
diſh payes the ſhot. 

Gao. A heavy reckoning for you Sir : but the comfort | 
is you ſhall be called to no more payments, feare no more 
Taverne Bils, whichare often the {adnefle of parting, as 
the procuring of mirth : you come in faint for want of 
meate, depart reeling with too much drinke : ſorry that 
' you have payed too much, and ſorry that you are payed 
too much : Purſe and Braine, both empty : the braine the 
heavier, for being toolight the Purſe too light, being 
drawne of heavineſſe. Oh,of this contradi&ion you ſhall 
now be quit : Oh the charity of a penny Cord, it ſummes 
up thouſands ina trice: you have no true Debitor, and 
Creditor butit : 'of whatspaſt, is, and to come, the diſ- 
charge : yournecke( Sir) is Pen, Booke, and Counters :ſo 
the Acquitance followes. | | 

Poſt, lam merrier to dye, then thou artto live. 

Gao. Indeed Sir, he thatſlcepes, feeles not the Tooth- 
Ache : buta man that were to ſleepe your ſleepe, and a 
Hangman to helpe him to bed,I thinke he would change | 
places with his Officer : fax looke you Sir, you know not 
which way. you ſhall gae. 

Pe#t, Yes indecd doel, fellow. 

Gao, Yourdeath haseyes ins head then : I have not 
ſeene him ſo pitur'd : you mult cither be directed by 


good repaſt to the SpeRators, the 


ſelfe that which | am ſure you doe not know : or lamp 
the after-enquiry on your owne perill: and how you ſhwll 


ſpeed in your journies end, I thinke you'll never returne 
totell one. | Ee. 

Poſt. I tell thee, Fellow, there are none want eyes, to 
dire& them the way I am going, but ſuchas winke, and 
will not uſe them. ; | 

Gao. What an infinite mocke is this, that a man ſhould 
have the beſt uſe of eyes, toſcethe way of blindneſſe; I 
am ſurc hanging's the way of winking. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 
. HMeſe Knocke off his Manacize bring your Priſoner to 
the King, | 
: Poſt. Thou bringſt good newes, Iam calld to be made 
Ice 4 | 
Gao, Ile be hang'd then. 


* Poſt. Thou ſhaltbethen 


freer then a Gaoler; no-boles 
for 
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for the dead. 

Geo. Vnleſſe a man would marry a Gallowes, and. be- 
get yong Gibbets, I never ſaw one ſo prone: yet on my 
Conſcience, there are verier Knaves deſireto live, for all 
ke be a Roman ; and there be ſoine of them too that dye 
againſt their willes : ſo ſhould I, if I were one. I would 
we wereall of one minde, and one minde good : O there 
were deſolation of Gaolers and Galowies : Iſpeakea- 
gainſt my preſent profir, but my wiſh hath a preterment 
int. Exit. 


Cm_— 


Scana Quinta, 


I — — 
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Enter Cymbeline, Bellarins, Guiderins, Arvi- 
| ragiu, Viſanio, end Lords, 

(5m.Stand by my fide you,whom rhe Gods have made 
Preſervers of nly Throne : woe is my heart, * 
Thar the poore Souldier that fo richly fought, 
W hoſe ragges, ſham'd gilded Armes,whoſe naked breſt 
Stept before Targes of proofe, cannut be found : 
He ſhall be happy that can finde him, if 
Our Grace can make him ſo. 

Bel. I never faw 
Such Noble fury in ſo poore a Thing 3 


. Such precious deeds, in one that promilt nought 


But beggery, and poore lookes. 
Cym. Notydings of him? he 
Piſa. He hath bin ſearch'd among the dead ,and living, 


4 Butnotrace of him, 


Cym. To my gricfe, I am | 
The heyre of his Reward, which I will adde 
To you (the Liver, heart, and Braine of Britaine } 
By whom (1! grant) ſhelives. Tis now the time 
To aske of whence you are. Report 1t. 

Bel. Sir, 
In Cambria are we borne, and Gentlemen : 
Further to boaſt, were neither true, nor modeſt, 


 Vnleſſe I adde, weare honeſt. 


Cym. Bow your knees :; 
Ariſe my Knights oth*Battell, I create you 
Companions to our perſon, and will it you 
With Dignitics becomming your eſtates. 

| Enter ((ornelins and Ladies. 
There's buſineſſe in theſe faces : why fo ſadly 
Greet your our Victory ? you looke like Romances, 
And net oth'Court of Britaine. 
Corn. Hayle great King, 

To ſowre your happincſle, TI muſt report 
The Queene is dead. 

Cym. Whom worſe thena Phyſitian 
Would this report become ; but 1 conſider, 
By Med'cine life may be prolong'd, yet death 


'Will ſeizethe Door too, How ended ſhe ? 


{or. With horror, madly dying, like her lite, 
W hich (being cruel to the world} conelnded 
Moſt cruell'to her {cife- W hat ſhe confeſt, 
I will report, ſo pleaſe you. Thete her Women 
Can trip me, if 1 erre, who with wet cheekes 
Were preſent when ſhe finiſh'd. 
Cym. Prethee ſay, | ; 
Corn. Firſt, ſhe confeſt ſhe never lov'd you : onely |; 
AﬀeRed Greatnefle got by you : not you : 
Marricd your Royalty, was wife to your place: | 


1 


Exeunt. | Abhorr'd your perſon. 


—Cyw. Shcalone knew this ; 
And but ſhe ſpoke it dying; Iwould not 
Beleeve her lips in opening it: Proceed, | 
| Com. Your daughter, whom ſhe bore in hand to love 
With 1uch integrity, ſhe did confefle 
Was as a Scorpron to ber fight, whoſelife 
(Bur that her flight prevented it) ſhe had 
Tane oft by poyſon. 8 
Cym. O molt delicate fiend! | 
Who ist can readea Woman ? is there more ? 
Corn, More Sir, and worſe, She did confeſſe ſhe had 
For you a mortall Minerall, which being tooke, 
Should by the minute feede on life, and lingring, 
By inches waſte you. In which time, ſbe purpos'd 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kiſſing, to 
Orecome you with her ſhew : yes and intime 
(When ſhe had fitted you with her craft, to worke 
Her Sonne into th'adoption of the Crowne : 
But fayling of her end by his {trange abſence, 
Grew ſhamelcſle de{perate, open'd (in deſpight 
Of heaven, and Men) her purpoſes: repented 


I ——_— 


Theevils ſhe hatch'd, were not effected : {o 


Diſpayring, dyed. | 


' Cm. Heardyou all this, her Women ? 
Lad. We did, fopleaſe your highnefle. 
Cym. Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for ſhe was beautifull : 

Mine earesthat heare her flattery,nor my heart. 


To have miſtruſted ber : yet (Oh my Daughter ) 
That it was folly in me, thou may lt (ay, 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all. 
Enter Lacius, Iachimo, ana other Roman priſoners, 
Leona ns belund, and Imogen. 

Thon comm'ſt not Caims no.4/ for Iribuce, that 
The Brttaines have rac'd out, though with the loſle 
Of many abold one ; whoſe Kinſmen have made ſuite 
That thcir good foules may be appeas'd, with ſlaughter 
Of you their Captives, which our telte have granted, 
So thinke ot your eſtate. 
Zxc. Conſider fir, the chance of Warre, the day 
Was yours by accident : had it gone with us, 
We ſhould nat whenthe blood was cool, have threatned 
Our Priſoners with the Sword. But {ince the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothnng bat our lives 
May be cali'd ranſome, let it come : fwhcerh, 
A Roman, with a Romans heart can ſuffer : 
Angeftus iivestothinke on't ; and fo much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing vnely 
I will entreate, my Boy (a Britaine borne) 
Let him berarſom*d: Never Maltcr had 
A Page fo kinde, ſoduteous, diligent, 
So tender over his occaſions, true, 
| So feate, ſo Nurſc-like : let his vertue joyne : 
With my requeſt, which Ile make bold, your highnefle 
Cannot deny ; he hath doneno Britaine harme, - 
Though he have ſerv*da Roman, Save him (Sir) 
And ſpare noblood beſides 
(5. I have ſurely ſcene him: . 
His favour is familiar to me ; Boy, . 
Thou haſt look'd thy ſeife intormy grace, 
And art mine owne., I know not why, wherefore, 
To fay, live boy : nere thanke thy Maſter, live ; 
And aske of c'3mbelime what Boone thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy uw Ile giveit : 
: 


— 


That thought her like her ſeeming. It had veene vicious 


Al5 - 


Lad 


Yes, | 


oof 


| 
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Yea, though thou doe demanda Priſoner, 
The Nobleſt tancs 

Imo. I humbly thanke your Highneſle. 

Lac. 1 doe not bid thee begge my life, good Lad, 
And yetI know thou wilt. 

Imo. No, no, alacke, 
Theres other worke in hand : I ſeeathing 
Bitter to me, as death : yourlifc, good Maſtcr, 
Muſt ſhuffle for it ſeife. 

Luc. The Boy diſdaines me, 


f 


| He leaves me, ſcornes me : bricfely dye their joyes, 


That placethem on the truthof Gyrtes, and Boyes- 
W hy ſtands he ſo perplex ? 

(35m. What wouldit thou Boy > . 
Ilovethce more, and more: thinke more and more 
W hats beſt to aske, Knowſt him thou look'ſt on? ſpeake 
Wilt have him live ? Is be thy Kin ? thy friend ? 

Ims. He is a Romane, no more kin to me, 5 
Then I to your higlneſſe, who being borne your vaſſaile 


| Am ſomething neerer. 


Cym. Wherefore ey'ſt him ſo? 
Imo. Iletell you (Sir) in private, if you pleaſe 


- Togive me bearing» 


Cyr. I, with all my heart, 
And lend my belt attention. Whatsthy name ? 
In, F idele Sir . 

| Cm. Thou'rt my good youth, my Page, 

He be thy Maſter : walke with me : ſpeake freely. 
Bel. Is not this Boy reviu'd from death ? 
Ari. One ſand another | 

Not more reſembles that ſweet Rofie Lad : 


| Who dyed, and was Fidelex what thinke you ? 


Gus, The ſamedcad. alive. 

Bel. Peace, peace, ſec farther; he eycs us not, forbeare, 
Creatures may. be alike :were't he, I am ſure 
| He would bave ſpoke to us. 
G«s.. But we ſee him dead. 
Bel, Bc{ilent : lets ſee further. 
| Piſa. Itis my Miltris : 
| Since ſhe is living, Itthe time run on, 
To good, or bad. 

Cym. Come, {tand thou by our fide. 

Makethy demandalowd. Sirz{tep you forth, 
Give anſwer to this boy, and doe frecly, 
 Orby our Greatneſle, and the grace of it 
' (Which is our honor) bitter torture ſhall 
| Winnow the truth from falſhood. One ſpeake ro hims 
mo, My boone is, that this Gentlemaf may tender 


Of whom he badthis Ring. 


P+ſi. Whatsthatto him : | 

Cym. That Diamond upon your finger, ſay 
- How came it yours? | 

Tach. Thou'lt tortare me to leave unſpoken, thar 


{ Whichto be ſpoke, wou'dtorture thee. 


Cym, How ?me? . 
Tach. Tamgladtobeconftrain'd to viter thar 
Which torments meto conceale. By Villany 
I got this Ring : twas Leonarns Iewell, . | 
Whom thou didſt baniſh : and which more may greeve 
Asir doth me : a Nobler Sir nere liv'd | (thee, 
Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou heare more my Lord ? 
 Cym, Allthcr | s$tothis. 
Tach. That Paragon, thy daughter, 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falſe ſpirits 
"© Quaile toreme nber. Give meleave,l faint. 


ſh ——_ FY 


, 


4. 


| 


=_ rather thou ſhouldſt live, while Nature will, 


hendyeerel heare more : ſtrive man, and ſpeake. 
lach, Vpon a time, unhappy was the clocke 
That ſtrooke the houre : it was in Romegaccurſt 
The Manſion where : twas at a feaſt, oh would - 
Our V1ands had bin poyſon'd(or at leaſt 
Thoſe which 1 heav'd to head :) the good Poftbumm, 
( W hat ſhouldI fay ? he was too goodto be 
W bere ill men were, and was the beſt of all 
Amongflt the rarft of good ones) ſitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praiſe our Loves of Jtaly 
For beauty, that made barren the {well'd boaſt 
Of im that beſt could {peake : tor Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Venue, or ſtraight-pight Ainerva, 
Poſtures, beyond briefe Nature. For Condition, 
A ſhop of all the qualities, that man 
Loves woman for, beſides that hooke of Wiving, 
Fairenefſe, which ſtrikes theeye. 
* C72. I ſtand on fire. Come to the matter. 
ach, All too ſoone I ſhall, 
Vnlefle thou wouldſt greeve quickly. This Poftb 


HM, 
Molt like a Noble Lord, in love, and one | 


That had a Royall Lover, tooke his hint, 


And {not diſprailing whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calmeas vertue) he began | 
His Miſlris picture, which by his rongue, being made, 
And then a mind pur int, either our bragges | 
Were crak'd of Kirchin-Trulles, or his deicription 
Prov'd usunſpeaking ſottes. 

(wm. Nay, nay, to'th'purpoſe. 

lach. Your daughrers Chaſtity, (there it begins) 
He ſpake of her, as Dias had hot dreames, 
And ſhe alone were cold : Whereat, I wretch 
Made {cruple of bis praiſe, and wag'd with him 
Peeces of gold, gainſt this, whichthen he wore 
Vpon his honor'd finger ) toatraine 
Inſuite the place ofs bed, and winne this Rin 
By hers, and mine Adultury : he (true Knight) 
Nolefler of her honor confident 
Then I did truly finde her, ſtakes this Ring, 
And would ſo, hae it beenea Carbuncle © 
Of Phoebus Wheele ; and might ſo ſafely, had it 
Bin all the worth ofs Carre, Away to Britaine 
Poſte Lin this deiigne + Well may you (Sir) 
Remember me at Court, where was taught 
Of your chaſte Daughter,the wide difference 
Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, not longing ; mine Italian braine, 


Gan 1n your duller Britaine operate 


Moſt vildly : for my vantage excellent. 

And to be briefe, my practiſe ſo prevayl'd 
ThatT returnd with ſimular proofe enough, 
To make the Noble Leonarxs mad, 

By woundirg his beleite in her Renowne, 
With Tokens thus, and khus; averring notes 
Of Chamber hanging, Pi&ures rhis her Bracelet 
(Oh;cunning how 1 got it) nay ſome markes 
Of Kcret on her perſon, that he could not 

But thinke her bond of Chaſtity quite crackd, 
I having tane the forfeyt. Whereupon, 


Me thinkes I fee him now. 


Poſt. I,fo thou doſt,? ; 
Italian fiend. Aye me, moſt credulousfodle, 
Egregious murtherer, Theefe, any thing 
Thats ductoallthe Villaines paſt, in being 
To come. Oh give me Cord, or knife, or poyſon, 

Some |}. 


—— 


Cym. My Daught ? what of her? Renewthy ſtrenth 
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The Tragedyof (ymbeline. y 
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Some upright Iuſticer. Thou King, ſend out 
For Torturers ingenious : it is [. 
Thatall th'abhors ed things oth'earth amend 
By being worſethenthey. Iam Poftbumns, 
That kil'd thy Daughter : Villaine-like, Ilye, 
That cau s'd a lefler villainethenmy ſelfe, 
A ſacritegious. Theefe todoo't. The Temple 
Of Vertue was ſhe : yea, and ſhe her ſelfes 
Sper, and throw ſtones, caſt myre upon me, ſet 
Thedogges oth'ſtreet to bay me : every villaine 
Be calld Pofthumus Leonataes, and 
Be villany lefſe then twas. Oh Imogen! 
My Quecene, my life, my wite : oh ſmogen, 
{mogen, Imoges. 

Imo. Peace my Lord, heare, heare, 

Poſt. Shalls have aplay ofthis ? _ 
Thou ſcornfull Page, there lye thy part, 

Piſa. Oh Gentleman, helpe, of Eats 
Mine and your Miſtris: Oh my Lord Fofthumw, 
Youne're killd J-wogen tiil now : helpe, helpe,; 
Mine honor'd Lady. 

,m. Doesthe world goc round? 

Poſt. How comes thele ſtaggers on me? 

Fi/a. Wake my Miſtais« DRE. 

Cym. If this be ſo, the gods doe meane to ſtrike me 
To death, with mortall joy. 

Piſa. How fares my Miltris. 

Imo.. Oh get thee from my fight, . 

Thou gavit me poyſon : dangerous Fellow hence, - 
Breath not-where Princes are. | 

(ym. The tune of Imogen. A 97 

P:ſa.Lady,the gods throw ftones of ſulphure on me,if 
T hat box I gave you, was notthought by me 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene. 

Cym, New matter {til}, | 

Imo, It poylon'd me. 

Corn. Oh gods ! | | 
T {Cfr out one thing which the Queeneconfeft,' 

Which mult approve thee honelt. If Piſani 
Have (ſaid ſhe) given his Miſtris that Confeftion 
W hich | gave him for Cordiall, ſhe 1s ſerv'd, 

As 1 would fervea Rat. 

(5m. Whats this, Cornelius? , 
| Cern. The Queene (Sir) very oft importun'd me 
To terwper poyſons for her, {tilt pretending 
The ſatisfation of her knowledge, onely 
In killing Creatures vilde, as Cats and Dogges 
Of no eſtceme, I dreading, thar her purpoſe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certaine ſtuffe, which beingrane, would ſeize 
The preſent/power of life, but in ſhort time, 

All Offices of Nature, ſhould againe | 
Doe their due Funftions. Have yourane of it ? 

Imo. Moſt like I did, for I wasdead- 

Bet. My Beyes, there was Qur error. - 

Gus. This is ſure Fidete, =_ 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro'you? 
Thinke that youare upon a Rocke, and now 


| Throw me againe, 


Poft, Hang there like fruite, my ſoule ,/ 
Till the Tree dye. | 
Cn, How now, my fleſh? My child? 

What, mak*ſt thou mea dullard in this At ? | 
Wilt thou not ſpeake to me? 
Ims. Your bleſting Sir. 


Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame ye not, 


| Is gone, we know not how,nor where 


. Andtake him from our preſence, 


| As well deſcended as thy felfe, and hath 


Bel, Haveatit then, by leave 


-Afſum'd this age : indeed a baniſh'd many © © 


You had a motive fort. 
Cym. My tcares that fall 
Prove holy-water onthee ; [mngen, 
Thy Mothers dead. 
1mo. I am lorry for't my Lord. 
C5m. Oh, ſhe was naught ; and lobg of her it was 
That we meet heere ſoſtrangely : but her Sonne 


Piſa. My Lord, | 
| Now feare is from-me;, Ile ſpeake troth. Lord (ort 
 Vpon my Ladies mitling, cameto me | 


If | diſcover'd not which way ſhe was gone, * 
It was my inſtant death. By accident 
I hada fcigned Letter of my Maſters - 
Then in my pocket, which dire&ted him | 
To ſeeke her on the Mountaines neere to Milford, 
Where in a frenzy, in my Mafters Garments | 
(Which he inforc'd from me) away he poſtes 
With unchaſte purpoſe, and with oath to violate 
My Ladies honor, what became of him, 
I further know not. | 
Gi. Let meend the Story : I flew him there. 
(5m. Marry, the gods forefend, 
I would net thy good deeds, ſhould from my lips 
Plucke a hard ſentence : Prethee valiant youth 
Deny't againe, | 
Gil. | have ſpoke it, and T did its - 
Cym, He was a Prince. ; 
Gni. A moſtincivill one. The wrongs hedid me 
Were nothing Prince-like; for he did provoke me 
With Languagethat would make me ſpurne the Seaz 
If1t could foroare to me, - 1 cut offs head, | 
And am right glad he is not {tanding here 
Totell this tale of mine, | 
Cym. I am ſory for thees + ' FO 
By thine 6wne tongue thou art condemn'd, and mint ' 
Endure our Law : Thou're dead. --  * FOI 
Imo. That headlefſe man I thought had bin my Lord 
(y»>. Bind the Offender, ' e936 35 


__ 


— 


Hel. Stay, Sir King. 
This man 15 betterthen the man he ſlew, 


More of thee merited, then a Band of C/otens 
Had everſcarre for. Lechis Armes alone, 
They were not bornefor bondage. 

Cym, Why old Souldier : | 4 30 
Wilr tho undooe the worththouart unpayd for 
By taſting of onr wrath ? how ofdeſcen 
Asgood agwe? | 

eArvi, Iathat he ſpaketoo farre. 

Cym. And thou ſhalt dye for't. 

Bel. Wemwilldye all three, 

But I will prove that two on'sare as good _ 
As I have given oathim: My Sonnes, I muſt _ 
For mine owne part, unfold a dangerous ſpeech,” © * 

Though haply well for you. IT >> 

Arvs. Your dangersours. 4 9759 07 120300 1 
 Gnid, Andour good his. $119; 4 | 


Thou hadſt (greatKing) a Subjet; who v{19i9s 


Was calld Belarixes, ., _ 11.4 :10] Nedatedl 
Cym, Whatof him ? he tsa baniſh's Traitor. RAS . 


Bel. He it is, that hath ' 
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| With his Sword drawne, foam'd art the mouth,and {wore 
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| Iknow nothow, a Traitor. 
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of Gmbeline. 
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Cym. Take him hence, 
The whole world ſhallnot ſave him. 
Bel. Not too hot; 
Eirſt pay me for the Nurſing of thy Sonnes , 
Andier it be confiſcate all, 1o ſoone 


As LThaverecev'dit, 


Cym. Nurſing of my Sonnes? | 

Bk, Tam too blunt, and fawcy : heeres my knee 3 
Ere:1-ariſe, I will preferre my Sonnes,, 
Then ſpare not the old Father, Mighty Sir, 
Theſe two young Gentlemen that call me father, 
And thinke they are my Sonnes, are nene of mine, 
They _ ue of your Loynes, my Liege, 

d bloed pf your begetting. 

(5m, Hew? my iflues "| | 

\Be/,, So ſhreas you, your fathers 1 (old organ) 
Am that Be ,whom you ſometime baniſh'd : 


Your pleaſure wasmy neere offence, my puruſhment 


Itſelfe, and all my Treaſon that I ſuffer'd, 


1 Wagall the harme Idid. Theſe gentle Princes 

{ (For ſuch,and ſo they arc) theſe twenty yecres 
' Have train'd up ; thoſe Arts they | 
{ Could put intothem. My breeding was (Sir) 


have, as 1 


As your Higbnefſeknowes, Their Nurſe Emriphile 
(Whom forthe Theft I wedded) ſtole theſe Children 


The Traged: 


But Iam trueſt ſpeaker. Youcalld me Brother. 
WhenlI was but your Siſter : I you Brothet, 
When we wereſo indeed. | 

Cym. Did you ere meete ? 

Arvi, I my good Lord. | 

Gi. Andat firſt mceting lov'd, 
Continu'd fo, untill we thought he dycd. 

Corn. By the Queenes Dramme ſhe ſwallow?d. 

Cym. Orareinſtin&t! | 
W hen ſhall I hearc all through? This fierce abridgement, 
Hath to it Circumſtantiall branches, which 
Deſtinetion ſhould be rich in. Where? how liv'd you ? 
And when came you to ſerve our Romane Captive ? 
How parzed with your Brother ? How firft met thema ? 
Why fled you from the Court ? And whether theſe ? 
And your three motives to the Battaile ? with 
I know net how much more ſhould be demanded, 
Andall the other by-dependances 
From chancerto chance ? But nor the time,nor place 
Wuill{erve our long Interrogatorjes. See; 
Pot bum Anchors upon Imoges; | 
And ſhe (like harmeleſſe Lightning) throwes her cyc 
On him : her brothers, Me : her Maſter hitting 
Eaxchobjc& with aloy ; the Counter-change 
Is ſeverally in all. Lets quite this gronnd, 
And ſmoake the Temple with our SacrificeT. 


Thou art my Brother, ſo we'll holdthee eyer. 

imo. Youare my Mother too, and did releeve me : 
Toſcethis gracious ſcaſon. 

Cym. Aliore-joy'd 
Save theſe in bonds, let them be joyfull too, 


Vpon my Baniſhment: I moav'd her too't, 
Having receiv'd the puniſhment before 

For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyalty, 
| Excited /me to Treaſon. Their deere lofle, 

The more of youtwas felt, the more it ſhap'd 


Vnto my, end of ftcalingrhem. But gracious Sir, For they ſhall taſte eur Comfors 
| Heere arc your Sonnesagaine; and I muſt looſe 1mo. My good Maſter, 1 will yetdoe you ſervice. 
 Twoofthe ſweetlt; Companions in the World. Luc. Happy be you. | 


} The bendiction oftheſe covering heavens 


lictic Cym. The forlorne Souldicr, that ſo Nobly fought 
{ Fallon their headslike dew, for they are worthy 


He would bave well becom'dthis place, and grac'd 


| To in-day heaven with Starres. The thankings of a King. 
| Cyw. Thou wcepl, and ſpeakſt : PoFt. I am Sir 
| TheService that youthree have done, is more The ſouldier that did company theſe three 


Vnlike, then this thou ellſt. 11oſt my children, 
{ If theſe be they, 1 know not how to wiſh 
} A payreof worthier Sonnes. 
| © Bel. Bepleasda while : 
] This Gentleman, whom I call Poliacre, 
{ Moſt worthy Prince,as yours, is true Gaoderims : 
This Gentleman, my Cadwal, eArviragr, 
Your yonger Princely Son, he Sir, was lapt 
| Ina moit curious Mantle, wrought by th'hand 
| Of his Queene Mother, which for more probation 
TI can with caſe produce, | 
Cm. Gnidirimhad 
Vpon his neelee a Mole, a ſanguine Starr, 
It wasa marke of wonder. 
Fol, This is he, 
Who hath upon him-ſtill that naturall ſtampe : 
It was wiſe Natures end, in the donation 


In poore beſeeming : twas a fitment for 
The purpoſe I then follow'd. That I was he, 
| Speake /achime, I had you downe, and might 
Have made your finiſh, 

lach. 1 amdowne againe ; 
But now. my heavy Conſcience finkes my knee, 
Asthen your force did. Take that life, beſeech you, | 
Which Iſo often owe: but your Ring tirſt, 
And heere the Bracelet of the trueſt Princefle 
T hat ever ſwore her faith. 

Poſt. Kneele not to me : 
The powre that I have on you, is to ſpare you : 
The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live 
And deale with others better. 

Cym. Noblydoom'd ; 
We'lllearne our Freenefle of a Sonne-11- Law : 
- | Pardons the word co all. 


' Tobe his evidence now. - | - Arv%. You holpe usSir, 
- = - Cym. Oh; whatam1 p | As youdid meane indeed to be our Brother, 
bt q . AMother to the bycth of three ? Nere Mother Ioy'd are we, that you are. 
ER cd deliverance more ; Bie(t, pray you be, Poſt. Your Servant-, Princes. Good my Lord of Reme 


That after this ſtrange ſtarting from your Orbes, Call forth your Sooth-ſayer : As I ſlept, methoughrt 


| Rejoye' 


= _  » |} Youmay reignejathemnow: Oh woges, Great »piter upon his Eagle back'd 
= > _ | Thouhaltloſtbythis a Kingdome. _ Appear'd to me, with other ſprightly ſhewes 
: | iv. No;mybord: nd) Of mine owne Kindred. When 1 wak'd, I found 
"ST : [ have got two Worlds by't. Oh my gentle Brothers, ThigLabellon my boſome ; whoſe containing 
1 Hevewethus mer? Ohnever ſay heereafter 


| Is ſo from ſenſe in hardneſſe, that can 
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The T ragedy of (-ymbeline. 


Make no ColleRion of it. Let him ſhew | Promiſes Britaine, Peace and Plenty. 


His skill in the conſtruction, | Cm. Well, 
Lune, Philarmonas, | My Peace we will begin : And Cairns Lacins, 
Soeth. Hcere, my good Lord. ' Although the Victor, we ſubmit to Ce/ar, 


And to the Romane Empire ; promiſing 

| To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 

\ Readers, We were difſwaded by our wicked Queene, 

V V Hen as a Lyons whelpe, ſhall to himſclfe unkyown | Whom heavens in juſtice both on her, and hers, 
wirhomt ſeeking find, and be embrac'd by a peece | Havelaid moſt heavy hand, | 

of tender eAyre: and when from a flately Cedar ſnall be Sooth. The fingers ofthe Powres above, doe tune 

lopt branches, which being dead many yeares, ſpall after re= | The harmony of this Peace : the Viſion | 

vive, be joynted ro the 01d Stocke, and freſply grow,'thes | Which1 made kno;yne to Luciwere the ſtroke 

ſhall Pofthnmw end his miſeries, Britaine be fortunate, | Of yet this ſcarſe-cold-Batraile,at this inſtant 


Lac. Read, and declare the meaning. 


—— — 


ard flouriſh in Peace and Plenty. Is fall accompliſh'd. For the Romane Eagle 
flowriſh a, / 
| Thou Leenarrs art the Lyons Whelpe, _ | FromSouthrs Weſt, onwing ſoaring alo 
The fitand apt Conſtruftion of thy name _ d mo _ on in the ry ooh hn | 
Being Leonars, doth importſo much : . yaniſh'd ; which fore-ſhew'd our Princely Eagle 
The pecce of tender Ayre, thy vertuous daughter, Th'Imperiall Ce/e, ſhould againeunite 
W hich we call Hollis Aer, and Mos Arr His favour, with the Radiant (ymbeline, 
Weterme it duly : which lier I divine - | Which ſhines herein the Welt. 
Is this moſt —_— wan _ ___ now Ply lng wn _"_ LS  hetat 
Anſwering the Letter of the Oracle, es climbe 
Vnknow >. ro ws — were clipt about _ _ _ A I we _ _— 
2nder Alre. A rward : 
Vn. The kno ſeeming, A Roman, and a Brittiſh Enfigne wave 
Seoth, The lofty Cedar, Royall (ymbeline | Friendly together ; ſo through Luds-Towne martch, 
Perſonates thee : And thy lopt Branches, point Andin the Temple of great Iwpiter Go 
Thy two Sonnes forth : who by Belarius (tolne OurPeace we'll ratifie : Seale it _ - 
For many yeares thorght dead.,are now reviv'd Set on there : Never was a Warre didceaſe 
Tothe Majefticke Ceday joyn'd ; whoſe iſſue | (Ere bloody hands were waſh'd) with ſuch a Peace. 
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